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FOUNDING DAYS
H. M. Kelly

Dear Editor,
Your Committee, in view of the fact that there is little recorded 

about the Club's early history, has asked me, as one who was much 
in touch with events at the time, to search my memory and fill in 
some of the gaps. What I now submit hardly complies with this 
request, as it mostly refers to pre-foundation days. Nevertheless, I 
think it is important enough to be considered part of the Club'? 
early history — hence my title. Also, I think it is appropriate to 
give a brief note on the character of Tat', who has been described 
as The Founder', which impelled her toward the founding of the 
Club.

Although the days I am recalling belong mostly to the years 
immediately before the inauguration of the Club in 1921, I think it 
is not out of place to go further back, say, to the early 1890s, when 
the Free-thought and Feminist movements were much alive and 
which, accepted by Pat, became a guiding factor in her thinking 
for the rest of her life. Never aggressive in her championship of 
those ideas, she was ever ready to defend them. This attitude, 
together with her warm disposition and understanding mind, served 
her in good stead, particularly when women around her were 
making tentative efforts to become rock-climbers and needed some 
cajoling.

Though development in the art of rock-climbing largely depends 
on physical fitness and natural ability, it is not done successfully 
without technique. Early in her climbing career Pat felt that, while 
male advice was not unwelcome, it was better to thrash out problems 
of technique herself, and this she became determined to do. 
Consequently anyone visiting, say, Castle Naze in those days would 
find her diligently back-and-kneeing in Deep Chimney. Much of 
our climbing then was solo, and it is amusing now to read in my 
climbing diary that when I gave full details of my own climbs her 
efforts were dismissed in a line — Tat also did some climbs on her 
own'. In 1914 I became a member of the Rucksack Club and Pat 
later joined the Fell and Rock Climbing Club, which she found 
very male-orientated although there were some women climbers 
among the members.

Skipping a couple of years, Easter 1916 was a vital one in the 
pre-history of the Pinnacle Club. While we were on holiday at 
Stool End, a friend asked if he might introduce another lady. This 
happened to be Miss Wells (later Mrs. Hirst). She was already an 
experienced fell-walker and hoped that by joining us she would get 
some rock-climbing done. This Easter meeting led to others and 
then to gritstone meets; parties gradually grew in numbers and other 
women were attracted to the sport. It was at these gatherings that
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FOUNDING DAYS H. M. KELLY

the idea of a club for women climbers only was aired and nurtured 
and by 1920 it was evident that something would have to be done. 
Pat and I then had a small office at No. 29 Fountain Street, Man 
chester, and this became the scene of operations. Unfortunately, 
the building was later pulled down to make room for an extension 
of an adjoining emporium, otherwise Manchester could do itself 
proud by putting up a plaque to inform the world that the Pinnacle 
Club was founded here.

A letter was written to the Guardian (then Manchester Guardian) 
saying that it was proposed to form a club for women rock-climbers 
and inviting those interested to communicate with the writer (Pat). 
To our delight, the letter was not only published but was benevol- 
lently approved in a short leader by the Editor (C. E. Montague). 
It was remarkable to have the backing of a paper of such prestige, 
and it was, gratifying to have the sympathetic approval of male 
climbers such as G. W. Young. Most important, though, was the 
response from women. It became obvious that forming a club should 
go forward and a notice to that effect was sent out with the informa 
tion that a meeting would be held in Wales at Easter, 1921. Already 
a nucleus for membership existed, so there was, no doubt in our 
minds about success, and the winter of 1920-1921 became busy with 
preparation. Leaving nothing to chance we drafted proposed Rules 
and an Agenda for the Meeting. We suggested that the first presi 
dent should be Mrs,. Winthrop Young, whose name would surely 
give prestige and a good start to the club. J. H. Doughty came on 
the scene at this time and gave considerable help. The preparations 
were not without their humorous side. Miss Bray, a very individua 
listic, downright person, and experienced mountaineer (who later 
became a 'pillar' of the club), queried some of the proposed rules. 
Rule 2 was, to the effect that the club was not only to be a rock- 
climbing club but should interest itself in other aspects of mountain 
eering. Miss Bray wished to substitute wider for other. We thought 
this alteration had a scent of alpinism about it and seemed to degrade 
rock-climbing to being merely an adjunct of mountaineering; we 
also wanted to stress that the proposed Club was to be mainly a 
rock-climbing club — we therefore plumped for other.

This intervention by Miss Bray, however, made us pause to 
think there might be other objections to the rules, so we decided to 
examine them again. We held a mock Inaugural Meeting with Pat 
acting secretary, I chairman and Doughty, with his highly critical 
mind, as possible critic. I hope this story will be of interest to 
present members and that they will agree that the gathering men 
tioned provided the basis for the launching of the Pinnacle Club in 
1921. The events subsequent to these founding days are recorded 
in the Club's first minute book which Pat handed over to her suc 
cessor, Miss Wells. H. M. Kelly, February 1978
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MOUNT RAINIER
Joann Greenhow

'""T'HE elegant uniformed Ranger looked up from her polished desk 
A and, pen poised over our permit to climb Mount Rainier, 

frowned. 'Have you climbed mountains before?' My sandals, cut 
offs and bikini top, understandably, did not convey the impression 
of past mountaineering epics. Having duly sworn that we possessed 
the necessary, and also lots of unnecessary (50 wands — MAGIC? 
Jumars — for a snow-plod?), gear, I emerged into the sweltering 
August heat clutching the precious permit and tourist brochure in 
my sticky hand. The Ranger called after us 'We're going up tomor 
row so you can always follow us'.

As dusk gathered and we stuffed mountain gear into sacs, 
three deer came gliding into the picnic area, graceful, lithe. We 
spent the night by the waterfall at a walk-in campsite on a beautiful 
thick mattress of woodchippings, no grizzlies but a large yellow 
moon. Despite an early rise, it was eight when we shouldered sacs 
and wound through magnificent, wild Alpine meadows. Tarmac 
paths gave way to track and we passed the Rangers on the glacier 
foot. The sun was already hot, heat bouncing up from the snow. 
Strange moraine, dust and ashes and odd conglomerates crumbling 
at the touch. The thought of Rangers stomping past Mountaineers 
kept one foot in front of the other. We reached Camp Muir, 3048 m, 
and gazed in disbelief at all the tents and bodies — CAMP FULL. 
Crevasses — roped and hesitant we crossed the Cowlitz Glacier. It 
was late, 3 p.m., slushy snow, gaping voids and rocks ricocheting 
from the Cleavers. On the far side we met today's victors, weary, 
purposefully making their way down. Twenty clattered past, 
crampons, ringing on the scree, and the mountain seemed not so 
big, unknown or remote.

An hour from Camp Muir saw us on the Ingraham Glacier. 
Already shadows were swallowing it. A biting wind sprang up. 
Camp here on this undulating snow? We would slide off. Colin 
had spotted a shallow scoop, a former tent site. 'Dig', he ordered. 
A shallow double grave emerged. NO tent, NO stove and NO 
liquid — but yes, Colin had melted enough powder on the poly- 
sheets for a cuppa before the sun sank. Bless that corned beef tin 
and solid fuel for a hot brew! Spare clothes and boots on. In bed 
at 4 p.m. Flat out, the wind whistling across our nose ends, we 
watched a beautiful crimson sunset spread washes of colour across 
the rock faces. Midnight at 11,000 ft., the cold was intense, the 
stars so near and twinkling I was tempted to pluck them. 'If it's 
an emergency don't hesitate to come over', yelled the pretty Ranger 
from the depths of the duvet and Igloo palace. Mad English! Colin 
prayed for an emergency
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MOUNT RAINIER JOANN GREENHOW

3 a.m. and the Rangers crunched past, amazed that we were 
still alive. Colin's urgent Tie on' roused -me. He was agitated 
that we might lose them, as the route was unmarked. The weather 
had been hot with crevasses opening, bridges collapsing, so the waj' 
through changed daily. The Rangers' leader had retreated a couple 
of days earlier and was determined to reach the summit this time. 
Struggles not to drag on the rope .... altitude sickness? Not a 
good idea to come straight from the Pacific to a 14,000 ft. peak. 
We passed two tents close under the huge, rotten wall — suicides? 
Then the vague track vanished in the cliff of rock and ice. An 
impasse; the ice gully or the tottering rock higher? The gloom faded. 
We were on route. Ice followed by crumbling volcanic rock. Up 
through this wound a maze of wands and ways. The rock was 
frightening. Voices. Then the dreaded clatter of stones. Poised on 
the wall I saw two boulders bouncing down on me. 'Keep in'. A 
football-sized rock had crunched my side before pell-melling past 
Colin to the glacier below. 'Hang on. Don't fall'. Colin aghast. No 
place to hang around.

Thankful for no crushed skull but with the bruise spreading we 
moved to the safety of the crest. RANGERS! Adrenalin pulsed 
and we moved past the gasping line into the lead. Clouds were 
mushrooming in the valley. The breakfast place; we ate. Ahead 
the crevasses yawned and gaped, seracs tumbling either side of the 
Cleaver. Big Chief Ranger organised his team. 'Anyone in doubt 
to stay and wait'. To us 'The way is up there'. I stared in disbelief 
— and followed my nose, up, up and steeply up. Incredible beauty 
as we wound in and out of shimmering ice walls, blue voids and 
towering snow waves. We found the wands, split bamboo canes 
toppled over and stuck them in again — our lifeline if the storms 
struck. On and on. We left the others. Two of us in a vast, white 
expanse. No sign of the summit. So slow. Altitude? So tired, my 
poor side demanding rest, unable to find comfort. Clouds again. 
Another half hour and we must go back. Then .... a line of rocks 
iutting from the snow. The ridge of the volcano. The TOP. 
SUCCESS.

Suddenly a figure stepped from the rocks. 'Hi'. We stare at 
him. 'What Steam Caves?', I ask. 'Sure, all round the crater. 
Some guys have fixed a shower in this one'. 'More people?'. 'Oh, 
sure', he said. 'Some geologists measuring the thickness of the ice 
.... a party of students .... climbers', and there, down in the 
bowl a multitude of folk, snowballing, throwing frisbees, chatting, 
drinking wine — like Blackpool sands! We staggered round the 
rise to the summit, marvelled at the steam and enjoyed the warmth 
of the immense crater basin suntrap, the size of six football pitches.
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MOUNT RAINIER JOANN GREENHOW

Guides here fight their way up, to sit out storms in warm caves 
rather than battle downwards. No sign of the Rangers. Descending, 
the wands keep us on route to a second breakfast on the Cleaver. 
Looking up, we see the Rangers lost among the crevasses. They 
are too low.

We hurry down, not wishing to be near them on the loose rock. 
We are lost, can't get off this rubbish, find a cairn, then again .... 
voices and the clatter of stones. My side pounds and I'm tired. 
Colin finds the track. Back at the narrow ice gully, I'm almost 
across when the mountain falls apart. The rope goes tight between 
us as truckloads of stone roar down the gully. Huge stones hurtle 
into the rope and threaten to pluck us from the face. This could 
be it. What a way to go! Security is an ice-axe pick shoved into 
rotten slush. Colin stands among loose rock and scree with little 
cover and dodges like a boxer. Another deluge. I watch Colin, 
bewitched. The rattle fades and he explodes into action. Running 
side by side we haul the rope after us and only when safely away 
from boulders still landing in the snow halt, gasping. Thankfully 
we stumble back to our 'grave' and gear.

Another terrible roar and a great slice of the cliff hurtles onto 
the glacier. Son of a bitch! We pack and wait for the eight 
Rangers. They take an hour to cross that 'Suicide Wall'. I pray. 
God is good. No more rock falls. At Camp Muir an Englishman 
jumps Colin. Know that accent anywhere. They chat. 'Going to 
the Tetons?'. You must do the East Ridge, a Great Mountain 
Route. And another story.

10
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TREK TO THE OGRE
Steph Rowland

\K7ITH some apprehension Jacky Anthoine and I set off to fly 
* * into Skardu for a 100 mile trek up the Braldu Valley to the 

Bkfo Glacier and the Ogre base camp. We hoped to explore with 
a view to a future all female expedition and to atlempt some easy 
lower peaks.

The flight is one of the most dangerous scheduled flights in the 
world, past Himalayan giants including Nanga Parbat. Imagine 
our excitment when we were invited to join the pilot in the cockpit. 
He gave us a running commentary on the mountains, Trivor, 
Rakaposhi, the Masherbrums and Gasherbrums, K2 and many 
more, some named by the pilots themselves, such as the Sleeping 
Beauty and the Bulls Head. There are hundreds of peaks, mostly 
unclimbed. The plane had to land on a small strip at Skardu, 
completely surrounded by 20,000 ft. mountains, but this was no 
problem to our skilled Pakistani pilot.

Warnings we had received about horrific walks up moving 
moraines in the Braldu and over huge boulder fields onto the Biafo 
Glacier, and of the unhelpful nature of the local people, did nothing 
for our apprehension: in fact most of the obstacles were caused bv 
our husbands who had left for the Ogre a few days before we arrived 
in Pakistan. 'We'll leave you tents', they had said, 'and food and 
gear for porters, with full instructions — there'll be no problems!' 
The first 'problem' was the complete lack of food, tents and porters' 
gear. In fact the food had been left and then stolen; the tents and 
gear had just been forgotten, along with any instructions.

The major problem, however, was the uncertainty as to 
whether we had permission to visit this politically very delicate 
area of the Karakorum. Two European females with huge ruck 
sacks in a Himalayan village are not exactly inconspicuous and 
from the moment of our arrival in Skardu we were bombarded with 
questions. We had to be very careful because ordinary tourists are 
not allowed beyond a 10 mile radius from Skardu. Eventually one 
of the officials produced a piece of paper from the file on the 
'British Ogre Himalayan Expedition', and there were our names 
along with the six members of the climbing team. At last we were 
allowed to leave for the mountains.

There followed a period of frantic activity buying food, packing 
sacks, trying to organise shared transport in a jeep for the first part 
of our journey and finally employing our first porter. He was a 
gentle giant called Harazabeg from the Hunza valley near Skardu 
and was a faithful guardian and companion all the way to base 
camp, when we were extremely sad to see him go. By contrast, all

11
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TREK TO THE OGRE

The Ogre from across the Biafo Glacier
photo: Steph Rowland

our other porters, locals of the Braldu Valley, were likeable rogues 
whom you wouldn't trust 'as far as you could throw them'. We 
employed three porters for the upward journey but they all spoke 
different dialects, so even between themselves had limited com 
munication. With no liason officer to translate, we had to fall back 
on sign language. We happened to be travelling up the first part 
of the main valley with a section of the Japanese Team to K2, who 
were taking in the oxygen for their expedition, using 120 porters, in 
all! This led to some advantages but the main disadvantage was 
that our porters could see the elaborate gear given by the Japanese 
to their porters. All we gave our porters was a pair of good woolly 
socks from our personal kit. We were very grateful to the Japanese for 
a tarpaulin sheet offered to us on the first night when it started to 
rain and snow and we had no protection. Side by side with our 
porters we slept under it all the way up the Braldu Valley.

