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IDYLLS IN THE WINDS
Margaret Clennett
Pakistan is addictive. It seeps insidiously into the system, and the victim is
hooked. Three times we returned to the Karakoram to get our fix, but eventually
knew that we must resist. We had to kick the habit, get away to somewhere
completely different, America, for instance. The USA? Why not; we'd never been
there, the natives spoke a kind of English, it would be a curry-free zone, and there
would even be wine to drink.
Alas, a badly sprained ankle put our organiser and American expert, Sally
Macintyre, out of action at the last minute, so there were only three of us to assemble
at Heathrow that July day in 1992. For followers of style, I can report that Annabelle
Barker was wearing up to the minute maroon leggings with white stars, and had two
matching purple rucksacks. Pru Cartwright was a walking advertisement for Jaeger,
her elegant casual wear complemented with gold jewellery, lipstick and a suitcase.
They said that I looked like a refugee from an Oxfam shop, wearing an old Indian
skirt and faded T shirt, with a couple of poly bags for hand luggage.
Our destination was the Wind Rivers, Wyoming, via a flight to Denver and a hire
car. We'd chosen this area because it had a remote mountain atmosphere, but was
feasible for a three week holiday. The peaks were low enough to avoid
acclimatisation problems, and offered walking, scrambling, rock routes and snow
plods. We'd heard various stories from other Pinnaclers. Jay said "There's lots to
do!" giving us her party's very impressive tick list, and lending us a guidebook. Jean
showed us slides of chocolate-box lakes, and enthused about rock routes and
backpacking. Steph recalled vividly "They wouldn't let me have a day off. We
didn't eat much, and had enormous sacks". Stella said it only took six hours to walk
in to the Cirque of the Towers. On a more serious note, Anne broke her ankle, when
out with her husband, and had to wait two days while Robert walked out for help.
Being innovative, we decided to do something that previous Pinnacle teams had
not done before; to hire ponies to carry our gear in from the roadhead. The fact that
our credit card balance was in marginally better condition than our physical state
also had a bearing on this decision, as did the simplicity of making arrangements at
Big Sandy campground, the starting point for the walk in to the Cirque of the
Towers.
There was, inevitably, a snag. Because of steep, rocky terrain, the ponies stopped
a couple of miles short of Jackass Pass, at 10,000ft the last hurdle before descending
to the Cirque, and somehow we managed to have 4 rucksacks between the three of
us. Some tedious ferrying became even more tiresome when Pru slipped and hurt her
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knee, and for a while could only progress very slowly, lightly laden with a day sack.
The walk, uphill, in the heat, became interminable, and at one point Annabelle threw
her load to the ground in a minor tantrum. There was a loud hiss, which turned out to
be our emergency gas canister exploding. This lightened the mood, if not the weight
of the sack.
Our campsite was worth the travail, with a fine view of the Cirque, reminiscent
of Skye; a beautiful jagged skyline and impressive granite faces. The sweeping lines
of Pingora inevitably drew the eye; though lower than surrounding peaks it is
especially striking and elegant, and had to be our first objective after a day's
exploring. There are routes of all grades on Pingora, and although it is the most
popular peak in the Cirque we had the summit to ourselves, to sit in the sun and
enjoy the views. We were especially impressed by the knife-edged Wolf's Head
ridge, an exposed traverse of about 1,000 feet, but reluctantly decided we would be
too slow for it. Next time maybe...
We had a long day out over the Camel's Hump and Lizard Head, the latter being
the highest peak in the Cirque. Again we had clear skies, and some good scrambling,
plus the interest of a steep snow patch on the descent, which Annabelle savoured to
the full in her trainers.
Our last peak was Warrior II. The bouldery, scree-filled Wisconsin Couloir
brought us up to broad, flower-strewn meadows on the far side on the hill; a vivid
contrast to the vertical faces we had been looking at since our arrival. We crossed a
boulder field as the wind strengthened behind us, and continued to a tiny, chilly
summit as afternoon storm clouds bore down. Annabelle was in such a hurry to
descend, she even set up an abseil. That afternoon it hailed, and in the evening we
had our only bad mosquito plague of the trip.
We'd been in the Cirque for five days, and with most food gone walked out via
Arrowhead Lake, a lower, but boulder-hopping alternative to the trail over Jackass
Pass. The weather was gorgeous, and at Big Sandy Lake we had a crisis of
confidence. Should we forgo a few meals to go and spend a day climbing on the
enticing Haystack a few miles away, or head for the fleshpots of Pinedale, a steak
and a bottle or two of Zinfandel? After a surprising amount of heart-searching, we
chose to walk out, on the basis that without the food we'd not have the energy to
climb, and our decision was vindicated next day. As were tucking into genuine
American hamburgers there was the most torrential rain and thunderstorm we were
to have during the holiday.
The walk in to Titcomb Basin, the other area we visited, was about 15 miles,
with plenty of ups and downs. Fortunately Pru discovered that you arrange horses in
Pinedale, not at the roadhead, and also that there was a team going in the next day
which would be able to take in additional ponies for our gear. To hire horses just for
ourselves would have been far too expensive. One of the outfitters was very chatty,
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and said he d met some
Brits on an Everest
expedition. It turned out that
he'd met Bill Barker...
Our campsite above
Island Lake was near the
team with whom our
luggage had travelled, but
away from the popular trails.
Over breakfast next day we
were therefore surprised to
see two walkers, and even
Pru at Titcomb Lakes
more amazed when they
turned out to be Mike and Sally Westmacott, whom I regularly see at meetings of the
Alpine Club. A small world indeed. We set out for Fremont later than planned, and
from our campsite it was a long haul into the Indian Basin and up scree and boulders
to the col, still an off-putting distance from the summit. By now it was midday, the
weather was clouding in, and every other party seemed to be on the way down.
Undeterred, we started up the traces of track which led to slabs, boulders, and the
summit ridge. We didn't linger. It was gloomy and starting to hail, so after a quick
look round we turned tail, Annabelle and I, much to Pru's puzzlement, singing
"Buttons and Bows" and "The Man from Laramie" at the tops of our voices, as the
thunder crashed around. Back at the camp, there were unexpected treats courtesy of
our travelling companions: sourdough bread and freshly caught and cooked trout.
A quick route on Elephant's Head on a rest day, then we packed up for our sortie
to Titcomb Lakes. The Americans gave us yet more goodies - an almost full bottle of
brandy, which we cached
surplus
some
with
belongings for our return,
and a pork stew, which we
devoured that evening at a
picturesque but windswept
campsite on a knoll below
the sweep of Fremont's west
face. Leaving the tent
behind, that night we bivvied
in a less aesthetic spot nearer
Dinwoody Pass.
One of the attractions of
Mount Helen
Gannet Peak is that it is the
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highest in Wyoming, at an altitude of 13,800ft. A disadvantage for the peak-bagger
is that it is remote; the most accessible approach, that from Titcomb Lakes, involves
crossing Dinwoody Pass, an unwelcome ascent and descent of 2000 feet in each
direction, and a steep flog both sides. On the far side is a glacier, and an opportunity
to use the axe specially carried out from home, and crampons too, if like us you have
lightweight bendy boots. We caught up with a large team, led by a man with one
arm, who managed to belay his party up a rock buttress we soloed, a moraleboosting moment. Rock, snow, a bergschrund, more snow, then mixed ground and a
summit ridge. We reached the top around 2.00pm, in time to see pinnacled peaks and
snow in one direction, and rolling green plateaus in another before the afternoon
storm built up. The Wind Rivers is indeed a range of contrasts.
The local team with their one-armed "leader" didn't seem to have any concept of
the remoteness of the hill, and when one of their first rope of three slipped on the
steep snow slope above the bergschrund causing another to go down the slot they
laughed as he struggled out. When the same thing happened to the second rope, the
victim who landed in the bergschrund was not so lucky. We discovered later that he
had damaged a rib, sprained an ankle, and spent the night out on the mountain. One
of his mates had to hike out to Pinedale to arrange for a horse to transport him to the
roadhead.
Our own descent was enlivened by a boulder the size of a bus, which crashed
down a side glacier just as we passed. It demolished a rock the size of a car, and
continued towards us. Suddenly it swerved, and shunted another huge boulder as we
stood transfixed, with quaking legs. The haul back up to Dinwoody Pass was
wearisome, but incident-free, and the jolting down the other side cruel to the knees.
But there was a golden light on Mount Helen as we approached the bivvy at dusk,
and the moon, almost full, shone over the Lakes.
Our last peak was Sacajawea (named after an Indian squaw), via an hour long
boulder field, a glacier, and what turned out to be the NE spur. We played "Hunt the
earring" among the boulders at the edge of the glacier, but the game quickly became
boring. If anyone happens to find the said earring, Annabelle would be delighted to
have it back. That day there was no threat of an afternoon storm, and we could take
our fill of the panorama from the airy summit. At last, we headed down to begin a
leisurely walk out to Pinedale.
A year later, memories are of the mountains and more. Neither the food nor the
people fitted my preconceived stereotypes, although I was delighted to see cowboy
hats and boots much in evidence. In the Cirque were carpets of white aquilegias and
scarlet Indian Paintbrushes, the national flower of Wyoming. The locals, looking at
the half dozen tents scattered around, said the Cirque was overcrowded, while we
marvelled at the lack of people. Small animals were incredibly tame, especially the
baby fox which came over for a closer look as I was on the lower slopes of Fremont,
and the weasel playing around our camp at Island Lake.
The Winds are an area to visit again.
8
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A NICE WALK
Jane Stedman
Can Susan come to tea? I'll bring her back at six. We both accepted with delight.
A sunny day, and the Lakes were a siren's call away, and I yielded. Let's see... that
gives me five hours, not counting the driving. What can I do in the Lakes in five
hours? Have I got time for Scafell? By the time I'd packed a sack and made butties,
I'd added the Pike for good measure. Before leaving the motorway, I'd settled on the
Corridor Route, a new one for me. Squeezing the car onto a verge a Seathwaite, I
was getting into my stride; up Sty Head Ghyll, down Grains, why not? There was
plenty of time. Slogging up to Stockley Bridge, I added another item to the mental
agenda; a dip in the stream...that pool there should do, on the way back.
One of the nice things about mid-week walking is that you meet mainly the
retired, or the very young. Overtaking the fifth elderly couple with a cheerful "lovely
morning", I stopped for a drink... and they all caught up with me again. Redoubled
efforts brought me to Sty Head in good time. Check the map, over there for the
Corridor, looks good...it is good, why have I never been this way before? Threading
a line across the sides of the Scafells, under crags, across ghylls. scrambling up,
slithering down, I try to match names to landmarks... which one is Piers Ghyll? I
remember the story of the walker who lay for six weeks with a broken leg in that
uncomfortable bed... what would I do, in his place? Don't think about it...
Suddenly a small black and white dog races past, followed by an unmistakeable
lean, brown figure in just shorts and trainers. "It must be him", I think excitedly,
"there can't be two champion fell-running sheep farmers in this corner of
Cumberland". I quicken my pace, he slows his, and we agree that it is, for sure, a
grand day. He reels off a list of the fells he's covered since breakfast, points out the
route to Scafell for me and remarks that he must get back to work. The next time I
look up, they are flowing across the fellside, already halfway to Wasdale Head.
The track now turns and heads for Scafell Pike, but the true Corridor continues,
fainter now, over a hollow where the familiar peaks dodge behind the horizon and,
for a moment, confusion looms. Hang on, what's that valley? Can't be Eskdale,
everything looks different from this angle. Just before I get the map out, Scafell
pokes its cliffs up on the left and at once all the fells are back in their proper places.
Can I get round under Pike's crag? It would save a long slog down to Hollow Stones
and back...I set off, facing Mickledore and, yes, there is a path cutting across to the
bottom of Lord's Rake, and the scree is horrendous, going on forever as scree always
does, but at last there's the summit, time for lunch... What??? It can't be that late, no
time for lunch...
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Back to Mickledore, visions of an eight-year old crying on the doorstep jiggle
around in my brain with pictures of the map... if I get to the Pike by three o'clock
it'll be O.K... if I run all the way down... if the traffic is alright... The highest point in
England, the panoramic views, are lost in a haze of panic and wobbly legs. Suddenly
I'm overtaking the Army: a gaggle of young soldiers look up in surprise as I lurch
past them, eyes glued to the ground, panting like a very old dog. "Musn't be late"
insists one voice..."Musn't hurry over these boulders, you'll break your ankle"
whispers another, then, in chorus, "what do you think you're doing here at all.
idiot?" Esk Hause arrives sooner than expected, perhaps I'll make it, at least I'll
know better next time. Grab a sandwich and munch down to Sprinkling Tarn. Splash
through the stream, wishing I could join the couple bathing their feet. Down beside
the stream, knees protesting, feet grumbling, sandwich lumping unhappily in
stomach, have I got time for a dip? Not really, but the sum comes out, a pretty pool
beckons and for the second time today, I give in. After the quickest bath of my life
it's off again, wet clothes drying in the sun, at last Seathwaite but no cups of tea
today, where's the car, where's the key... Please let the traffic be O.K.
It was and I got away with it. But I'll be back to do it all again... slowly.

