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THE PINNACLE CLUB: THE SECOND TEN YEARS 

1930 - 1940 

Allson Adams

The first Meet I attended as a member, was Fester 
1930 at Torver, Coniston. The Pinnacle Club was 
in its 10th year, and some of the members must have 
asked themselves, 'Where does the Club go from 
here? 1 The founder members now had family commit 
ments, Pilley was abroad and several had given up 
rock-climbing. The Club needed someone with time, 
energy and personality to attract young members.

To that Easter Meet .carae the.Secretary - Ella Mann. 
She announced her resignation and said that Mrs. 
Eden-Smith was willing to become the Secretary. 
Looking back after all these years I realise how 
fortunate the Club was - it got the right person at 
the rjght time. To all we younger members for the 
next 10 years, the Pinnacle Club WAS Mrs. Eden- 
Smith. She was a very good climber, well known 
because of her many climbs with H. M. Kelly. She 
had also climbed in Norway with Cecil Slingsby and 
Len Winthrop-Young. Moreover, she was on the spot 
- she lived in Grange. She was attractive to look 
at, with her slim boyish figure, usually in slacks 
(very outrageous in those days) and her hair an 
Eton -crop. She was a grand person to climb with, 
and very helpful and encouraging to new me.rab.eFS. 
Evelyn Lowe (later Leach) joined the Club and 
brought in the three Seth-Hughes girls and Harper 
and Heyes-Jones. Lowe was instrumental in getting 
the Hut at Cwm Dyli, and a Club with a Hut of its 
own in the 1930's was a draw. About this time, 
Bryan and Pirie came to live in Coniston, and turned 
their house into a Guest House which became known 
as the 'Climbers Hut'. What £. marvellous place 
it was. It became 'Home 1 to the Pinnacle Club; 
we were always welcome. Many names come tc mind 
frcm those days at Coniston: Ruth Hale, then Sec 
retary of the LAC, came to a PC Dinner, liked us 
and joined the Club: Una C'ameron, my most vivid 
memory of Una - a group of us were going to Dow 
Crags, we met a farmer in trouble, his calf had
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fallen into a ditch anc was wedged. Una got her 
arms underneath the calf and hauled it out. I 
shall never forget that farmer's face, he would 
have: e fire tale to tell in the pubs around! 
About this time Pilley came back to England and 
thereafter she was often at Coniston. LSCC members 
found their way to Coniston and joined the Pinnacle 
Club - Mabel Jeffry, Hester White, Nancy Fcrsythe 
ar.d several others.

Ruth Hale planned and led the Pinnacle Meet in the 
Tatra Mountains in 1935. Tragically, she was kill 
ed the following year ir the same area where we had 
climbed on the Meet. The Club Dinners were now 
held either at Coniston or at the Guest House at 
Capel Curig where we were always made so welcome. 
After the Dinner the entertainment by the Seth- 
Hughes was usually hilarious, especially the 
Pinnacle chars - a skit on cleaning the Hut. And 
at Coniston the Dirrer was often followed by a 
dramatic sketch written by B & T Wells.

There are memories too of climbing on gritstone 
at Almscliffe Crag and Embsay near Skipton, and of 
an 'all night' walk over Whernside into Dent and 
back to camp at Ribblehead. This had been planned 
for a moonlight night, but the moon failed to show 
itself until dawn. We were back at Ribblehead 
another time, to do the Three Peaks.

They were very happy years. Two people stand out 
in my thoughts - Bray, the autocrat, firm as a rock 
wetching with pride the progress of her beloved 
Club, and Mrs. Eden-Smith whose guiding hand for 10 
years made sure the Pinnacle Club would go forward 
into the future.
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FOUR THOUSAND MILES AND BACK AGAIN 

Jenny Beale

It was a strange sensation waking up in a railway 
carriage bunk and looking out over the dry, stony 
scrub of no-man's land between the Soviet Union and 
the People's Republic of Mongolia and wondering if 
we'd ever make it to China. Our train had been 
stationary for 18 hours and was now surrounded by 
armed Mongolian guards, whose footsteps we could 
hear crunching on the gravel of the railway as they 
patrolled round the train. We had no idea what was 
happening. Were we the unknowing victims of an 
obscure border incident or was there a problem of 
some sort along the line? A deputation from the 
Finnish, Chinese, British and Swiss parties on the 
train had walked up the track to the nearest border 
point to try and find out, only to beat a hasty 
retreat in the face of an extremely angry Mongolian 
officer who shouted and screamed at them and demon 
strated his refusal to make any phone calls by 
pulling the whole telephone connection out of the 
wall.

So we waited and waited, grew hotter and hotter, 
and the train ran out of water, and we grew altern 
ately impatient, annoyed and worried. No-one was 
allowed out of the train so we stewed in our com 
partments and, musing about our fate, dreamed about 
cool drinks, swimming and our distant objective - 
China.

Our party of 26 assorted young people had boarded 
the Trans-Siberian railway five days earlier in 
Moscow. (We were on a study trip organised by the 
Society for Anglo-Chinese Understanding, which is 
London based). For five relaxing days we had de 
lighted in the Soviet countryside in the July sun, 
watching the carpets of wild flowers along the 
railway track as Europe slowly dissolved into Asia. 
The little wooden villages and light, patchy birch 
forest of Siberia had begun to thin out; the land 
scape had become sparser and dryer as the train 
climbed towards the Mongolian plateau.
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The direct route to Peking is through Mongolia - a 
facinating country of high, open grassland where 
Gengis Khan was born and where you still catch 
glimpses of horsemen riding beside their grazing 
herds and see settlements of yurts, the round felt 
tents of the nomadic people.

But we were not to see this country until the 
journey home. After 30 gruelling hours in no-man's 
siding our train was sent back to the Soviet Union. 
We had to face another four days in our bunks - the 
time it took to take the long route to China passing 
through the permafrost region of Siberia north of 
Mongolia and entering China at the Manchurian 
border. To this day we don't know why the train 
was diverted.

Eventually we were alnuost. there. Our last view of 
the Soviet Union was of endless, empty plains with 
distant hills shimmering in the late afternoon sun. 
Suddenly the train passed under a green gateway with 
red characters painted on it, two Chinese soldiers 
with broad grins saluted us and we'd made it - 
China at last! Every single passenger in the train 
was straining to lean out of the windows, cheering 
and waving and stamping and feeling quite emotional 
about it all. No sign of empty plains now: immedi 
ately there were fields, people, two men on bicycles, 
children, a village and a feeling of the busy but 
gentle atmosphere that was to become familiar over 
the next two and a half weeks.

That evening we struggled to eat our first meal with 
chopsticks and tried to guess the varieties of the 
strange but delicious vegatables in the little round 
dishes. There was so much to take in already - the 
sound of the language, Chinese faces and lithe 
Chinese figures, portraits of Mao Tse Tung and Chair 
man Hua, formal welcomes and cups of clear green tea. 
And, everywhere, people: young people, old people, 
people in Mao caps, people on bicycles, people 
sqatting and people moving.

Just one more day on the train saw us through to 
Peking. It was a dull day with grey rain outside 
and everyone's tiredness surfacing inside. Once in 
Peking we found our energy again as our programme of
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visits started. It is not yet possible to travel 
informally in China unless one has special contacts, 
but within the organised groups one is free to do as 
one pleases and wander around alone. In Peking and 
Sian, an old town near the Yellow River, we saw 
communes, nurseries and houses and had plenty of time 
to talk through interpreters to the nurses in the 
hospital and the workers in the factories.

Summer 1980 was an interesting time to be there. 
The political campaign against the Gang of Four was 
in full swing. Evidence was growing of China's move 
ment away from from the political purity of the 
Cultural Revolution towards the economic priorities of 
the 'four modernisations' (agriculture, industry, 
science and technology, and the military). Hotels 
in Peking now harboured the new offices of Japanese 
multinational companies and foreign films could be 
seen in some cinemas, both of which would have been 
unheard of five years earlier. We were suprised to 
find that 'Do Re Me 1 from the Sound of Music was a 
very popular song and was repeatedly played on the 
radio! But traditional Chinese art and music were 
also having a big revival after the austerity of the 
Cultural Revolution period.

Although we were far from the tantalisingly beautiful 
mountain ranges that sweep down from the north side 
of the Tibetian plateau the countryside was beautiful. 
Every square inch of good land is cultivated, but 
many valleys are fringed by spectacular hills that 
appear to leap up out of the edge of the flat land. 
A two hour train journey from Peking climbs into 
such hills and takes one to a part of the Great Wall 
of China. This dramatic construction runs for hun 
dreds of miles and is wide enough for five cavalry 
to ride abreast along the top. One of the finest 
moments of the trip was climbing up a steep section 
of the wall, looking out over a landscape chock-a- 
block with green, misty hills and following the line 
of the wall's turrets and battlements as they dipped 
and rose across the slopes and valleys.

China's past shines through deeply and strongly in 
spite of the Revolution in 1949. On the bad side is 
the awful sight of old women hobbling around on their 
disfigured stumps of feet that were bound so pain-
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fully throughout their childhood years. There were 
also the statistics in the guide books that remind 
tourists how many thousands of peasants died in order 
that the Emperors should have their palaces and tombs. 
On the good side there are China's remarkable scient 
ific and cultural traditions and the incorporation 
of the best of the old into the new. Perhaps the 
most impressive example of this was in a local 
hospital where acupuncture and herbal medicine 
existed happily side-by-side with modern drugs and 
surgery.

I loved this atmosphere in China and felt very rel 
axed there, apart from coping with people's contin 
uous staring at our strangeness. I was conscious 
of a crowded flow of activity all the time as the 
city streets and country lanes were thronged with 
bicycles and carts and trucks at all hours. But no- 
one seemed to be ordering anyone else about and 
the sense was of a pleasant lack of divisions be 
tween people rather than of an oppressive sameness. 
It remains to be seen how much will change under the 
present regime.

From Sian we had another hot train trip to Taiyuan, 
an industrial town in the north, and from there we 
went on to Datung. Here it was time to leave our 
beautiful Chinese meals, our interpreters Wang and 
Fang, and the visual and intellectual intensity of 
trying to absorb, in one breath as it were, as 
much as possible of the birthplace of one quarter 
of the world's population. We boarded the West 
bound Express with 'PEKING-ULAN BATOR-MCSCOW' on 
the side and were on our way back. This time 
Mongolia flew by in a day, though it left a deep 
impression of the contrast between the wild beauty 
of the grasslands and the polluted capital city 
built of modern concrete blocks and full of people 
in bright acrylic clothes and platform-soled shoes.

We bid farewell to the East the next morning as the 
Soviet Union felt so different. The people were 
larger and more solid, there were old peasant 
women in scarves and black dresses and the arch 
itecture of the station buildings felt square and 
uncompromising after China. The first morning 
across the border was a stunning one however as the
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train wound its way round the edge of the blue 
waters of Lake Baikal. It was mid-August and the 
trees were already turning; in winter the lake ice 
is 100 feet.thick. So we celebrated in traditional 
style with breakfast in the Russian restaurant car, 
eating fresh sturgeon from the Lak'e, real caviar 
and Russian eggs, and drinking toasts - some had 
champagne - to our journey back to Europe and 
home.

The Great Wall of China
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KULU 1975 

Margaret Darvall

One reason for going to Kulu is that you can get there 
in a few days from London and walk straight into the 
mountains from Manali. And it is a green and beaut 
iful country, which supplies India with apples.

We were an old crocks' party; Christina Macnair, 
Grizel Paterson, Esme Speakman and myself, all pen 
sioners. We chose the easy way, with portwrs and food 
aid on for us, hiring tents and sleeping bags. We 
were promised the chance of a climb, as well as walk 
ing and scrambling in the mountains. The plan was a 
fifteen day trip round a high horseshoe, where we 
should have splendid views (including Deo Tibba which 
Eileen Healy climbed). This would take us to Beas 
Kund, north-west of Manali, at about 12,000 feet, 
which was a good place for base camp, with several 
peaks within reach. We were thinking of Ladakhi 
Peak, about 18,300 feet.

The problem was the late monsoon. The airport at 
Kulu was under water and we had to get to Manali by 
train and car from Delhi. A very elegant Indian wo 
man, whom we had admired the night before, got out of 
the train, not quite so elegant now, gently protest 
ing: The train was so on time. The road from Chand 
igarh to Manali is always rough (one of the reasons 
for the comparative peace of Manali); now it was deep 
in mud and boulders. We were told that no vehicles 
had got through for several days, but the Sikh driver 
just managed it. On 10th September, when we got 
through to Manali, the weather should have cleared. 
We started our trip, but four days out from Manali, 
with rain getting heavier each day, we turned back, 
Grizel having gone back already. There would be too 
much new snow for climbing and we might not even be 
able to reach Beas Kund and a short way back and would 
have to waste time retracing our steps.

We waited in Manali for better weather, bathed in 
hot sulphur springs and enjoyed mountain paintings 
by a Russian artist, Nicholas Roerich, who had built 
a spendid house near Manali and lived much of his 
life there. We saw a local festival of non-stop

8
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dancing by men in white pleated kilts, like Greek 
shepherds, with visiting gods from other villages 
lined up before them, and dancers and gods festooned 
with flowers. Not a tourist in sight - we were the 
only Europeans there.

Then we started the short way to Beas Kund - three 
days to base camp, up the Solang Nullah, green at 
first and then rocky, crossing and recrossing the 
Beas. Beas Kund had been a green and flowery basin 
a few years before, but was now a stony desert, hemm 
ed in by peaks. The nearest and most spectacular was 
Hanuman Tibba (over 19,000 feet), climbed by General 
Bruce in the 1890's. It is sometimes called the 
Solang Weisshorn and is as elegant as its namesake. 
A Japanese party had failed on it before we arrived 
and were going to have another try.