The first day started at 04.30 with the jeep journey over a pass 
from Skardu to Shigar then up the Shigar Valley to the start of the 
Braldu Valley where the jeep track ends. This journey is through 
surprisingly arid desert land, culminating in the most impressively

12
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steep pass with just sand as the base for the road. I would definitely 
have felt happier walking! One fan belt and one tyre later, we 
reached the road end, engaged our other two porters and walked 
the few miles into Baha to spend the night. The next two days were 
fairly strenuous, following the raging Braldu river by traversing up 
and down steep moraines and mud cliffs. Chakpo was the second 
overnight stop, then Chongo. The water was appalling — glacier 
melt which had flowed through irrigation channels in the fields and 
then supplied the village — but we were thirsty enough to drink 
it after boiling and the addition of 'sterotabs'. Our diet consisted 
of chapatis, eggs and dahl (lentils, usually curried) with ryvita and 
jam as a morning treat. We wondered how the Baltis (the local 
people) scrape an existence when we saw the little patches of 
irrigated land rising up the hillsides, the poor, diseased vegetables, 
the half-starved chickens and cattle, and we realised that for four 
months of the year they hibernate underground in mud huts with 
precious little food.

We were delighted to find warm sulphur streams between 
Chakpo and Chongo and to have a welcome bath. Occasionally we 
would pass a clear mountain stream and drink our fill, but the 
porters would never carry water. The fourth day was an easy 
approach to the final village of Askole before we left the main valley. 
Here, at last, the lads had remembered to leave us a tent with the 
head man of the village, and a note which simply said 'have fun 
with the tent'. This we did, as the whole village looked on and 
made helpful comments. It might have helped if we'd known what 
shape to expect. As it was the last evening we would see them, the 
Japanese invited us to their camp for a delicious meal. With it we 
drank bean tea (like green Turkish delight) and Japanese malt 
whisky.

The following day saw us at last on the Biafo Glacier, one of 
the largest in the world outside the arctic regions. At Askole we had 
dispensed with one porter and engaged another who knew the way 
up the glacier. He was an absolute rogue, but a real backwoods 
man who would have survived anywhere, and definitely an asset to 
our little team. He found his way deftly through the huge boulder 
moraine at the foot of the glacier. It was frustrating to travel at the 
pace of the porters, which included a rest every ten minutes, but 
this and the tedium of the moraine were more than compensated by 
the magnificent scenery of the surrounding mountains. Everywhere 
were superb granite pinnacles and huge snowy peaks with blue 
glistening ice. Jacky and I were particularly attracted to the 
unclimbed Bakko Das which commands a dominating position at 
the foot of the Biafo Glacier overlooking Askole.

13
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TREK TO THE OGRE

The journey up the glacier takes four days and each night we 
scrambled over moraine to its edge. The porters have their own 
traditional stopping places which can't be altered. Most evenings 
the weather was evil with snow storms but usually cleared by morn 
ing. Fortunately our new porter knew every boulder or cave he 
could sleep under, which alleviated that problem. Off the glacier 
was a different world, with.' meadows of wild flowers and, more 
relevant, edible wild leeks and rhubarb. The porters found wood 
from nowhere, as there were no trees in sight. We watched fas 
cinated as they cooked Toe, the local variety of chapatis. They 
heated a stone in the fire, surrounded it with the flour and water 
mixture, and placed it back in the embers. Toe tasted good! The 
weather was gradually getting worse with more and more snow. 
Jacky and I had to cajole the porters to continue by lending them 
our anoraks, while we tried to keep dry by sharing a broken 
umbrella.

After about 25 miles we camped at the Biantha site at the foot 
of the side glacier which led to the Ogre base camp. Next morning 
we woke to almost a complete white-out. Haji Fazil still seemed to 
know where he was going and about four hours later we reached 
the camp site where we expected to find the rest of our team and a 
Sheffield party attempting Lattok II. There was no sign of life so 
we decided the camp must be across the glacier, which involved 
crossing above a big ice-fall. We wondered if Haji Fazil really 
knew where he was going! Quite despondent and unable to see 
more than a few yards ahead, we carried on through the fall, over 
huge boulders, up moraines, and suddenly there they were on an 
idyllic little meadow where the moraine was pushed up at the join 
of two small glaciers. Flowing through it was a crystal clear stream 
and more beautiful flowers, gentian, edelweiss, primula and other 
alpine species. Everyone but Chris and Nick was in base camp 
that day.

Hours later, after a superb stew, many brews and much talking, 
we were just settling down when over the moraine appeared a 
policeman. We couldn't believe our eyes and were totally incredulous 
when he produced a warrant for Jacky's and my arrest and 
immediate return to Skardu. Apparently a telegram from the Minis 
ter of Tourism in Islamabad said that under no circumstances should 
we be allowed past Skardu and the policeman had followed us 'hot 
foot' for a week and just not managed to catch us. The Liaison 
Officer with the climbing team was a good fellow and took the res 
ponsibility for sending a letter back with the policeman to the effect 
that we had dismissed our porters and had no-one to carry our gear, 
and after a week's strenuous walking we needed a rest. Exactly a

14
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fortnight later, two policemen with a gun, a dog and two porters 
arrived to escort us down, and this time there was no arguing.

This situation limited our activities as the Liason Officer didn't 
want us out of his sight and there was no chance of climbing moun 
tains or exploring for which we had no permission. For compensa 
tion, the day after we arrived dawned perfect and for the whole of 
our stay and the walk back to Skardu we never saw another cloud. 
We spent a good deal of time ferrying loads and foods up to advance 
base for the lads, and slept up there several times. Once we avoided 
the Liaison Officer and went to camp I at about 18,000 ft. It was 
certainly an experience I wouldn't have missed — but next time I 
shall do all my own organising and rely on no-one.

15
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THE BIRTHDAY TREAT AND 
OTHER EXPEDITIONS

Kate Webb
'"COR your birthday treat', said Barry to our about-to-be-eleven 

A year old daughter, 'we are going on an expedition into the 
jungle'. Rhian didn't reply but on The Day, as she struggled into 
her hammock and mosquito net, she said in a wobbly little voice 
that it was the worst birthday she'd ever had. I could only marvel 
at her restraint.

The jungle in question is in an area of Bolivia where my hus 
band spends the dry season (May to October) making geological 
maps. For the rest of the year we live in Santa Cruz de la Sierra, 
a scruffy, sandy little town. Sixty kilometres to the west you come 
to the start of the Andean foothills, uphill all the way to Chile and 
Peru. Sixty kilometres in the other direction is the Rio Grande, a 
tributary of the Amazon. Cross that, and you're in jungle to 
Brazil. Rumour has it that south lie the Chaco and Argentina, but 
we haven't investigated that yet. Barry's field area is some 200 km 
from Santa Cruz, a journey which takes two to ten days by road 
depending on the weather. By July the road was. passable and it 
seemed a good idea to drive out and join him, in an area known as 
San Diabolo. This was to be the Birthday Treat.

The jungle is completely impenetrable so men with machetes 
(macheteros) clear the way for the geologists; we poor Gringos are 
not up to wielding a machete all day. The trip would take four 
days — two to walk in, one for Barry to map, and one to walk out. 
Tents are unnecessary in the jungle, so we took hammocks, a mis.- 
take we won't make again. The macheteros slept soundly on beds 
of sticks and creepers while we had permanent backache from our 
hammocks and extensive bruising from falling out of them. Barry 
had lent our pack frames to the macheteros so we packed our gear 
(including five Teddy Bears) into ill-assorted bags and bundles, 
and stumbled off. The first day we made 5 km. By 9 a.m. the heat 
is intense and at midday the light has a glaring quality that drains 
the colour from the surroundings. It gets hotter until about 3 p.m. 
Darkness brings slight relief but by 1 a.m. you're shivering in your 
hammock. It's the struggle into your sleeping bag that tips you 
out.

For me it became a nightmare —- white sky, grey tree trunks, 
little shade because it's winter and the trees are leafless, and all the 
time flies and sweat. Barry says there's a lot of beauty in the jungle 
but I missed most of it, being too disturbed by the alien environ 
ment. Thankfully, since we were following a river, water was no 
problem. Our river was a series of disconnected, overgrown lagoons,
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THE BIRTHDAY TREAT AND OTHER EXPEDITIONS KATE WEBB

but the water was clean with 150 km of uninhabited country be 
tween us and its source. One night I found-4he water full of logs 
with beady red eyes and big grins. Alligators! Swimming was 
definitely out. Joe and I saw a small anaconda one day. Snakes 
for me were the Ultimate Jungle Horror; every little rustle in the 
undergrowth would send me leaping into the air, though in fact we 
saw very few.

I'm sure I give a false picture of the jungle; my lack of 
experience magnified the difficulties out of all proportion. We saw 
a lot of fascinating wild life. There were toucans (how can they 
fly with that huge beak?), armadillos and tortoises which the 
macheteros roasted in their shells, wild hogs, deer, and all kinds of 
insects including fabulous butterflies and dragonflies. The people 
were always friendly with time to chat, to take the kids fishing, or 
to show us where to find the delicious black honey that Senorita 
bees make.

Driving home we took a loop northwards through areas of wide, 
open grassland interspersed with deep, wet valleys. A plunge in 
the road would send us slithering into picture-book jungle full of 
bright macaws and butterflies. We rolled in sandy puddles to cool 
off, found a clear, rocky stream, slung our hammocks from twisted, 
stunted trees. The 'road' is a focus for habitation. We passed 
clearings where maize plants grew alongside the burnt stumps of 
trees, and pigs and chickens scratched in the dust outside palm- 
thatched houses. The villages were straggles of neat adobe and 
thatch houses with high wooden crosses on the roadside at either 
end. At the Rio Grande two small boys told us to drive our precious 
Land Rover onto a miscellaneous collection of timber and string 
wallowing at the edge of the river. We overcame our misgivings 
and the boys pushed and punted us into the current. As we 
speculated on the possibility of reaching the Atlantic via the 
Amazon, the raft nosed into the opposite bank. The wilderness ends 
here. It's still a day's drive to Santa Cruz but there are Coca-Cola 
signs and beer cans on the roadside and soon the houses outnumber 
the trees.

I used to think Bolivia was composed entirely of mountains and 
populated by ladies in bowler hats. I now realize that it's a country 
with incredible diversity of climate and culture and, though the 
mountains and bowler hats do exist, all the geography lessons in 
the world wouldn't have prepared me for their impact. In Leeds 
I had looked on the map at the 1000 km of Major Road from Santa 
Cruz to La Paz and, with visions of long weekends in the Cordillera 
Real, had equipped myself with snow and ice gear. Now I know
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that it takes a long weekend just to get to La Paz. However, as 
soon as we had accumulated three weeks leave, we filled the Land 
Rover with woolly hats (not easy when temperature and humiditv 
are in the 90s), crampons, corned beef and our ponchos, and set 
off West. The scenery is spectacular on a grand scale. Small and 
few are the oases of commercial civilisation. Clothes, especially 
hats, differ from region to region. In Cochabamba they wear tall, 
broad-brimmed hats of white straw; the Potosi hats wouldn't go 
amiss in Wales; in La Paz they wear their bowlers at a rakish angle, 
while in Sucre soft, cream felt cloches are favoured. Strange, to 
see a bowler, which I associate with pinched, white faces in the 
London Underground, perched over a round, brown face with long 
black braids and a beautiful smile!

Our first sight of the Cordillera Real was memorable. Across 
the vast spaciousness of the Altiplano snow peaks appeared on the 
horizon, first the solitary bulk of Illimani, then the elegant Huyana 
Potosi and Illampu in the distance. We followed a little mine track 
which took us to Mururata, a lumpish mountain north of Illimani, 
and camped under an impressive face. Barry muttered darkly about 
Directissimos, which made me glad that the effects of altitude 
prevented us doing anything on that scale. We had been over 
10,000 ft. for ten days and were sleeping soundly at 14,000 ft. but 
were still unacclimatised at 16,000 ft. (the snow line) and had to De 
content with exploring the high valleys. We were overawed by the 
scale and the emptiness. Apart from a herd of llamas and the 
hawks we were completely alone and the abandoned and derelict 
mine workings made us even more aware of it.

Later we visited the Cordillera Tres Cruces, a range south of 
the Cordillera Real. These mountains are slightly lower, granite 
with snow peaks. There are several ;'tin mines in the area so 
provided you have low gear ratio and strong nerves access is good. 
We headed for an elegant snow peak, Monte Blanco. At times I 
had to get out of the Land Rover and pray. Maybe I should have 
stayed in, then I wouldn't have seen the edge of the road sliding 
into the abyss under the wheels. Eventually we came to a wide, 
green valley, like Newlands, where we camped, feeling like death 
and longing for swimming pools and tropical sunshine. Barry met 
an ancient miner, like a cocoa-soaked prune, scratching about in a 
stream. His knowledge of tin ores was encyclopaedic, but Barry was 
too preoccupied with breathing to chat. The road zig-zagged impro 
bably up a scree to a col. I didn't believe it was driveable until I 
saw a truck creeping down, and I still had serious doubts when we 
were half way up. On the col was a dam. The water was an intense 
turquoise and above it rose the perfect snow peak of Monte Blanco. 
We made a stony camp, crawled into our pits, at sundown and didn't
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stir until the ice on the flysheet had melted. A short trog over a 
moraine led to a big glacier from Monte Blanco. While I basked in 
the sun, the children investigated an ice cave, vanishing into strange 
blue depths and emerging with red noses and hot-aches in their 
fingers. Barry climbed Monte Blanco, leaving at midday and 
bivvying on the ascent. After dark we dutifully watched for his 
light. Next day the children discovered scree running, toiling up 
behind the tents and leaping down like maniacs. I climbed onto a 
ridge above the screes, pausing for breath every twenty steps at the 
bottom, every other step at the top, until I could see across the hazy 
flatness of the Altiplano to the volcanic cone of Sajama on the 
Chilean border. I watched a tiny speck creeping up the ridge of 
Monte Blanco, saw the flurry of snow as he broke through the cornice 
onto the summit ridge. Barry came back in the late afternoon with 
thunderstorms and snow at his heels and we fled from the wrath of 
the mountain gods.

Back to the jungle in September — hotter than ever, and the 
first rains had brought the mosquitos, with a new horror, jehjenes. 
Smaller and more persistent than Scottish midges, they are unde 
terred by clothing and mosquito nets, immune to repellents and 
insecticides, so that after a week of sleeplessness your sanity is 
undermined. We were working on the margins of a huge, seasonal 
lagoon. Wherever the ground was wet were Palmars, strange gar 
dens of high, feathery palm trees, where the intense light and muted 
colours created a strange, unworldly effect. Wild duck, armadillo 
and piyo eggs made a welcome addition to our diet. A piyo is a 
kind of small ostrich which lays its eggs completely at random, and 
one egg makes an omelette for six people. Rain had turned the 
tracks into nightmares. Trucks with chains on their wheels carrying 
contraband timber to Brazil dig out ruts a metre deep, fatal to Land 
Rovers. Barry and I spent hours digging and winching in liquid 
mud while the children made us warm, muddy drinks. We often 
wanted to lie down in the mud and die. After this we stayed in 
Santa Cruz long enough to lavish much needed attention on the 
Land Rover and to put Barry on a diet of banana splits, rice, 
potatoes and pasta. He'd lost a stone and a half during the field 
season and had taken over my jeans. As soon as we were fit and 
mobile, off to the hills again, eager for cold, dry air, after the long, 
sweaty months.