'Highly recommended hostel and an excellent pint of Theakstons just across the road"

Craigellachie Lodge

Independent Hostel

I

"better than all the rest"
Individuals, groups and families all welcome.
Fully equipped with everything you need after a hard day.

5"
'
"
>

Contact:Peter and Kathryn Main,
Craigellachie House, Main Street, Newtonmore,
Inverness-shire. PH20 IDA.
Telephone: 0540 673360

'

J)

"Excellent centre for climbing, M.Hiking, walking and canoeing. Hostel of the highest quality"

10
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A LIFE OF LUXURY; NEPAL 1992
Shirley Angell
As I grow older I find myself succumbing more and more to the delights of
luxury and an easy life. I define luxury as anything which can be regarded as a
special treat, given the prevailing circumstances, and in 1992 I had no less than four
holidays all with luxurious aspects. One was a skiing holiday in Austria, which
speaks for itself, and one of them involved walking out of a snowstorm and
gathering darkness into a marvellous (and expensive) alpine hotel instead of
camping.
The third was a tour of Mont Blanc with Christine Sheard on which we had
glorious weather and were shamelessly self-indulgent. We took a lightweight stove
and kettle and brewed up whenever there was a fine view, and sometimes when there
wasn't, wined and dined every night, usually after a nice hot bath, our pleasure
heightened by our Spartan memories of former years.
Encouraged by the success of this trip, I thought I would go one stage further and
enjoy a month of being waited on hand and foot. I booked a package holiday to
Nepal which promised to take me to Everest Base Camp, escort me up two training
peaks and then attempt Island Peak (Imjatsi), a 20,300ft foothill of Lhotse, without
my having to exhibit one single spark of enterprise and with other people doing all
the cooking and load carrying.
It went very well. I shall draw a veil over the outward flight which included a
five-hour wait in Dhaka but we had a great welcome at Kathmandu, where we spent
two nights in a comfortable hotel. There were seven members in our group: a couple
from Scotland, Alan and Sheila, who were in the Eagle Ski club and knew Jay
Turner; David, a Glasgow priest; Mary and Gavin, a young couple who already had
Himalayan experience; Chris, a marathon runner from Yorkshire; and myself.
Because we were climbing as well as trekking, we had two leaders, Julian and Ben.
The second evening was occupied in getting our luggage down to fifteen kilos
for the flight to Lukla and early next morning saw us, in all our heavy clothing and
with pockets full of karabiners, at Kathmandu airport once more. The flight through
towering clouds and with glimpses of mountains and valley was spectacular. Lukla
was in cloud, so we had to land and wait at a nearby airstrip until the weather
cleared. At last we set off again and landed at Lukla. The late monsoon meant that
there was no further flight for five days, so we were extremely fortunate that our trek
started on time, even though we had no views for nearly a week.
After lunch we set off on the path towards Namche. The baggage was carried by
porters and by three zubchuks, a cross between yaks and cows, which were in the
charge of a zubchuk man.

11
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That night we stopped with a number of other trekking groups just as daylight
was fading. I had a tent to myself and had a real job finding things in the dark when I
unpacked before the evening meal. An hour or so later, after an excellent threecourse dinner, and cuddling my drinking bottle full of boiling water as a hot-waterbottle I snuggled gratefully into lan's expedition bag (which he had lent me for the
trip) and drifted into oblivion.
Next morning brought the cossetting I had been waiting for. I was roused from
happy slumbers by a voice outside the tent saying 'Shirlee, Sherpa tea?" a quarter of
an hour later came the voice: "Shirlee, washee water!" We packed before breakfast
so that the porters could strike camp and start up the path as soon as possible. Today
breakfast was in the open, laid out on a table surrounded by camp stools for us to sit
on. When it was colder we were in the mess tent or a room in somebody's house.
Every morning we had porridge or something similar, followed by an egg dish and
some type of Sherpa bread. There was jam, honey and tea, coffee or chocolate to
drink, but the butter and serviettes soon ran out. Porridge and omelettes were the
favourite breakfast. Muesli was not welcomed and we complained bitterly when the
porridge was made of rice.
At Sam we set off for Namche in the early sunshine. There were many people on
the path and I had a word with a holy man from Delhi who had been on a pilgrimage
to Everest Base Camp. We were very leisurely because there was no point in
arriving anywhere before the porters. After lunch we entered the National Park,
where our documents were checked, then up the valley over spectacular bridges and
the final long pull up to Namche Bazaar. We walked up the street past little shops
and through a doorway into a house which had a large upstairs room in which we
could live and eat. Our tents were pitched in a potato field at the back, and delicious
new potatoes were a highlight of the meal. Afterwards we had a greetings party to
get to know our Sherpas and porters and it turned into a jolly affair with Ben's pipe
music, various informal musical instruments such as the coffee tin and spoons, and
singing and dancing by both sides.
That night we had our first zubchuk trouble when they broke free and galloped
round the tents, tripping over guy ropes and making us wonder about our life
expectancy if they fell. Later on in the the trip the zubchuk man managed to lose one
animal for several hours complete with its pack of tents and sleeping bags, and later
still he got tanked up with chang one night and had a splendid and noisy fight which
was curtailed only by the lashing tongues of the Sherpanis. Fortunately the men
stand in awe of the fierceness of their women-folk. So did we. In the end the man
was dismissed for unprofessional conduct and life became more peaceful though less
colourful.
From Namche we acclimatised by walking up three valleys. The first was to
Thame on an old route to Tibet and we visited two monasteries, one for women and
12
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one for men. The weather was still cloudy and damp so we had no idea of the
spectacular views we were missing. On our return we visited the hospital at Khunde
and were shown round by a charming young woman doctor from New Zealand. She
was out for three months to relieve the husband and wife team who were doing a
two-year stint. Nepalis pay a nominal 5 rupees for treatment whereas foreign
nationals are expected to pay their way. She said it was lovely to become part of the
community. A lot of work dealt with coughs, fractures and TB, also family planning.
Most babies were born at home but rich ladies from Namche preferred to come to
the hospital.
During the days we spent trekking up the second valley to Gokyo the weather
became cold and clear and at last we had the excitement of seeing the mountains.
The way was delightful, past turquoise lakes and we had a brilliant, frosty morning
for the ascent of Gokyo Ri (18,000ft) and our first views of Cho Oyu, Everest,
Nuptse and Lhotse.
The third side valley became very bleak and rocky as we climbed past the debris
of the Khumbu Glacier to Gorak Shep, where we spent two nights. In the afternoon
we climbed Kala Pattar (18,500ft) and had a spectacular close-up view of Pumori
with tiny pin-point climbers moving towards the summit. To our north was Everest
and the Khumbu Icefall and Lhotse, most beautiful of all in golden evening light.
The following day we made the long trek to Everest Base Camp and back. The ice
was mostly covered in moraine, interspersed with rocks looking like mushrooms on
columns of ice and great walls of pure white ice pinnacles. There was little evidence
of a track, but the trail of yak dung made route finding comparatively simple. Base
camp was empty save for a line of prayer flags and a small pile of bin bags filled
with rubbish, but to stand there looking straight up towards the Western Cwm with
memories of those who had lived and died there was quite an experience. If we had
been a few days later the place would have been humming with a large international
expedition, but I am glad I saw it as it was.
Back in the main valley we had a day's rest before setting off up the Imja Valley
towards our base camp which we reached just as snow started to fall. We saw the
usual place after an hour or so's walk the next day, well sprinkled with tents and
pink toilet paper, and from here we had a stiff pull up the hill to High Camp: cleared
terraces in the boulders which held one tent each, and the cooking tent draped over
boulders made into a shelter wall. We had a good meal and an early night. I woke at
3am, when our tea was supposed to come and was fully dressed and packed for the
climb by the time it arrived. We were supposed to have a quick bowl of porridge and
be off by 3.30 but by the time everything had happened it was 5.30 and almost light.
We had wanted to be early because of the wind which arose every afternoon. We
made good time up the rock which led us above the icefall and then put on crampons
and roped up to wander through marvellous glacier scenery and up into the bowl