We could see Ladakhi Peak, though the summit was hidd 
en. Esme and I wanted to have a go at it. It seemed 
an endless trudge up the steep moraine to the next 
camp at about 14,ooo feet. Next morning things looked 
better. We soon put on crampons and started up steep 
hard snow; it was sunny with a high wind. The wind 
hit us at the next camp - about 17,000 feet. We came 
out of a couloir onto a bleak plateau and were nearly 
knocked back by the gale. The porters had gone ahead 
with tents and food and our tent was already up; we 
dived straight for shelter. When we ventured out we 
could see Ladakhi Peak above us a little to the west. 
The ridge was clear though the summit was still hid 
den. It was early and we had all the afternoon to 
laze and photograph. The night was too cold for much 
sleep. Sleeping bags which were fine at base were not 
enough for that height and wind.

Next day was cloudy. We enjoyed the climb, not diff 
icult, but with an exposed ridge and one or two awk 
ward moves and some loose rock. The porters were 
fantastic climbers but with hazy ideas of technique. 
They had no use for belays and a disconcerting habit 
of untying and going off soloing without warning or 
explanation.

The summit kept eluding us but we finally got there. 
Then straight back to the first camp, where I had 
hoped we would sleep, but no, we had to be back at
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base that night. 1,300 feet up and 6,300 feet down 
made a long day, with the last thousand feet stumbl 
ing in the dark. By the time we reached camp it was 
too late for me to be interested in anything but a 
sleeping bag. Another double march next day to the 
first camp out from Manali, where we had been prom 
ised a roast sheep for supper. But the shepherds 
had all gone down with their flocks. And it rained 
too hard to make .a camp fire attractive. We retired 
thankfully to our tents and the indefatigable port 
ers fed us, their grins as wide as ever.

That ended the holiday in Manali, apart from a short 
trip over the Rohtang Pass. Our last night in John 
Banon's guest house should have been more of a cele 
bration than it was. Another Pinnacle Club member, 
Jo Flood, who climbed in Kulu in 1961, was there the 
same night with an Australian party, and we didn't 
recognise each other.

10
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JUST LIKE A PINNACLE MEET 

Angela Soper

Although 1980 was a disastrous summer for British 
climbing, it did start well, and the Pinnacle Club 
took advantage of the fine spring. As well as the 
official Meets, members climbed together on other 
occasions, such as my pre-Easter visit to Cornwall 
with Alex and Jean.

We all loved Cornwall. It was just as Nea descr 
ibes it, only more so, with sparkling colour, rough 
warm rock, and magic in the air. We particularly 
enjoyed Doorpost on Bosigran, described fully in 
'Classic Rock 1 , and I was lucky enough to climb 
Little Brown Jug with a friend from the Climbers' 
Club. It was like grit-stone climbing, especially 
the top crack, so it suited me fine. Alex and Jean 
had longer, so I travelled home with some students 
in a mini-bus. We slept under the stars somewhere 
in Devon and a girl called Brenda led through with 
me up Central Climb on the Dewar Stone.

A few days later I hitched through the Llanberis 
Pass with a very Australian couple. As they drop 
ped me at Pont-y-Cromlech they asked with concern, 
'Will you be all right? Is it safe to go bush- 
walking round here on your own? 1 . Dinas Mot was 
dry but I couldn't find any one to climb with me so 
I 'bushwalked' up a few familiar pitches then vent 
ured onto Slow Ledge Climb, which proved unusual 
and interesting. Safe? Well, no harm came that 
day. Then we had the Lakes Meet at Coppermines 
with climbing on Wallowbarrow and Pavey Ark, after 
which I felt sufficiently in practice to seek 
out the visiting French lady climbers, who had 
been mentioned in the last PC circular.

Their introduction to British climbing was at 
Stanage, on a weekday. The French girls were 
young, attractive, bronzed from the ski-slopes and 
raring to climb. With them were a few English 
females and two men from the BMC. My partner was 
Martine, an aspirant guide from Brian9on. Rain 
threatened so everyone climbed as quickly as

11
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possible. Martine was happy to lead the routes 
we enjoy, such as April Crack and Inverted V, 
and to second the ones with less protection - 
very wise for her first day on grit-stone. One 
of the French girls, aged 19, was brilliant. She 
led some Extremes and her English partner was hard 
pressed to follow, but took it very well, saying, 
'Trust me to pick that one! 1 . Martine and I were 
waiting for Mississippi Buttress when we noticed 
two of the group not winning on a nearby crack. 
We decided to play their game and I climbed up 
to its crux, where with some difficulty I placed 
a runner. This was tiring so I reversed to the 
ground while Martine had a try. She lUnged bravely 
above the overhang and found - nothing. In such a 
precarious position I would have squeaked and you 
would have called out 'Watch the rope!' but Martine 
did not know that expression. What she actually 
uttered in a frightened voice was, 'Be careful!' 
Seconds later she flew off into space. Thank good 
ness my runner held: It was no time for an inter 
national incident. 'You be careful, Martine 1 . 
After brief advice about handjamming she made a 
successful attempt and we completed that route and 
Mississippi as the rain began. Meanwhile the men 
were offering the visitors a rope up Congo Corner 
and the wetter it became the earlier and more 
spectacular were the pendules. Most of the girls 
were getting tired and hadn't had quite enough 
practice in jamming. So we all sheltered under an 
overhang and chatted and joked in 'Franglais 1 , as 
friendly as could be - just like a Pinnacle Meet. 
When the time came to wave the group off (be care 
ful in Wales, Martine) I was really sorry not to 
be going too.

But soon, another PC Meet, in Scotland. On the 
way north Alex and I camped near Loch Laggan to 
climb Ardverikie Wall en Binnein Shuas. The great 
sweep of granite was warm and dry and we padded up 
it quickly with only the birds for company. 
Although the route seemed very easy with holds 
everywhere, it could be most tricky in the wet, 
for the belays were far apart. It was so good to 
have a big Scottish crag to ourselves that we tried 
another route, Flypaper, VS. Start in the gully by

12
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Alix on Ardverike Wall
the red streak on the wall. Which red streak? - 
there were many. We probably climbed the proper 
first pitch and we definitely found the correct 
last pitch, and a long crack in the top slab, but 
there was doubt and deviation about the part in 
between. Then we galloped round the Munro that 
we'd been looking at all day and finished with a 
swim in a lochan. Munro-ing then set in and we 
never actually reached the official Meet, unless 
you count staying at Sheila's on the way home.

Once I climbed the Needl^ ">n Shelter Stone Crag 
with a Scottish lad to who;i, v_ ^thia introduced me. 
Dougie had seconded thi^ i^ae route and was intent 
on leading. As we crossed £he Cairngorm plateau he 
kept muttering 'I'll be alright if only my legs 
last out 1 . This seemed strange talk: I always 
worry about arms letting me down. Is this the 
difference between men and women, or English and 
Scots? In the Pinnacle Club we have many fit pairs 
of legs, which is an excellent state of affairs. 
But arms? - well, a good test is to climb on lime 
stone, as I did with Stella.

13
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Strangely, considering where we both live, I have 
climbed more routes than Stella in the Lake Dist 
rict and she has ciinbed more than me in Derbyshire 
So it was fitting that she should introduce me to 
High Tcr, above Mat lock, on a June day when she had 
fled from the sodden Lakes. While Stella's husband 
John and his friend applied themselves to Extremes, 
we roped up for Highlight HVS. This route Cook a 
shallow groove in the side of a tower, then trav 
ersed leftwards under a roof near the top of the 
crag. It was superbly steep but well protected by 
eld pitons (no longer used for aid) and the rock, 
which contained interesting fossils, was perfectly 
sound. A well-named end recommended route, but 
perhaps not for the first outing of the season.

There were queues of men for Debauchery (in 'Hard 
Rock 1 ) and Original Route so we moved along the 
crag and filled in with Entropy, a chimney line 
with chockstones that needed careful handling. 
Quite a good route: az VS we thought it not much 
easier than Highlight. Meanwhile, John was having 
an exciting day. He had to jump off his crux and 
dangle from a runner to avoid being hit by a heavy 
bloke who kept falling off the traverse of Deba 
uchery. We only heard about this incident after 
wards, so Stella was spared some anxious moments. 
John must have behaved with great presence of 
mind and he carried on calmly when the less comp 
etent party had moved away. Stella and I then cli 
mbed Original Route HVS. This was just as 
exhilerating as Highlight, not even spoiled by 
some slow youths ahead, who couldn't find the 
finish, though it was spelled out with a line of 
pitons. But the traffic noise from Matlock was 
becoming unbearable. So different from the peace 
of Ardverikie Wall! After three good routes 
Stella and I were happy to retire.

Thus the new decade began, with Pinnaclers climb 
ing in Cornwall, Scotland, and most places in 
between. Lets hope we can keep it up.

14
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COAST WALK 

Royanne Wilding

Half way through my walk round Anglesey I came upon 
a seemingly endless thicket of hazel scrub, the only 
passage being a low, wool-lined tunnel trodden out 
by sheep. On my hands and knees and trying not to 
'baa 1 , I followed the irregulaer windings of this 
track, draggind my rucksack behind me. Reaching a 
tiny clearing, I rested on the grassy knoll, the sea 
murmuring far below me. Could I possibly, in this 
overcrowded land of ours, actually have found a 
place untouched by human foot, surrounded as it was 
by the windpruned scrub ?

Before me meandered unwalked coastline, the undul 
ating cliff tops curving round bays and headlands, 
gradually merging into the distant lilac haze. If 
I'd thought such a low level walk might be boring I 
soon realised that each day held far more interest 
than many an excursion on the fells, and often with 
a greater sense of exposure. I did it in stages, 
varying from 8 to 23 miles. There was only one rule 
- enjoy it - so I had time to birdwatch, search for 
plants, take photographs and fill my rucksack with 
shells, fossils and geological samples. Occasionally 
I bivouaced, snuggled in my sleeping bag on a cliff 
ledge watching the sun sink into the sea.

By emcompassing Anglesey one crosses practically 
every band of rock this geologically complex land 
has to offer, and this is reflected not only in the 
outcrops one scrambles on but in the terraine one 
passes and the surrounding flora. The hazel scrub 
belongs to the limestone cliffs beyond Penmon; fur 
ther on the landscape has a mountainous aspect, - 
rocky outcrops amidst heath and gorse, with steep 
valleys carved out by rapid streams. The estuaries, 
feeding grounds of wading birds, can be crossed bare 
foot, mud squelching through toes, or paddling knee 
deep across rivers. Traversing the shores you en 
counter good firm sand, or loose stuff as bad as some 
snow, or weed covered rocks where a slip with a ser 
ious leg injury could lead to a wet end beneath the 
rising tide. From the cliff tops, steep unclimbed
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slabs fall to the sea - a sea that is always with you, 
presenting many moods; grey, heaving uneasily beneath 
a leaden sky; sparkling blue with crisp white waves; 
a hungry sea that attacks the cliffs andleaves the 
bones of other meals sticking out of the sand, while 
man attempts to thwart its greed with lighthouses and 
lifeboats and, when he loses, builds memorials such 
as that to the Royal Charter sunk with a cargo of 
gold about which the inhabitants of Moelfre are still 
curiously reticent. Other historic monuments include 
a neolithic tomb, walls of iron age forts, the grey 
battlements of Beaumaris Castle, and, grim sign of the 
future, a nuclear power station.

Each day held its special delight - a pipet's nest 
cunningly concealed beneath the heather, a cache of 
large, unbroken shells, a patch of purple orchids, 
banks of blue squill, pink thrift or pale primroses, 
a fox sunbathing on a grassy bank, the cry of my first 
whimbrel. A memorable excursion.
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A KASHMIR TRIP 

Shirley Angel1

It was all-behind me, teaching, housework, organizing 
the family, packing, weighing, chucking things out, 
re-packing. Suddenly, as I stepped onto the train, I 
was responsible only for myself. That, and the fact 
that I was going to the Promised Land, left me in a 
state of blissful euphoria.

This feeling had no reason to dispel. Grizel Patter- 
son's kindly hospitality refreshed me for the flight 
with Nea. Margaret and Sue and when we arrived in 
Kashmir we found not only that Alwine had organized 
everything beautifully with friendly, congenial peo 
ple, but that she and her family were still remembered 
by many Kashmir!s with affection and esteem.

For a day and a half we soaked up the beauties of 
Srinagar, the Dal Lake and the gardens, then remember 
ed that we had gone for the climbing. In all we 
visited four mountain areas. I was very much aware 
that what was exciting exploration to me was home 
ground to the shepherds and nomads. Also, I wished 
I had taken a lighter rope because we only needed it 
for crossing rivers.

Our first peak was Mahadeo. The headmaster of the 
Tynal Biscoe School on Srinagar was taking his fifth 
form boys up it and invited us to join the- party as 
an introduction to the area. It was a three day trip. 
The first day we walked from Hardwan to Lidwas, or 
Sue and I did. We didn't know the trouble Alwine was 
having trying to find porters in the village after the 
school party had taken 34! Fortunately I had not be 
lieved in porters and had my sleeping bag and bivi 
sack with me. Lidwas is a group of Gujar huts amongst 
pine trees just below the snow line which makes a very 
pleasant camp site. We were greeted warmly by Cynthia, 
one of the teachers,and by 130 cheerful boys, eager 
to have their photos taken. We unpacked my bedding 
on a little green knoll and luxuriated in the shade.

After about an hour, we were brought back to conscious 
ness by Margaret saying, 'Hello, I think I've broken my
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wrist'. She had nearly drowned whilst crossing the 
river 1,500 feet below, then while still freezing cold 
and sick and giddy had tripped and landed on her left 
wrist. As Sue tucked her in my sleeping bag and gave 
her first aid I dried her wet things and wondered 
whether I should have managed that last, steep 1,500 
feet with a broken wrist.

Cynthia and her sister were very sweet and gave us 
drinks, then John Ray, the headmaster, crame up and arr 
anged forgone of the masters to escort Margaret down 
next morning. Meanwhile there was no sign of anyone 
else. Finally a coolie came up with Sue's sleeping 
bag and our supper. The others had all stopped at 
Bobjan, 1,500 feet below. Sue and Margaret slept in 
Cynthia'S tent. I was rather pleased to sleep in my 
bivi bag, having brought it so far.