Zongo Pass, near La Paz is a well-known climbing area and the 
Highest Ski Run in the World (!) is nearby at Chacaltaya. Huyana 
Potosi dominates — the obvious peak to climb. From the top of 
the pass we could pick out the classic route to the summit, 4,000 ft. 
above, a two day expedition of no great difficulty if you are

19

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved



THE BIRTHDAY TREAT AND OTHER EXPEDITIONS KATE WEBB

acclimatised. We could only look at it for a future possibility. It 
was November and the weather had broken. The novelty of being 
snowed on soon wore off and cold, damp days, sapped our 
enthusiasm. Barry climbed onto a shoulder of Huyana Potosi and 
staggered in long after dark, muttering about horrifying conditions. 
I plodded up a long moraine towards a grey glacier snout. Through 
occasional breaks in the cloud I glimpsed a ridge above me, rocky 
gendarmes pointing to sunshine and blue sky. But the cloud 
thickened, the plodding became painful and I abandoned it with 
relief. There are steep, impressive granite cliffs at Zongo, acres of 
sound, virgin rock. We scrambled with the children when the sun 
shone and saved big things for another day.

I used to feel frustrated, surrounded by mountains which I 
was too breathless to climb. Now, under the intimidating bulk of 
Huyana Potosi, I admitted that these mountains were simply Too 
Big for me. I thought about trading my boots, for binoculars and 
taking up bird watching. But, hopefully, these were just the ramb- 
lings of an oxygen-starved brain, so I'm not doing that just yet. 
We'll be back in the Andes next Autumn and I don't think my 
crampons would fit my sandals!
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MATTERHORN DIARY, 1970
Adelaide Cotchin

(Adelaide Cotchin died following a climbing accident in North Wales 
in August 1978. These notes came to light among her personal 
effects and are published in memory of her, by kind permission of 
her husband and family).

full of tension with thunderclouds every afternoon. Karl 
has arranged our ascent of the Matterhorn for the day before 

E (Adelaide's husband) and I leave for home. So there can be no 
second chance! More snow falls; the cloud persists; the strain of 
waiting increases,. The phone rings and I answer it with foreboding, 
dreading cancellation. It is Karl, but only reminding me to bring 
crampons. Relief!

On the eve of the climb E walks with me to the lift. Cloud on 
summit, weather doubtful, so I walk alone to the Hornlihiitte, 
arriving at 5.30 p.m. to find it full of Americans. I meet Karl, who 
has already been up the Matterhorn today, and we decide what to 
take, including the camera and some fruit. Bed at 8.30 p.m. — 
heart pounding but settled later for quite a good night.

Late start; the warden has overslept but Karl wakes me by 
grabbing my feet. He is annoyed at the late hour, 4 a.m. We leave 
after bread, jam and coffee, which I couldn't finish. The lights of 
Zermatt are brilliant in the valley; the mountain shows, up only as 
the area with no stars on it. We clamber up the wet, slippery path 
behind the hut; I'm blowing as I always do at first; this subsides 
as we reach the actual climb. We are almost the first away. It's 
getting light but I hardly have time to look at the sunrise, following 
Karl at a steady pace, on and on and on. Easy rock, seldom 
needing hands, but dirty. My mind goes off on its own and it's 
quite a surprise to come back to reality and find myself still plod 
ding. Suddenly the Solvay hut appears, sunshine on it and climbeis 
sitting outside. Good, I think, a stop, but no, Karl keeps on and 
passes everybody. He always likes to be first up and has various 
ploys to achieve this. If I slow down for even one step, I feel a 
gentle tug on the rope.

The Shoulder now, not as difficult as I expected, a firm ridge, 
two to three feet wide. The fixed ropes appear and here I have 
problems as I can't pull myself up on my arms. Karl assists with 
the rope and I arrive panting at the top. There remain a few hun 
dred feet of zig-zags up a steep slope. I make slow progress upwards 
with a pause at each bend, and arrive at the summit in glorious 
sunshine to be congratulated.
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My mental state is benumbed and I gaze at the multitude of 
peaks — all the summits of Monte Rosa, the Weisshorn, Dent 
Blanche, Grand Combin and far to the west the snow dome of Mont 
Blanc. Not a cloud, just the usual deep band round the horizon. 
Karl photographs me and I him, and an obliging stranger takes 
both of us. I rest on a rock with my feet dangling in space on the 
Italian side, still dazed but in a kind of rounded contentment. 
More climbers arrive on the long but narrow summit, so after half 
an hour we put crampons back on and start the descent.

Great fun, jumping down the slope while sliding down the fixed 
ropes. We catch up another guide and client and Karl out 
manoeuvres them. A stop at the Solvay this time where I talk to 
three English lads who had missed their way and got onto the East 
Face. Further down Karl tells me not to hurry, as we are making 
very good progress. The Hornlihutte is in view most of the time— 
I wonder how many tourists are watching us, as I used to watch 
climbers. Shouts from above, and we shelter while some sizeable 
rocks come down and bound away to the glacier below.

Soup, beer and chat at the Hornli, then the descent to Zermatt. 
One blistered heel but very happy and not too tired. E meets me 
off the cable car and I tell him all about my wonderful day. Drinks 
on the hotel that evening and we leave for home together as planned 
in the morning. Whatever next ?
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THAT OTHER SPORT
Shirley Angell

W E found a bunkhouse for five francs a night under the cablecar 
station at Morel. There were a hundred beds, in two rooms and 

we called it The Prison. A mere twenty five beds away were two 
men and a girl who had many changes of clothes. Every evening 
she curled her hair in electric rollers which she plugged into a 
shaving socket in the washroom. We hadn't thought people like 
this stayed in doss-houses. Surely the kindly Swiss had built such 
accommodation to suit the poor, threadbare English pocket!

'We' were Jean and Tony Drummond, Sue and Colin Worn- 
ham, Ann Redman, Sheila Cormack, lan and myself. We had 
driven to Switzerland, taking most of our food in planned 'hut 
meals' and 'valley meals'. After a fairly easy tour above Crans- 
Montana we hoped to ski up the Aletsch glacier and climb peaks 
from the Concordia hut before moving to the Hollandia hut and 
skiing down the Loschenthal.

In Crans-Montana, where I now pick up the tale, we found a 
'cabane' for nine francs a night. Madame was very chic and we 
had spent the previous night in a field in pouring rain but she 
decided that we were not hippies and was charming and helpful. It 
rained all the first morning but the afternoon, cleared and, with 
half-day tickets, we skied on fresh snow.

Monday dawned fine so we caught the cable car to the top 
station and had an easy ski across the Plaine Morte to the Wild- 
strubel Hut. On the way we climbed the local Weisshorn, whose 
summit has been taken over by the Swiss army; it is a mass of 
concrete buildings and radar. Almost as soon as we reached the 
hut, it started to snow. Only the winter hut was open and there 
was no guardian, but we soon had the stove lit for drying things 
and brewing hot drinks. The Swiss army had left great packs of 
biscuits, soup and jam which demanded attention. It was, a lovely 
hut. Colin made a set of pick-a-sticks, Sue and I had crosswords 
and Tony had carried up The Lord of the Rings'.

At 5 a.m. it was still snowing so we burrowed down again, then 
had a leisurely breakfast. Obviously we had to spend another day 
here, though the sun was shining by 10 a.m. We skied up and down 
the nearby slopes, cut sections in the snow to test the avalanche 
danger, and dug snow holes. We should have built a snow-man as 
well! After lunch we saw a lone skier approaching carefully, fol 
lowed by two others. They were Swiss who had traversed the Wild- 
strubel and were going on to the Wildhorn next day. Seeing them 
encouraged us to tour to nearby peaks during the afternoon; the 
snow was consolidating well.
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Ann Red-man ski-touring
photo: Sheila Cormack

We were away by six next morning. We skinned up to the col 
then slid easily across the Plaine Morte to the foot of the Wild- 
strubel. After that it was just hard work. I wished with all my 
heart that I had an ice-axe instead of my clumsy skis. Some of us 
carried our skis up the final slope. Not me, lan carried mine. I 
was totally unfit and very unhappy. We traversed the ridge till 
it dropped to an easy col, then three of the party traversed the 
next summit, three left their packs at the col and climbed the 
summit, while lan and I went directly down to the Plaine Morte.

It was a fine run down but I couldn't get used to the weight 
of my pack and sat down after every turn. Once down we followed 
a Langlauf track. We passed one or two jocular parties (who said 
lan looked like a yeti) and stepped off the track as langlaufers 
strode past purposefully. I then took a heavy sack down on the 
cable car; the others skied to the very door of the 'cabane'.

Bad weather followed, during which I skied the long piste at 
Crans. Then we moved up the Rhone valley to Morel where we had
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two more days on piste at Realp, which brought us to Easter. The 
main religious celebration was on Saturday-evening, and the priest 
readily gave permission for lan and me, as Anglicans, to receive 
our Easter Communion. The dark churchyard twinkled with jewels 
of light from red lanterns at the head of each grave. Soon the doors 
were thrown open and priest, choir and congregation processed in. 
each carrying a lighted taper. The service was in German so the 
prayers and the singing seemed strange to us.

On Easter day the sun shone on our long trip up the Aletsch 
Glacier to the Concordia hut. This took eleven hours of trail 
breaking and during the last hour a bitter wind sprang up and 
made survival dependent on reaching cover. The last 300 ft. to the 
hut were straight up the rock face on seven new ladders — the 
old ones looked suicidal. Once in the hut I flopped down and kind 
friends took off my boots. This hut was warm, comfortable and 
friendly; the only snag was the route to the toilets. I took it serious 
ly wearing boots and carrying an ice-axe. Driving snow covered 
the path and the glacier was a long way down.

The following morning was unsettled once more. We had hoped 
for a peak or at least a col but the brave souls who ventured out 
were soon back. lan had lost his watch the day before and went 
down with Tony to look for it and to check the skis which were left 
s.tuck in the snow at the foot of the ladders. Amazingly, Tony 
poked around and found the watch. By afternoon a blizzard was 
blowing which lasted all night but next day we had an easy trek to 
the Hollandia hut. Thus we had skied the whole length of the 
longest glacier in the Alps and were poised above the beautiful 
Loschenthal.

True to form, we arrived at the Hollandia just as a snowstorm 
began. We were thankful for coloured poles to guide us the last 
few hundred feet to the hut roof and the steps cut from there to its 
front door. The parapet round the hut was buried and there was 
very little to prevent our landing on the col below. Imagine our 
joy half way through next morning when we could see the rock face 
across the col! For ten glorious minutes we saw the splendour of 
the Loschenthal with great peaks either side and an icefall high on 
the right wall. The weather forecast was poor and two Frenchmen 
left for the Concordia hut, so we thought of making a dash for it. 
However the guardian said we should have to sign a paper saying 
we were personally responsible for our decision and we found this 
a powerful deterrent. He promised we should get down safely the 
next day amid showers and bright periods. We were in serious 
danger of running out of food and having to buy meals at hut 
prices.
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Morning dawned with horizontal snow. Whiteout! The guar 
dian had many telephone calls and we waited for a bright period. 
Eventually seventeen of us left the hut — two Swiss boys, a Swiss 
girl, an assistant of the guardian, five friends of ours and the eight 
of us. We trailed avalanche cords, switched on our autophons 
(which give out a signal for finding you when buried) and struggled 
out into the raging blizzard. We put on our skis on the hut roof 
and followed the orange poles, taking care always to be visible to 
the next person. From the col we descended slowly on a compass 
bearing. The guardian's assistant kept disagreeing with the Swiss 
boys who were roped together and breaking the trail with obvious 
competence.

Soon it was clear that we were traversing a steep slope uphill 
and I thought we were heading for the icefall. After a conference 
we turned south, hopefully towards the centre of the glacier. The 
altimeters were indispensible. Turning with careful kick turns we 
passed crevasses which showed that we were indeed near the icefall. 
The snow was very deep and some people found it unmanageable 
so there were many stops. Gradually we could see more clearly and 
perceived a rock wall on the left. Fortunately it was some distance 
away, as that was the side with the greatest avalanche danger. At 
length we reached a steep slope at the end of the glacier. The deep 
snow was like thick soup. I tried to schuss and my skis ploughed 
deeper in till they tipped me nose first in the snow. After that we 
were on the level but there was avalanche danger until we reached 
the trees. We stopped for lunch at a little summer settlement of 
chalets and knew that all we had to do was ski down the road to 
Blatten and wait for the bus.

I do not think we would have come down under those con 
ditions of our own initiative and even in company I was apprehen 
sive about setting off, though I enjoyed it once we had done so. 
Forty three people went down from Concordia that day — imagine 
it — but ten others lost their skis in an avalanche and spent two 
days in a snow hole before being rescued by helicopter. I would 
not be good company in a snow hole!

Back in The Prison at Morel we had hot showers and mugs of 
wine and went off in happy mood for a celebration dinner. We had 
soup, wienerschnitzel, seconds and thirds of chips., various sweets 
with cream and a great deal more wine. The coffee was superb but 
couldn't sober us. It was a great ending to a memorable holiday.
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MEMOIRS OF A TRANSLATOR
Jane Taylor

I F translating French climbing books into English has taught me 
anything, it is that They are not like Us. None of the decent 

English reticence, none of that quiet — but so impressive — under 
statement, none of those monosyllabic grunts and inarticulate, 
groping phrases so characteristic of the English climber and some 
times of his prose.

Your average English climber, hanging by dodgy pegs in a 
hammock on a bivouac half-way up a fearsome Alp, is. probably 
engaged in a number of profound meditations. Will the ***** pegs 
hold?U). All there is for breakfast is a lump of ***** Froggy bread 
(no ***** good after two days — why can't they learn to make 
Hovis?) and ***** sardines! What the ***** are we here for any 
way? Why did I forget my second pair of ***** gloves? Not so 
your French climber. Perched on his precarious ledge, he thinks 
metaphysical thoughts on the Transitoriness of Human Life, the 
Smallness of Man before the Vastness of Eternity.

Your average English climber emerges into the sunlight from 
the tunnel at the top of the Aiguille du Midi. He turns to his mate 
and says something original like 'Nice day, innit? Where's the 
chocolate, then?'. The French climber is of a different breed. For 
him this emergence into the sunlight symbolises Escape; escape 
from work, from the city, from the mundane, from what the French 
call 'Metro, boulot, dodo' (roughly translated as commute, work, 
kip). And not only does he think all this, but he dares to say it, 
too!

Take another example. You're thinking back over your last 
Alpine season — not too bad, pity it had to rain so much, shame 
we didn't make the Eiger when Mick (Vie, Nick) forgot his cram 
pons, might have another go next year, ***** expensive, though. 
Would it occur to you to apostrophise the Alps, as 'O mess 
montagnes' ? Poetically to express your longings (I give a literal 
translation): you mountains who have been my inspiration, my 
despair, my hope? No — how would you face them in the PyG, 
never mind the Padarn ?

But I can feel a sort of schizophrenia creeping over me even 
now. Should you ever meet, on a distant peak, a rapidly-aging 
member of the Pinnacle Club rapt in contemplation of the hills and 
muttering to herself profound and complex metaphysical thoughts, 
apostrophising Nature with unusual and un-English fluency, you 
will know that at least one of Us has gone over to the other side 
and become one of Them.

(1) Expletives deleted — let decency at least be preserved.
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Jenny Beale traversing on the Etive Slabs
photo: I an Angell
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IN THRALL
Gwen Moffat

CPRING came late in 1977, but even later to Sutherland. I left 
^ Snowdonia in bluebell time yet two nights and five hundred 
miles later I slept among early primroses above Loch Hope. The 
Cairngorms had been plastered with snow and the drifts on l*vi\ 
Hee had given me pause for thought. It was May 20th and I had 
left my axe at home.