13
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which led to the snow gully. There was a party ahead of us but we met them coming
down as they had not liked the look of the gully. Ropes were fixed up this, which
took some time, and as soon as we came onto the ridge we were in the full force of a
strengthening wind. We were within fifty metres of the summit height, but the ridge
was long and narrow so our leaders decided regretfully that it was wise to retreat. As
it was, we reached our base camp in the dark.
From now on there was a great relaxation of effort: we ate cake, explored
Thangboche and the monastery, had a rest day and parties at Namche, and flew back
to Kathmandu in perfect weather.
I look back upon it as a lovely holiday and I found that we got to know the
Nepali people just as well as I had when Alwine and I stayed in the lodges. It was a
rest cure not to carry heavy loads, but sometimes I wanted something out of my pack
or would have liked to pitch the tent before the porters arrived. It was grand to have
all the cooking done, but a cooking stove is a an excellent tent-warmer and
sometimes the mornings and evenings were very cold. I think I had a much more
varied experience and saw much more than I would have done on an expedition, also
the acclimatisation plans were excellent and I had no problems at all. It was strange
not to make my own decisions, and I wouldn't always want this sort of holiday but I
would certainly go again! After all, luxury is a warm sleeping bag and a cup of tea in
bed.

14
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THE FORBES ARETE - MY FIRST ALPINE STEPS
Penny Clay
The summer of 1992 saw my first trip to the Alps. With a much drooled over
copy of Gaston Rebuffat clutched in one hand and the admonitions and advice of my
elders and betters ringing in my ears I agreed to join Julie Carter in Argentiere for
my first taste of alpinism.
The good weather saw us cutting our teeth on the Aiguille Petit Charmoz and the
M, then up to the Midi to test the air! An evening jaunt up the Cosmiques Arete was
followed the next day by a beautiful route up the centre of the Triangle' on Mont
Blanc du Tacul and my first 'proper' lead on steep snow and ice (inspired somewhat
by the gallant queries of a French guide as to whether I could manage). A melting
Midi-Plan traverse sent us down to the valley the following day to hatch our next
plan. Accordingly, the day after saw our sacs packed and heading for the Aiguille du
Chardonnet and the Forbes Arete.
Following Julie on the last plod to the Albert Premier hut I dwelt fleetingly on
the perversity of human nature which told me I was enjoying sweating up here with
a full sac on. Not for us the delights of a hut but true to economy a ready-built bivvy
site some distance above the bustling Albert Prem. In best text-book style we
checked our route to the glacier and studied the Chardonnet picking out the arete and
descent. However, our rapturous gaze was soon dragged across to the valley where
ominous thunder rumbles and billowing clouds promptly dispatched our raptures. As
the rain swept over towards us we grabbed our sacs and headed for shelter in the hut.
What a heave! We stood in the doorway watching people hurtling into the sanctuary
of the hut in various states of dress, uniformly soaked. We settled into a corner and
waited and watched the spectacular storm, and then waited some more. The hours
passed and eventually it became obvious that we would have to find somewhere to
sleep if we were going to be in any fit state to attempt a route in the morning.
Somewhat worried by the ferocity of the weather I sought the advice of a young
French aspirant guide who assured me that it would be safe to do the route and that
the weather would clear by the small hours. Not so reassuring the fat French guide
who joined our conversation. He spent some considerable time emphasising in both
French and English the horrors that awaited us on the route. Never mind the ascent
which we would find test enough but the descent ..... words didn't fail him but my
translation failed me; perhaps no bad thing!
Even the rain was more persistent than this gloomy prophet so we began to cast
about for some shelter. I contemplated the benches outside the hut then Julie pointed
out the building below us which looked like an empty dormitory.
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On exploration it was revealed to be locked but what it did have was a doorway;
more importantly, a DRY doorway. Okay, so it measured probably five feet by two
and had a doorstep running halfway across it but it could be, and soon was, home for
the night. An ability to sleep standing up would have been a distinct advantage but
nevertheless we now watched with some glee the unrelenting downpour, brewed up
and then settled down for a short night, the alarm set for 2am. I had expected the
Alps to be full of experiences but sleeping on a doorstep was certainly beyond even
my wildest dreams. These dreams though were short-lived as within an hour of
accommodating ourselves an irate French voice could be heard approaching. Not
surprisingly, the chef to whom the voice belonged was somewhat disgruntled to find
two female alpinists and full kit ensconced on his doorstep. 'Of course we couldn't
stay there, why weren't we in the hut?' Obvious, we had no money and it was
raining and it was miserable and we would be gone by 2am and we would be very
quiet and please, if you could be so kind.....'
With a truly Gallic shrug he stepped over us and entered the building firmly
shutting and locking the door behind him. Well, I hadn't really expected him to
invite us in but it was somewhat frustrating trying to sleep with our heads against his
door knowing there were at least 50 sleeping spaces empty just the other side of the
wood. Firm French snores reverberating through the door dispelled any last hopes
and we resumed our positions curled up on the step.
This type of bivvy can be heartily recommended for ensuring a prompt alpine
start. It was the first time that week I had wanted to get up at such an ungodly hour
and the rain having magically stopped we set off. Needless to say I insisted on
walking too far in the wrong direction in the dark a newly discovered talent but
Julie dragged me onto the right course. The bergschrund under the seracs caused me
some delay whilst an unwilling second ahead of us was dragged wailing "je suis
mal" across. Whilst my own passage over this obstacle was perhaps rather lacking in
grace it was a wide gap at least it was faster. Steep snow led to the arete proper
where we removed crampons. What can I say? The experience of moving together
over relatively easy, though always thought-provoking rock, linked by knife-edge
snow aretes, will always stand in my memory whatever routes in the future may
supersede it in length or grandeur.
The top gained, the spectre of the descent which had been lurking throughout the
morning was unleashed. No time for loitering, the grim portents of the previous
evening had to be faced, so quick snack and photos and then ... prepare to meet thy
fate. In anticipation we trundled downwards. Steep snow: care required where it was
beginning to melt and then a couple of abseils. Here it was that we encountered the
most dangerous part of the descent in the form of two charming French bumblers
whom we christened Laurel and Hardy. The pair of them seemed to find the whole
adventure hilarious but watching their classic abseils (one had never abbed before)
16
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whilst being showered with rocks wasn't particularly amusing at the time. After
dodging numerous missiles we set off down the remaining slopes. Leading down I
slipped and performed my first ice-axe brake 'in anger'. Pleased that it has worked I
looked up from the snow to some commotion to see Julie apparently being wrestled
to the ground by Laurel. "You will be alright" he bellowed "I have you" gripping
Julie firmly by the rucsac straps. After some remonstrating she was able to extricate
herself and politely thanking him for his bravery suggested that they may like to lead
the way anything to get them away from above us! After some debate they set off
so we loitered for a time until they were well ahead. With one last attempt they
shouted back to us as they approached the bergschrund 'would we like them to wait
for us so they could help us over it?'. Exchanging looks of horror with images of
being cast into the depths by the over-eager pair we assured them that we could
probably manage and breathed a sigh of relief when they left us to our own devices.
A slippery descent and hot slog back over the glacier saw us safely back to the
Albert Prem hut in guide-book time. The end of a memorable day, but not quite.
The second revelation Alpine climbing brought to me, linked to the tendency to
want to walk far further than necessary in the dark, was my consistent inability to
relocate our bivvy gear. With this in mind Julie set off to find it, dumped somewhere
amid the rocks above the hut, whilst I coiled the rope.
Gazing at the slope in front of me I decided my best bet - in precise navigational
terms was to head for the middle, from which point I would probably see Julie.
Unfortunately I was not wearing my glasses. So I spent some time clumping up to
people and then finding they were tourists picnicking and enjoying the by now, very
warm, sun. Predictably, I was getting hotter and hotter. I wanted to take my thermals
off, I wanted to take my plastic boots off, I wanted ...... Thoughts of betrayal began
to cross my mind as I fruitlessly searched. Perhaps Julie had found the gear and was
having a brew and sunbathing whilst I was still stumbling around this blasted stack
of rubble. Yes, I will admit it with an attack of despair I sat down and cried! As my
goggles steamed up I was suddenly stricken: 'real' alpinists didn't behave like this
when they couldn't find their bivvy gear what would Gaston have thought of such
behaviour? I quickly got up, deciding to walk to the top of the hill so I could survey
the whole scene, then lo and behold, my erstwhile climbing partner appeared looking
somewhat shame-faced and (thankfully for our friendship) almost simultaneously we
turned round to see the much sought after gear neatly stashed before us. As Julie
explained she had gone to the hut for a drink of water and remove her boots and then
been accosted by our unwilling host, the chef. Drink in hand, she had watched with
interest my progress until eventually some remorse over my sad figure prompted her
to come to my aid!
Stripped to shorts and bra, soaking up the sun, with the Chardonnet splendid
before us, all tension disappeared. What a great day!
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TIME IN THE SUN
Kate Webb
It's impossible to sum up three years of climbing in Spain, there's just so much
of it, Spain and the climbing. In fact it becomes difficult to separate the two in my
memory, the sun, warm rock, the smell of rosemary, lavender, thyme and sweat, blue
skies, sore feet, small brown lizards and lithe brown climbers. So many places to go
to, some we never went back to, others we returned to over and over again and still
were left with routes to do, valleys to explore or mountains to ski.
Our first year in Spain was spent in a very small town south of Madrid
surrounded by the vast undulating plain of La Mancha. Not a crag or a mountain in
sight. We had no idea where to go but a mention of rock climbing in the Sierra de
Guadarrama, tucked in among the Cathedrals and the Monasteries in the Michelin
Guide, took us to La Pedriza, an area of jumbled granite outcrops and boulders in the
hills north-east of Madrid. It's close enough to Madrid to be a popular place for a
day out, there's a massive car park which is often so full at weekends that you have
to queue to get in. But the air is clear and heady with the scent of hot pine trees and
gum cistus, there is a shacky kind of bar where you can sit in the evening, when
most of the people have gone, and browse through the topo book over a beer and a
tortilla sandwich. There's even a Refugio, though we usually slept out in the car park
where the nightingales sang, the mosquitos whined and there was a clear stream to
wash away the sweat of the day. And the rock! A maze of golden domes and
boulders scattered around the valley. You can get out of your car and be climbing on
La Tortuga in ten minutes or you can walk for an hour through the pine woods to
climb on El Pajaro or El Hueso. There are routes from 10m to 100m long, from
grade 4 to 8. The rock is usually perfect, there are bolts (though it often doesn't do to
look too closely at these) and if you enjoy holdless friction climbing then this is the
place for you.
On an early visit we walked up to El Yelmo, one of the bigger domes, high up
above the valley, and opted for an easier route till we got used to the rock. After a
couple of pitches I began to enjoy it, my boots really were sticky, I was learning to
read the undulations in the rock and identify possible places to stand. The lure of the
well spaced line of rusty bolts leading up the wall above was suddenly compelling
and all the joy of balance and movement came back in a rush. The sun was warm on
my back, there were tiny daffodils growing on the belay ledge. I clipped into as
many belay bolts as I could find, sat back in my harness and thought that there was
nowhere else I would rather be.
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Spring is the time to be at La
Pedriza, in summer it's like an
oven. In June and July we often
climbed at Los Galayos, in the
Credos mountains. The Galayos are
a group of some thirty remarkable
granite spires which form one side
of a steep valley leading up towards
La Mira, a peak at the eastern end
of the main spine of the Credos. In
winter we had some hair-raising
(for me) and exhausting excursions
touring on cross country skis in the
peaks around the Credos Cirque,
but that's another story. The snow
starts to disappear in late May or
June, and July is usually the prime
time for rock climbing before the
Monserrat: North Ridge of El Cavail Bernat