We were worken with a cup of tea brought up from the 
boys' camp and dawn broke as Sue and I made our way up 
the first snow slopes. When we arrived at the snow 
basin, the great swarm of boys turned left towards the 
ordinary route. We joined John Ray and a small party 
who wanted to try a gully on the right. The snow in 
the shade was very good, but we had to traverse in the 
sun where we had to kick very deep steps and at the 
top the snow became a thin, unstable layer over iced 
rock. We decided on a careful retreat till we could 
glissade back down. Sue went down to the camp site 
with some of the boys who had had enough, but the 
rest of us traversed to the next gully on the left. 
The snow had become very soft but the ascent was safe 
and not too steep. This brought us to a subsidiary 
summit from which we traversed right to the main 
summit in about 15 minutes. On the top were Alwine, 
the Gebbies, Sally and their faithful porter in his 
broken down plastic shoes. I was reminded irrepress- 
ibly of Rum Doodle. We had some rather crowded summit 
photographs taken and stayed there a long time. Even 
tually we wandered down, finding glorious flowers 
wherever the snow had melted. I was getting very hot, 
so I ran down the final slopes and it was a luxury to 
lie out in the shade on my bedding. Sue was already 
there, of course, and Margaret had started down, in 
good shape, at about 10 am.
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In the late afternoon Sue and I reluctantly packed 
up and went down to the Gujar hut where, in fact, 
everything was nicer than we had thought it would 
be. The others were drinking tea and eating tasty 
drop scones in the shade of some pine trees. There 
are tremendous advantages in being where the cook is. 
Supper was roast lamb, roast potatoes, onions and 
cabbage, preceded by delicious soup and followed by 
rhubarb. The chickens we had expected were still 
clucking away in a corner.

Our second mountain area was Sonamerg in the Sind 
Valley. We had mixed weather and quite cold nights, 
being at 9,000 feet, so we were glad of the New 
Forest Bungalow and a roaring fire in the evenings. 
Our first peak, the unnamed one, height 12,506 feet, 
in the Shondar district, was made memorable by the 
number of eagles we saw gliding overhead and by a 
hailstorm on the summit. The next day Alwine and I 
climbed a pleasant rocky ridge in the Thajiwas 
Valley. We gained the ridge easily on rather wet 
snow and went along the final rock summit. The 
flowers were gorgeous and we had tremendous fun. 
The ridge, which had looked as though it was a sep 
arate peak from our vantage point of yesterday, went 
on as snow peaks after our little summit. As we came 
down we made plans to start at 4 am the following day 
for the 17,000 foot peak at the junction of the Sind 
and Thajiwas valleys.

The evening was somewhat disturbed. A whole Indian 
family arrived, expecting to spend the night. They 
sat on the grass for ages and all came in to use the 
bathroom. Later two young Indian men came and only 
went away to the Old Forest Bungalow when we lent 
them two mattresses. This made for a disturbed night 
just before our Great Effort. Alwine and I heard the 
Gebbies leave for their glacier expedition at 3 am. 
We left an hour later with no little man to carry 
our climbing sack. He had been supposed to spend 
the night but had been snubbed by the Chowkidah and 
decided to sleep in his own village.

With a torch in one hand and a stone in the other, we 
negotiated fierce dogs, sleeping sheep and the log 
bridge. We cut up the open hillside until we came to
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the ridge of the moraine. The dawn came while we 
were plodding up the latter. The mountain tops were 
touched with gold. We took two hours in all to some 
Gujar huts. We went steeply but pleasantly up mixed 
snow and rock, then I came to a halt a few hundred 
feet below the snow dome. I had had a little cough 
for a few days, but now I lost my voice and found 
breathing difficult. It was very frustrating for 
Alwine, who was perfectly fit, and it was our last 
day at Sonamerg. We retreated unhappily to the Bung 
alow.

What a pantomime the next morning! We were packed by 
6 am when three ponies arrived to carry our baggage 
to the bus, then a fourth. The cook had collected 
loads of wood to carry down and that, of course, was 
loaded first. The ponies galloped about and had to 
be recaught. Eventually the cavalcade started and 
almost immediately a load fell off. Rashid, who was 
dressed up in his best brown suit with his trousers 
tucked into little boots, managed everything. He 
wouldn't let Alwine pay the porters till they had 
loaded everything onto the top of the bus. When the 
bus came he cleared ten seats for us by ordering the 
other pas^ngers about. The fact that he was only 
about seventeen did not seem to deter him. We had 
a splendid bus ride, punctuated by my coughs. The 
bus was crammed full with people, some clutching 
sheep or chickens, standing for most of the journey. 
Children waved as we went by. When we arrived at 
Srinagar, Rashid organised the bus to stop while he 
unloaded wood for the cook's daughter, then directed 
the bus out of its way, to the Dal Gate, the landing 
stage for our houseboats.

Our third mountain centre was Gulmarg in the Pir 
Pinjal Mountains. This beautiful place is too near 
the Pakistan border for carefree mountaineering and 
unfortunately several of our number were ill. The 
Gebbies, Sally and I climbed Apharwat, but our 
porters were absolutely certain that we would be 
shot by border guards if we climbed Al Pathai, so 
that tempting ridge was denied us. Below Apharwat 
is a fine frozen lake containing icebergs, and the 
way down to Gulmarg was a spendid 3,000 foot glissade.

For our fourth mountain centre we went to Pahalgam and
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most of us walked up the valley to Aru. Our taxi 
boiled over and had a puncture on the way to Pahalgam 
but THAT was the one chosen to bring the cook, his 
daughter Gulzara, Rashid, Rahim, Nea, Margaret and all 
the heavy baggage up to Aru. They had quite a journey. 
The big mountain here is Kolahoi and we knew we had no 
chance of climbing it without lightweight tents so we 
contented ourselves with walking and exploring. We 
had two full days and Sue and I made the most of 
them. On the first day most of us went up the water 
fall, through rock portals and past beautiful lakes 
dredged with pink flowers and surrounded by snow, till 
we saw the glaciers and peaks of Kolahoi spread out 
before us.

On the way down we met, for the second time, a dear 
old man who had rheumatism in his arms and legs and 
who slapped us in the relevant places. He was going 
a bit senile and had a little boy who accompanied 
him. He wrote everything down in a small notebook. 
We directed him to the house, where we gave him four 
teen aspirin. On our way to Lidderwas the next day 
we passed a funeral party. We hoped the old man hadn't 
taken the aspirin all at once.

Sue and I went ahead of the others and reached the 
bridge in 2% hours. We had expected a village, but 
found only the Paradise Tent Hotel and a lightweight 
tent by a rock. This tent contained the enterprising 
young couple whom we had met in Srinagar, and they 
gave us a welcome cup of tea before we continued on up 
the Lidder valley amidst spectacular scenary. We had 
decided to turn back at 1 pm so I ran up the hillside 
for a final photograph and startled two little brown 
snakes, the first anyone had seen. It was my day for 
wild life: I caught a flea in bed that evening, but 
his brother ate me all night.

That was my last walk, for Sue, Nea and I had ponies 
down to Pahalgam the next day. That evening we were 
eating Rahim's beautiful duck dinner back at the house 
boat and our holiday was nearly over.
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RAW MATERIAL 

Gwen Moffat

In 1979 I followed the Californian Trail from 
Omaha on the Missouri to San Francisco, collecting 
material for a book on the overlanders who trav 
elled west in the nineteenth century.* Since much 
of the route is now followed by main roads I made 
diversions north and south to wilderness areas to 
see what the country was like when the white man 
first saw it. When I came to the Sierras I trav 
elled up and down them, crossing the passes tra 
versed by variants of the Trail, then I went 
back east to Death Valley, and finally I followed 
the Pacific coast northwards from Los Angeles to 
San Francisco. These extracts from my journal were 
written at night: in deserts, on mountains, deep in 
forests. The writing was sometimes interrupted by 
the need to shoo raccoons, chipmunks and squirrels 
from the food on the tail-board of my truck, by a 
coyote concert, by a wary pause when big twigs 
snapped under my feet. My America was crowded, but 
not by people.

July 10th
Camp in the Gros Ventre Range, Wyoming

Caught and groomed the horses. Moved off rather 
late and rode up to the corrie below Doubletop 
(11,750 feet): up and down and contouring minor 
ridges, scrambling up rocky pitches without dis 
mounting. (Returning, slid down them.) We came 
out on the wooded ridge and looked into the corrie: 
smooth red slabs like sandstone, dark granite int 
rusions - particularly where a fine crag below the 
upper corrie made a lip, down which came a long 
waterfall - and the yellow limestone of Doubletop's 
rimrock with its buttresses, gullies, roofs. My 
horse was going very well, so were the others 
although Gordo couldn't have had any rest because 
he whinnied all night, unable to get over the 
shock of the moose that came into our glade at dusk,

After lunch I scrambled up a sloping shelf to the 

* ' Hard Road West', published by Gollancz
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upper corrie, crossed the stream and plodded to 
about 9,000 feet on the Triangle. Arid now but 
scattered timber and snowdrifts. Huge clumps of 
moss campion.

Climbed down some sloping granite, kicking off loose 
rock and came out on terrible big scree which I 
crossed, descending diagonally, to better stuff that 
I could rattle down, camera and binoculars inside 
shirt but still hugging them. Had not realised how 
much arms are used for balance when running fast 
scree.

Mizzou tried to trot all the way back to camp. We 
should ws^-k sedately, conserving energy. Saw a 
moose up high. Sandpipers in the corrie, beavers in 
the meadow where we camped. The flowers were up to 
our stirrups, sometimes to our knees: geraniums, 
larkspur, bog orchids. The delphiniums aren't out 
yet.

Supper: elk stew, miner's lettuce (a wild herb) 
salad with almonds and a French dressing. Biscuits 
baked in an oven over the fire, exquisite rich slab 
cakes called brownies.

In the City of Rocks; Idaho 
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July 27th
City of Rocks, Idaho

This place is amazing: a god's playground of granite. 
Seemingly no plan: a rock maze. Cracks, chimneys, 
walls. The big faces must be 2OO feet high. At 
first I thought they were boulder problems but when 
you get close, they're monsters. And fantastically 
eroded: holes, mushrooms, caves, bent spires, twisted 
spires - fretted like limestone and sandstone, yet 
it's granite. There are lizards on the rocks and 
hawks in the air.

I wandered. It was very hot. Sage, yellow and red 
cacti in glades where the aspens fell back. Three 
vultures accompanied me. Startling to see their 
shadows slipping over the sage. I began not to 
notice the heat as such but fatigue, thirst, lethargy, 
Still I pottered, fascinated. Holes in rocks high on 
the reefs, slits, through-routes in chimneys, lofty 
letter Uaaea t*n £ee,£ l«k«a, ..not slab on sl.ab, t. .b.ut. 
slits in bedrock. The rock was perfect in texture 
but some cracks were stoppered with a kind of cement, 
others ran up to end blindly.

A mucus formed on my lips. I crept up the hill to 
the truck, pulled into the shade of aspens and drank 
a pint of lemonade.

August 24th
Lover's Leap, Tahoe, California

Had a brush with a jay first thing. I was sitting 
in the front drinking coffee and he must have landed 
silently on the tailboard but had the misfortune to 
make a sound as he was dipping his bill in my muesli. 
Then we both erupted.

From the camp a trail goes through the timber under 
the big face which is in two tiers at the west end, 
the top one stupendous. Then the east wing is one 
mass, unbroken, up to 400 feet and very steep. But 
the rock is striated by little dikes which look like 
a softer granite extruded through horizontal cracks 
and fused with the basic rock as both hardened. The 
dikes form little juggy holds on the edges of
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vertical cracks. Nowhere is there anything to be 
called a slab. It is all walls. The first pitch 
was the hardest: up a crack corner on good holds 
where occasionally you could rest. The run-out was 
135 feet.

Lauren had the second pitch. Al and I belayed in a 
corner. To that moment we'd been in shadow, the 
cliff facing north, but on this stance the sun 
caught us and it started to get warm. Apparently 
there are a lot of rattlers here; Al said they are 
on the cliff, having crawled up cracks, but there is 
no food for them on the cliff. Al was a criminal 
lawyer, not a naturalist.

The second pitch was a traverse across and up to 
Lauren on these magnificent dikes, very exposed,, 
like the crux of the Bow on Cloggy. Al led through 
and we continued traversing delicately and delight 
fully. Somewhere a buzzard was calling and there 
were a few people on the cliff, just enough to be 
c omp an i onab1e.

Above us now were overhangs. The route led up to 
them then broke out along a ledge that fined to a 
traverse and so up to the stance. Away on our left 
a man was doing an impressive edge with undercut 
laybacks.

From here it is only a short pitch to the top with 
a pull over a bulge at its weakest point where the 
dikes made nice ragged little holds. This (East Wall) 
is the easiest route on Lover's Leap: a good VS and 
a classic.

September 2nd
Dardanelles, Stanislaus Forest, California

The timber thinned to chaparral and that thorny shrub 
with flaky red branches and leaves like hones by.There 
were game trails through this; they zig-zagged but 
always climbed, until they reached the base of the 
escarpment which was lava, steep where I came to it, 
and I wanted nothing to do with it. So I worked 
along its base until I came to a line where, if I 
was careful, I could get a moderate climb. There 
were holds all over the place. The formation was
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more or less in columns and these slanted and were 
locked at their base so one could tread on them - 
holds on the side or their apex, and push down - 
and be safe.

I came to the summit ridge, stepped up to the first 
point, and an eagle came and looked at me.

The Dardanelles is a shapely ridge, all volcanic yet 
you can climb on the stuff. After the first peak I 
continued gaily - in places a knife-edge of blunt 
chunky spikes and little gendarmes, nothing big, 
nothing you couldn't turn, until I stopped above 
something sinister. There was my ridge below, but 
underneath me was something nasty. I couldn't go 
near the edge but retreated and descended, straddling 
chimneys, always pressing down and relying on feet 
rather than hands. I came to the saddle and looked 
back at the drop that had stopped me. This is a 
weird formation for a volcano. It's like a much 
older tower; massive but all composed of bits of 
brown lava.

I turned more basaltic columns with curious crumbly 
stuff above and came back up a stony ridge to the 
true summit (8,875 feet) and, I had thought, the 
end of the ridge. It wasn't. It continued for 
another mile, lower and timbered, and I had to go 
with it, for westward I couldn't get off because of 
the escarpment.