This trip was to look at those odd corners for which I'd not had 
the inclination, time or energy until now. Firstcomers to Sutherland 
usually start with Assynt, pushing north eventually to discover Ben 
Stack and Ben Hope (dull hills, but Ben Hope has possibilities on 
its northern prow) and Smoo Cave, a limestone cavern at Durness. 
Then there is Ben Loyal, a swinging castellated ridge for children 
or a short day, the delights of Sandwood Bay and the Point of Stoer 
with their bristling stacks, Eas a' Chual Aluinn at Kylescu, the 
longest waterfall in Britain, and finally Foinaven, a monstrosity 
of scree beyond miles of bog at the back of Laxford Bridge.

I'd once thought that Foinaven could be bagged in a day but 
maps and memory and winter evenings furnished a host of satellite 
features round this strange and uncouth mountain. It was a rough 
mountain, said the books, arid a long traverse. I decided to work 
up to it, to potter round the country of which it forms the hub.

I went to Whiten Head which lies east of Loch Eriboll and 
where the cliffs are 850 ft. high and five miles from any road. The 
approach moor was untracked but the walking fair and the views 
tremendous of Ben Hope, Ben Loyal and Foinaven, isolated and 
very grand. Like every moor in Sutherland, this one teemed with 
life — deer, duck and divers on the lochans, golden plover, green- 
£hank and grouse — and the sky was loud with larks. The great 
sea cliffs were impressive but loose. Even the fulmars, which are 
high-risk birds, nested selectively on points rather than in coves, 
where grass, albeit vertical, hinted at stability. Eastward Dunnet 
Head pointed to Hoy across the Pentland Firth while the other 
way, on the north-west corner of Britain, the lighthouse gleamed 
on Cape Wrath and far shapes seaward could have been North 
Rona and Sule Stack. The middle distance was peacock water and 
pale bays, islands and gaunt cliffs in serried ranks.

Whiten Head itself was an acute corner of green turf above 
four hundred feet of air. Below were two stacks, a spire and a broad 
tower (no point in Sutherland is so vulgar as to have stacks the 
same shape), and the sea had gouged a deep bight under the head 
land, white as chalk with a red streak in the rock. Seals were 
everywhere, heads in the surf, drowned ghosts in the zawns, idle 
slugs on the wet chestnut boulders of a beach. I came back from
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the Head by the cliffs of Loch Eriboll, three miles of caves and 
arches and stacks, of arches through the stacks. Beyond an 
abandoned croft called Freisgill a burn dropped straight over the 
mouth of a cavern that could have sheltered a herd of mammoths 
comfortably.

I went to Strath Beag, a twisting glen at the head of Loch 
Eriboll where ancient birch woods formed a belt between river 
flats and a long crag, three types of habitat and a herd of deer for 
good measure. It was a primaeval place, the kind of glen to start a 
long trip by walking out of its top where the trees straggle to an 
end, the burn comes down in waterfalls and the traveller goes on 
over to Glen Dionard under Foinaven. This is great back-packing 
country.

Dionard is remarkable for its length and the fine Creag Urbhard 
but also for a curious beauty not immediately apparent. You have 
to see it from different angles. Dionard must be earned, and then 
you remember it in your dreams. I went up it first from the road, 
five miles of stalkers' path and then a line through the heather to a 
black loch and blacker cliff, seven miles in all. But there is an 
exquisite camp site near the cliff and if all the crags of Foinaven 
are foreshortened and the conies hidden as you approach, the river 
is compensation, broad and shallow, the beat of sandpipers and 
dippers.

From Loch Dionard I went up the tail of Cranstackie to see 
into the Foinaven corries but Cranstackie was a purgatory of 
unstable chunks, and I came down again — on scree that was 
pristine and ran like deep gravel — while far below stretched the 
seven miles of Dionard with the river skeined and looped from 
Creag Urbhard to the road.

I drove south a few miles to Tarbet where I paid a pound to 
cross to Handa Island. Twelve thousand birds nest on the Great 
Stack of Handa and you can sit and exchange stares with blase 
puffins a few yards away across the abyss between cliff and stack. 
Nearby was a dizzy corner and a long vertical wall of red sandstone, 
four hundred feet high with nests on every ledge. The sound of 
tens of thousands of gulls and auks and cormorants going about 
their business was weird and strangely stimulating. Back from the 
cliff edge was a hole called Poll Ghlup, three hundred feet deep. A 
black bird flew into the hole through a tunnel at sea level down 
where the waves crashed and slithered. Southward the Old Man of 
Stoer showed across Eddrachillish bay and inland stood the peaks 
of Coigach and Assynt. Out to sea was Lewis, very hazy.

From Handa I went to a bothy called Lone under Arcuil. The 
breeze was from the north but my campsite was sheltered and hot.
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GWEN MOFFAT

I sprawled on the turf in the westering sun and listened to a Brahms 
concerto while the curlews lilted and swallows fed their young. 
I went to bed at eleven-thirty with the sunset lingering. Waders 
called across a pastel loch. Snipe drummed all night and I was 
up soon after six. Arcuil is raked by a dip slope on the west and 
although there is no path the walking is good. There were deer on 
this terrace and wrens in shattered buttresses above. There were 
two true gullies (Weir has done a Moderate route up an arete here) 
and another shallow depression with a waterfall at its. foot.

The cloud was rising sluggishly from a thousand feet as I 
plodded up the depression. I reached the summit in an hour and a 
half. Arcuil is one of the easier mountains. From its north-east 
ridge I looked across at Foinaven and a stalkers' path which runs 
from Lochstack Lodge through a wilderness of moor and lochan for 
five miles. The lochans flickered with colour, sapphire one moment, 
slate-blue the next. Sea fog persisted and all day the fog-horn 
boomed from Cape Wrath. In anorak and gloves I sheltered behind 
rocks, only to cringe inside my clothes when I emerged into the 
bitter wind.

Next day the wind died and I set out on an expedition round 
the Parph, which is the untracked, uninhabited hundred square 
miles south-east of Cape Wrath. It used to be the haunt of wolves. 
I travelled light, with a sleeping bag and bit of foam, a loaf, a 
cake, an orange and half a pound of cheese. At midday I ate in 
the middle of the Parph above a lochan where I'd left my tracks 
beside those of a heron, waders and a fox. The sand was pale red, 
paler than a deer; the water was blue and limpid. Suddenly lone 
liness hit me. The only sign of people had been a old, round cairn, 
beautifully built, in the middle of acres of heather. It could have 
marked a grave.

I pushed on, over sandstone pavements and sculpted rocks 
reminiscent of Bleaklow and down a broad ridge to a loch and the 
coast. The rollers creamed into Sandwood Bay and beyond was 
the exclamation mark of the Buachaille in the sea. Now the wind 
was rising to drive white horses across the loch. I turned north 
for Kescaig Bay. I was tired and the wind increased to gale force. 
I saw nothing of the coastline, keeping back from the edge for fear 
of being blown over. It was a survival situation and, because of 
the brilliant sunshine, totally bizarre. I prayed for a cave in 
Kescaig Bay,

There was a tiny shelter of stone blocks roofed with turf. I 
slept in it for twelve hours and woke to daylight through the chinks 
and a strange stillness. I stole outside, naked and wary, like Stone 
Age Man. There wasn't the slightest breeze. The bay was flat 
calm and eider duck drifted among the rocks talking quietly. I 
explored the cove and, leaving my pack, returned over last night's
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ground to see if I'd missed anything in the gale. 1 had; the cliff 
tops were covered with orchids.

I picked up my sack and walked on, escorted by great skuas 
to the limit of their territory where I was handed on to the next 
incumbent. The heat was astonishing and I put knickers on my 
head for protection. As I neared Cape Wrath seals were tossing in 
the foam below. South of the cape were several stacks,, tall and 
tottering, cubist and chunky. Finally I came to the lighthouse 
where the men gave me coffee which nearly blew my head off. For 
two days I'd drunk nothing stronger than cold water.

That evening I came to another bay, big, sandy and empty 
except for two campers. We sat round a fire of driftwood and 
watched the sun go down. At midnight I crept back to my lair in 
the dunes on all fours because, though it never got dark, it wasn't 
quite light enough to see the plovers' nests. Next day we went to 
the cliffs called Clo Mor which are nine hundred feet high, and 
sheer. They reminded me of the Dolomites. The third night, while 
I slept in heather above the Kyle of Durness, the fog rolled by and 
in the morning all the spiders' webs were hung with moisture.

After the Parph, Foinaven — the traverse integral from north 
to south. It was interesting to look down into the eastern corries 
with their basins of stone and mile-long spurs and to think smugly 
(as with those awful cliffs of Clo Mor) that one need not go there; 
for the scree of Sutherland is the price you pay for bad navigation 
or timing. There was a scramble over Lord Reay's Seat (as much 
ridicule as respect in the terminology) on suspect rock. I plodded 
over five tops in all with occasional pleasing vistas of black cliffs 
dropping to shadowed slopes of scree. At last I relinquished the 
summits and descended a corrie called Chruiter to the stalkers' 
path I had seen from Arcuil. Soon it became a miniature causeway. 
There were fine stepping stones across the outlet from a loch and 
then the path swung round the spur of Arcuil to reveal the buttres 
ses above the dip slope, gaunt triangles of lilac and pearl.

After five miles I came to the road. I ran from one passing 
place to the next, thinking that people might not like to stop 
between them, and was overtaken by two men wearing shirts of 
Home Countries Harriers, who ignored me. A Rover 2000 took 
me to Laxford Bridge, and after more walking I caught an empty 
fish lorry. As I plodded up the last grind to the car I felt the soles 
of my feet on fire and something wrong with my calves. I was 
well satisfied with my work-out, not only the climax of Foinaven 
but also the pattern that led up to it. Dear Sutherland, how much 
I had loved it, how great the exploration had been! And now, 
with the last corners laid bare, I was free for other places ... 
But I would always cherish Sutherland.

Three weeks later I was back again.
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THE MINERS' TRACK
Sue Smith

I TP the stony pathway, splashing
Through Llyn Llydaw, deep below 

The steep and barren flanks of Lliwedd 
And the sword-edge of Crib Goch,

Up where Arthur's knights lie sleeping 
Till the Celtic trumpets' summoning cry, 
By Glaslyn's waters green, where deepening 
Shadows linger, here will I

Ascend the slopes to old Y Wyddfa, 
Climb its ancient cairn, then lie 
And watch the ravens reel beneath me, 
Tumbling down the sky.
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Dorothy Wright

CRAIG Cowarch and Cader Idris have always been 'K.M.C. 
mountains'. It was Bowden Black of the Karabiner Mountain 

eering Club who first took us exploring Cader Idris in the 1950s. 
He was obsessed with making it our mountain and we nearly bought 
a hut in the area. Impressive photographs were taken for our 
intended guidebook but in the end it was never written. A few 
climbs were recorded in the Climbers' Club Journal but the rest, 
recorded only in K.M.C. newsletters, were rediscovered years later 
and are now ascribed to other climbers in the recent guidebook.

We were mainly intent on exploration to the right of the 
Cyrfrwy Arete which was then one of the few identifiable climbs on 
Cader and described in Abraham's 'British Mountain Climbs'. One 
route I remember particularly well. The 'cliffs' looked magnificent 
from our campsite by the upper lake, but on closer inspection they 
were broken and lines were not obvious. Starting at the middle of 
the large expanse of rock, my husband Bernard and I picked a line 
which would need much gardening. It was a long route, V.D. to 
Severe in standard and we climbed it seriously, measuring pitch 
lengths for the planned guidebook. The rock was rough and delight 
ful to climb on, but tended to be loose. There were some pre 
carious blocks, so we named the route 'House of Cards'.

A few years later with our young family, we made frequent 
visits to Cader and Cowarch. We found the latter an excellent 
place for moderate climbers, with plenty of routes no harder than 
Severe, and a stream beneath the crag where the children could 
play. We became friendly with the Mountain Club of Stafford, who 
were building their hut, Bryn Hafod, in traditional Welsh style. 
Before the hut was opened, about 1965, we camped by the farm 
on land that is now festooned with 'Private' notices. That farmer 
never liked climbers, even though they sometimes rescued his sheep, 
but his wife took a fancy to our four children and thus camping 
rights were established. We also discovered delectable camp sites 
by the waterfall of the Llaethnant and at Benclog on the next range 
north.

In June, 1961, when John Hunt was our President, he and 
Bernard put up a new V.D. on Cowarch's Craig Tyn y Fedw. A 
lower first pitch was added later by Bernard, myself and Martine 
Perrin, a visiting French girl, which turned the climb into a Severe. 
We called it White Ribbon. All I really did was sit for ages at the

Cyrfrwy Buttress, Cader Idris. 'House of Cards' finishes at the notch 
in the skline on the right. photo: Bernard Wright
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ON COWARCH AND CADER DOROTHY WRIGHT

bottom with my anorak hood up (we didn't wear helmets in those 
days) while soil and plants were showered down on me. I blush 
to think of what we did to the ecology! When my turn came, the 
route was clean and all I had to do was climb it. Bernard took 
John up the whole route in 1965 and then they put up another 
route on the north lower wing buttress, a severe which the Moun 
tain Club has since christened 'Wright's Route'. We held another 
successful Meet at Cowarch in 1969, with glorious weather and mass 
assaults on many routes. I recommend Styx, an interesting V.S. 
which we all found different ways of tackling.

1976 saw the first Pinnacle Club gathering at Craig Cowarch. 
It was a small, unofficial meet but the eight who gathered round 
the log fire into the small hours fell in love with the hut. Climbing 
in the rain was 'out' except for one hardy pair; the rest of us nearly 
lost ourselves in the mists of Aran Benllyn. On Sunday a patch of 
blue sky appeared just in time and we set off to chase it. We ended 
up climbing Cader Idris where we were rewarded first with a 
wealth of edible fungus from the lower slopes and then by the most 
spectacular Brocken Spectre I've ever seen. Full of enthusiasm, we 
booked the hut twelve months in advance for an official P.C. Meet, 
knowing that it is very heavily booked and one can no longer visit 
on the spur of the moment. That turned out to be another weekend 
of rain and high winds, with hill-walking, varied by picking black 
berries and a visit to the Alternative Energy Centre, but no climbing.

One recent September Saturday I went alone to Cowarch under 
a cloudless sky. The crags shone pale grey in the sunlight, dry and 
enticing. The hedgerows were a feast of blackberries, nuts and crab 
apples and even a few wild strawberries lingered. I felt my spirits 
lift as I wandered up the familiar Aran track. Endless peaks 
stretched away to limitless distance as I made the final pull up 
Aran Fawddwy. Yes, the old magic was still there.
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SCOTTISH SKIING
Sheila Cormack

HEN you live North of the border the cost of regular skiing 
on the Scottish pistes soon gets you looking for alternatives. 

Once discovered, mountain skiing became for me first choice in any 
'reasonable' weather. It is about as different from skiing on 
Cairngorm as is climbing on a remote Scottish crag from a day on 
gritstone. Both are tremendous fun and complement each other. 
Pistes are god for cramming in many thousands of feet of downhill 
thrill with consequent improvement of technique (one hopes!). 
But for getting away from it all, mountain skiing is the 
thing. Winter 1976-77 was particularly good in Scotland, often 
allowing skiing from car to summit and back. I use skins uphill 
and hunt for the steeper slopes in descent. Langlauf skis are gaining 
popularity but I do not know how they cope with typical icy slopes 
or sinuous river beds. These are the everyday pleasures of Scottish 
mountain skiing.