thunderstorms set in, in August. The
base of the spires is at about 2000m
and the routes are from 50 to 250m
long. This is definitely classic
climbing, hardly a bolt to be found
and collections of rusty pegs and
rotting wooden wedges languishing
in cracks. The rock is mostly solid,
there are some superb lines, steep and
often brutal, with most of the best
routes being around the 5 and 6
grades.
The routes are long so it's
individual pitches that tend to stick in
my mind, like the perfect 40m corner
on Punta Maria Luisa, a 6a layback
that goes on and on and on until an
overhang blocks upward progress and
you pull out on tiny holds up to a
belay ledge. Spaghetti-fingered I fell

Monserrat: North Ridge of
El Cavall Bernat
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off at this point having congratulated myself prematurely on climbing the corner in
fine style. The descents are mostly spectacular, multiple rappels, often free. Stepping
into the void off the table-top sized summit of El Torreon would have taken
considerably longer if I hadn't had an audience.
From La Mancha we moved to Catalunya and if you live in Catalunya then
you're never far from the Pyrenees. Every weekend in winter they act like a magnet,
drawing what seems like most of the population of Barcelona in a bumper to bumper
procession to the ski slopes. Fortunately our weekends were Sundays and Mondays,
and even more fortunately, we had cross country skis. So most winter Saturday
evenings would find us plodding up on skis to one or other of the many primitive
refuges dotted throughout the Catalan Pyrenees. If we were aiming for a refuge we'd
not visited before, and if (as it usually was) it was dark, and if (as usually happened)
the refuge wasn't where the map said it would be, there would begin an acrimonious
discussion, generally featuring the all-seeing, all-knowing Anyfool. This would go
on until one or other of us found the refuge and all would be forgotten in the rush to
find wood, light a fire and cook food. There is something very special about the
feeling of well-being brought about by a meal and a bottle of wine in front of a fire
in a shepherd's hut surrounded by the vast, cold, starlit silence of the mountains.
Sometimes the skiing was wonderful, sometimes it was terrible. Sometimes we
joined the troupes of ski-mountaineers doing guide book routes, but mostly we opted
for less frequented areas. I learned to do telemark turns (sometimes), but by the end
of February the snow had become so icy that there was more pain than pleasure in
skiing. Anyway, the sun was shining and the rock was warming up so we abandoned
the high mountains for Montsec de Rubies, where the Pasque flowers were coming
into bloom, and the routes on Roca dels Arcs beckoned enticingly.
We had found Roca dels Arcs, almost by chance, driving up a narrow road above
the village of Vilanova de Meia. We knew there was a crag somewhere in the area,
but that day everything was shrouded in thick mist and we were ready to give up and
go home. Suddenly, through a hole in the mist it appeared, a great golden cliff of
limestone glowing in sunshine. That was the first of many visits. There are some
excellent routes, the rock is fairly sound, there are usually a few other climbers
around, the camping is free and pleasant, and one of my all-time favourite routes,
"Amatista", is there. The first pitch insinuates itself over a series of bulges, the
second breaks out from under an overhang and goes up a steep and intimidating wall
on small, but perfect holds. As I was launching myself up this a suave Frenchman on
a neighbouring route exhorted me to calm myself, relax and enjoy it. We met up
again on the next belay and as I tried to damp down the surging adrenalin he
rhapsodised about how wonderful it was to be standing on a ledge talking to an
English person in Spanish. I was simply glad to be there.
The better-known crag of Terradets is another part of the Montsec range, but I
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never liked it much too close to the road. But the Paret de Catalunya is something
else. The walk in starts at the end of a dirt road and follows the side of a wide valley
on a terrace high above a river. As the path climbs, the valley narrows to a
spectacular gorge with the Paret de Catalunya on one side, the Pared de Aragon on
the other, and the river 300m below. Both crags are in excess of 300m high and
though there are a variety of routes on both, the Catalan side is more popular. There
is an idyllically situated refuge below the crag, an old farmhouse with ancient shade
trees and a clear spring. We chose to sleep out among the scrub pines. The refuge
was empty, but somehow in Spain a roof often seems superfluous.
We had done one of the shorter routes on a previous visit and were now hoping
to do one of the longer, harder routes, "Latin Brothers". Our guide book was full of
worrying
pictures of
people
bivouacking
in hammocks
on
routes,
which spurred
us to set out
in the cold
dawn with
fifteen hours
of daylight
ahead. The
first pitches
went easily,
there were
occasional
Scrambling in the granite ridges ofBesiberi.
rusty pegs to
Catalan Pvrenees
show us we
were on route, and by the time the sun began to warm us we were well on our way.
Then we got to the hard bit. The rock steepened, we stood in slings and heaved
ourselves over roofs. At one point I found myself standing below a totally smooth
wall of flowstone. Above my head was an apology for a peg with a meter long
bootlace hanging from it, below my feet the rope snaked down through protection I
hoped I wouldn't have to use and far below the river glinted in the sun. It was very
hot and very quiet. We were completely alone on the cliff, flies trapped on a hot
white wall. The moment passed, I grabbed the bootlace, shinned up it, clipped the
peg, scrabbled up to the next awful peg and then, thank God a nut placement. I
clipped into it and hung, stinking of fear, till the shaking stopped and I could focus
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on the line of holds leading to a belay ledge. Pitch followed pitch, easier now, and as
the day mellowed into the long golden light of late afternoon, eagles soared and
circled beneath us. On the top were banks of yellow lilies. We drank the last tepid
dregs from our water bottles and as we started on the long walk back the first stars
appeared.
In summer when it was too hot to climb we went to Huesca province, rappelling,
scrambling and swimming down some of the deep, narrow gorges carved by rivers
that run down from the Pyrenees through a parched landscape. I have an enduring
memory of swimming on my back through a channel hardly wider than my
shoulders, looking up through the darkness of the 70m slot carved out by the water
to a faraway ribbon of bright blue sky. We followed the water, scrambling and
sliding over and under boulders, rappelling down waterfalls, eventually becoming
brave enough to jump, with eyes tightly shut and teeth gritted, into the clear blue
depths of pools below. We shivered in our wetsuits through oscuros where the walls
of a gorge close in, shutting out the light, and basked and wallowed in shallow sunlit
pools of clear warm water. At the end of a gruelling twelve hour trip through Gorgas
Negras is a freezing 200m swim where I thought my end had come, but it didn't
detract from the magic and I lived to descend Mascun, possibly the best gorge of all.
When the heat of Huesca became too much we went back to the Pyrenees. We
camped among clouds of forget-me-nots and saxifrage above Benasque and climbed
tottering granite ridges up to Aneto and Maladeta. We waded through thigh deep
porridgy snow in the heat of the day, lost ourselves in the cloud on high crags and
sat under dripping boulders eating bread and cheese, waiting for the rain to stop. We
seldom had to wait long but even so there was never enough time.
When we first went to Catalunya we met some local climbers at Montserrat and
asked them where else we could go to climb. They laughed, and soon our map was
liberally sprinkled with crosses, crags for every persuasion. We never got round
them all and thanks to the warmth and friendliness of Spanish and Catalan climbers
the longer we stayed the more places we heard about. So much to dream about when
the rain drips through the roof of our house in the North Pennines. So much to do
when we go back.
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A SOLO TRAVERSE OF THE WELSH
3000FT MOUNTAINS
Gill Otterhead (now Nisbet)
The morning after the day before! Extremely weary, stiff legs, but happy and
very satisfied with the achievement of the previous day - a solo traverse of the Welsh
3000s in just under nine hours!
It was something I'd been intending to do for several years but had never quite
got round to. The previous year I'd done the round of Snowdon and the Glyders and
checked out a few sections I wasn't sure about, but that was the nearest I'd come.
Then totally unexpectedly the opportunity arrived! It was the first weekend I'd been
at home for quite some time. I was having a rest from climbing and supposedly
having a leisurely time catching up on jobs in the house and garden. But on the
Friday morning I learned that I'd found myself a partner for the Saunder's Mountain
Marathon in 3 weeks time so my mind turned to training. The question was what
could I do that was new and a good day's training? Then the thought struck me
what about the Welsh 3,000s? The weather was good, but was I fit enough to tackle
it and do a reasonable time? I wasn't sure but was prepared to give it a go.
The organisation presented a few problems. I had already made other
arrangements, so I couldn't bivvy on Snowdon on Saturday night. I would have to
start early on the Sunday morning and have the additional climb up Snowdon before
I began. I really wanted to do it on my own - it was more of a challenge that way and
I could go at my own pace; but I did need someone to meet me at Aber at the end.
My brother, with a little persuasion, agreed to go for a walk on the Carneddau in the
afternoon so that I could get a lift back to my car at Pen y Pass. So by Saturday
evening everything was arranged, my rucksack was packed that was easy, I was
travelling extremely light; the only uncertainty left was the weather. The long fine
dry spell was coming to an end. A front was moving down from the northwest
would we escape with another dry day, or would the cloud and rain move in? The
Snowdonia Mountaincall Forecast at 6.00am on Sunday June 14, 1992 was for high
cloud, making it overcast (good), strengthening winds (not so good) and low cloud
with extensive hill fog and drizzle later in the day (bad). But all my arrangements
were made, so I set out and just hoped that there wouldn't be too much low cloud to
contend with.
I spent a rather restless night, excited about the day ahead and going over the
route in my mind, but was fast asleep when the alarm woke me at 5.45am. A quick
breakfast and I was on my way. Driving along the A5,1 could see that the tops of the
mountains were clear, but there were fluffy white clouds hanging in the valleys
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attractive to look at, but I hoped they would stay low down and not rise up onto the
tops. On arrival at Pen y Pass car park at 8.00am I was surprised to see so many cars
already there, it was at least half-full; I wondered how many of their occupants were
also attempting the 3000s. It was quite cool and chilly so I prudently packed a few
extra clothes in case the weather did turn out wet and windy. I had intended to go at
a fairly leisurely pace up Snowdon, since that was the real starting-point, but with
the possibility of the weather deteriorating later, I couldn't stop myself from jogging
some of the way and reached the summit in just over an hour. There were unusual
views with the summit itself clear but with cloud filling the valley on the east side
and banked up almost to the summit. To the west just the tops of the hills peered out
of a sea of cloud, and it was clear to the coast.
After a quick drink and a snack in a sheltered spot I started the round at 9.30am.
The next top came easily, only eight minutes to Crib y Ddysgl, then probably the
most interesting part of the whole course the knife edge ridge and pinnacles along
to the summit of Crib Goch. Normally I'm a bit of a purist and like to keep on the
crest as much as possible, but today I was going for speed and taking the line of least
resistance. Soon I was overtaken by a man in shorts whom I'd noticed leaving the
top of Snowdon just after me. By the time I reached the summit of Crib Goch, he
was well on his way down the north ridge. Being rather slow on the ascents I have to
try to make up for this by going quickly downhill and on the level. Unfortunately
any sort of speed is almost impossible down the north ridge of Crib Goch, until you
get onto the grassy (and often boggy) ground below Dinas Mot. It's quite tricky
choosing the best line here to avoid the crags and waterfall while making a direct
line for the road at Ynys Ettws.
After a short rest, a drink, and refill of the water bottle, I jogged off down the
Llanberis Pass to Nant Peris and the dreaded slog up Elidir Fawr. Just before Nant
Peris I met the chap who'd passed me earlier, walking at this point. He was going to
finish after the Glyders - the same round I'd done the previous year, but wished me
success when I told him I hoped to do all fourteen. I told him he'd probably pass me
on the way up the next hill, but somehow I managed to stay ahead pride kept me
going perhaps. Elidir Fawr didn't seem quite so bad this time perhaps I was
mentally better prepared for it, and I took a better line, remembering that the summit
is close to the far end of the ridge. Unfortunately the cloud came in before I reached
the top but I was ahead of schedule - twenty minutes quicker than the previous year quite encouraging. It was rather cool in the strong wind so I got down into the shelter
to put on an extra layer, had some food and drink, checked the map and took a
compass bearing for the way off. Once established on the correct path, the way was
obvious and the cloud cleared for me to pick out the path which traverses across the
flank of Foel Goch, that summit not being high enough to warrant a visit on this
occasion. It always seems to take longer that you expect to get to Y Garn; quite a lot
of the descent from Elidir Fawr is runable, but it's quite steep up the loose scree to
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the summit. At this point I met a young man in training for the Alps who said he was
glad of the competition. I had been unwittingly acting as a pacemaker for him.
The lovely view across to Tryfan and the Carneddau from Y Garn was as yet free
from cloud I hoped it would stay that way. From the top of Y Garn you can fly
down the slopes to Llyn y Cwn, although careful footwork is needed as it's quite
loose in places. Again I paused briefly for a drink and to remove the extra layer
before the steep pull up Glyder Fawr. My aim was to be at the top of Glyder Fach in
five hours, so I plodded up Glyder Fawr at a steady pace and it didn't seem too long
before I reached the summit.
No time to linger and I
carried on across the
moonscape plateau towards
the Castle of the Winds and
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confusing cairns amongst the
rocks. I lost a bit of time here
and almost went straight past
the summit rocks in the mist.
Still, I was under my five
hour target only four hours
Yr Elen from the slopes of Carnedd Llewellyn
and twenty minutes from
Snowdon. Again I had to
check the compass to find the path down beside Bristly Ridge, and was a little
dissatisfied with my slow descent down the loose scree path. This section from
Glyder Fawr, up and over Tryfan was the only part I hadn't done recently and I had
rather underestimated how long it would take. Tryfan was the toughest mountain for
me probably because I was getting low on energy. I missed the easiest line from the
col and found myself climbing steep rock before I got back onto a path and up to the
summit rocks of Adam and Eve.
I had been debating which would be the quickest way down off Tryfan as none of
the alternatives are easily runable. I opted for the north ridge which has the
advantage of being the most direct. As on Crib Goch I followed the line of least
resistance (and most polished rock). On the way I met three folk coming up, one of
whom said I looked as though I'd come a long way! I explained about the 3000s and
said that I had just 'that lot left to do' pointing over to the Carneddau. I was
encouraged by their comments about me "going well" to have left Snowdon at 9.30
am and I carried on down. I cut off the ridge rightwards down scree and rough grass
to reach the road opposite the climbers' hut and the path up Pen yr Ole Wen.
Crossing the road my legs felt distinctly unsteady and as I attempted to jog down the