Another drop. Far below scree ran down to timber. 
So back I went and scrambled down a pleasant chim 
ney, but just at that point the summit ridge was 
ringed by steep rock. I came out on top of a butt 
ress and saw my position was quite airy. However, 
some 100 yards away a rake ran down to the scree 
marked by a triangular rock at the top. I worked 
my way round, traversing, descending an overhang 
ing chimney, and came out at the top of the rake 
which was nothing, just chunks of scree among the 
scrub.

Then it was delicately across the lava flows and 
down pale sand and into the timber - on bearings 
there to keep on the crest of the ridge. Deer 
slipped silently among the shadows but I caught
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the movement as they passed through sunshine at 
the head of a white bank. I found a trod, nothing 
more, a game trail taking the line of least resist 
ance downwards through the fallen trees. Bells 
below. My deer track became a cow trail with the 
occasional mark of a boot.

The path came in from Sword Lake and with it the 
first people I'd seen for six hours.

September 4th 
Yosemite

Impressions coming down from Tioga Pass and Tuolumne 
Meadows: a grey leviathan above the trees, pale, 
smooth, unassociated with climbing, unassociated 
with anything. More of them: bigger, smoother, 
steeper. One on the left: halfway down, an over 
hang like icing on a cake just starting to droop 
over the edge, then petrified. A round eave, so 
help me. A party strung out with a green rope. The 
leader ..... for heaven's sake, what was he on?

Timber obscures but does not hide; the domes contin 
ue to haunt. No place for a driver. You seem to be 
dropping all the time, as you must be; Tuolumne is 
the high country. Finally you come out above the 
Valley, at first completely wooded. Three thousand 
feet deep. Then high black shapeless cliffs on the 
south. A tunnel - lights. At the other end rock 
becomes shapely but you can't stare; there is 
traffic fore and aft with people hurrying to find 
places in camp grounds. Suddenly I'm left alone, 
concentrating on the dark bendy, forested road, 
very tired. The sun is behind me. Something 
blocks out the world; floodlit, white, high as the 
sky, no shadows. El Capitan. Surely the only time 
in my life (when I recovered from the shock) that I 
wished I was young again.
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SKINS AND SKIS IN THE OTZTALS 

Jane Hillmann

Obergurgl village, Sunday morning, a week before 
Easter 1981. Brand new ski rucksack packed to cap 
acity, skis and sticks an inverted 'V above my head. 
Didn't feel as bad as I had been anticipating - how 
would it feel in three hours time?

Our party of four set off towards the Langlatereck 
hut, walking at first, as much of the winter snow 
had already disappeared from the lower slopes. 
Reaching the free skiing downhill skiers (how I env 
ied them!)we put our skis on. Were these skis really 
going to make movement upwards easier? At first they 
felt irritatingly clumsy but as the rhythm was built 
up along the gently rising track, I began to think 
that at least they had the advantage of speed.

At the Langlatereck hut we deposited our sacks on the 
material lift (for a small charge) and shot off, 
feeling wonderfully light, on a traverse line across 
a sharply angled slope. This'led to a shallow valley 
and bridge, then up and round a steep hillside onto 
the glacier below the Hochwildehaus, the hut we were 
aiming for.

The first of any real skiing difficulties came as we 
made our way up the steep hillside. When it wasn't 
ice, the snow was balls of concrete. The angle of the 
slope on foot would have been fierce - on skis! - I 
looked down no more than was essential.

A voice from, behind, 'My skins have come off. 1 I 
suppose they always choose the most awkward moment 
to unglue. What sort of glue had the shuttle space 
ship used for its tiles? Not Coltex, I hoped. 'Do 
you have to sit under that avalanche slope to fit them 
on again?' I said irritably. It was two o'clock and 
although we were in the shade, the sun was fierce on 
on the slopes surrounding us. Miles made a patched 
up job of his skis and we moved on again. My skins 
fell off. Whose idea was this holiday?

A welcome snowless outcrop of rock appeared. We both 
sat down and surveyed our skinless skis. Not a time
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for tantrums about glue, stick on skins, spares that 
had skied on out of sight and the misery of holidays 
in general. I had one anyway. We then both stuck 
our skins back on and moved off. Five minute? la~er 
both skins and skis were off>again and we were climb 
ing up soggy snow. A convex slope in prime avalanche 
condition in fact. Pushing our luck for the first 
day, weren't we? - it wasn't even a summit we were 
trying for, just a bed for the night.

We were obviously to be saved for the dubious Joy of 
an avalanche on some other day. We sank slowly up 
the slope-'and eventually reached a long, long glac 
ier of solid snow. Putting skis on was bliss! Two 
and a half hours later it didn't seem like bliss 
anymore but at least the hut was in sight and the 
snow had been very good.

The 'easy' first day hut trog took us seven hours.
It turned out to be one of the hardest days we had
during our eight day tour- The following days took
us:
up the Hbhewilde,tan easy summit from the Hochwilde-
haus, with an oh! too short, fast glacier run back
down;
over the Schalfkogljoch (and its summit) an exhaust-
ingly steep "climb up rapidly softening sno<£', followed,
thankfully, by the longest glacier run of the* "tour
down to the Martin Busch Hut.
up the summit of the Similaun and to the hut of the
same name for the night;
over the Hauslabjoch in thick mist, clearing on the
other side to reveal the Fineilspitze and Hochjoch
glaciers brilliantly white, leading down (and up
again!) to the Hochjoch Hospitze;
over to the Vernagt hut, the hardy members of ~he
party (ie not me) taking in the Fluchtkogl and
Kesselwandspitze;

and our last full day the best, up the Wildespitze 
and to the top of the highest peak in our world of 
peaks.

Of all the new experiences on that trip, the most 
peculiar was experienced on the last day. Having 
set out from the Braunschweiger hut on Easter Sunday,
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our way led quickly to a short steep ice fall at the 
top of which a downhill tow ran. We struggled up the 
compact snow, ice axes out, skis strapped to our 
sacks, to emerge - onto a downhill skiing slope 
swarming with fashionable bodies doing stylish things 
on skis. For the first time I never stopped to think 
what 'colour' the slope was but moved dazedly down as 
fa^t (but unstylishly) as possible. How could all 
these people bear to crowd together in this tiny 
space - and on ice too - when there was a range of 
virtually empty mountains and good snow just around 
the corner? Without being aware of it, I had become 
a convert to ski mountaineering.

On the Slopes of the Schalkogel looking across 
to the Mitterkam and the Hohewilde
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THE EXPEDITION 

Sheila Cormack

Let's have a Pinnacle Club Expedition. Everyone 
agreed. If I say it often enough perhaps someone 
will organize it and invite me along. Disillusionment 
soon followed. The only way was to start organizing 
the expedition myself. A tentative letter to Steph 
brought an eager response and a suggestion of Kashmir. 
The expedition was born.

That was summer 1979. By December the team was form 
ed. We eventually fixed on a valley in the Lahaul 
District of North India which seemed to offer plenty 
of virgin climbing at a reasonably easy technical 
standard. Jean organized food, Sheila Crispin got the 
medical supplies, Steph equiped us and Jay persauded 
British Airways to fly us to Delhi. I was left to 
make the official application, apply for various 
grants and do the detailed planning. On every Club 
Meet in the spring of 1980 we bored the non-expedit- 
ioners with our endless discussions.

Eventually and remarkably smoothly we were off. First 
of all four of us visited Kashmir (with Alison, John 
and baby Richard). Then the other four expedition 
members and our liaison officer joined us in Delhi 
and the expedition was truly under way.

forewarned to expect delays, we were nevertheless frus 
trated by the twelve days taken to reach Base Camp 
instead of the expected six. However, this period 
was by no means without interest. We travelled by 
private hire coach from Delhi, via Manali to the 
Chenab Valley in Lahaul. Punctures, road blocks and 
the squalor of India dogged the journey. Then came 
the major delay. Heavy rains the previous week had 
washed away the road ahead. With no further ado we 
and our thirty-odd boxes were unloaded at a village 
25 miles short of our destination of Udaipur and the 
bus driver thankfully turned back towards Delhi.

It took four days to cover that 25 miles. Some of 
the party went ahead to send back ponies; some went 
right on ahead to find a place for Base Camp. The
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rest of us followed with the boxes. They were carr 
ied on ponies and in a jeep, then on a lorry which 
had been marooned on a five mile stretch of road be 
tween a broken bridge and landslides. Next it was 
the turn of donkeys and finally Stella and Sushama 
arrived at Udaipur with porters carrying the last few 
boxes. It was with great satisfaction that we gather 
ed in the PWD Rest House.

Udaipur lies in the Chenab Valley at the (normal) 
road end. The Chenab River flows on down through 
gorges to Kishtwar in the south of Kashmir. The 
Miyar Nala runs north from Udaipur for 50 miles to 
the pass at its head which leads over into Zanskar 
and Ladakh. Our climbing area was situated in the 
Gumba Nala, a side valley of the Miyar Nala. We had 
applied to the Indian Mountaineering Federation to 
climb a peak of 20,500 feet which we picked out on 
the Survey of India, one inch to one mile map and 
which we believed to be unclimbed. We were able to 
get some information on the upper Miyar Nala from 
members of a previous expedition to the area. There 
appeared to be numerous unclimbed peaks and the 20,500 
feet IMF Peak became a somewhat nominal aim as our 
attitude was that we wanted to climb whichever peaks 
looked attractive when we actually saw them.

It was therefore with great interest that we set off 
up the Miyar Nala with 30 porters dragging behind. 
Magnificent scenery unfolded as we emerged from the 
initial gorge. Beyond the reach of the main monsson 
it is fairly arid vountry but with villages and green 
irrigated fields wherever the land was flat enough. 
Four days later, on the 24th July 1980, we established 
Base Camp on an idyllic site in the Gumba Nala. We 
camped on a meadow of eidelweiss and gentians, beside 
a crystal clear, spring-fed stream. Steep roak faces 
rose around us but we were ideally situated, at the 
confluence of two streams, to explore the numerous 
basins forming the catchment area of the Gumba Nala. 
The advance party had done a splendid job in choosing 
the site.

Unfortunately, our arrival at Base coincided wi^h a 
deterioration in the weather. Cloud, rain and swollen 
streams were the norm for the next twelve days. Such
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conditions being familiar from home, the climbing 
went ahead undtered. However, as these conditions 
wer unsuitable for establishing high camps, we clim 
bed all the peaks within a day's range of Base Camp 
(see Jay's article).

When the weather seemed settled for the worst, four 
of us made an exploratory walk up the Miyar Nala to 
the glacier snout and up into a couple of the side 
valleys. How fortunate we were to choose the Gumba 
Nala! These higher side valleys were barren indeed 
with bare, moraine-covered glaciers and precipitous 
peaks.

But now the weather cleared and set fair for our 
remaining two weeks at Base Camp. Unfortunately, 
Steph,and Sheila (Crispin) had to leave about this 
time to return home and they missed the higher peaks. 
The remaining six of us set up high camps.

First we went up the main Gumba Nala to look more 
closely at IMF Peak. Angela and Denise reached the 
col at the head of the glacier but the main peak 
itself was not attempted; the faces were too steep 
with too many objective dangers to be tackled by a 
party of our size and aspirations. Denise and Jean 
climbed Steph's Peak (19,300 jfeet) from thj,s camp 
(see Denise's article). This was the highest point 
reached by the expedition. They were accompanied by 
Jay as far as Jay's col while Stella and I did a part 
ial ascent by a different route (Stella's Ridge!).

Our second high camp was in the 'Yosemite Basin'. 
This name was inevitable - the basin was dominated 
by a 19,00 foot peak with a 'Half Dome' face. This 
Half Dome was climbed from the back by Stella and I 
and later by Jean and Denise (see Stella's article). 
Pinnacle Peak, Keep and Castle were also climbed 
from Yosemite Basin.

In all, the expedition climbed fourteen peaks. As 
far as we know only one of these has had a previous 
ascent and on this peak we did a new route. We highly 
recommend the area to future expeditions ... we have 
left you plenty to do!
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Himalayan Belles

The members of the Pinnacle Club Lahaul Expedition, 
1980, were: Sheila Cormack (leader), Stella Adams, 
Sheila Crispin, Jean Drummond, Steph Rowland, Angela 
Soper, Jay Turner, Denise Wilson and liaison officer 
Sushama Mahajan from Bombay.
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MUSINGS OF A LIAISON OFFICER 

Sushama Mahajan

Rudyard Kipling wrote intriguingly of Lahaul 
'....surely the Gods live here....this is no place 
for men....'. English is more of my mother tongue 
than Marathi and I am a non-vegetarian. The ideal 
person, then, to accompany the Pinnac-le Club Exped 
ition to the Miyar Nallah. Call it rationalization 
or whatever, but there I was with a hurriedly 
packed rucksack in the .dingy, overcrowded office of 
the Indian Mour.laineering Foundation waiting for my 
English bretVi-r;>r to arrive. And arrive they did, in 
a whirlwind and I got my first taste of what was .in 
store for me. It took me a few minutes to get used 
to English as it is spoken in Britain - eventually 
I became so used to it that back in Bombay, my 'aye f 
was often mistaken for excessive egotism!- In the 
ensuing confusion, a camera got left behind (the 
first of many such instances - the psychologist in 
me was arrused). It was retrieved without much ado 
and we proceeded to the airport where I met the 
other members of the expedition and a galaxy of pink 
boxes. I don't know which intimidated me more.

We finally set off for Manali, hoping to make it an 
overnight journey but were thwarted in our attempt 
by an onslaught of punctures soon after leaving 
Delhi.

Come lunch time, all and sundry attacked Healthy Life 
biscuit, margarine, jam, salami, Mars bars and even 
mou&eli. What a change it was from good ol' 'purl 
bhaji 1 (the traditional Indian packed lunch). I 
watched, waited, firmly believing in the adage, 'When 
in Rome, do as the Romans do 1 , then got into the fray 
as well. I ate with relish as well as from necessity 
Our minibus driver and conductor looked a little 
betrayed, so I made peace with them by eating samosas 
and drinking 'chai' with them at the next haltl

Unfortunately, our road to Udaipur was blocked and we 
were unceremoniously dumped about 40km short. That's 
where the porter-induced migraines started (as did 
the mash and tinned ham). Some learned soul said, 
'In India time stands still'. This proved to be most
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appropriate for Lahaul. The locals are some of the 
most easygoing, unflappable, lackadaisical people 
going. We discovered this in the course of our trek 
tp Base Camp. Understandably, it was difficult for 
the team to accept this attitude, but they had to get 
used to it.