The uphill necessarily forms the greater part of any day, 
unless you start from the top of a tow, so this must be enjoyed too 
and not considered just a chore. Climbing on skis is hard work. 
In early winter forgotten arm muscles are rediscovered by poling 
uphill. But the magnificent scenery and the even rhythm of skiing 
as opposed to wading knee deep when on foot, make the uphill very 
satisfying. On the descent, route finding and snow conditions 
become of paramount importance. Piste snow seems lifeless after 
the ever changing terrain of mountain skiing, from drifts of powder 
to icy crusts, or wind created waves of snow. There is the art of 
skiing as low down the mountain as possible, often along river beds 
and over heather or grass, but hopefully avoiding boulders.

In the mind's eye mountain skiing is always done in warm 
sunshine, under a clear sky. In practice there is often an icy wind, 
mist or blizzard. Ski mountaineering in wild weather I cannot 
recommend. Skins become unmanageable in a strong wind when 
fingers are frozen. The wind blows skis off course and makes poling 
necessary even downhill. Carrying skis in a wind is even more 
unpleasant. Then, have you ever tried to navigate while skiing? 
Uphill you have no free hand for a compass and you can walk off 
course in a very short time. I once swung about a hundred degrees 
in as many paces on that notorious stretch from Lochan Buidhe to 
Ben Macdui. Linked turns downhill on a compass bearing? No 
chance! Yet mist is almost certain to be encountered at some time.

Then there is the question of style. Forget it. Snow plough, 
traverse and kick turn are the basic techniques, and control. It is 
no use doing fancy parallels if you finish over a cliff. There is 
satisfaction in negotiating any slope or surface in control.
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SCOTTISH SKIING SHEILA CORMACK

On the good days there are the wide views of range upon range 
of snowy hills. A whole day on virgin snow, trodden only by foxes, 
hares, ptarmigan, deer. On one memorable day on Beinn a'Ghlo 
I skied up to a summit and nearly fell over the other side in surprise 
when a hare leapt from its snow hole behind the cairn and rushed 
off down the ridge. There was no-one else on the hill that day and 
no-one had been there since the last snow fall. Skiing downhill I 
left clearly visible tracks in the unbroken surface and telltale hollows 
at every fall.

My longest walk on a skiing day must have been to An Socach. 
We carried up Glen Ey and put skis on for the climb, but it was 
over poor surface with stony patches. This led to the East top. 
From here we carried skis over the boulder-covered plateau in a 
cross gale to the West top. The redeeming feature of the day was 
the superb descent to the corrie and along the bed of a burn to the 
ruins of Altanour Lodge. It was a long, windy walk out to Inverey. 
So much for the winter of 1975-76 and the penalties of trying to 
mountain ski after a thaw.

At the other extreme, on Ben Chonzie in Perthshire in early 
December 1976, I parked the car on hard packed snow and put on 
skis immediately. One often encounters patches of grass showing 
through the snow and the usual technique is to run straight over 
the grass and turn or manoeuvre on deeper snow. On Ben Chonzie 
I had to adopt the reverse procedure. The thin snow over the grass 
patches was frozen quite crisp and gave a good base for turning 
while in between were unconsolidated deep drifts that I found quite 
unmanageable. A novel new technique leamt on this trip was clim 
bing fences without taking skis off! Another fun technique is 
crossing partially frozen (i.e. partially unfrozen) rivers on skis!

Mountain skiing is never boring. There is always a hidden 
surprise in the terrain and something new to learn. There are no 
queues, no people. Can I persuade you to join me and have a go?
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MOUNTAINS AND HORSES
Brenda Ritchie

I write as a climbing 'has-been' about a different way of life. I 
am extremely interested in the exploits of climbers and full of 

admiration for them but at 70-plus I have had to give up climbing. 
There are the lucky few like Rusty Westmorland, who celebrated 
his 90th birthday by walking up Skiddaw, but if I tried, it would 
take all day. I could probably do better climbing rock than walking 
uphill.

Horses were my first love and I have now turned back to 
them. For high standard riding — eventing, long distances, show- 
jumping — one must be as fit as any active climber. Yet if one 
loves horses and is content with quiet hacking, one can enjoy a lot 
of pleasure. Here, we ride all the year round in the 6,000 acres of 
Cirencester Park. I still hunt occasionally. My friends and I are 
out in all weathers seeing to the horses. We help with local groups 
of Riding for the Disabled. Stables provide mounts and facilities 
free of charge and the rides, are taken by volunteers like us. This 
is very strenuous for the elderly! The children come from schools 
for the disabled. For some of them riding has a therapeutic value 
but the main result is the pleasure they get. There are boys and 
girls up to 18, tragic cases of celebral palsy, spina bifida, brain 
damage. Normally each disabled rider has three helpers, one to 
lead the horse and one on each side. You have to run with them 
and sometimes hold them on if they want to trot, as they often do. 
Gymkhana games are organised for those who are capable and, 
more seriously, there are tests they can take, like Pony Club Tests, 
but of course not demanding the same skill. Our boys and girls get 
very keen on passing these tests.

Horses and mountains go together at many pony trekking 
centres; pony trekking makes an ideal family activity. If members' 
sons or daughters are showing signs of pony-enthusiasm, a few 
suggestions might help. Girls are usually more keen than boys on 
ponies and sometimes it lasts. First priority — at least two dozen 
good lessons. Then, if you can consider keeping a pony — a little 
land is essential — any child's first pony should be an old one. Face 
the fact that you will have to look after the pony while the young 
owner is at school, and this will be much harder work than spring- 
cleaning the Club Hut!
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CORVUS IN THE RAIN
Anne Fildes

JENNY had never been up Glaramara. We could go there via 
J Langstrath, past Raven Crag, and we might as well look at 
Corvus at the same time. 'It's a classic in the wet', enthused 
Jenny. 'We can always ab. off, I cautioned. The rain seemed 
set in for the day but Langstrath looked greener than ever and the 
bracken was beginning to turn orange. So, after a pleasant walk, 
we reached the foot of our crag.

There were two people already on Corvus at the second stance. 
I shouted up to ask them about conditions but there was no reply. 
So I made up my own mind that the route was climbable, checking 
the while for 'leaving slings' in my rucksack. 'Difficult', the guide 
book read, 'a very good and interesting route'. Jenny volunteered 
to lead off. The first pitch was a slab with holds not immediately 
obvious in the wet but she managed to sort it out. With the added 
assurance of a top rope I was soon with her on the stance.

Dripping with enthusiasm and water, I started up my pitch, 
a fifty foot vee-shaped cleft. Mus.t put on runners; slips happen 
unexpectedly in the wet, I reminded myself. I moved up on small 
holds., glad to be wearing my decent boots. Already a stream of 
water was running down the inside of my anorak sleeve and out of 
the bottom. Jenny followed the cleft with no problems and led 
through across a traverse reminiscent of La Rue de Bicyclettes on 
the Grepon. The birch stump belay was missing so she had to 
continue up a narrow chimney, a long run-out for these conditions. 
I found the traverse quite sensational and the chimney a fine pitch too.

Then a long run-out for me up a lovely rib on God-given holds 
brought us to the crux. This was a hand traverse across an exposed 
wall. It could easily be avoided and avoiding it was my intention, 
but Jenny had never considered the soft option. Shivering, I belayed 
her while she tried to find the best line. Another party arrived just 
in time to see her committed. Suddenly there came one of those 
interminable tense moments — both Jenny's feet slipped off. I 
braced myself to take the strain and glanced across to her runners. 
None were needed. Jenny's hands were firmly hooked over the 
finishing holds and although her body was straight she managed to 
pull up onto the belay ledge. We all breathed again.

Taking in', called Jenny and I slid my stiff joints onto the wet 
wall. Not until two pitches later did my blood begin to flow again. 
The climbing was superb and I ran the last two pitches together, 
choosing new warmth at the risk of rope drag. Soon we were grin 
ning at each other on the top of the crag. Just then I was struck 
by our insignificance compared with the hills, like two dolls and 
small ones at that. How had we found the audacity to climb up 
here? Wet but satisfied we wandered back to camp. As I said to 
Jenny (and she agreed), 'It's these flashes of insanity that keep us 
sane!'
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Z-Climb, Almscliff photo: Ken Wood
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TO ST. KILDA
Denise Evans

. Kilda is two miles long from east to west; from south to 
north one mile in breadth; five miles in circumference, and is 

naturally fenc'd with one continuous face of rock of great height, 
except a part of the bay which lies to the south-east, and is generally 
well fenced with a raging sea". Thus Martin Martin in "A late 
voyage to St. Kilda", first published in 1698.

When Charles sailed to St. Kilda in our yacht Triune of Troy 
in the summer of 1962 I was unable to go with him as I had just 
come back from the Jagdula expedition and was needed at home. 
Charles's photographs showed an incredibly sinister group of stacks 
and islands which rose starkly from the sea under a threatening sky. 
I was sorry to have missed this experience but soon forgot about it 
and did not think of it again for some years. We had been obliged 
to sell Triune in 1967 and there was no more sailing until 1970, 
when I started borrowing Crystal, a seven ton yawl based on the 
west coast of Scotland.

I had much to learn. Charles had been skipper on Triune but 
now I had to make the decisions and take responsibility. Crystal, 
though smaller, was more difficult to handle than our own boat. 
Triune was designed as an ocean racer but handled like a dinghy. 
Crystal was designed for inshore waters; fifty years old and built 
of solid teak, she was slow and heavy. Although basically sea 
worthy, she had a large cockpit which opened directly into the 
cabin. Not much imagination was needed to guess what might 
happen if a big sea came over the stern. After a few summer 
holidays spent re-discovering the west coast of Scotland with friends 
and family, I began to think about St. Kilda again, and cast about 
for suitable crews. In the very fine summer of 1976 I persuaded 
two young doctors, to come with me, though I did not actually 
mention St. Kilda to them until we reached the Outer Hebrides.

The St. Kilda group of islands and stacks lies forty-two miles 
WNW of Shillay island, which is on the west coast of the Outer 
Hebrides, at the entrance to the Sound of Harris, the main channel 
from the Minch to the West. This sound is a maze of islets, reefs 
and sandbanks, through which there are two passages. The 
northern passage, used by Charles in 1962, involves some tricky 
navigation, for which good visibility is essential. The southern 
route, Cope Passage, is used by the army to supply its base on 
St. Kilda, and is well buoyed. I chose this route, which presents no 
difficulty, though any deviation from the buoyed channel could 
prove disastrous. The high pressure system which lay over the

42

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved
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British Isles at the beginning of July, 1976, gave us very foggy 
conditions and I took the precaution of marking on the chart the 
precise alterations of course needed to take us from buoy to buoy. 
We were very glad of these bearings on the return journey, when 
we could not see from one buoy to the next. Once through the 
sound we set a course for St. Kilda but made very little headway 
and were virtually becalmed for a whole night. We none the less 
managed to get within twenty miles of the islands before having to 
turn back the next morning because we had not brought enough 
fuel for a double journey under engine and were running out of 
time. We could not fix our position as we could see nothing and 
had to rely entirely on dead reckoning. The return to Shillay in 
worsening visibility and rising wind (ironically it sprang up from 
the NW as soon as, we turned back) was daunting. As we closed the 
unseen land, the possibility, if our calculations put us a couple of 
miles off course, of running onto the numerous outlying reefs was 
always in my mind. When Little Shillay loomed out of the mist 
fine on the starboard bow there was an exhilarating moment of 
reprieve. The dead reckoning had been accurate after all. We 
dropped anchor in five fathoms on the leeward side of Shillay to 
wait for conditions to improve on the bar at the west end of the 
Sound of Harris.

For weeks after this episode I had a recurring dream that I 
was on the wrong side of something, but I was still determined to 
try again. A conversation with Angela Faller in November 1976 
revealed that Jack Soper had become very interested in boats. I 
was quick to follow up this news, for Charles and I had discovered 
years before that climbers often make very good cruising com 
panions. So it proved. Angela, Jack and I sailed to Bardsey Island 
one fine weekend in May, 1977, and Jack agreed to come to St. 
Kilda with me on Crystal, bringing another friend, Vie Croft. They 
made an ideal crew. Jack was already planning to buy a boat of 
his own; Vie was a resourceful engineer, well able to cope with the 
vagaries of Crystal's engine, and an absolute wizard with her cor 
roded and unreliable electrical system. Had I known all this before 
they joined me at Oban I would have been less depressed by the 
terrible state in which I found Crystal in 1977. Her decks were 
leaking badly and her bilges were half full of water. The bunks 
were soaking wet and the mahogany drawers under the chart table 
had swollen and stuck fast. Things were no better on deck: the 
running and the standing rigging were rusty and needed replacing, 
the rail stanchions were loose and rickety ... I closed my eyes, 
only to be roused by the boatman saying "I wouldna take her out 
in a blow if I were you" in his inimitably dour Scottish voice. 
After a couple of days of hard work Crystal began to look more 
shipshape, Jack and Vie arrived, and we set off.

43

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved
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Miraculously the weather, which until then had been change 
able, with gales and rain, began to improve, and another high 
pressure system settled over the British Isles. We had an unevent 
ful passage across the Minch to Loch Maddy, which is on the east 
coast of North Uist, only a few miles south of the Sound of Harris, 
and anchored off the pier in the early hours of July 6th. We slept, 
ate and refuelled, taking enough petrol on board to motor to St. 
Kilda and back, if necessary. We left Loch Maddy at 05.40 on 
July 7th in a light northeasterly breeze, with the glass very high, 
almost 'set fair', and motored once again through Cope Passage. 
Leaving the bar buoys astern and the island of Pabbay to port, we 
headed out to the open sea through the sound of Shillay. Then, 
leaving Shillay island to starboard, we set a course for St. Kilda, 
283° Magnetic. It was fine but very hazy and after the first few 
miles we were unable to fix our position by compass bearings as the 
west coast of the Outer Hebrides faded from view. Once again we 
had to rely entirely on dead reckoning. A light NNW breeze began 
to help us at about 13.00 and we were soon making three to four 
knots closehauled. I changed course to 287° Magnetic to allow 
for leeway, hoping it would be enough. When the wind dropped 
and we had to use the motor again, which happened a few times, 
we changed back to the original course. At 13.00 I took a sunsight 
but because the horizon was so misty the result put us about sixty 
miles north of our real latitude! At least it gave me a chance to 
use the sextant and practise the method. At 18.00 we had a forecast 
of a shallow trough. The glass had dropped fractionally and the 
wind strengthened. There was murk ahead and it began to rain. 
No sign of St. Kilda at 19.00, or at 20.00, and visibility was down 
to about one mile. With the rain came thunder and lightning and 
we supposed St. Kilda to be somewhere in there, though we also 
had a lurking fear of having missed it altogether. In such poor 
visibility it would be perfectly possible to pass a mile or two to the 
south and see nothing, perhaps even to slip through between 
Boreray, the northernmost island, and Hirta, the main island. The 
though of heading out into the Atlantic in Crystal with night coming 
on was somewhat dispiriting. We wondered if the seabirds might 
help us to find the island and it was not until after the voyage, 
when reading Martin Martin's account, that I realized that the sea- 
birds were indeed the islanders' compass. The thunder and lightning 
had by now become dramatic and the rain came down in torrents. 
Crystal's decks leaked horribly, the chart table was flooded and the 
charts got very soggy. Suddenly through the mist we saw the faint 
silhouette of a stack on our starboard bow, bearing 335° Magnetic. 
Altering course towards- it we pored over the soggy chart and 
decided it must be Levenish, which lies a couple of miles to the
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southeast of Village Bay. Then at 21.15 a mist-wreathed volcanic 
apparition unveiled itself before us, looking indescribably dark and 
sinister. It was an amazing landfall. As we drew nearer we took 
photographs of the spectacular bastions of the Dun, an island which 
forms the south side of Village Bay. At 22.15 we dropped anchor 
in three fathoms, two cables from the jetty at the head of the bay. 
After a late and jubilant meal we slept soundly, at once mindful and 
careless of the fact that the bay is exposed to the southeast and 
that a shift of wind to any point between south and east would mean 
having to clear out. Even a temporary anchorage was welcome, 
like a bivouac ledge high up on a big face. I felt very proud of our 
fifty-year-old floating bivouac: she had done us well.
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EXPLORING THE CANADIAN ROCKIES
Alison Higham

W ITHOUT a great deal of forethought John and I booked tickets 
for Calgary. Luckily by the time we left we had acquired 

more information on the climbing there. , ,

Our first base was at Lake O'Hara, about a hundred miles from 
Calgary in the Yoho National Park. A delightful valley at 6,500 ft. 
was surrounded by peaks from 8,000 ft. to 11,000 ft., which offered 
climbing of all standards. The highest mountains were impressive 
but out of condition as a lot of spring snow was lingering, though 
it wasn't freezing at night. Our best route from here was Grassi 
Ridge on Wiwaxy Peak. The route was by no means 'grassy', but 
a steep, rocky ridge with three towers. The rock was sound by 
Canadian standards but still needed great care. The guidebook 
didn't indicate the grade so we took all our rock gear just in case. 
This proved wise because the climb turned out to be a sustained 
severe with the occasional V.S. pitch. It was a very chuffed pair 
of climbers who scuttled down the scrambly south ridge and screes 
that night.