R
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track towards the farm on wobbly legs it was clearly time for a proper stop to refuel.
It had never really occurred to me that I wouldn't complete the course, unless bad
weather or an injury forced me to stop; it was just a question of time and at that point
I thought I was just going to have to crawl the last section and be satisfied to finish.
However, twelve minutes rest, copious quantities of water and half a malt loaf
later, I felt ready to tackle the last big climb up Pen yr Ole Wen. This was the other
ascent I'd been dreading, but at least the terrain is interesting and I know it quite
well. I gave myself one and a half hours to get to the top. It was very warm,
sheltered from the westerly wind, but I made it in an hour. This boosted my
confidence and gave me a new lease of life to jog along the ridge to Carnedd
Dafydd. The section from Carnedd Dafydd along the ridge at the top of Black
Ladders is a delight to run and even though I was very tired, I thoroughly enjoyed
the experience. By now the sky had cleared and the sun was shining, helping to lift
my spirits so much for the weather forecast!
When the ground started to rise again to Carnedd Llewellyn, I cut off to the left
and traversed round the side of the hill to pick up the path to Yr Elen. This worked
out very well and Yr Elen didn't prove to be the "sore thumb" that it's reputed to be.
It is a shapely mountain with a sharp curving ridge enclosing a dramatic drop to a
lake. The final pull up to the summit of Carnedd Llewellyn didn't take very long and
from there it was downhill all the way - well almost! It was at about this point that I
realised that I might just make it to Foel Fras within the nine hours; so I jogged off
down the ridge, but had to walk up the final slope to Foel Grach. On this occasion I
didn't visit the shelter tucked away beneath the summit but ran off down towards
Garnedd Uchaf. This top is now sometimes included as a separate top in the traverse,
although it's not really distinct enough to warrant being called a separate hill.
Anyway, I thought I'd better visit it, rather than making directly for Foel Fras - my
last objective. I was really having to push hard now to beat the clock, struggling to
keep running up the slight incline to the flat and poorly defined summit. However I
just made it to the Trig point with a minute to spare. Elated, I collapsed behind its
shelter and recovered my breath. I had done it! A long-awaited achievement the
fourteen Welsh 3,000ft mountains and in my target time of nine hours, and solo. I
was well pleased with myself.
The Mountains:
Snowdon
ElidirFawr
GlyderFach
Carnedd Dafydd
Foel Grach

1085m
924m
994m
1044m
974m

Crib y Ddysgl
Y Garn
Tryfan
Carnedd Lewellyn
Foel Fras

1065m
946m
917m
1064m
942m

Crib Goch
Glyder Fawr
Pen yr Ole Wen
YrElen

923m
999m
979m
961m

Starting point: Can be done in either direction, but more often done from south to north.
Convenient to start from Pen y Pass car park (GR 646555) or from some point in the Lanberis Pass.
Finish: The car park at Aber (GR 663719).
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A SOLO TRAVERSE OF THE WELSH 3000FT MOUNTAINS