At Base Camp, I was pleasantly surprised to dis 
cover that I had a tent all to myself. It was 'on 
test 1 . Thank God we were below the snow line, though 
I must admit, it behaved extremely well in the rain. 
The porters were dismissed with a sigh of relief - 
the biggest coming from me, naturally! An array of 
multicoloured tablets and bottles were promptly 
spread out. The kitchen was carpeted in bright pink 
and we settled down.

Initially, I was a little nervous as to what was 
going to happen in the course of the next four weeks. 
What did 'they' know of the Himalayan hazards? What 
if, etc, etc. Li'1 ol' me did not know of the exist 
ence of the Pinnacle Club nor of the high standard 
of climbing maintained. Needless to add, all my 
fears were allayed in the course of time.

Human nature being what it is, there were the usual 
ups and downs. For once I could stand at the ring 
side and watch with amusement instead of being an 
active participant! No expedition is really complete 
without its little bit of rough weather.

We had many visitors, or rather, the same visitors, 
many times over - the shepherds. They used to come 
bundled up in their homemade woollens to sunbathe 
outside the tents. They lead a very hard hand-to- 
mouth existence, extremely uneventful and for them, 
the 'angrez 1 were a source of constant curiosity. 
Occasionally they came up with complicated sounding 
ailments which were mysteriously cured with vitamin 
pills!

W.e spent four very eventful weeks at Base Camp and 
the higher camps. As a Liasison Officer, I felt 
very, very responsible for the Expedition and very 
much a part of all the happenings. Being rather 
an easy going person myself I benefited tremend 
ously from the experience. I was very impressed
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by the high standard maintained - the efficiency 
and dedication involved (I suppose if I was to 
come from so far, spending so much hard-earned 
money, I'd damn well make sure I got my money's 
worth!). It was very interesting comparing notes, 
learning about England and the Alps, learning also 
about the shepherds and the Lahaulis and their 
respective way of life. I've also learnt how t-o 
argue with porters - a task which I always used to 
palm off to someone else before. Sometimes, I felt 
like Little Miss Know It All mostly because I was 
an interpreter. I'm sure all L.O.'S have felt like 
this at sometime or other.

On the whole, it was a different kind of experience 
altogether. I am very happy that I grabbed the 
opportunity and went. It was one continuous learning 
process - the roles of the tutor and the taught 
varying all the time, a very fitting situation for 
an expedition of teachers.
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UP THE MIYAR TO THE GUMBA NALA 

FIRST VIEWS AND FIRST PEAKS 

Jay Turner

The previous night in Udaipur Rest House, it had 
been settled that Steph, Sheila Crispin and I should 
go on ahead of the main party up into the Miyar Nala 
to find a location for the Base Camp, ready for the 
arrival of the gear and boxes a few days later- The 
long anticipated walk got off to a good start with 
the prompt arrival of our two porters. Three days of 
very pleasant, gentle walking brought us to a prov 
isional site for Base, on the alluvial flats where 
the Miyar is joined by the Gumba Nala, the tributary 
we hoped to spend our time exploring. We were now 
past the last village and in shepherd territory which 
stretched up to the last blades of grass. Until the 
tents arrived, our first camp was one of their rough 
stone shelters.

That night, as we went to sleep in the open (to avoid 
the stale aroma of shepherd) it was tremendously 
exciting to realise that tomorrow we would at last 
see'our valley 1 , first located on old Indian Survey 
maps in the British Library the previous autumn. 
Would it be all we had hoped for and imagined during 
the hours spent pouring over the range of maps, lit 
erature and first hand experiences? I had played a 
part in the search for a suitable Himalayan venue and 
had come to favour this valley over the other altern 
atives, but until tomorrow, when we actually saw the 
peaks and their potential, the anxiety would not be 
over.

Though the immediate task was to select Base Camp, it 
was the peaks Steph and I were desperate to see as we 
crossed the shepherd bridge and turned into the Gumba 
valley the following day. A couple of miles up the 
Nala, just above the confluence of the streams drain 
ing the principal glacier basins, we found the per 
fect site and gave the first sigh of relief. That 
was one worry taken care of. Now for the peaks 
themselves.

There were lower rock peaks on either side of the
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Gumba, to which we would turn our attention during 
the acclimatisation weeks, but on this first visit 
.what we wanted to ;see was peak ' 20, 537 '. This was 
the peak which had been booked to give us semi-off 
icial access to the whole area. Very shortly after 
leaving the Base Camp site it .came into view, tower 
ing up in a startling and menacing fashion. We 
continued up to the glacier, struggling over its 
bouldered surface, until we were 'far enough into the 
basin to gain an impression of the possibilities of 
'our peak 1 and the surrounding summits. It will be 
realised from later articles that although we climbed 
many peaks in our^valleys, we didn't make a serious 
attempt on this peak. However, later in the trip 
we came back up the Gumba glacier and a mountain which 
had held our attention on that first visit, as appear 
ing the best alternative, was successfully climbed.

On the way back down the Gumba we had mixed feelings. 
_It was undoubtedly a disappointment that the peak we 
had booked, though admittedly with no prior inform 
ation concerning .its character, was probably beyond 
the scope of the present expedition. However, we had 
been prepared to expect as much and there were any 
number of other peaks to turn our attention towards. 
Both branches of the Gumba have subsidiary glacier 
systems, and looking around on the way back down, 
there certainly seemed to be enough scope for the 
next four weeks.

Three days later Base was established. Some of us 
had taken a rest day, others had been out for a pre 
liminary explore, and all were ready to find a suit 
able mountain for the first Himalayan ascent. Two 
teams set out, both choosing peaks just above Base. 
Jean and Sheila Crispin climbed the top that domin 
ated the view of the walk in to Base Camp. Later 
this became known as Deception Point, for it was 
actually a constituent part of a very fine mountain 
which hid behind the top that we could see. They 
found some good rock and enjoyed a pleasant ascent, 
at times quite technical and with some taxing route 
finding problems. Fortunately for the peace of mind 
of the rest of us, they found an easier descent route, 
or they might have had to undertake the first bivouac 
of the expedition.

39

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved



The other team, of which I was a member, nearly 
suffered the same fate, but the cause of our delay 
was water rather than rock. For the first and def 
initely not the last time, we began to appreciate 
the considerable diurnal variation in the flow of 
Himalayan meltwater streams. The crossings in the 
morning had been awkward, but in the evening we rap 
idly learnt new skills of judging the strength, depth 
and movement of the water and the use of mutual supp 
ort in order to cross the streams safely. The peak 
itself had been comparatively easy, testing our per 
formance at altitude far more than any mountaineering 
ability. Having always thought in terms of rarified 
effects involving breathlessness and rapid tiring, I 
was surprised to find that what troubled me on this 
and subsequent ascents, was dizziness, a lighthead 
and impaired balance. With increasingly frequent 
stops to clear my head, the summit was eventually 
reached and soon appreciated. We were looking down 
into the Nakori Basin, far more extensive and complex 
than was apparent from the map. That day was cert 
ainly one of the high points of the expedition, for 
although as mountains come, there was nothing very 
significant in having reached the top of this part 
icular ridge, in terms of our objectives and plan 
ning it was an achievment to remember. Here we were 
in the Indian Himalayas, looking across peaks we 
hoped to climb. These peaks were part of the great 
est chain of mountains in the world, The Great Him 
alayan Range, comparatively low at this point, but 
nevertheless forming the geographical Divide between 
the Indian Plains and the Tibetan! Plateau. We had 
definitely made a start towards fulfilling our plans.

The weather that had caused delays to our journey- 
down the Chenab River was still unsettled'but the ' t 
next day I didn't object to an enforced rest at Base.' 
On the following day we climbed the last Of the pe^aks 
immediately adjacent to Camp, though not by the 'pre 
cipitous face it presented to the Gumba Nala. Ourf 
ambitions on this trip were concerned with summits 
not technical climbing. The 'view from this peak was, 
once more,, quite enthralling. ^Althc*ugh shortlivedi it • 
enabled us r tjo glimpse into yet another glacie,r basin. u 
We called this basin Yosemite, for it contained apeako 
very like Half Dome. The final week of the expedition 
was spent exploring there
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A short interlude followed while half the team used 
the opportunity of continued poor weather to walk up 
the Miyar to its glacier and reconnoitre the poss 
ibility of climbing 'our peak 1 from its northern 
side, They returned happily having concluded that 
the Gumba Nala offered better general mountaineering 
possibilities than either of the higher Miyar tribut 
aries. In their absence the rest of our team had 
found a route up a most shapely mountain we had been 
admiring from Base. Shortly after, a second ascent 
was made, taking advantage of the route finding of 
the first party.

We had now reached the limit of what could be done in 
a day from Base, but before leaving for higher camps 
two more sorties were made, one of which was to climb 
the mountain obscured by Deception Point. The Towers, 
as the mountain became known, were a most attractive 
massif, frequently photographed from later vantage 
points. Unfortunately the ascent took place in nil 
visibility following a very wet bivouac.

When we first arrived at the Gumba Nala there seemed 
to be an infinite amount of time ahead of us, but now 
we suddenly realised that the weeks were running out, 
leaving us too few to do all we wanted. At least 
this was a good answer to any early fears that there 
wouldn't be enough to occupy us! It was time to 
leave Base and use the remaining weeks to best advant 
age at higher camps which would lead us to the inner 
sanctums of the Gumba Nala.
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FIRST ASCENT OF HALF DOME 

Stella Adams

After establishing base camp the first mountain walk 
took in a small summit on a ridge and the views en 
route produced inspired mountaineering excursions for 
the future weeks. The most productive valley, high 
but accessible, was a large glacial basin backed by 
tall rock walls and guarded by a beautifully prop 
ortioned mountain which we nwmed 'Half Dome 1 . The 
valley behind with the impressive rock faces we call 
ed 'Yosemite 1 .

The first two weeks at base camp we trained and 
acclimatised on the smaller peaks surrounding base, 
one day outings which gave us plenty of good scramb 
ling, excellent views and stamina at altitude. We 
visited Yosemite basin for a one-day ascent of the 
Sentinel which gave us closer views of the interior 
and of Half Dome. We walked beneath its steep rock 
face which was about 4,000 feet high with one obvious 
weakness, a steep rock nose - far too hard for us but 
possibly of interest to other climbers. Our main in 
terest was the right hand edge of the face which form 
ed a steep ridge and looked vaguely possible.

This latter route was frequently observed, discussed 
and discounted on many occasions thoughout our train 
ing. Eventually it was decided that training was 
over and we should set up higher camps. Camp two was 
to be established in Yosemite basin for an attempt on 
Half Dome, amongst other objectives.

As we lumbered through the massive and tottering mor 
aine carrying camp gear, food and climbing gear for a 
six day sojourn at camp two, Sheila and I decided 
that the right ridge of Half Dome deserved a closer 
look. We planned to establish camp two and on the 
following morning carry enough food and bivi gear for 
a three day assault on the peak.

Early the next day Sheila and I set off with heavy 
sacks containing bivi gear and a selection of rock- 
climbing gear and ropes. We set off in high spirits 
and with great plans. Our enthusiasm was to be short
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lived. Walking over the terraine was gruelling for 
it consisted of clambering over enormous boulders 
and traversing across and up cascading scree. By 
nine am we were exhausted. A short snow patch that 
required front pointing finally sorted out our phys 
ical capacity for load carrying! By ten am we had 
selected our bivi site! We had made little progress 
for we were still just across the glacial basin from 
camp two at approximately the same height as we star 
ted out at, 16,100 feet. There was no way that we 
could carry those sacks a yard further, but worst of 
all, there was no need to either. We were close 
enough to the ridge to realise that it was too steep 
and too long. Even to get on to the beginning of the 
ridge was a major undertaking, and the ridge proper 
had long sections of vertical rock. The route was 
too hard.

We rationalised our strategy and spent the rest of 
the day lying in the sun on a superb boulder, which 
we selected as our bivouac, despite its proximity to 
camp two.

We felt disillusioned. We could do no more than 
stagger under the weight of our sacks and the route 
that we were carrying for was well beynd our scope. 
However, there was a new glacier to explore which 
was adjacent to the right hand mass of Half Dome 
and ought to lead us to a col above another main 
valley: an interesting point of view and from the 
col we might find another route to gain the summit 
of Half Dome. With new plans and a good days rest 
we organised our bivi and snuggled down for a nights 
sleep.

The alarm rang at four am and soon after we were up 
and ready for the off, carrying light day sacks. 
Soon we were putting on our crampons and walking up 
the snout on to the glacier. The sun rose and aff 
orded us superb views of the summits and mountain 
peaks. On our left were the steep forbidding walls 
of Half Dome. As the sun rose the clouds lowered 
but the going was very easy. I reached the col in a 
clear spell and saw the beginnings of a possible 
snow route which led up rewards the summit ridge of 
Half Dome. The summit slopes didn't emerge and -he
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clag came down thicher than before. Sheila arrived 
and we waited for a second view. An hour passed 
whilst we had our second breakfast. Gradually the 
mist cleared enough for us to feel we could make 
some progress, but it was difficult to know how far 
away the summit lay from the area we had in view.

An easy snow plod brought us up to a breathing 
space below a shattered ridge. We prematurely took 
off our crampons and then had to put them on again 
to gain the ridge proper. We scrambled up the ridge 
until the shattered nature of the rock gave us an 
excuse to stop again to take the rope out. I quite 
agreed to this as I was carrying it. (Unfortunately 
I had the larger day sack and normally carried the 
rope, which we always felf obliged to take but rarely 
used). Easy scrambling and a short steep section 
led to the summit. By nine am we were sitting on the 
summit, feeling very jubilant. Half Dome - the most 
beautifully proportioned mountain I have climbed, a 
mountain that we had examined closely and critically 
and discarded many times before we decided to make a 
summit attempt - had forced us to find a route around 
the back! But any route was worth the summit of this 
fine ;mountain.