After a few more days of ridge scrambling we moved on *o 
other beautiful areas of Yoho National Park. The valleys are heavily 
wooded with tall conifers through which glimpses are seen of bare, 
craggy peaks, glaciers and waterfalls. At one campsite near the 
famous Takkakaw Falls we were fascinated by inquisitive ground 
squirrels and greedy elk. Luckily no bears were around.

Later we travelled by the inevitable Greyhound bus northwards 
to the Jasper National Park and the Columbia Icefields. In this 
famous area tourists can take snowmobile rides on the Athabasca 
glacier. We provided an alternative attraction one day when we 
went to practice with crampons at its foot.

Our main aim was Mount Athabasca, 11,452 ft. The weather 
was not very obliging at first with low cloud and drizzle. One day 
we tried a 4.0 a.m. start but it was much too warm and the cloud 
was down to 8,000 ft. At last, however, a day dawned fine and 
cold. Unfortunately we had overslept and had to bolt a meagre 
breakfast. We hurriedly signed out at the registration box 
(obligatory in the National Park) and walked as fast as we could 
up the road — no cars around for a lift at that time. We passed 
the sleeping snow-mobiles and slithered over the shaly scree to the 
foot of a small glacier.

Alison Higham leading Robin Hood's Crack, Stanage
photo: Angela Soper 
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Crampons and rope on, a quick bite to eat and away over the 
6lac;er, which steepened at the bergschrund and continued as a 
steep snow slope. The snow was frozen hard and the going made 
easier by the presence of old steps. Even so, my calves were 
screaming and I was thankful for a brief rest on the cold, windswept 
col. From there we followed a straightforward but very windy 
ridge for about an hour and a half to the summit. The views weie 
magnificent with snowy peaks for miles in all directions. We had 
made good time despite our late start and caught up some early 
risers on the summit. On the way down we met several people 
staggering up, including a long rope of Japanese.

Athabasca was a high point but the holiday was well rounded 
off with a visit to Mount Assiniboine, the Matterhorn of Canada. 
This entailed seven days away from civilisation, two walking in, 
three exploring and two getting out again. Unfortunately thunder 
and hail prevented an ascent of the peak but the whole area was 
well worth the visit. Again we had hungry, inquisitive ground 
squirrels and 'camp robbers' (grey jays) around the tent but still 
no bears. Where were all the bears we had been warned about? 
However, on our last day on a campsite near Banff we finally saw 
a beautiful bear cub which had already learned that humans mean 
food, and was trying in vain to steal a camper's food slung up a 
tree. It was with great reluctance that we packed up to return to 
the civilisation of Calgary and thence, despite the airport ground 
staff's strike, home to bonnie Aberdeen.
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EVENING CLIMBS
Shirley Angell

O NE of the many joys of living in the Lake District is the evening 
climbing. You have to make more effort than in Derbyshire, 

for instance, and the ratio of walking to climbing is greater, but 
even the high crags are within range from May to August. One of 
my best memories is a golden evening on Scafell Central Buttress. 
Most of the day this climb is in shadow, but by late afternoon the 
sun comes round and makes it a perfect evening climb.

lan and I did the route with Frank Monkhouse while Frank'i 
wife, Tess,, looked after our family. This was a special climb for 
both Frank and me, and I had been practising laybacks all winter 
in anticipation. Starting from home at 4.30, we were climbing 
by 6.30 and reached the top, triumphant and satisfied, before 9 p.m. 
What mortifies the flesh and makes you fit is flogging up Brown 
Tongue and Hollow Stones in the airless heat of early evening. This 
takes one and a quarter hours to the foot of any climb on Scafell 
or Pikes Crag. It would take longer to the East Buttress, of course, 
but anyway this is a morning rather than an evening crag.

Other climbs I have done on Scafell are Slab and Groove with 
lan, Botterill's Slab with Rob Tresidder, and Jones' Direct with 
Jane Tresidder and Royanne. I was apprehensive on this last 
climb, having failed miserably in winter, but warm rock makes all 
the difference and Royanne led superbly. Kern Knotts on Gable 
is, well within range. Jane, Royanne and I climbed Tophet Wall, 
and another time I did Innominate Crack with lan's brother. We 
finished half an hour before closing time, made a dash for the Wast- 
water Hotel, and arrived one minute late. My brother-in-law 
ordered lime juice which the barmaid poured undiluted into the 
glass. He was so thirsty that he drank it neat and had to rush 
from the room. We went home for a cup of tea.

One evening Jo Greenhow and I tried Walker's Gully on Pillar. 
Dusk descended so we traversed off left after a few pitches and had 
a very dark walk back through the forest. I have never completed 
that climb. That summer Jo and I went out once a week, to Anglers' 
Crag and Bowness Knott in Ennerdale, Buckbarrow and Yewbarrow 
in Wasdale, and small crags in Eskdale. Jean Drummond and I 
extended evening climbing to Miners' Crag (from Honister) and 
Gate Crag in Eskdale. Borrowdale is too far for us. Gate Crag has 
a few very good climbs including Left Hand Groove, VS. Jo 
introduced me to it and now it is one of my favourite leads. I led 
Jean up it last summer, then she led Nameless Arete, only severe, 
and I fell off the second move! As soon as the sun left the crag
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we were massacred by midges. \Ye were still comparing bites a 
week later.

Still in Eskdale, Heron and Hardknott are marvellous evening 
crags but there are no easy climbs. lan and I climbed Side Track 
and Bellerophon one evening. We thoroughly enjoyed Storm 
Groove, one of two superb HVSs. Wallowbarrow must not pass 
unmentioned; and one Friday evening Pinnaclers arriving early 
at a Langdale Meet did several routes on Raven Crag. Finally, lan 
and I climbed Eliminate A on Dow one morning, leaving home ;it 
M.80 and getting back at 1 p.m. Since the entire trip only took four 
and a half hours, Dow, too, must qualify as an evening crag.
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JORDAN
Betty Whitehead

A S one flies into Amman, the capital of Jordan, the impression is 
**• of a mixture of cultures, from the colourful streets, bustling 
souks and spice-filled shops to the almost complete Roman theatre 
and the remnants of the British Transjordan era in the form of red 
pillar boxes. In spite of all this, the desert is very close and the 
group which met here to explore this narrow, almost coastless 
country was eager to come to grips with the desert itself.

The twenty six varied in nationality, some from the USA and 
Canada, others from Holland, while those from Australia and New 
Zealand were already seasoned travellers. Fortunately we had an 
equally adventurous driver-leader who was always willing to drive 
the ex-trans-Sahara bus across the desert and into the wadis. In 
the bus our feet rested on spare half-shafts and springs. Once away 
from Amman we camped in old hunting lodges, Roman legionary 
forts, or awe-inspiring wadis. Cooking began at gourmet level but 
became simpler as we moved south where the food was more limited; 
but even in the humblest village some dark cavern would sport a 
huge refrigerator containing yoghurt, icy-cold and utterly refreshing.

Deserts are seldom of the Beau Geste sand-dune variety. In 
fact dunes are quite rare and we saw none in Jordan. Stony plains 
or rolling scrubland with wandering camels are far more common. 
The mountains, torn by raging torrents in the past, are left as 
vertical walls of red sandstone, seen in the majestic cliffs of Wadi 
Rum. This area, beloved of T. E. Lawrence and described with 
enthusiasm in his 'Seven Pillars of Wisdom', is indeed impressive. 
Buried deep in the wadi is a camel corps fort surrounded by the 
black tents of the Bedouin, where lives the eighty-two year old chief 
who had once ridden with Lawrence. Leaving our camp at 6 a.m. 
we set out to walk to a distant chasm to see prehistoric rock paint 
ings. Hugging the cliffs for shade, we realised that this would not 
be a stroll. Each footstep sank deep in the sand and needed an 
effort out of all proportion to the distance covered. At the cleft the 
exploration proved worthwhile, but we faced a return in noonday 
heat without the shade of the cliffs.

A long, spectacular descent from Wadi Rum brought us to 
Aqaba to see the renowned coral beds. Here were all the under 
water films ever made; under our snorkel masks were corals, 
sponges, impossible fish and lethal sea-urchins. On this totally 
uncommercialised shore we had to manhandle the bus as it sank 
deep into the sand, and everyone, burnt backs and cut hands 
regardless, had to heave and heave hard.
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From Aqaba we turned north again for the famous ruins of 
Petra, 'the rose-red city half as old as time' No travel brochure 
^.ould overstate its attractions. There are sixty-five square miles of 
this city that once was a flourishing Nabatean toll point on a caravan 
route, later taken by the Romans, then abandoned until the nine 
teenth century except for a few Bedouin who discouraged travellers 
to the point of killing them. Since its mysteries were brought to 
light a steady stream of visitors has come to wonder, to explore, to 
admire this unique rock carved city. Approached through an im 
pressive gorge, the Treasury is a startling revelation despite the 
inumerable published photographs. It is breath-taking in colour, 
balance and elegance. The horses are left and a guide takes visitors 
through the rock-hewn stairways and hidden secrets of the city. One 
could scramble around for a lifetime with only the blue lizards and 
birds for company and still not know it all. Shy Bedouin children 
flit about or ride their horses up impossible slopes; girls in colourful 
finery offer coins and pottery from the ruins. Oleander bushes deck 
the route along sandstone ledges and vivid gorges coloured black 
from manganese and red from iron in the sandstone. These build 
ings, hewn from solid rock and intricately decorated, have stood 
for two thousand years.

After only two days we had to pack up and travel north to the 
Dead Sea, which brings to mind chemistry text-book pictures of 
people floating and reading at the same time. The smooth, silky 
waters must be washed off the skin quickly. Humidity and heat 
soon made us seek other adventures in deserted Roman cities and 
ruined Crusader castles. These fortresses built on dominant hill 
tops housed thousands of men and horses and are a testimony to 
the settled life these knights led. Lawrence made one of these his 
headquarters and it is still possible to swing a granite door shut and 
crawl along his escape route.

The Biblical places remained to be discovered — such as the 
green streak in the dun brown background where Aaron struck the 
rock, and the summit whence Moses looked to the Promised Land. 
But to explore these and complete the search into history would 
need another journey, across Israel.
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ALPINE IMPRESSIONS
Royanne Wilding

Y first trip to the Alps was more memorable for what we failed 
to get up but it provided a kaleidescope of experiences, an 

account of which I hope will make a change from a blow by blow 
description of tigers on a north wall.

My first glacier — the Mer de Glace. Not a beautiful frozen 
sea, glistening in the sunshine, but a dirty debris-strewn tourist 
route, the safe ways marked by oil drums and strings of guided 
parties. Gingerly stepping onto the ice I was relieved that my feet 
didn't shoot from beneath me and that the jumpable crevasses 
stayed that way and didn't suddenly gape open to swallow me into 
their boulder-studded depths.

A day in the Geant icefall, climbing up and down hills of solid 
ice, threading our way among silent, towering seracs, feeling an 
occasional tremor as the ice shifted ever so slightly beneath our 
feet. Ice waves, ice crests from which we tried to spot the way, 
ice troughs where the passages ended at steep walls or deep crevas 
ses. Our final point, marked by the sweet papers of others who had 
stood baffled by the cold, wide depth and the crumbling icy wall 
that barred our way. Seracs toppling, like a falling wedding cake 
surrounded by clouds of icing sugar, warned of the advancing day 
—we beat a hasty retreat.

Other glaciers — dawn on the Triolet, with a sea of cloud 
billowing out of the valley but never quite catching us up; beautiful 
quartz crystals scattered on the moraines; patterned rocks, full of 
garnets, glittering with mica or furry with asbestos. A rushing melt 
channel carving through a blue ice gorge, arches, caves and azure 
hollows.

The huts,, similar in that they did not encourage self-cookers, 
and I, with my size four feet, never found a pair of hut shoes less 
than eight. On our return from the icefall to the Requin hut, we 
found the guardienne seated at her spinning wheel. The Torino 
hut must be the worst in the Alps, surrounded by concrete tunnels, 
telepherique cables, pylons and litter. Here we spent one of the 
most boring days, of my life as the snow whirled outside, reading 
some dull book understandably abandoned by an unknown climber. 
We spent the evening at the telepherique bar and finished up singing 
Auld Lang Syne with a group of Italians. The Dalmazzi hut, perched 
on a rock ledge, a barrier before the door to safeguard sleepwalkers. 
Its cheerful Italian guardian telling us (after we had spent a frus 
trating day trying to cross the Triolet glacier) that all 'facile' and 
'peu difficile' routes were 'pas possible' this year. This conversation 
was in very broken French, and he then gave us a traditional Italian 
spaghetti meal, one of the best we had.
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I spent an evening at one hut with a flower book from its lib 
rary, making notes and sketches to identify the plants. Emerald 
cushions studded with pink huddled into sheltered crannies on the 
Aiguille Croux; alpine oxeyes, with bright yellow centres beamed 
gaily from otherwise bare ledges. The pastureland was brightened 
by coral houseleeks, blue speedwell, pink, yellow and brown trefoil 
and delicate campanulas. In the valleys the flora was larger and 
more vibrant — blue banks of gentians flanking a milky stream 
and silvery heads of thistles carpeting the ground beneath the pines 
leave a lasting impression. Glimpses of wildlife — chamois on a 
distant plateau; a marmot whisking across our path; a lone alpine 
accentor, and flocks of choughs collecting scraps outside a tele- 
pherique station.

I saw more dawns than ever in my life before. Cold ones, 
crawling from a bivvy tent after a night without duvet or sleeping 
bag. Waiting on a glacier for the first melt water to refill our only 
bottle after a thirsty night. Splinters of sun shooting up over a 
distant peak, then dazzling emergence of the first rays of warmth. 
Memory snapshots (why does my camera always give up on holi 
day?) of a truly rosy dawn tinting Monte Rosa as we struggled up 
the rubble heap known as the Matterhorn. A grey dawn on the 
Geant glacier, peering through snow flakes into giant crevasses. An 
early descent with the sun rising behind us, sending the mountains' 
shadows, onto the clouds below. Pre-dawn embarrassment at the 
Hornlihiitte — we had crossed from Italy without realising that 
Swiss time is an hour behind Italian. At 3 a.m. the guardian was 
not happy!