The Welsh 3,000s
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HOT (?) ROCK
Annabelle Barker
"All you'll need is a T-Shirt, and a sweat shirt for the evenings". If I had heard
this once from the aficionados of the hot rock scene I had heard it a dozen times.
Fortunately I bumped into Janet Davies doing a bit of Christmas shopping at Anna
Davies a couple of days before leaving. "Take plenty of warm clothes" she said "it's
freezing at night".
The seeds of doubt already planted in my mind began to sprout at an alarming
rate. Why had I let myself be talked into this unlikely scheme, Spain at Christmas,
when for years and years Christmas was synonymous with skiing which I love and
can do moderately well? Images of bolts, sheer limestone walls, and terrifying
abseils bad enough in the heat of summer became even more alarming with the
thought of it being cold as well.
Three days later my worst fears were realised, standing at Alicante airport in very
cold heavy rain. I'm not sure what I had expected from this venture but it was
certainly not this. Stocking up at the supermarket did nothing to raise morale, in fact
I did throw a minor tantrum. Quite understandable really, after spending the previous
week battling it out with the Christmas rush at Tesco, here I was at it again, with the
added problem of a foreign language.
The villa was cold too, all high ceilings, snow white paint and marble floors. I
cursed a thousand times for not bringing my duvet.
"No need to get up early, it's still pouring" greeted my ears on awakening next
morning.
"Lovely here on Christmas Eve" joked the man in the next villa. "We were
sunbathing in the garden. You are unlucky, we only get eleven days rain each year"
Gritting our teeth the residents of our villa headed off for a brisk walk up the
Penon. The path was lethal, wet limestone is well known for its leg breaking
properties and this was no exception. No wonder 'sticky boots' originated in Spain.
To recover from our ordeal a little light relief in the form of a visit to a cafe
highly recommended by some friends was suggested. Six people immediately forced
themselves into a Peugeot 205 and went in search of "The Real Spain". After several
miles on a treacherous mountain road and a depressing "Well, I don't know" at
regular intervals from the eldest member of the party (male) there it was "The
Bernia" where we were introduced to the delights of aioli, olives, local cheeses,
bread and wine. I began to think Spain might have its good points.
The next day, still grey, cold and cloudy, saw us at Sella, "A great crag". I
remain unconvinced. Emerging from the car I heard the unmistakable tones of the
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President mentioning my arrival. My heart sank, now I should have to do something
or at least make a gesture towards doing something. The President was of course
much too busy packing in the routes for much chat, so we made our way through the
perilous ankle deep mud to the left hand end of the crag where awaited routes "that
even you can get up".
Such attempts were thwarted by the huge queue of young British climbers on a
course of instruction in climbing. My thoughts turned to the pistes of the French
Alps and I cursed my stupidity at being coerced into this nonsense. After several
hours of waiting we gave up and headed for the car. "Going already?" floated down
from you know who!
Spirits were raised in the evening as a resident of our villa was the Pinnacle
Club's very own wine appreciator. She spent the evenings filling up glasses time and
time again with the excellent (and cheap) local wine, her smile getting wider with
each glass.
I arrived late at Toix West the next day, having spent the morning touristing at
Gudjerat. Not to be recommended! It was full of ladies in white cardigans and tourist
shops even I wouldn't venture into. There was a brisk sea breeze blowing which
caused me to retreat into the bin bag lining my rucksack to await my team. They
were fighting it out on a route behind a familiar figure who kept complaining about
the freezing cold and shrieking for a tight rope. On completion of her route she
retreated to some cafe she had managed to find, talk about the British being different
abroad! However I supposed some traditions have to be maintained.
Further along the crag was a familiar bouncy, smiling figure who along with her
partner seemed to be having a minor epic on an abseil. By then I had lost interest,
and morale was at an all time low. If competent people like them were having
difficulties with the situation what chance stood I?
"Never mind, we'll get up early in the morning, and do Valencianos on the
Penon" was the decision made by a more cheerful member of the team. The best laid
plans were thwarted by an invasion of rowdies from a villa further up the coast that
evening. Vast quantities of wine disappeared and there was much chat and
jollification. The quartet in question was an unlikely combination of three well
known P.C. members and the ex husband of one of the three. The gathering did not
break up until well after midnight and thoughts of an early start receded from my
brain.
The honeymooners in our team were made of sterner stuff and were off at first
light to be first on the route and get well ahead of the slow team of three that would
be mine. To the fury of everyone there were several parties ahead of us, all recruited
from the ranks of the slow and incompetent school of British climbers. Boulders
showered down from all directions and I did think a helmet might have been useful.
Eventually we were on our way, and dozing quietly on one of the stances I spotted
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my cafe loving friend approaching the crag. "This could be interesting", I thought, as
her partner is not renowned for his patience and good humour in such situations.
True to form after an hour's wait they stomped off, I should have loved to have
heard the conversation!
The route was disappointing if a little unusual, after all, how many times in
one's life does one reach for a hold only to find it is the branch of a cactus plant. Too
many people and too much debris ruined what is essentially a good line BUT the sun
was making an effort, my gloves were off at intervals, not my woolly hat alas. The
odd British leg was spotted that day usually poking out of a pair of really grotty
shorts. When in Spain!!
I was beginning to feel as though I was on a meet, as on via U.P.S.A. in the fine
Mascarat gorge the next day, the trio seen on Toix West snapped at our heels all the
way. Reluctantly I had to admit it was a brilliant day, superb positions and warm
enough to remove my hat, but not my Lifa vest or lined fleece jacket. It was
interesting being in a situation where a dislodged rock would have gone straight
through the wind screen of a car - hardly the wild wastes of Baltistan. Bolts began to
take on a new image in my mind. I was becoming fond of them, much can be done
with them, you see a direct pull, used as footholds, a ladder of slings can be
attached to use as one will, and I must say one did all of these things! Even the crux
of which my smiling bouncy friend was heard to remark "4c my foot" I found easy.
What was happening to me?
1993 began well with an ascent of "Espero Sur Central", a 1200 foot severe on
the Puig Campana. It was a warm sunny day, and the superb positions and brilliant
line had me thinking "..maybe Majorca next October".
The holiday was to have ended with a visit to the well known Vipas restaurant
but once again the P.C. thwarted plans as we were visited that evening by a newly
retired member whose purse strings would not allow the Vipas, so we settled on fish
and chips Calpe style, a fitting end to a very sociable week.
My long suffering brother-in-law wants me to find out where all the P.C. hot
rockers are going next Christmas so that he can go elsewhere. He can go where he
likes. I'm going to Chamonix.
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TRUDY'S FIRST TOUR
Marguerite
She stood on the lawn, which was fresh and green in the spring sunlight, and
tried to contort her legs as Marguerite instructed. "Lift your leg right up high, turn
your foot ninety degrees, and then put it down again." The ski tail dug into the grass,
she got half way round, and retreated. "I can't possibly put my feet in that position,
I'll dislocate my knees." Knowing Trudy's dodgy knees of old after one incident
on Pavey when it took them two hours to limp down - yet wondering how you could
go ski-touring without being able to kick turn, Marguerite tried to maintain an
appearance of casual calm. "Oh well, perhaps it will be different on snow." That
night she phoned Arabella in alarm, but her friend was laconic: "We'll just have to
see what happens when we get there."
The temperature at Bourg St. Maurice at 7.00am was warmer than in London the
previous lunchtime, and there was a strong wind and low cloud. No sign of any
mountains. A perfect excuse for breakfast at the Petit St. Bernard Hotel, a gem
discovered by Arabella on a previous trip, and barely two minutes from the station, even
with a big sack and skis to carry. What a feast: unlimited quantities of bread, croissants,
pain chocolat, doughnuts, fruit, coffee... The inclement weather and wonderful food
made the decision to spend that night at the hotel not too difficult, and next morning
they enjoyed another banquet, as well as secreting some goodies for lunch.
Arabella put her boots on for the hour-long bus ride up to Val DTsere; they were
much better than flimsy pumps for trudging through the pouring rain and soggy
snow to the cheapest hotel in the town, which was of course the furthest away from
the bus stop. She sat on her bed and bent to release the clips, then sat up aghast.
"These aren't my boots!" No sympathy, only shrieks of laughter from her
companions. Last time she had done this was when she picked up her sister-in-law's
boots from the shelf at home, and only discovered when she put them on in some
remote Karakoram village, at the start of a month's trekking through virtually
unknown territory. This time there were convoluted telephone conversations with
hotel staff at Val and Bourg, followed next day by a rendezvous at the bus stop to
make a swap with a somewhat suspicious English teacher.
A brief interlude for Trudy to try skinning for the first time, find out how to use
her avalanche bleeper, and it was almost time to go. The guidebook confidently
wrote of wardened huts, and the trio was looking forward to more good French food,
but as a formality, they checked at the tourist office that their first hut would indeed
be open. "I don't think so" said the girl, apparently surprised at the question, so they
packed an extra couple of loaves and some more cheese, just in case.