Half Dome 
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STEPH'S PEAK 

Denise Wilson

It was during the first exploratory trip up the 
Gumba Nala that Steph picked out this peak. It 
stood amongst an array of impressive improbables 
which surrounded the head of the glacier. We kept 
referring to it as Steph's Peak and so the name stuck

The Peak is 19,300 feet high. Its east face consists 
of a steep complicated glacier on the left (Steph 1 s 
Glacier) which sweeps down 4,000 feet from the summit 
cone to the moraine covered Gumba below. A snow basin 
lies on the right of a rocky ridge which leads up to 
the final buttress with the snowy cap.

A possible route up Steph 1 s Glacier, past a huge ice 
cave, was quickly discarded when we saw the compli 
cated crevass system and watched the avalanches thun 
dering down. Howfi^er K---~Sh«ila and Stella had a de 
lightful day climbing the rock ridge and reached a 
height of about 17,900 feet before retracing their 
steps. The next day Jean, Jay and I set out at Sam 
to see if we could climb this ridge as far as the col 
below the final rock buttress. We had to cross the 
right hand snow basin to reach the ridge; the snow 
was firm and it looked temptingly easy to climb 
straight up to a gully which led direct to the col. 
We decided to try that route and descend by the rock 
ridge. Once in the gully the angle was steep and 
there were icy patches, but enjoyable though calf- 
screaming front pointing, led us easily up to the col 
by midday.

Whilst we had been climbing, the clouds had begun 
to swirl around us and we were glad to put on our 
Helly suits - this was the real thing - not like all 
the romping around in shorts and training shoes 
that we had done so far- It was still early and 
the top seemed close enough to touch, with an ob 
vious snow couloir slanting off left and leading 
up to the summit ridge. Let's just nip up there 
before lunch. Was it euphoria or altitude? Jay 
was doubtful and opted to look after the food whilst 
her elders, who perhaps should have known better,
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roped up and jauntily set off up the snow, only to 
be brought to an abrupt halt after a few feet. The 
snow was very soft and the rocks loose. We sank in 
up to our knees and could find no secure belay. The 
couloir seemed less obvious now; it leaned away at a 
nasty angle and below, the snow plunged down to 
Steph's Glacier- We decided to take a look at the 
rocks above our heads instead.

The climbing was interesting and we slowly picked 
our way up and round to the left to a gully we had 
spotted. Jean was firmly belayed below the ice fest 
ooned gully and I launched myself upwards, scrabbling 
furiously with my feet, clutching my axe in one hand 
and grabbing at icicles with the other- After sever 
al heart-stopping moves I sprawled over onto a ledge 
and searched desperately for a decent belay amongst 
the loose rocks. I didn't really fancy reversing 
that pitch. I felt the familiar tightening in my 
stomach as I took in the rope, being careful not to 
put too much weight on the shaky spike belay and keep 
ing one foot firmly braced against the precariously 
jammed nut. The next pitch led up a huge roof - 
should we break out right or left? Fortunately we made 
the right choice and found a break leading back del 
icately onto the ridge above the rock buttress. We 
were then able to climb together for a few pitches.

During breaks in the cloud I could see Jay's lonely 
figure on the col - did she enjoy her lunch I wond 
ered? It was now about 4 o'clock and we were feeling 
very hungry, but the easiest way back appeared to be 
over the summit and down the snow rake. We decided 
on the summit. I didn't feel like climbing back down 
again and we both wanted to reach the top. I called 
down to Jay to dig a big snowhole. She didn't feel 
like climbing down either and the snow in the' gully 
was unsafe.

The next 500 feet was agonizingly slow; plodding up 
steep, soft snow and feeling that each rope length 
ought to bring us to the top. We were sinking in up 
to our thighs at almost every step - it was the almost 
every that made it worse, as your whole body was 
tensed, waiting to see if the step would support you 
and then at the last moment it would collapse and
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you were left sprawling in the snow. For a while we 
could look across and over all the other peaks we 
had climbed. Only the 20,000 foot peaks around the 
head of the Gumba were still above us. Then the 
clouds came down again and we plodded grimly upwards. 
We heard an ominous cracking noise and froze, but we 
reassured ourselves with the thought that the summit 
was a dome and would be safe. Later in the holiday 
we saw the peak from a different angle and realised 
that the top was beak-shaped! But ignorance is bliss 
and we continued to the top of our monstrous cornice, 
luckily without it breaking off.

After 5 pm, and the top at last! A misty picture of 
Jean taking a photo of me and then a rapid descent 
southwards towards the top of the rake. Visibility 
was about 15 feet, it was cold, windy and late and 
it was imperative that we got away from the exposed 
summit quickly. I had long ago resigned myself to 
the thoughts of a bivouac and just wanted to lose 
as much height as possible first, though it would 
be marvellous if we could reach Jay and share her 
snowhole and her food. The top of the rake was 
blocked by a cornice so we couldn't find it, but a 
brief break in the cloud showed the next gully lead 
ing down towards Steph's Glacier. From the bottom 
we might be able to break out left and climb back 
up to the col and Jay. One false lead and then, 
with the options rapidly dwindling, it was over the 
edge with a prayer and an irreversable drop onto a 
ledge below. What a relief to be out of the wind! 
We got down the gully front pointing for about four 
rope lengths, tumbling into the gap between the gully 
wall and the snow to belay. We were painfully slow 
and suddenly it was dark. The bed of the gully 
changed to wet ice and it was very difficult to get 
the pick in, so we abandoned hope of reaching Jay by 
torchlight and tried to make a little niche into 
home for the night.

A small seat in the ice was nearly big enough for 
two bottoms, so we put down some flat stones, then 
the rope and my rucksack and squeezed ourselves onto 
it. With our feet in Jean's sack and a poly bag 
over our heads it was almost cosy. I had already 
put my spare clothes on top of my polar suit - 
shorts, sunhat and waterproofs - so we settled down
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for a cold, wet night, trying to make the raisins 
and glucose tablets last. We must have dozed 
because the night passed surprisingly quickly with 
flurries of activity every now and then as we changed 
position or tried to bring the life back to frozen 
fingers and toes. There was no reviewing of past 
life or cosy exchange of intimacies, we just huddled 
together and waited for morning. Later though, we 
both admitted to having made our own private bargains 
about what we would and wouldn't do in return for 
survival I

A grey cold dawn. By the time we had forced on our 
wet boots and frozen crampons, it had started to snow 
and visibility was nil. A slow, cautious descent, 
front pointing rope length after rope length with the 
fresh snow rapidly covering the ice and rocks. We 
still weren't sure if we would be able to get back to 
Jay and we worried about how she had fared on her own 
all night. We also knew that the rest of the team 
would be very anxious by now. Suddenly we realized 
how much one is on ones own in the Himalayas - no 
helicopter would come whirling in to our rescue - 
we had to extricate ourselves. I thought I heard a 
whistle but we couldn't find ours to reply - and 
fingers were too numb to search properly through the 
rucksacks. Jay told us later that she had blown her 
whistle lots of times before finally setting off 
back down the gully through the thickening snow.

The bottom of our gully at last and the nastiest mom 
ent of all. The gully opened out into a huge snow- 
slope which led over an enormous bergschrund, down 
into the crevasses of Steph's Glacier. Above our 
heads the slope was split by a thin crack which went 
horizontally across to the col we wanted to reach, but 
we didn't really have much choice. Praying that the 
Gods were still on our side and the slope wouldn't 
avalanche just yet, we picked our way gingerly across 
four rope lengths. We climbed steeply up to the col 
with much puffing and panting but there was no sign 
of Jay or of any food. All traces were lost under 
eight inches of fresh snow and we couldn't even find 
her snowhole. We moved on over the col and down the 
gully - last lap now. I tried kicking steps without 
my crampons on but just slid down the gully, to be 
brought up with a jerk at the end of the rope. So
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back to front pointing - was it only yesterday that 
I had been so thrilled to be front pointing after 
years of old fashioned step cutting? The snow 
balled up and we were very slow. I found myself 
falling asleep on the belays, but there was no 
difficulty in holding a slip, as the rope was so 
wet and stiff. I had to force it round the axe to 
pay it out. Onto the glacier at last. Picking a 
central line to avoid the avalanches and rock falls 
that we could hear, we slid on our bottoms, a rope 
length at a time, until the ice eventually flattened 
enough to let us unrope safely. We staggered down, 
falling over every few steps, towards an unfamiliar 
snow covered valley. Surely it must be the Gumba? 
Then all doubts and fears were resolved. Waving 
and shouting, a tiny figure appeared on the moraine 
far below. What a marvellous reunion with Sheila, 
who brought warm clothes and Mars Bars. We shed our 
wet ropes and sacks for Angela to carry, and plodded 
the last few hundred yards up the moraine to camp. 
Here we snuggled quickly into sleeping bags and 
drank pint after pint of soup whilst swapping tales 
about the last 36 hours.
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ANGELA'S'VERSION 

Angela Soper

1980 was the year of the Expedition, and the Exped 
ition certainly took over the whole year. Once 
permission came from India, it was time to write many 
letters about food, equipment and packaging materials. 
About one in ten produced support for the Expedition, 
which is a good proportion nowadays. Then came the 
pleasure of collecting new gear and the problems of 
packing everything into the famous pink boxes. It 
seemed imperative to get fit, to stretch the heart 
and lungs in anticipation of oxygen shortage, so one 
tried to include even more strenuous exercise than 
usual. We were away nearly seven weeks but that was 
by no means the end: working on the Expedition Report, 
giving slide shows and writing articles for demanding 
editors(!) easily lasted into the New Year.

For me 1980 was the ideal year. Jack was doing 
summer field work in Peary Land, north Greenland, so 
my going to India made little difference to him. He 
had already been away four weeks by July 12th, when 
the Wilsons called for me at dawn. Thus began the 
great adventure. After a brief touchdown at Dubai, 
the heat and humidity of Delhi were not unbearable. 
The monsoon rain was far less continuous than ex 
pected and one's clothes dried quickly between storms. 
The flooded paddy fields we passed on the bus journey 
north were like junior school geography lessons. 
Our driver was most skilful and he pressed on through 
the night into hill country. On the second day we 
crossed the Rohtang Pass, free of snow in July. Its 
summit, over 13,000 feet, was cloudy and bleak, like 
an Alpine Pass. Base Camp would be as high as this. 
Round innumerable hairpin bends, we made the long 
descent into Lahaul.

Due to a landslide we had to walk the last 40 km of 
the 'road 1 to Udaipur, where the Miyar Nala (valley) 
branches off the Chenab. The transport of the boxes 
posed a problem. Eventually donkeys were mustered, 
but not before the eight of us had been spread out 
along that stretch of road. We could only attempt 
to communicate by notes given to passers-by going in
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the appropriate direction. It was especially diff 
icult for Sushama, our Liason Officer, as we really- 
needed her to translate for us at both front and rear 
Eventually, however, all reached Udaipur where the 
walk-in proper began. Many people were coming and 
going along the Miyar Nala, as there were dwellings 
up to 12,000 feet and shepherds' howffs higher still. 
The men would sometimes enquire in English, 'Where 
are you going, Madam?' in 'Peter Sellers' tones. 
The women were reticent and only managed a smile, 
except for one old lady who grasped our hands, u^- 
ering what must have been a blessing. The country 
children were shy, unlike the cheeky youngsters of 
Delhi who incessantly demanded rupees, chocolate and 
to have their photo taken. A well-trodden path led 
through varied and beautiful scenery, first at one 
side of Miyar, then the other. A fertile strip 
near the river grew potatoes, green vegetables and 
apple trees and gave grazing for cattle. Evergreens 
softened the contrast with the bare, rocky hillsides. 
Snowy summits peeped over the side valleys. It was 
wonderful at last to drink from mountain streams - 
pure, icy water, safe as could be.

Base Camp was established near a river junction a 
mile up the Gumba Nala, a tributary of the i-Iiyar. 
The 'coolies' dismissed, we could have been on our 
own. Almost at once, however, a shepherd came and 
sat down in the middle of the group of tents, his 
woollen robe wrapped round him, his bare feet stick 
ing out. He sat there watching us, inscrutable, not 
embarrassed, while the sheep grazed around. There 
were several such shepherds, who soon came to accept 
tea and biscuits and to supply goats' milk.

Here was unlimited scope for exploration. The steady 
approach had favoured acclimatisation and heights 
over 17,000 feet were reached in the first few days. 
It was warm, and many introductory peaks were climbed 
in training shoes and shorts or even skirts, as 
photographic evidence will confirm. To think, we 
had wondered whether double boots would be necess 
ary! At first the weather was unsettled, with 
monsoon rain pushing this far north, so it was some 
time before we set up high camps. Then, exploration 
upwards really gained momentum. Base Camp, delight 
ful though it was, became more and more abandoned,
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while we attained heights of over 19,000 feet. 
No one suffered from the altitude though everyone 
was slowed down by it. Legs, trained to fitness, 
set off at their normal rate, and after a few steps 
lungs were panting for breath. I found this frust 
rating and could easily underestimate the time re 
quired even to go 'just up there 1 . It brought home 
the magnitude of the achievement in climbing Mount 
Everest, 10,000 feet higher, without oxygen.

Usually there were two groups active on different 
peaks at the same time, and this led to some terr 
ific reunions, sometimes in unlikely places such as 
the middle of a glacier. It was satisfying to know 
that the Expedition as a whole was collecting new 
peaks faster than the individuals could. One could 
feel most intrepid just walking alone out of sight 
of camp. I was reminded of Greenland - the chaos 
left by retreating glaciers is the same the world .

Pinnacle.Peak
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over- The specially magic moments belonged to 
each new summit and col and the first sight of what 
lay beyond. There was Gumba col, which Denise and 
I reached while looking for a 'corridor route 1 ~o 
our official peak. It revealed the Tandung glacier 
system and many strangely-shaped and inaccessible 
mountains, some with snow summits, some rock. There 
was Zasker col, on the Himalayan watershed. At the 
other side a vast glacier, like Aletsch, curved away 
to barren country, blank on our maps. From this col, 
on a superb day, we climbed Pinnacle Peak. Magic, 
pure magic.