Food — valley meals — huge fry-ups of tomatoes, courgettes 
and eggs (meat prices were prohibitive) followed by fresh peaches, 
in contrast with the protoveg of which the least said the better. We 
drank cheap plonk in the valleys and occasionally treated ourselves 
to big cups of coffee, black, sweet and delicious, at the huts.

Most important, the Alps themselves. At first, too many to 
take in, but gradually individual peaks and ridges made their 
impression. The Tour Ronde remains indelibly printed on my 
mind, the peak guarded against us by the weather on no less than 
three occasions. The Matterhorn, complete with clouds of spind 
rift from its summit, just like all the pictures. Pinnacles, crags 
and aretes, changed to mellow hues by the setting sun or obscured 
by cloud, their stillness broken by the roar of avalanches or thunder 
reverberating as lightning split the summer night.

The Breithorn — my first and only Alpine summit. Brilliant 
sun, superb view, hundreds of peaks waiting for us. We stood
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where the faces and ridges converged and surveyed the scene, 
chilled but glowing with happiness. All too soon it was time 
to turn away and trudge down through the sun-softened snow.

View north from the 1700m. peak across Ryberg Fjord and the 
Sorgenfri Glacier. photo: Jack Soper
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DESERTED PLACES
Angela Soper

pvESERTED places have a great deal of atmosphere. A ruined 
•LJ farm on a bleak fell or an abandoned croft on an island make 
one wonder who lived there and whose ghost walks at night. 
Exploring deserted places, invites adventure. One may be dis 
appointed, as when a favourite high camp site is found occupied. 
Very rarely, the opposite can happen ....

It was the afternoon of a summer public holiday, not too warm, 
but bright and sunny. I approached Stanage from the Moscar end. 
No cars at the end of the track. No walkers in view. No climbers 
on the rough grit of Stanage End. I knew it was the least popular 
part of the edge, but even so . . . . ? Never mind, solo a few old 
favourites and walk along. A breeze disturbed the sea of cotton 
grass. The sheep grazed on, unconcerned. White, fluffy clouds 
drifted across. Not a soul about, all the way to High Neb. It was 
so strange that fantasies crossed my mind — had some catastrophe 
left me the only human survivor? Skylarks rejoiced in the peace, 
and a Kestrel hovered. I wandered past Wall End to Robin Hood 
and the polished walls of Black Hawk, the urge to climb now sub 
dued. At long last, on Flying Buttress, two lads from London 
broke the spell. They, too, had never known Stanage like this. 
Whoever would have thought that all the climbers would vanish on 
the Queen's Jubilee Day?

When sailing, we often visit deserted islands, like the Crowlin 
Group in the Inner Sound. One evening, with 'Alba' safely anchored 
in the channel between the Crowlins, we clambered up the red cliffs 
of Eilean Mor. What a situation! To the west lay Raasay and 
Scalpay with a backdrop of Black and Red Cuillins, to the north 
Applecross and the Torridon Hills. Loch Carren cut its lengthy 
way inland, and the hills of Kintail dominated the mainland sky 
line south east. The lights of South Rona and Kyleakin began to 
flash but they were pale compared with the beam from our neigh 
bour, Eilean Beg. Grazing sheep avoided us as we came over the 
crest of the island and there below us we saw houses, now roofless, 
with elder trees growing within their walls. Thick walls were these, 
built to withstand storms, and low, as though they once supported 
roofs of turf. The track to the little beach landing was long over 
grown. We wondered about the islanders. How long ago did they 
leave, and was there regret or relief at parting from their island 
home?

The east coast of Greenland is even deserted by reindeer and 
polar bears, as food is very scarce. Summer, 1977, saw us camped

56

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved



DESERTED PLACES ANGELA SOPER

by Jacobsen Fjord, four English scientists and one Danish. We 
soon adapted to the surroundings and would even go off solo to get 
the field work done, facing the obstacles of river crossings (variable, 
depending on the time of day), glaciers (usually the easiest option) 
and moraines (often ice-cored, an explorer's nightmare). Despite 
the lack of vegetation, we always found enough driftwood on the 
shore to fight the evening chill with a cheerful fire. The highest 
peak we could see was a snow pyramid with rock ridges, far beyond 
the glacier valley behind camp. We studied it long through binocu 
lars, knowing that in the basalt terrain of east Greenland ridges 
that look easy are hard and those that look interesting are impos 
sible. By early September the work was far enough advanced to 
justify an attempt on the mountain. Conditions were quite 'back- 
end-ish' with night temperatures to freeze the sea and our water 
supply, but winter storms had not yet set in. Jack, Dave and I 
set the altimeter at sea level, packed the aerial photograph we used 
for a map, and left Alan and Troels to the delights of camp.

Technically the route was easy. We used the glacier to gain 
height, snow-plodded across a vast basin, jumped and bridged across 
a complex bergschrund and took off our crampons to scramble up 
the final rock ridge. We nearly walked straight over the precipitous 
north face! The altimeter read 1700m, a fair step from sea level, 
more than we had expected, easily the highest peak for a long way 
and virgin beyond doubt. We could see miles of coastline, indented 
with fjords, some choked with ice, the ice-cap merging into the 
distant sky, the Watkins mountains twice as high as our peak, and 
no natural colour save from the sea, sky, snow and rock. We built 
a cairn with our names inside, then galloped the whole way down 
to reach camp before the others had even thought about cooking 
our meal. Two days later the Norwegian ship Brandal put in to 
collect us. As she steamed towards the open sea, I looked back at 
our peak and at the wisps, of smoke still rising from our last fire. 
Was this how the Crowlin islanders had felt? We were deserting 
our summer home, but soon the Arctic night would fall, and then 
it would be no place to live.
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Meets continue to be well attended with rock climbing the most 
popular activity when the weather permits. 1978 saw more Scottish 
rock climbing than usual, notably on Torridon sandstone and 
Trilkachan granite, because the s.ummer Meets both coincided with 
fine spells. Outside Meets, Pinnaclers' activities become ever more 
diverse and far-ranging.

Himalayas
Ann Redman took part in a small British women's expedition 

to Bakhor Das in the Baltoro Karakoram. The girls climbed to 
within 1500 ft. of the 21,000 ft. summit before being forced back 
by bad weather, loose rock and dangerous snow conditions,.

Steph Rowland trekked to the Ogre Base Camp only to be 
restricted from going high by problems of permission, which seem 
to get worse as more climbers go to the area.

America and Canada
Kate Webb, based in Bolivia for three years, continues to 

explore the Andes. Ann Redman climbed in Yosemite in 1977 and 
explored the surrounding areas. She particularly enjoyed the free 
climbs which could be completed in one day. Jo Greenhow and 
her husband Colin, seconded to U.S.A. for a year, had adventures 
too numerous to mention in the Adirondacks, Cascades, Rockies, 
Tetons, Shawagunks, Tetons and Yosemite. They reached many 
h'gh summits and enjoyed winter ascents, ice climbing, downhill 
skiing and langlauf. Jean Drummond spent a week back-packing 
in the Wind Rivers between 8,000 ft. and 11,000 ft. She and her 
husband then climbed in the Tetons, where they completed long 
Grade IV routes on Grand Teton, Cloudvale and Cemetery Spire.

Alison and John Higham followed their ventures in the 
Canadian Rockies with an Etchacan Club expedition to Baffin 
Island in 1978. They climbed both recognised and new routes and 
intend to name a peak Mount Etchacan. Alwine Walford climbed 
Long's Peak, 13,000 ft. in the Rockies and impressed the Americans 
by making light work of the trail to the bottom of the Grand Canyon 
and back.

Elsewhere
Pat Danson, living in Australia, climbed in the Blue Mountains 

of New South Wales, skied in the Snowy Mountains, and explored 
both these areas by bush walking. Angela Soper spent the 1977 
field season in East Greenland and brought it to a satisfying con 
clusion by the ascent of an unclimbed 6,000 ft. peak.
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Europe
The Alps are now popular both at Easter and in summer; some 

members regularly have a double Alpine season. The ski-tourers 
are Sheila Cormack, Shirley Angell, Ann Redman, Jo Greenhow 
and Jean Drummond. Between them they have completed the 
High Level Route, toured and climbed peaks in the Bernese Ober- 
land and met with unfavourable weather in the Vanoise.

Every summer Anne Wheatcroft adds to her total of peaks, 
particularly in the Zermatt area. Alex White and Annabelle Barker 
favoured the Grand Paradise, which Alex revisited with daughter 
Tabitha. Jane Stedman climbed in the Dolomites, including the 
traverse of the Vajolet Towers. Jane Taylor, whose work leads her 
to the Vercors in summer, takes the opportunity to explore that 
area.

The Angell family climbed in the Dauphine, as did Denise 
Wilson and Sheila Cormack in 1977. The Wilson family and Sheila 
were in Norway earlier that year. They back-packed to the point 
of exhaustion in deep snow and climbed Glittertind and Galdhop- 
pigen, the highest mountains in Norway. Betty Whitehead went to 
Southern Italy in 1978 but found Calabria less of an adventure than 
Jordan.

Britain
The members already mentioned have been active in Britain 

throughout the years. In addition, Gwen Moffat has. made the 
most of winter conditions in Wales and spent summer interludes 
climbing in Skye, Torridon and Sutherland. Jean Dilnot and Biddy 
Burgum also climbed in Skye and Torridon; Margaret Darvall keeps 
revisiting Rhum and Christine Sheard Sutherland. Cynthia Grindley 
since she went to live in Glencoe has proved a natural skier and 
has followed some ice routes, of repute, such as Point Five Gully on 
Ben Nevis. Dorothy Wright's activities are mainly winter ones, 
based on skiing and the progress in competition of her ski-racing 
sons. Royanne Wilding and husband lan have sailed their small 
boat to Scotland with baby Sarah on board, and are building a 
much bigger sailing boat. Your editor, while still full of enthusiasm 
for climbing, has been the owner of the sloop Alba for a year and 
has climbed several Munros from strategic anchorages. But the 
main sailing achievement belongs to Denise Evans, who skippered 
the good ship Crystal to St. Kilda and brought her safely back 
again.
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HILDA SUMMERSGILL

Member since 1922
Hilda Summersgill joined the Pinnacle Club not quite as an 

Original Member but in 1922. She was however more connected 
with her numerous friends in the Fell & Rock and Rucksack Clubs. 
She was married when quite young to Harry Summersgill, a first 
rate climber and character of a firmness like her own. Hilda spent 
most of her life in Manchester and Derbyshire until she and her 
husband designed and built for their retirement a lovely bungalow 
on the cliffs near Bournemouth.

Belloc's words 'Laughter and the love of friends' always remind 
me of Hilda, whose laughter I was lucky enough to share. She was 
an extraordinarily strong climber and walker and once, to my 
surprise, she picked me up and threw me over her shoulder in the 
course of one of our many walks on Kinder Scout. Fred Pigott writes 
'I spent a holiday in the Alps with her (Hilda) and Wilson Hey. We 
were stormbound in a hut for three days and became very short of 
food, but Hilda kept us alive by retrieving bread and cheese wasted 
by French parties. She was very strong and always carried more 
than her share. We climbed the Ecrins at last and from an invisible 
summit returned to La Grave'.

Hilda was an excellent nurse and insisted on looking after my 
husband once when he was laid up. She also visited me after I had 
a severe operation and cheered me up with home-made cakes and 
her irrepressible laughter. I really was 'in stitches' and had to beg 
her to stop amusing me. Shortly after both our husbands had died, 
I stayed at Hilda's, bungalow and we walked along the beach talking 
of happy times. She did great work with the Samaritans in Bourne 
mouth and brought comfort to many. Hilda herself died after a 
short illness. She leaves grateful, admiring and true friends. There 
are few characters like her now. ELEANOR WINTHROP YOUNG.

PADDY HIRST (nee WELLS) 
Original Member

Paddy (or Annie, as she was also called) Hirst was the eldest 
of the three famous, Wells sisters, all extremely good climbers and 
outstanding characters. Biddy, the youngest, died suddenly some 
years ago, and Trilby happily is still with us. Paddy and her sisters 
grew up near Ilkley and no doubt began walking and scrambling 
on the local moors. I greatly regret that I did not meet them until 
1920, at a Fell & Rock Meet, though I only lived on the other side 
of Ilkley Moor and was also learning to enjoy Craven and the sur 
rounding hills.

Paddy climbed with Pat Kelly before we all formed the Pinn 
acle Club at Easter, 1921, at the Pen-y-Gwryd. All the Wells sisters
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were Original Members and after Pat Kelly's sudden death at Easter 
1922 Paddy took on the Secretaryship of the Club. She later suc 
ceeded me as the second President of the Club. No-one could have 
been better in either post. She was also the Hon. Librarian for a
time.

About this time the well-known climber John Hirst came along 
and encouraged our still rather small number. One of us started a 
simple jest about 'rope attachments' and shortly after in 1922 John 
and Paddy were married. Together they climbed extensively in the 
Alps and Dolomites, the Lake District and Scotland. They were 
the first married couple to complete all the Munroes in Scotland, 
and Paddy was the first woman. I remember their joy when their 
daughter Joyce was born.

My last meeting with Paddy was the 50th Anniversary Dinner 
of the Pinnacle Club at the PyG in 1971. She was surrounded on 
that occasion by members old and young, showing their gratitude, 
admiration and affection. Paddy is remembered, always in associa 
tion with her sisters, as a first-rate climber, shining with vital 
friendliness and the best of Yorkshire sincerity.

ELEANOR WINTHROP YOUNG.

ADELAIDE COTCHIN
Member since 1973

Adelaide died on August 16th, 1978, three days after she had 
fallen on Glyder Fach and without regaining consciousness. It was 
one of thcs.e ironic accidents where, the climb completed and the 
cliff descended, the fall happened on broken ground below all the 
obvious hazards.

She was born in 1917. A veterinary surgeon, she qualified from 
the Royal Veterinary College in 1940 but, marrying immediately, 
did not practise until the youngest of her four children was some 
years old. After retraining, she successfully combined family with 
professional life until she was working virtually full-time.

Her professional abilities were recognised. In the mid-seventies 
she was president of the Society of Women Veterinary Surgeons, 
then secretary. She represented the Society on the Council of the 
British Veterinary Association and served on its Small Animals 
Committee.

She joined the Pinnacle Club in 1973 but, apart from dinners 
and the Anniversary meet, the club as a whole did not see much of 
her; with work and committees, with her family growing as the 
children married and themselves had children, with amateur 
dramatics which had been a strong interest since college and in 
which she delighted in the roles of Wilde's .grandes dames, she was 
spread wide — but never thin.
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Married to Professor Ernest Cotchin, a leading veterinary 
pathologist, she had a full social life but, despite their commit 
ments, the Cotchins never lost an opportunity for relaxation, 
whether it was a few days' sight-seeing in the States or Europe after 
a conference when they explored old towns and countryside with 
indefatigable enthusiasm, or fell-walking at home with family and 
friends.

She bought a cottage at Clwt y Bont above Llanberis. in which 
I lived for three years. It was from there and, later, from my own 
place at Waunfawr, that we did most of our climbing together. 
After surgery on Friday night and a few hours sleep she would 
leave home in the dark of Saturday morning ("it's, so fresh in the 
dawn") and arrive in Wales at ten. Then we'd climb and she would 
leave for Potters Bar on Sunday evening with a flask of black 
coffee to keep her awake on the motorway.