31

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

THE PINNACLE CLUB JOURNAL 1990-1993
There was the usual shambles getting off the chairlift, with rucksacks, sticks and
bodies sliding everywhere, then came Trudy's first attempt at off piste skiing.
"Forget the style, just try not to fall over", the others said, helpfully. They made
their way slowly down into a bowl of soft, but light snow, Arabella gliding with the
confidence of two recent piste bashing holidays and several years experience of off
piste skiing with a large sack. Marguerite progressed cautiously and clumsily, her
first skiing for a year, and lacking Arabella's expertise. Trudy developed her own
routine, and soon became familiar with getting up in soft snow, and discovered that
she could indeed do kick turns after all. To everyone's relief, the last section was
uphill, and some kind of control over their actions achieved by all.
The Fond des Fours hut was unwardened, empty, and cold. No gourmet meals,
no wine, and until they at last managed to get the stove going, no heat. Oh well, at
least a chance to lose a bit of weight. They could not work out how to switch the
lights on either, and went to bed early.
"In Austria, ski tracks always go the best way to the summit", pronounced
Marguerite with authority, so next morning they followed the one set of tracks above
the hut. A couple of hours later, after a steep gully, where Trudy learnt about
harscheisen, they reached a col. "Er, this doesn't look quite right", said Marguerite.
Trudy, who knew how to navigate, eventually arrived and identified exactly where
they were. Well, they rationalised, it was only a training day, so it didn't matter that
they were somewhere unexpected. Anyway, it could be a useful recce for another
time. (It was next year Arabella and Marguerite skied down the impossible-looking
col en route for the Cairo hut.)
Back at the Fond des Fours, a party of half a dozen Italians arrived. They knew
how to work the lights, improved the stove's performance, and were the quietest
Italians ever encountered. Unfortunately they didn't offer their food around.
The following day's itinerary included the ascent of a proper mountain with a
name, followed by a descent to the Femma hut. The Italians were going via the north
face, and down to the Femma too. All was going well, the trio was making good
time, and was round on the far, south side of the mountain when the impasse came.
They rounded a corner to find an ice slope stretching way, way across, and a long
way down. Not a feasible proposition for a skier of moderate ability who wanted to
avoid trying out the mountain rescue facilities. A traverse with axe and crampons
was not an attractive option either, with only a 7mm washing line, and no ice screws.
Disappointed, they retreated, and headed down towards the hut, but the sense of
cowardice subsided when one of the Italians, who had also opted for their route,
came to a similar decision, and swished down past them. His companions swooped
by some while later, and lit the stove.
The Femma was in a beautiful situation, in a remote valley surrounded by sunlit,
shapely peaks. Unmoved by the tranquillity and atmosphere, Trudy wanted to press
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on: "We can easily bomb down to the next hut it won't take long", but she was in
the minority. The third consecutive dinner of soup, bread and cheese was bringing a
degree of monotony, not to mention frugality, to the evening rituals, but Trudy
managed to add some variety by tending a particularly nasty blister for one of the
Italians.
Another bright morning, and the men schussed past on their way to the Felix
Faure. Our team had another peak in mind, then a descent to the Plan de Lac hut,
which was bound to be wardened, being the major hut above Termignon. They were
delighted to see tracks coming down from the col, but this was not Austria, and the
phantom helicopter skiers had been in action again. Fine views from their high
point, a great place for a late lunch, but it was the wrong col. The mountain they had
originally planned to do was an embarrassing distance away, in a now inconvenient
direction, and the quickest descent to the hut, although straight down the other side
of the col to which they had laboriously descended, was described in the guide as
"steep only for very experienced alpine ski-mountaineers". Since there was still
lots of daylight to enjoy the wonderful views, and savour the brilliant skiing to the
full, they opted for the safest, and inevitably longest, route to the Plan de Lac.
Late in the afternoon they wearily removed their skis outside an ominously quiet
hut. No warden, and only two other occupants, a couple of lads who had come up
from Termignon on snow shoes, and were apparently exhausted from the effort,
since they went to bed early and never got up again. Now came the ultimate test,
when the self control and moral fibre of the team was tested to the utmost. Lying on
the table, cascading in heaps of vacuum packaging and poly bags was a mountain of
goodies. Cheese, salami, loaves, pasta, you name it, it was there. Marguerite
furtively rustled through the packages in case there was an open one she could raid,
but in vain; all were prepacked, and she didn't have the nerve to slit one open. Still
coveting the pristine packets, they dined that night on soup and muesli.
No food and no more time either. They skinned northwards, lethargically on a
hot, windless morning, up an interminably long valley, on and up, upwards for
miles. "Would you just move over for a photo", Trudy asked, and got a curt reply
from Arabella, who only wanted a drink and a rest. They melted snow for reviving
brews at the Leise hut, then continued slowly up the endless but now widening
valley until a barely discernable rounding took them to flatter, then gently
descending, terrain. Soon there were ski lifts on the skyline above, pistes below, and,
eventually, crowds of people and buses. At Tignes, with an hour in hand before the
bus left for Bourg they looked forward to a drink, and split up to find the bus stop
and a good cafe. Marguerite was idly looking around tor her friends when Trudy
shouted from across the road. "Come on, we've two minutes to get the bus." The
clocks had changed the day before. They leaped onto the bus fantasising about three
course dinners, tarte myrtille and vin rouge.
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ARRAMPICATO CON GLORIA
Angela Soper
Gloria is the Italian climber who organised the Rendezvous Haute Montagne at
Val de Mello in August '92, which many of us remember as one of the best. During
that meet we teamed up for the north east face of the Piz Badile. Instead of the
classic Cassin route the Italians recommended a new direct route called 'Another day
in Paradise', which was equipped with protection bolts and belays all the way up the
face. My first reaction was shock, that climbers should go to such lengths to reduce
the great face to just 'another crag in Switzerland'.
Five of us drove round to Bondo in Switzerland and in the cool of the evening
made our way to the Sasc Fura hut where we had to sleep on the floor. Only the stars
were higher than the Badile, and they were still shining when we set off in the early
morning. It was easy to walk up in trainers; there was no snow at all to cross.
From the col on the north ridge of the Badile, we scrambled down a gully and
across ledges to begin 'Another Day in Paradise' at an obvious break on the north
east face. Some parties had already started and others were preparing to climb so we
had to wait about three quarters of an hour in cheerful international company, people
singing and dancing about. A few went past to the Cassin route. As the sun rose over
the Cengalo and began to warm the rock, the mountain seemed to be in benign mood
and there was no feel of a serious undertaking.
Gloria led the first pitch, given VII-; it was tricky, on quartz veins in the granite,
but with big rings for protection. My continuation was wet, and then the climbing
became more straightforward. All we had to do was advance 50 m, and there would
be two rings for a belay. In between, the rings were far apart and difficult to locate
because the feldspar crystals in the porphyry glinted like the metal. Since the start
was the hardest section, the parties became separated and there was no more
queueing; the other three, Mauricio, Vreni and Cristina, climbing in arrowhead
formation, would sometimes catch the second of us on a stance.
I took the other VII- pitch higher up, an overlap with plenty of holds, strenuous
only by comparison with the slabs. We gained height steadily, facing out on
comfortable stances to the magnificent Bondasca cirque, with the Sciora hut perched
on its moraine in the distance. Spectacular stonefalls kept coming down the gully
between the Badile and the Cengalo and bouncing all the way to the glacier.
Our route was slabby in the second half and fairly sound if we took care not to
dislodge huge plates of weathered granite. The Cassin route and the North Ridge
converged on us from opposite sides, though we couldn't see climbers on them; in
fact after about 15 pitches Gloria and I couldn't see anybody. As so often happens,
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we lost time on the less defined easier
section near the top; nevertheless, after
six hours we were ready to abseil down
the north ridge. I knew parties who took
longer on the abseils than on the climb,
or got into difficulties crossing the Falso
Passo di Bondo. Maybe the hard part
was still to come.
Many people needed to go down
from our route, the Cassin and the North
Ridge itself. Gloria and I joined a queue,
noticing how much colder it was on the
ridge than on the face. Suddenly
everyone stepped back for us to abseil
next. It was a spontaneous 'leapfrog'
operation; they wanted us to go down
the ropes that were already in place and
set up the next abseil. Eventually
Gloria, Angela, Verena and Cristina after climbing abseiling gave way to scrambling and in
"Another day in Paradise" (in background).
less than three hours everyone was back
Photo: Mauricio.
on the col. We had the wrong ropes, but
our own soon arrived, and we were back at the refuge by only five o'clock.
It was a memorable day, justifying the name of
the route, though very different from a lone
mountain experience. I always expected that the
big face of the Badile would be a major adventure
but persons unknown to me created this bolted
line. Having climbed 'Another Day in Paradise' I am
still wondering did they add something, or take it
away?
Summer '93 found Gloria and me in the
Dolomites, with the weather in a completely
different mood. We hoped to snatch the Comici
route on the north face of the Cima Grande di
Lavaredo before the forecast rains arrived. A bivvy
on the car park was conducive to an early start, and
we set foot on the face at 7.30; it looked fairly dry.
1
The rock was marble, wetter than we thought;
the steep first half of the route felt like climbing up
Gloria on Micheluzzi Traverse,
Julv 1993
tombstones. I intended to climb it all free but was
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soon cold enough to pull on a peg in the interest of getting as far as possible before
the rain. There were other parties of various nationalities, none of them leading
through. We managed the strenuous first half of the route effectively and arrived at
the upper diedres for an unpleasant surprise - they were streaming with water.
There was no alternative to climbing through it at least we didn't notice the
inevitable rain so much, though the hail found its way down our necks and the ropes
became heavier until they saturated. Near the top I belayed in a dripping cave while
Gloria disappeared along an exposed leftward traverse. Earlier, when it was just
cold, I had been thinking 'Why aren't we on a south face?'; now it was 'there's a lot
to be said for sport climbing'! The easier part of the Comici took just as long as the
first half on this occasion.
We found our way off the mountain by trial and error, casting around through the
clag for caims and waymarks. As we emerged from the cloud we were surprised to
meet Norah, who had climbed the Spigolo Giallo, knowing that the Comici was not
in condition.
Unexpectedly the weather became good. We moved to Sella, climbed Fata
Morgana on the north face of the second tower, had a day sport climbing on the Val
Gardena side of the Sella Pass, and enjoyed the classic Micheluzzi route on the south
face of the Pic Ciavazes in hot sunshine, which Gloria described as 'a stroll'. A visit
to Arco completed the week; it was almost too hot to climb, but we did. Gloria
hadn't enough holiday left for a big route on the Marmolada, so we'll have to go for
that next year.
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BY KLEPPER IN THE CHARLOTTES
Anne Wheatcroft
Before Robert and I left for British Columbia we were concerned that the Queen
Charlotte Islands would be rather crowded. We need not have worried. In 13 days
paddling we saw two other parties 4 kayaks in total. Our only contact with the
outside word was through the watchmen at two old Haida villages - Indians installed
there to ensure visiting boats did no further damage to their heritage.
We flew from Gatwick to Vancouver and on to the Charlottes' airport at the aptly
named Sandspit. Our guidebook suggested the normal means of approach to the
Haida Gwaii islands was to launch "from the end of the runway" and paddle down a
rather exposed section of the coast to reach the shelter provided by a group of large
islands. This we did learning later than most people start from the much more
sheltered Moresby Camp some 20 logging road miles from Sandspit. Others flew
even further to the southern tip of the group. It was little wonder we saw so few
boats the commercial parties were 50 miles further south. However we had the
prospect of reversing the exposed section a much cheaper but more stressful end to
the trip.
We were paddling our Klepper - a collapsible boat with wooden frame and outer
skin which we flew to Sandspit within the North American baggage allowance of
two pieces of luggage - two parcels for the boat and two rucksacks for camping gear,
spare clothes and some basic foods we were unlikely to find in Sandspit. The split
paddles, including a spare, went as hand luggage.
The first night we camped just outside the airport perimeter, on the edge of the
beach. The next morning we made a quick tour of Sandspit for food and fuel and
permission to visit the Haida villages (there was not much to see). Half an hour
putting the boat together and another hour packing it and we were away to catch
the midday high tide over the large spits that ran out from the headland. Boat
packing and unpacking became an important part of the day. Even partly loaded the
boat was too heavy for us to carry and the skin too fragile to pull over the beach. It
had to be packed and unpacked at the water's edge finely judging the state of the
tide. On one or two occasions we had to unpack in the sea before we could carry the
empty boat over boulders. Before the trip we recognised that handling a full boat
would be a major problem our previous experience of paddling a loaded Klepper
was in Greenland where there was always a team of six to lift the boats clear. It
proved as difficult as we expected - particularly as we moved on each day.
The books warn visitors to the Charlottes to take their rain-gear. We hardly used
ours until the last evening! The only moisture was from a few short showers and one
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day of drizzle and we had several days of clear blue skies. Most mornings started
calm but usually by mid-morning a force 3-4 strong breeze was blowing, from a
range of different directions. In all but the more sheltered sections this set up quite a
chop not a place for beginners but usually good fun for the well behaved Klepper.
The one exception was a headland on the exposed passage back when the paddling
was rather too interesting for comfort.
We got into a regular routine getting up soon after dawn (about 6.30) to
breakfast and pack the boat in the calm. Away before 9.00 am (but not much - it took
at least two hours depending on the length of carry to the water's edge) and paddling
through to 4 or 5 o'clock depending on sites, and the weather. Camp sites were not
always easy to find and even our usual coffee stops were sometimes spaced at rather
more than the standard one and a half hour intervals because of a lack of suitable
beaches. We began by avoiding camp sites near streams because of the possibility of
a visit from bears but it soon became clear that some of the best and most used sites
were by running water. We did take the precaution of hoisting our food into a
suitable tree each night it was supposed to be 18 ft clear of the ground but we
managed barely 12 ft - and cooked on the beach or under a separate flysheet brought
specially for the purpose. With good weather this was not a hardship.
Moresby Island the major island in the southern half of the Charlottes has a
mountain backbone about 1000 metres high most of which is clothed in dark forests
of massive trees, in particular high cedars which were used by the Haida for the
totem poles, canoes etc. Wherever settlements have been abandoned they soon return
to the forest and logged areas are re-covered in thirty to forty years. Logging is no
longer permitted in South Moresby but just south of Sandspit there were unsightly
areas of clear fell.
The Charlottes are renowned for their wildlife and we spent a considerable time
both afloat and in camp watching the birds. The most spectacular were the bald
eagles hardly ever out of sight; large numbers of Great Northern divers; a range of
auks and very noisy belted kingfishers. We were often accompanied by seals, visited
one sea-lion colony and saw the occasional otter but unfortunately no whales. One
high spot of the trip was the view from a safe distance of a black bear. We had
just finished our coffee stop when the bear appeared on the beach about 350 yards
away. It appeared totally unaware of us eating seaweed. We quietly relaunched and
paddled rather closer to get a better view. However it was not long before we were
spotted and the bear disappeared back into the woods.
The islands of South Moresby form the Haida Gwaii, the homeland of the
warlike Haida tribes, renowned for their totem poles and other carvings. The Haida
were nearly wiped out by smallpox in the late 19th century and most of the villages
were abandoned. Most of their totem poles were removed and the woods took over
again as the long houses collapsed and mortuary poles toppled over. Only in the last
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10-20 years have the traditions been re-established and care is taken to preserve what
is left. Each old village now has resident watchmen for the summer months. It is a
lonely life and the two watchmen we visited took great trouble to give us a tour of
the remains and explained their culture.
The Haida undoubtedly contributed to the success of our holiday. So did the
weather. In bad conditions a solo boat could have been rather restricted or rather
pushed. There was no way to walk out and it would have been difficult to attract
attention if anything had gone wrong. In retrospect we should have taken a marine
frequency radio - but we lived to tell the tale and encourage other British paddlers to
the Queen Charlotte islands.