Yes we had a fair explore. The adventure is over 
but the experience remains. It's good to be safely 
home again, knowing the world, ourselves and each 
other at least a little better for having been on the 
Expedition.
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OBITUARIES

EVELYN PIRIE 

Member since 1920

It was through Helen Bryan and Evelyn Pirie that I was 
first introduced to the Pinnacle Club - and much more 
besides. There was always a welcome at their house in 
Coniston; a house filled with mountaineering memories, 
fascinating books, relics of India and their own beau 
tiful water colour paintings, of z*n seen in more minia 
ture edition on Pinnacle Club dinner menus. The con 
versation would be of great Lake District rock-climb 
ers, of mountains far and near and of the Fell and 
Rock Climbing Club and the Pinnacle Club.

When her sister died, Evelyn continued to live in 
Coniston, in a bungalow built in the garden of their 
old home. Evelyn was the kindest of persons, a well- 
loved and respected figure in the village, involved 
in many of the activities of community life and pres 
erving a gentle but firm independence to the end.

Her many friends in Coniston and elsewhere remember 
her with deep affection. We are privileged to have 
known Evelyn's gentle good humour and warm heart and 
we miss her greatly.

Sheila Crispin

DOROTHY ARNING 

Member since 1926

It is difficult to think of Dorothy Arning without 
smiling - not a bad way to be remembered and a point 
er to her character. She was not an explorer in the 
conventional sense (though her enterprising travels 
continued into her late seventies) but she had the 
instincts of an explorer. For Dorothy in her eighties 
it was still a brave new world, inexhaustibly inter 
esting and sometimes amusing - she had a delightful 
laugh. Her interest in people was equally wide and 
without malice.
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In medicine she was something of a pioneer in birth 
control clinics and psychological medicine. She 
practised as a GP until she was eighty and a year or 
two before she was still attending courses to keep 
her up-to-date. Her evenings were often spent at 
Covent Garden. She risked arrest on CND demonstrat 
ions and once spent a night in Holloway Prison.

Outside Britain and the Alps, Dorothy's walks or 
climbs included the Pyrenees, the Polish Tatra, 
Morocco, the Andes, the USA - she was nearly eighty 
when she visited the bottom of the Grand Canyon by 
mule. A little later she was in the USSR.

I never climbed with Dorothy. Alison Adam, who did, 
says; "She was a good climber, always cool and 
calm. I don't remember her ever showing any nerves." 
She was modest about it but she must have done a lot 
of climbing and enjoyed it.

During the years I knew her - over twenty - Dorothy 
attended at least one or two meets a year until her 
eighties. She stayed in huts after her contempories 
had surrendered to hotels. She enjoyed the Pinnacle 
Club for 54 years and we can enjoy the memory of an 
indefatigable and many-sided member, who 'did her 
own thing' before the phrase was invented.

Margaret Darvall

HARRY KELLY

Harry Kelly, to those who were fortunate to know him 
well, knew him as a forthright, stubborn and at times 
a difficult person, but those who had gone further 
and become a friend found the other qualities in that 
fine person, his sincerity and kindness, his great 
gentleness and yes, to see him with children, his 
patience.

I had seen the great Kelly with his waxed moustache 
which gave him a rather formidable look, when I was 
a youngster. It was in the mid-thirties when Jammy 
and I first climbed with him. He was already over 
fifty and from then onwards we climbed together a
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lot, along with Bessie Eden-Smith, A T and Ruth 
Hargreaves, Astley Cooper and Ernie Wood-Johnstone. 
We were a very happy climbing party.

His favourite crag was undoubtably Pillar, but he 
enjoyed his climbing so much wherever he was. To be 
with Kelly also meant descending a climb as well as 
ascending. He was a joy to watch, moving with neat 
ness and balance - he would not hesitate to stand on 
the smallest of stances and ascend to the tiniest 
of belays. However serious our climbs, they were 
jolly occasions. His love of singing and talking 
about music or cricket could mean him forgetting his 
luckless leader's rope.

One has only to look at the F&RCC guide books and read 
the number of first ascents to appreciate how dominant 
he was in the 1920's. A great exponent of rubbers, it 
is said that he introduced rubber climbing ie plim- 
soles. He wrote the first red-backed Pillar guide, 
then became guide book editor in the 1930's when he 
introduced a new format which is very little changed 
today. He retired from the position of editor in 1964,

The Pinnacle Club was always very dear to him; his 
first wife Pat was a founder member.

His diaries, which he left to the Cross family, are 
meticulously written, dating from' his beginnings on 
Gritstone in 1913, All his climbing days are writ 
ten up with great care; first ascents are all under 
lined.

The first entry in the Diary is August 1913, V and 
Notch climb on Tryfan. Interesting is the first men 
tion of rubbers, 'Skye 1915, The Cioch, Wallworth led 
to the overhanging chimney, about the third pitch he 
exhausted himself, so I donned rubbers and took over 
the lead.'

On Laddow in 1918 he ascended and descended forty- 
eight climbs with a total footage of 4310 feet. 'The 
day was fine, cold north wind. 6.50 am train from 
Manchester to Crowdon, return Manchester evening train 
1/6 return. 1 The entry for March 24th 1918, 'Laddow, 
Em and self, Crowden and return by car from Staly-
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brushes, tea at North British, weather simply glor 
ious, bright warm sunshine all day. Crowden brook 
(clough) bathed in sunlight presented a fine spect 
acle, the new green blending beautifully with the 
revived brown, red and gold of last autumn.' Just 
the two of them had done eighteen climbs that day.

In 1937 he wrote; 'What of the future? I think of 
rock climbing. Routes jostle and spill over each 
other. Today there is a definition and form in rock- 
climbing - gullies, chimneys, cracks - but it is 
fast losing this, and the cause of it is slab climb 
ing. The caterpillar form of movement demanded by 
the former type of climbing is giving way to the 
flowing movement of the latter; one might say one 
twinkles up a slab. It is on slabs that one enjoys 
the real delight of rock climbing. And the trend of 
all this is that the rock climber of the future will 
view a face of rock from a new aspect - his climbing 
will be of the whole and not part only. Defined 
routes will be crossed and re-crossed, lines of move 
ment will take him up and down, diagonally and other 
wise, in every direction. Holds will be caressed and 
passed by for others, a veritable flirtation will be 
carried on until he almost becomes a rock climbing 
Don Juan. Think for example, of wandering at will 
over Deep Ghyll Slabs. As the mind's eye follows the 
ramification of one's movements, an exhilaration will 
ensue such as to fill the imagination with a sense 
of riotous feeling.' That was Kelly.

Sid Cross
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BIRTHS

Joann Greehow 
Royanne Wilding 
Sandra Swindale 
Angela Heppenstall 
Barbara Prince 
Alison Higham

a son
a daughter
a son
a son
a son
a son

February 1979 
February 1979 
August 1979 
September 1979 
October 1979 
December 1979

MARRIAGES

Anne Redman to Richard Storry October 1979

DEATHS

Dorothy Arning 
Evelyn Clarke

March 
August

1980
1981
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REVIEWS

LOOK BEHIND THE RANGES Hamish Maclnnes 

Hodder and Stoughton 1979

I spent several happy hours curled up with this book 
during a bout of flu. Maclnnes 1 s taste for the un 
known and unlikely has taken him gold prospecting, 
paua shell collecting and hunting the yeti as well as 
climbing. Each chapter tells a story, a story told 
in a readable, fast moving style. As the book spans 
thirty years it is interesting to pick up changes in 
both attitudes and equipment over this period. The 
development of the live broadcasting of climbing 
emerges, starting with the Old Man of Hoy and ending 
with the hair-raising account of helping Glint East- 
wood film 'The Eiger Sanction' and the possibility 
of televising an ascent of the North Face.

My only complaint is the way Maclnnes writes about 
women. Whereas all the men in his expeditions are 
carefully drawn characters with histories and person 
alities of their own, women are rarely written about 
in the same way. We drift in occasionally as 'birds' 
"a doll' 'a budding venus 1 'a blonde sylph like crea 
ture' etc. Even on the one occasion that women were 
invited to join an expedition they were only included 
for the sake of television audiences and had to be 
'photogenic enough'! Does the author assume that 
only men will read his book, or does he think (wrongly 
in my case) that women don't mind this irritating 
sexism?

Apart from this the book is enjoyable and fun to read, 
and it is interesting to hear about some of the adven 
tures that great climbers get up to, both on and bey 
ond the hills.

Jenny Beale
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EVEREST - IMPOSSIBLE VICTORY Peter Habeler 

Sphere 1979

This book is one of the first accounts of an outstand 
ing and incredible achievement - that of climbing 
Everest without oxygen! The fact that this hitherto 
considered impossible feat was attempted and shown to 
be possible makes this a most fascinating book to 
read. It is not a literary masterpiece and has lost 
a bit in translation. It is not a highly technical 
or scientific text, but is a very human and personal 
account of the author's doubts, fears, emotions and 
reactions to this remarkable venture. The descript 
ions of his motivation to go on, go on, go on......
and his account of the incredible ascent of the sum 
mit without oxygen, and equally hair-raising descent 
in an unbelievably short period of time, makes this 
a compelling narrative.

Habeler and Messner have certainly proved to a scept 
ical world that climbing the highest mountain on 
earth without oxygen and relying entirely upon their 
own physical and mental resources, can be done and 
is no longer a medical impossibility. They have 
taken human endurance to its ultimate in mountain 
eering.

Meena Agrawal

SCOTTISH MOUNTAIN CLIMBS Donald Bennet 

Batsford 1979

This is a delightful book for the all-round mountain 
eer. The reader is conducted in words and pictures 
through some of Scotland's best mountain days. Walk 
ing, scrambling, rock-climbing, ice-climbing and ski- 
touring are all intermingled in the true tradition of 
Scottish mountaineering.

The forty chapters tour the Highlands: from Arran, 
over the Southern Hills to Glencoe, across the Central 
Highlands to the Cairngorms and up the west coast as 
far as Stac Pollaidh. The final chapters cover Skye
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and Rhum. A frontispiece map locating the area cov 
ered in each chapter is a useful compliment to the 
contents list. Although in his introduction the 
author claims that this is a personal selection and 
not an attempt to list the 50 best climbs, most peop 
le's favourites must be included.

Essentially it is a large format picture book. The 
photographs, which are all black and white, form the 
major part of the book and are of excellent quality. 
A casual glance at the book leads irrisistably to a 
long browse. I still haven't read the book in its 
entirety as I can't stop looking at the pictures. 
There are action shots of rock and ice climbing and 
of skiing. The magnificent views are mainly of the 
hills in winter - but then they do look their best 
in snow. One can only wonder at the total time the 
author must have spent in the mountains to get so 
many sunny days amongst the more frequent (and unrec 
orded) 'Scotch mists'. He is clearly at home in all 
the areas mentioned.

When you finally tear your eyes away from the pict 
ures to read the prose you will find a supporting 
text with sketched route descriptions and a bit of 
background history. Summer and winter, climbing and 
skiing may all be dealt with in the same chapter if 
the mountain area lends itself to the various activ 
ities. But I find the text of secondary interest 
and inevitably am soon, once again, browsing among 
the photographs.

A highly recommended book for anyone who loves Scot 
land.

Sheila Cormack

EVEREST - EXPEDITION TO THE ULTIMATE Reinhold Messner 

Kaye and Warde 1979

Like the title, this book is a direct, unassuming 
account of the first successful attempt to ascend 
Everest without the aid of oxygen. Once the daunt 
ing psychological barrier has been broken, the attempt 
was quickly repeated . This story of our times has
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the same modesty and understatement of hardships as 
Norton's original account of the attempt on Everest, 
which appears as an introduction to this book.

Above all this is an account of the human will to 
succeed, of the transcending singleminded determin 
ation to struggle to the end to reach the summit by 
fair means. Declared impossible, Messner never for 
once doubted that the impossible could be attained, 
and this conviction overcame his companions' doubts, 
and temptation to use oxygen. Their struggles must 
have been appalling. To engage in what is acknow 
ledged to be difficult and delicate climbing on the 
rock bands below the summit in a state of almost total 
exhaustion makes reading as thrilling as any imagin 
ative description could attain.

The book is enhanced by striking colour photograph. , 
good maps and instructive profiles of the mountain 
ranges. The details of the life, thoughts and emoi- 
ions are conveyed by tense prose, staccato convers 
ations and cool observations. The book is to be 
recommended for gripping reading.

Betty Whitehead

ANNAPURNA A WOMAN'S PLACE Arlene Blum 

Granada 1980

As far as I know there hasn't been a womens mountain 
eering book written for more than a decade, so when I 
saw the extract in Guardian Women I was quite excited. 
I hoped it would make an interesting comparison bet 
ween their experiences of climbing one major peak, 
with the Pinnacle Club's recent expedition to Lahaul, 
where many minor peaks were climbed. I hoped also to 
learn a little about Alison Chadwick, the only Brit 
ish girl on an otherwise all American expedition. Our 
expedition was the firis* to be offered a Mount Everest 
Foundation grant under the auspices of the Alison 
Chadwick Award, set up in her memory. However, none 
of the Pinnacle Club had known her as a climber, 
though she was acknowledged as the most prominent 
Erir. ish female Himalayan mountaineer.
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She believed very strongly in the potential of women ' s 
expeditions, and obviously shared this conviction 
with the rest of her team, but she had developed 
the concept a stage further than the Americans were 
yet prepared to commit themselves. To be fair they 
had considered climbing Alpine style, go light, but 
opted more readily for the greater security of fixed 
camps, with high altitude sherpas accompanying them 
as far as the summit. It was this issue which cont 
inually caused the only friction between Alison and 
the others. To quote her, 'If the sherpas help with 
the leading, this climb will become meaningless as 
a Womens' climb 1 . On a number of occasions she was 
in favour of disbanding the sherpa team, and in view 
of the frustrations their disobedience caused, nearly 
convinced the other members to agree. Nevertheless, 
with the responsibility for the team heavily on her 
mind, the leader kept to her decision, and two 
sherpas climbed Annapurna with two Americans.