Our friendship started after she had done a route behind a 
guide on the Riffelhorn. She had known hills as a walker since 
college days when her mother rented a cottage on Arran — but the 
Riffelhorn was climbing, and she was hooked. She wrote to me 
explaining with what I came to accept as typical modesty that she 
thought a course would be too much for a beginner of fifty-four, 
so she chose to learn privately.

She was a natural climber. Our first route was Mars, the 
second: Kirkus' Ordinary on Clogwyn yr Oen — but when we 
reached the arete we switched to the Severe variation — and she 
came up it like a leggy cat.

She was stylish and beautiful to watch, Small holds were her 
speciality so that although she did the Matterhorn by way of the 
Hornli, this pales behind the fine cameos of our days on Lliwedd 
or the East Face of Tryfan where Avalanche, Red Wall and Long- 
land's, or the Milestone Direct and Grooved Arete showed her at 
her best.

She was a splendid second: strong, attentive, encouraging; 
there was that about her which inspired one to climb with panache, 
to pus.h the lazy, cautious spirit — not too far — but to the limit 
\vhere, if a hard move needed to be reversed and there was doubt 
concerning its possibility — one had the last resort: a second watch 
ing without fear, and firm as a rock.

She was not a gymnast; there was no diminution in her delight 
when wind or rain or new snow drove her to tramp the tops or 
explore the backs of cwms and traverse passes through the gales. 
Everything that she hadn't done was an adventure and every 
moment was imbued with a consuming passion so that her life in 
retrospect was Kfe as it should be lived, and beside that the end— 
quick and without suffering — was sadly correct.

GWEN MOFFAT.
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Royanne Wilding
BIRTHS

a daughter May, 197'

Royanne Lavender 
Barbara Spark 
Anne Shepherd 
Sandra Vickers 
Jane Stedman 
Angela Faller

MARRIAGES
lan Wilding 
Don Roscoe 
Robert Wheatcroft 
Alan Swindale 
David Biggs 
Jack Soper

April, 1976 
July, 1976 
September, 1976 
June, 1978 
July, 1978 
September, 1978

Paddy Hirst 
Hilda Summersgill 
Evelyn Pirie 
Adelaide Cotchin

DEATHS
November, 1973 
July, 1974 
February, 1976
August, 1978
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HAMISH'S MOUNTAIN WALK by Hamish Brown;

Victor Gollancz Ltd., 1978, £7.50
This is a superb book based on a magnificent achievement, the 

first complete traverse of all the Scottish Munros, by Hamish 
Brown, solo, and entirely under his own steam. Although he covered 
1,639 miles (on foot and bicycle), ascended 449,000 feet, and 
climbed 289 peaks, Hamish's account of his walk is never boring. 
Like Belloc along his Path to Rome, Hamish the author enlivens 
the less eventful sections of his walk with humour or philosophy; 
Hamish the gangrel used to read as he strode along. My favourite 
story describes how he once came across a group of ladies bathing 
naked in a lochan, and, unnoticed, made a tactful retreat. Never 
had he seen so much pear-shaped beauty! Hamish admits, 'I dare 
not say which club I think they were'.

The intending Munro-bagger will find this an excellent reference 
book and good value, with its detailed text and fifteen maps, which 
between them show and name all the Munros. There are fine black 
and white plates and useful appendices. History, natural history 
and Gaelic appear, for the author is far more than just a walking 
machine. We meet old friends along Hamish's route and make 
new aquaintances, both people and mountains. It's hard for the 
enthusiast reading this book not to rush off at once in a northerly 
direction. Even the determined non-Munro-bagger who sits down 
with Hamish's book may undergo a change of heart before she 
stands up again.

A.M.S.

MOUNTAINEERING FOR BEGINNERS by Mike Banks;
Seeley, Service & Co., 1977, £3.50

A book for beginners should give complete elementary instruc 
tion in a way which is interesting and easy to follow. This one 
succeeds, in doing so and supplies the demand for an up-to-date 
manual. Mike Banks builds up a good rapport with his reader and 
anyone carefully following his instructions should be safe and 
happy.

Criticisms of the text are minor. No mention is made of a 
survival sack large enough for more than one person, and one map 
and compass seems barely sufficient for a party. Some of the 
illustrations are extraordinary, which is a pity, since most people 
form their first impression of a book from the pictures. Most are 
explained in the text but one or two are misleading enough to be 
dangerous, especially those on snowcraft, which I thought the 
weakest section. Nevertheless, this is a useful book and I hope 
£3.50 is not too much for young climbers' pockets.

S.A.
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THE CHALLENGE by Reinhold Messner;
Kaye and Ward, 1977, £4.75

This is another expedition book but it held my attention from 
start to finish with its fluent prose and accounts of exciting exploits. 
In 1975 Messner took part in two Himalayan expeditions. First he 
describes the failure of the big Italian attempt on the south face of 
Lhotse. In sharp contrast is the second and main section about the 
successful two man expedition which climbed the north west face of 
Hidden Peak in the Karakoram. This historic climb by Messner 
and Peter Habeler was the first Alpine style ascent of a major route 
on an 8,000m peak.

Interwoven with the climbing is the recurrent conflict between 
the lure of expeditions and the wish to remain at home with wife 
and family. Messner's ambition and determination shines through 
and the reader is given a glimpse of the personality of this brilliant 
climber.

S.C.

GREAT ASCENTS by Eric Newby;
David and Charles, 1977, £6.50

'Great Ascents' is designed to appeal to the widest possible 
audience. It contains 'potted' accounts of the conquests of most 
of the world's highest mountains with liberal illustrations in colour 
and black and white. However the results of this commercial pack 
age are rather unsatisfactory for both the keen reader of mountain 
literature and the uninitiated.

For those on the fringe of the sport the long list of names and 
exploits, unleavened by the more philosophic aspects of a climber's 
life, may lead to mountaineering indigestion. Many of the fleeting 
references to characters could be unintelligible.

The pictures, too, though beautifully reproduced, are some 
times out of context. Why do we see Joe Brown posed on a British 
sea cliff? The exclusion of Brown from the text underlines the 
problems of assembling a book like this. Newby has restricted 
himself in general to high mountain ranges but has also included 
short chapters on 'marginal' areas in America. Here, source 
material has been sparse, but it is precisely in these areas that the 
book should break new ground for the widely-read climber who 
will have read about the more famous ascents in Shipton, Herzog, 
Bonington, etc. The chapter on Yosemite in particular is very 
hard going. This book should give pleasant browsing in the hut, 
but I hope it is not setting a new trend in 'coffee-table' climbing 
books.

A.W.
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HAZARDS IN MOUNTAINEERING by Paulcke and Dumler;
Kaye and Ward, 1973, £3.95

Dumler has further updated Wilhelm Paulcke's version of Emil 
Zsigmondy's first classic on the subject. He has distinct respect 
for the philosophy of his predecessors that mountaineers should 
learn from the experience of others and temper boldness with 
judgement.

The author separates objective and subjective hazards but also 
includes situations where the two interact. The material is based 
on examples and conditions encountered in the Alps and Dolomites. 
In the chapters on snow, glaciers and weather conditions the author 
is most effective in reaching the reader and the splendid illustrations 
are very helpful. Elsewhere he seems like a schoolmaster with a 
heavy, laboured style. The last chapter on Hazards due to Equip 
ment is open to discussion and even argument.

This may appear a basic text to experienced mountaineers but 
as a novice climber in the Alps I found it a source of much helpful 
cautionary information.

J.S.C.

CLASSIC ROCK compiled by Ken Wilson;
Granada, 1978, £12.00

Claszic Rock has. appeared at last and proves well worth waiting 
for. The successful format of Hard Rock is retained but with the 
addition of colour plates. Eighty routes up to M.V.S. from all over 
Britain are featured.

Most cf the illustrations are superb and bring back memories 
of great days and of struggles. They fire one with enthusiasm for 
routes: not yet tried. To combat one of the major criticisms of Hard 
Reck, that it has overpopularised certain routes, two useful lists 
of recommended alternatives are included. The descriptions vary 
from gripping early ascents to the delights of repeating a genuine 
classic. There is a wide range of authors and it is good to see women 
fairly represented this time. It is surprising though, considering 
the numbers who climb at this standard, that some authors have 
had to submit more than one article.

Inevitably in such a book, someone's favourite route will De 
missed out. However Classic Rock is bound to become popular 
among those who climb for pleasure at all grades.

A.H.
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IN THE THRONE ROOM OF THE MOUNTAIN GODS
by Galen Rowell; Alien and Unwin, 1977, £10

According to the author the aim of this book is to 'tell it like 
it was', and in this he succeeds admirably. Unfortunately the 
reality which he so faithfully portrays does little to enhance the 
reputation of the expedition or of its members.

The objective was the north west ridge of K2 and, after duly 
allowing for the very real problems with porters and the inacces 
sibility of the mountain, there can be no escaping the conclusion 
that the parties concerned failed completely on K2 and that it might 
have been a good idea if they had just kept quiet about the whole 
thing.

The book also describes the life of the local people and gives a 
history of the various attempts on the mountain. These chapters 
are well worth reading although the author's concern that the local 
people should not be corrupted seems odd coming from an expedi 
tion with a budget of $200,000 and employing 500 porters,.

About the colour photographs one can only complain that there 
are not enough. They are magnificent and if the book had consisted 
only of such photographs it would have been cheap at the price of 
£10. One gets the impression that this book is the first of a long 
series which will continue until those dollar bills reach the summit 
of K2.

A.B.

MOUNTAINEERING by Don Roscoe;
Faber and Faber, 1976, £5.9-5

One could argue the desirability of introducing yet more young 
people to our overcrowded mountains but few will disagree that Don 
Roscoe has produced a worthwhile manual aimed specifically at 
teachers of mountaineering. Pupils and old amateurs will also glean 
much from it.

The chapters are concisely laid out; those on First Aid and 
Adventure Activities are of outstanding interest. Photographs range 
from dramatic (tragsitz) to feeble (ice-axe braking); all are too 
small, no doubt to keep down production costs. I would have liked 
more line diagrams, too.

Combined with Blackshaw and March this book should provide 
teachers with all the know-how required when besieged by the Ron 
Fawcetts of the '80s demanding 'Can we do abseiling today sir?'.

J.G.
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SKI-WISE by John Samuel;
Alien and Unwin, 1977, £3.95

Written by the sports editor of the Guardian, whose lively ski- 
reports are always a delight, this book is packed with up-to-date 
information. It guides and advises the fictitious 'Jenny' and her 
boy friend on their first skiing trip, and it will therefore appeal 
mainly to first-time skiers. Advanced skiers and racers will be 
reminded nostalgically of their early holidays and attempts at skiing. 
There are interesting sections on the British Scene, including 
artificial slopes. Lists of resorts and addresses of slopes and clubs 
complete the information.

D.W

THE SHINING MOUNTAIN by Peter Boardman;
Hodder and Stoughton, 1978, £5.95

This is an exciting, well written and well balanced account of 
an expedition described by Chris Bonington as 'preposterous' and 
'the hardest climb in the Himalayas', the ascent by Peter Boardman 
and Joe Tasker of the West Wall of Changabang in the Garwhal 
Himalaya, very close to the India-Tibet frontier. It is remarkable 
that the authors survived to write it considering the extreme dif 
ficulty of the route and the tiny margin for error that there has to be 
on a two-man expedition. Peter Boardman contributes the main text 
with Joe Tasker's views interspersed; both take credit for the 
superb photographs which have a clarity rarely equalled.

The book is obviously written for climbers in that technical 
terms are taken for granted and this is no detriment. There Is 
introspection just enough to balance the details of the climb. There 
is humour — Joe and Pete training by sleeping in a commercial 
deep freeze — and sadness — scenes among the poor of India and 
tragedy on a neighbouring peak. The difficulties and discomforts 
are understated for Pete and Joe knew very well what to expect. 
Don't read this book at bedtime, though, unless you are prepared 
to dream of jumaring up a fixed rope which you can see fraying 
on an edge above you.

Pete and Joe are in the Meissner-Habeler class of supermoun- 
taineers on account of their achievements, their modesty ('we had 
proved nothing that had not been proved many times before') and 
their ability to write a readable book. Nearly every Himalayan 
expedition these days seems to lead to a book, but that's not a bad 
thing if the books are as good as this one.

A.M.S.
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FREEMAN OF THE HILLS by A. H. Griffin;
Robert Hale Ltd., 1978, £4.80

This is a personal reminiscence of the author's revisiting all 
the Lake District peaks, above two thousand feet, which he did in 
twelve weeks during his sixty-seventh year. The aim of the book 
is to encourage others to find different ways of enjoying the hills. 
Mr. Griffin's excursions took him to many of the remoter areas of 
Lakeland which he describes in great detail. It makes nostalgic and 
informative armchair reading but I doubt the wisdom of broad 
casting the beauties of the less popular areas and the possible 
haunts of the golden eagle.

I am not sure which section of the public this book is aimed at. 
Those who are mountaineers do not need accounts of different ways 
up the Lake District peaks. Those who are not are better to stay 
with Wainwright and follow the well worn paths which his books 
have helped to create. I cannot help thinking there is a certain 
amount of journalese in this volume.

C.S.

THE MOUNTAIN MEN by Alan Hankinson;
Heinnemann, 1977, £5.95

This is a book of special significance to at least one of our 
members, Mrs. Winthrop Young, who helped in its preparation. 
Ever since I listened enchanted while she described her husband's 
involvement, I have been eager to learn more about those who first 
developed rock climbing in North Wales. This book fulfils that 
desire. It is a history of early climbing there up to the end of the 
first war. It has been thoroughly researched and is generously 
provided with extracts from the climbers' own writings, from s.uch 
sources as the 'locked book' at Pen-y-Gwryd and personal diaries 
and letters.

The author has taken pains to portray the principal characters 
with emphasis on their attitudes to the sport and the community 
they formed. Chapters are devoted both to Geoffrey Winthrop 
Young and to the Pen-y-Pass community. The contrast between 
the early climbing groups in North Wales and the Lake District is 
clearly made. This is a readable and fascinating account and a 
sharp reminder of the great achievements of the pioneers. It also 
reminds us how neglected some of their early hunting grounds have 
become — Lliwedd especially.

A.H.
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OTHER BOOKS AND JOURNALS RECEIVED WITH THANKS

The World of a Mountain by William Condry from Faber & Faber

Persons Unknown by G\ven Moffat from Victor Gollancz Ltd.

The Journal of the Cambridge University Mountaineering Club

The Alpine Journal

The Rucksack Club Journal

The Journal of the Chester Mountaineering Club

The Journal of the Midland Association of Mountaineers
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P. Y. G.

PEN-Y-GWRYD 
HOTEL

NAISITGWYNAISIT, SNOWDONIA

THE HOME OF 

BRITISH MOUNTAINEERING

Llanberis 211 - Guests 368 - R.A.C. 

Fully Licensed - Central Heating

A.A.

P. Y. G.

ROBERT LAWRIE, LTD.
Alpine & Polar Equipment 

Specialists

54 SEYMOUR STREET 
MARBLE ARCH, LONDON

W.l.H. 5WE.
Telephone: 01-723 5252

Telegraphic & Cables Address :
Alpinist, London, W.I.

CLIMBING BOOTS
Continental and British Patterns

WE ACCEPT REPAIRS TO ALL BOOTS 
OF OUR OWN SUPPLY

CLIMBING CLOTHING AND 
EQUIPMENT
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