Through the long periods of slow, repetitive and ted 
ious build up, many of the members experienced serious 
doubts about their desire to climb the mountain at 
all. Some felt continual nagging worries about the 
value of their personal contributions to the exped 
ition, they felt inadequate as technical ice climb 
ers, unable to carry large enough loads, and there 
was always the worry of objective dangers, especially 
from the ever present avalanches. Usually, however, 
after a day in front leading over new ground, the 
rewards helped dispel some of the uncertainty. But 
one can't help wondering if some of the members might 
have gained more enjoyment if the six weeks had been 
spent on more varied climbing on lesser peaks, where 
more time is spent on actually finding a way up the 
mountain. Of course, the answer is that the big 
peaks are there, but increasingly they are being 
climbed by faster, more satisfactory methods.

Despite earlier doubts and fears, when the time came 
to choose the summit team, seven out of ten were very 
keen to go all the way, feeling that otherwise all 
the previous work and worry would have been to no 
avail. Then, exactly as Alison had feared, once the 
top had been reached, there was very strong press 
ure for the expedition to leave the mountain, but as
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Arlene had promised all members should have the opp 
ortunity of reaching the summit, she had to reluctant 
ly agree to a further attempt. Alison ana Vera left 
Camp IV cheerful and strong but they never reached 
Camp V.

It is an intensely sad book to read, for after follow 
ing the events leading to the success on Annapurna, 
one begins to feel well aquainted with all the memb 
ers. But the pleasure is tainted with fore knowledge 
of the ending, and inevitably the writing is tinged 
with retrospect. In conclusion I am sure Alison 
would have approved of the philosophy and style of 
the Pinnacle Club expedition, though she herself 
might have achieved more ambitious goals on a similar 
venture.

Jay Turner

THE GUINESS BOOK OF MOUNTAINS AND MOUNTAINEERING 
FACTS AND FEATS Edward Pyatt

Guiness Superlatives Ltd 1980

This profusely illustrated book aims to describe 
mountainous areas throughout the world, giving de 
tails of first ascents, notable expeditions, heights 
of peaks and passes, lengths of tunnels and many 
other diverse facts. Following an introductory 
section covering physical geography and man's use of 
the mountains, the world's high regions are described 
by area. An appendix entitled A Moutain Calender 
chronicles significant events according to the day 
on which they happened, from as early as 472 AD, the 
start of the eruption of Vesuvius which threw ash 
as far as Ista bul, to 1977 and the first ascent of 
the Ogre.

The coverage of the book is intentionally broad- The 
United Kingdom occupies only 3/£ pages, hence its use 
for those wanting to mountaineer in Britain is limit 
ed. Chapters on areas little known to the reader may 
be of use as introductory material, but the prospect 
ive climber will find the 'Collins Guide to Mountains 
and Mountaineers' more comprehensive.
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Photographs are numerous, but not always of good 
quality, a number being too small to do justice to 
their subject. There are two similar views of the 
Matterhorn and also of the Eigerwand, but Mount 
Kenya, described in the book as the finest of 
Africa's mountains, is not illustrated at all. A 
more judicious choice of fewer, sometimes larger 
photos would have been more effective. The sketch 
maps which accompany the text are useful and free 
from extraneous detail.

The book contains a wealth of information not other 
wise readily available fascinating for those who like 
to dip into the occasional chapter, and invaluable 
for others who need a multiplicity of facts to hand.

Margaret Clennet

THE SPRINGS OF ENCHANTMENT John Earle 

Hodder and Stoughton 1981

John Earle' sbook concerns two expeditions to Tierra 
del Fuego, the remote and stormy tip of South America. 
His account of his first trip, made in 1963 with Eric 
Shipton, makes facinating reading, both for his des 
criptions of the country and for the insight which he 
gives into the experience of travelling with Shipton.

Eric Shipton was a man who 'planned an expedition in 
half an hour on the back of an envelope 1 . He travel 
led simply, relying on his own resources rather than 
a mountain of gear, but his singleness of purpose 
has made him one of the great mountain explorers of 
our time. His small party visited the remote volcano, 
Mount Binney, in Chilean Patagonia and made first 
ascents of Mounts Bore and Frances in the Darwin 
range.

Earle spent some time on the Darwin range trip with 
the few remaining Alacaluf Indians and visited the 
Bridges family, descendants of pioneering settlers. 
In describing these visits he gives the strong imp 
ression that Tierra del Fuego's remoteness was no 
longer proof against the onslaught of 'civilisation 1 .
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In 1979 Earle returned to make a film and to explore 
the glacier systems of the Darwin range. Life had 
indeed changed. Argentina and Chile were in a state of 
political upheaval and travel had become a difficult 
and frustrating business. He describes the tensions 
which arose among his party when they were thwarted 
by the ferocious and unpredictable weather and offers 
some thoughts on the nature of expedition leadership.

This was not, I thought, one of the greatest exped 
ition books, but John Earle's keen eye for detail 
and unpretentious style makes it pleasant, light 
reading. However, for £7.95 I would perhaps expect 
a little more.

Kati Webb

EXTREME ALPINE ROCK W Pause and J Winkler 

Granada 1979

The hard 100 are personal recommendations by notables 
from the Munich Climbing Club and are refreshingly 
accurate. This 1979 selection quickly became a 
classic, a mere handful being up-dated in a reprint.

The grading scale gives instant comparison of areas. 
Excellent photographs of great faces at 15p each 
must be the climbers answer to Christmas presents.

The text tends to contain too much romantic lyricism. 
Significant route information is of more value for 
hard Alpine climbers.

Despite some great routes having been left out, the 
book is good value for money. For pleasure and plan 
ning it's worth having a copy to hand to dip into when 
thoughts turn to Alpine holidays.

Joann Greehow
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STORM AND SORROW IN THE HIGH PAMIRS Robert W Craig 

Victor Gollancz Ltd 1980

By Western standards, a mountaineering Olympiad is a 
curious event to wish to organise. Robert Craig de 
scribes how the American Alpine Club was asked to 
choose a team of climbers to go to the Central Pamirs 
to join teams from most European countries at a Soviet 
base camp at the foot of the 23,406 foot Peak Lenin. 
Nineteen participants were carefully selected, young 
American mountaineers who 'would also become the 
leaders of American mountaineering for the foresee 
able future 1 . In July 1974 they assembled with a 
hundred and fifty other mountaineers at the Soviet 
International Camp near the Russian-Chinese border, 
each man tentatively assessing what the relationships 
would be between different national teams.

Craig carefully rehearses all the stages of the exped 
ition. His style is deliberate, even pedestrian at 
times and he seems determined to assess the motives of 
the expedition members at every point during the trip.

This is not surprising. There were events on that ex 
pedition which would inspire many people to ask the et 
ernal reporter's question, 'Why do you climb mount 
ains?' At a time when the snow seemed particularly 
unstable, an earthquake triggered large avalanches 
when many teams were high on the hills. An effic 
iently organised rescue could not help Gary Ullin. 
who was buried in the first avalanche. Later, a major 
storm caught other teams at high altitude. Craig 
shows how national rivalries can be quickly lost when 
individuals are needed to help other individuals. 
Slowly and painfully, he tells how a team of eight 
Soviet women climbers died together, unable to sep 
arate and allow the strong to escape by leaving the 
weak to die.

This is the theme that gives the interest to the book, 
for it is fiot just reporters who want to know what the 
compulsion is that keeps climbers climbing even when 
they have been stunned by avalanche and storm. 
Craig's analysis of this motivating force is a 
theme that gives impetus to this account of what the
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reporter might dismiss as a failed expedition. 

Fiona Slater

THE DARKNESS BECKONS Martyn Farr 

Diadem Books Ltd 1980

This book traces the development of cave-diving 
from the first tentative explorations in the 1930s, 
using primitive equipment which included a football 
inflator and a length of garden hose, to the record- 
breaking marathons of Keld Held in the 1970s, where 
TV cameras were used.

Martyn Farr is Britain's top cave diver, and his 
straightforward text conveys all the danger and lon- 
liness of what must be the ultimate adventure sport. 
The technical details are set out lucidly for those 
who want them, and there is a comprehensive summary 
of the current activities of cave-diving groups 
around the world. But it is the spectacular photo 
graphs which pack the book that speak louder than 
any text of the hidden glories of the underground 
world.

Jane Stedman

THE BIG WALKS Compiled by Ken Wilson and Richard
and Richard Gilbert

Diadem Books Ltd 1980

This book is the walkers rival to 'Hard Rock' and 
'Classic Rock'. It provides a wonderful tour 
through some of the most demanding walks to be 
found in the United Kingdom. Pick it up at your 
peril - you'll find it difficult to put down again.

The book is divided into 4 sections; Scotland, 
England, Wales and Ireland. Of the 55 walks des 
cribed, 31 of them are in Scotland, 11 in England, 
8 in Wales and 5 in Ireland. The walks have been 
selected on the basis of Richard Gilbert's personal
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favourites, geographical spread and those established 
as classics. The result is exactly what the compil 
ers hoped it would be; 'a mouth-watering collection 
of the very best mountain walks to be found in the 
British Isles.

The superb photographs which accompany each walk 
completely dominate the book. No stinting here. 
Each walk has at least two photos and usually more - 
for example the traverse of Ben Nevis and Lochaber 
has eight. The photos are not simply summer or winter, 
either. A glorious mixture of seasons, in colour and 
black and white appears, with winter scenes perhaps 
being the most numerous.

The texts have been written by a variety of writers 
and are both personal and informative accounts of a 
favourite walk. Each description is accompanied by 
a clear sketch map of the area concerned plus a list 
of useful information. This information includes a 
grading of the walk, a notoriously difficult thing 
to give.

A highly recommended buy, certain to give hours of 
pleasure.

Jane Hillmann

HARD ROAD WEST Gwen Moffat 

Victor Gollancz Ltd 1981

Hard Road West, by Gwen Moffat, is the story of the 
pioneers who drove their covered wagons across half 
of America. It is the result of careful research and 
considerable imaginative ability. The reader ex 
periences the hopes, frustrations, pleasyres and 
agonies of the pioneers and at the same time is made 
to stand back and wonder at the courage, endurance, 
pig-headedness and treachery exhibited by groups and 
individuals, as Gwen Moffat follows them along the 
different variations of the California Trail.

Interwoven with this fascinating story is Gwen Moffat's 
account of her own adventures as she follows the trail
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in her almost entirely trusty vehicle, named after 
the trusty ox, Old Crump. She feels for herself 
the crazy heat of Death Valley, the struggle 
through the undergrowth and the rough gradients of 
the passes. Naturally, she takes time off to climb.

While reading the text, I found myself continually 
referring to the maps provided. The end papers 
show all the routes from Iowa and Missouri to the 
sea and there are two maps showing parts of the 
route in greater detail. They are simple, clear 
and useful. Some thirty photographs give a good idea 
of the country, but I am disappointed that only those 
on the dust cover are in colour. There is a compre 
hensive index.

To my mind, this is Gwen Moffat's best book for.a long 
time. I read it from cover to cover, then bought my 
own copy. The fact that it is £9.95, speaks for 
itself.

Shirley Angell
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MEMBERS ACTIVITIES

BRITAIN

A high level of activity has been kept up despite 
all the rain in 1980. The traverse of the Skye ridge 
has been done by a number of members, Angela Soper 
taking only 7/£ hours. Sheila Cormack and Anne 
Wheatcroft have completed all the Munros - and are 
still enthusiastic walkers. Skiing in Britain is 
becoming ever more popular with more and more members 
abandoning the downhill slopes and taking to the hil-ls.

EUROPE

Jay Turner, Margaret Clennet, Jean Drummond and Steph 
Rowland completed a large number of mixed routes in the 
Bernina area such as the Pic Bernina, Pic Palu, Sasso 
Rosso and Pic Zud. Betty Whitehead walked 'round 1 Mont 
Blanc in magnificent weather. The Wilson family climb 
ed in the Chamonix area and central Switzerland. Angela 
Soper (with Jill Lawrence and others) climbed on Belgian 
limestone at Freyr, Swiss granite on the Handegg walls, 
French limestone in the Vercors and finished off on 
Chamonix granite with such routes as the West Face of 
the Blatiere and the South Face of the Midi. Ski tour 
ing is taking many groups to the Alps twice a year, in 
1981 five separate parties spending Easter on skis. 
Sheila Cormack and Jay Turner visited the Bernese Ober- 
land, Denise Wilson, Jean Drummond plus husbands went 
to the Vanoise, Jane Hillmann with husband and friends 
skied in the Otztals whilst two groups, Stella Adams 
and husband and Annabel Barker and friends completed 
the 'Haute Route'.

ELSEWHERE

Undoubtedly the most impressive foreign climbing feat 
was the 1980 expedition to the Lahaul District of North 
India. However this was not the only Himalayan exped 
ition, for Shirley Angell, Alwine Walford, Nea Morin, 
Margaret Darvall and Sue Gibson walked and climbed in 
four mountain areas in Kashmir. The American continent 
was visited by a number of parties. Sheila Cormack and
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Stella Adams spent the summer of '81in the Sierra 
Nevadas completing routes such as Half Dome by 
Snake Dyke in Yosemite Valley and Hobbit Book in 
Tuolumne Meadows. They also climbed Mount Whitney 
(14,500 feet) by its East face. Jane Hillmann visited 
the Rockies in Canada but continuous snow and rain put 
paid to climbing and she and her husband went diving 
instead. Jane Stedman and Dave visited the Tetons and 
Wind River areas, climbing numerous peaks.

Denise Evans sailed across the Atlantic from Bermuda 
to England as a crew member of a 60 foot ketch. Finally, 
the most 'foreign 1 journey of all was made by Jenny Beale 
who went on the Trans-Siberian railway from Moscow to 
Peking and then travelled within China itself.
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LIST OF JOURNALS RECEIVED

The Climbers 1 Club Journal 1977

Lancashire Climbing and Caving Journal 1978/79

Cambridge Mountaineering Club Journal 1980

The Rucksack Club Journal 1978 and 1979

Chester Mountaineering Club Journal 1979/80

Alpine Club Journal 1980

Appalachian Club Journal
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