MORESBY ISLAND

Moresby Island - North
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IT IS BETTER TO TRAVEL HOPEFULLY...
Sally Macintyre
In her article on trekking in the last PC journal Annabelle Barker mentioned
travelling, but what she didn't fully explain is that it is in the journeys to and from
the mountains that the true adventure of these trips to far away places lies. If
adventure is defined as embarking on an enterprise the outcome of which is in doubt,
then the travelling is often the most adventurous component of a trekking trip. The
really important questions are not; Will this slope avalanche? Will this buttress go?
or even, Has she got a decent belay? but; Where does the bus go from? How is it
humanly possible to buy an Indian railway ticket? and How do we get food / drink /
a loo stop on this journey?

You win some..
Annabelle declared she never wanted to travel by bus on the Karakorum highway
again, so when the nice lady at PIA in Cardiff (no, I don't know why there's a
Pakistan International Airways office in Cardiff) told me in 1990 that there were no
seats left on the flight from Islamabad to Skardu around the time we wanted to travel
I was pretty downcast. She said "of course, you could always travel first class", at
which I laughed hollowly, thinking of our public sector salaries, but she then
revealed one of the best kept secrets of Pakistani travel; first class seats on this route
only cost £5 more than economy seats, and are more likely to be available. Thus it
was that four PC members experienced what must be one of the most stunning
journeys in the world, skimming so close to the mountains that it felt like being in a
chair lift, while being cossetted beyond the wildest dreams of package tourists.
Everything about it was wonderful and breathtaking, all the more so because of the
contrast with the urban squalor of Rawalpindi and the style of life to which most
trekkers are accustomed. We had, for example, trailed into the airport (literally) a
leaking pot of yoghurt "in case we don't get any breakfast", only to be served hot
croissants and freshly made omelettes as we flew round Nanga Parbat. The fact that
it's always uncertain until the last moment whether the plane will actually take off
for Skardu made that 20 minute journey even more magical.
You lose some....
In 1993 we thought we'd cracked it. Definitely hire a private vehicle to take the
six of us North from Delhi to Manali; no messing, hire something through the Indian
Government tourist office at Delhi Airport, it might cost more but heck, it's worth it,
it's more reliable and less hassle than the public bus system. All arranged in
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advance, paid for up front, ten hour journey, two drivers, collected and delivered
door to door, take a few bars, fruit and bottled drinks for the journey, arrive there
fresh and rested; how nice to be so grown up, so organised, and able to afford life's
little luxuries.
It didn't dawn on us for about 20 hours that neither driver could read (Hindi or
English), nor did they know the way to Manali. We set out from Delhi at 8 am on
Monday, and although we noticed after a while that we didn't seem to be following
the most obvious route on our tourist map, and that the drivers kept asking passersby about the way to Simla (which was not on the route), we didn't worry too much
and settled down to enjoy the interesting sights, sounds and smells of an Indian
journey. It's true that there wasn't much room for the six of us, three facing three in
the back of the vehicle so that we had
to synchronise knees, but it all
seemed good fun and we had an
excellent lunch at a roadside chai
house and congratulated ourselves on
our private hire when we saw how
crowded the public bus was. As we
wound up into the wet and misty
foothills of the Himalaya in a vehicle
without windscreen wipers, stopping
at every crossroads to ask the way,
we began to realise that we weren't
going to make it to Manali that night
but nevertheless remained cheerful
even when the drivers stopped to eat
at 1 am. It was when they stopped at
3 am and both fell asleep in the front
of the van that the sense of existential
angst descended with a vengeance. It
Near Hushe, Pakistan.
was dark, there were mosquitoes, we
Photo: Margaret Clennett
didn't have much water left, we
couldn't communicate with the drivers, there wasn't room to stretch out and go to
sleep, if we put a tent up or bivvied outside they might drive off and leave us, and no
one knew where we were. All we could do was try to reach some state of suspended
animation and wait to see what would happen next. Annabelle and Margaret curled
up on top of the rucsacs in the back, Sally Clark lay on the floor, and I think Steph
and Sue tried to sleep sitting up. I started off with my feet sticking out the window
for some reason which seemed sensible at the time, but drew them back in when they
got too numb for me to feel the mosquitoes biting.
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Much of the rest of the journey was a bit of a blur. We started again at around 6
or 6.30 am and finally reached Manali at 2 pm on Tuesday, not having eaten since
the evening before, and having stopped for only 3-4 hours out of the 30 hour
journey. About the only good thing we could subsequently think to say about the
journey was that none of us developed Delhi belly until we got to Manali. Imagine a
30 hour journey punctuated with urgent requests for stops... doesn't bear thinking
about.

And some you declare a draw....
There are a lot more journeys in this category than in either of the above; most
journeys on trekking trips are probably a mixture of pleasure and pain, the latter
helping one to appreciate the former.
On the same 1993 Indian trip the road north of Manali had been blocked by a
landslip caused by the recent heavy rain (we had chosen to go to this area because it
didn't get the monsoon, but this year it did), but we were able to hire a bus the other
side of the landslip so that by walking round it we could skip the long queue of
lorries and buses. Around an hour out of Manali, as we were starting the steep climb
towards the Rothang pass, there were difficulties with the bus, and we and half our
porters were left at a chai house while the bus, the other half of the porters and our
luggage went back to see if they could pick up another one. Indian chai houses are
nice places at which to stop, but it did rain constantly for the next four hours until
they reappeared with another bus, and we occasionally speculated about whether
they would be able to find a replacement when the entire valley's transport system
was at a complete standstill and our needs didn't seem of high priority. Because of
this delay we didn't arrive at the road end until midnight (not having eaten and being
by then extremely ratty, but that's another story).
Despite this delay I have many happy memories of this journey; the scenery
changing from the orchards and greenery of the Manali valley to the bleakness of the
Rothang pass, the hot chocolate we were unexpectedly offered at the transport cafe
near the top of the pass, the French couple to whom we gave a lift, and, above all,
the porters passing round the ganga and singing on the bus. There's something
extraordinarily cheering about rushing through the dark night surrounded by a dozen
or so porters, who are enthusiastic about the journey and the prospect of the trip to
the mountains, happily singing at full volume. That, and the honesty and care they
showed towards us during not only that day but also the rest of the trip, made the
discomforts soon fade. The subsequent news that another European party had taken
five days to do the same trip and hence were unable to complete their planned route
in the mountains made us realise how little we had to complain of and how fortunate
we had been in our journey.
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THE ADVENTURES OF BUFFALO BILL
AND THE ARMPIT
Hoppity Rabbit
Once upon a time there were four merry Pinnaclers. They were merry because
they'd consumed varying quantities of "elderberry wine" at the club dinner the night
before. Actually, if truth be told, they were all feeling a little the worse for wear - but
the sun was shining and what better cure than a good stiff rock climb? Buffalo Bill
took charge "Let's go to Tree-mud-rock, there's some good routes on the Crag of
the Armpit I'd like to have a go at". Buffalo Bill was feeling exceptionally frisky
today. She'd been popping pills with her alcohol and it seemed to have pepped her
up. "All right" said Hoppity Rabbit, "I'll give it a try". "We'll come too" said Pooh
Bear and Tigger. So the decision was made, but even so there was much
procrastination before the team finally left the hut. There were so many things to do rucksacks to pack; lunches to make; Pooh decided the floor needed sweeping; Tigger
collected up the rubbish; Buffalo Bill even volunteered to empty the toilet - she must
have been on a high!
Eventually the team could find no more jobs to do and so they set off on the first
leg of their expedition down to Eric's Cafe to work out the fine details of the plan
for the day (what was left of it!). Various suggestions were made some more sane
than others, but Buffalo Bill stuck to her guns and they headed off for the Armpit.
(The Welsh have a very odd imagination when it comes to naming crags. Take
another example Dinas Mot the Fortress of the Giant Mot?!) Buffalo Bill had
visited the Armpit before, so she led the motley crew on the best path to avoid the
boulders and brambles obstacles which Hoppity had stumbled through before and
vowed to avoid in future. The tactics appeared to be to head gradually upwards, but
always away from the crag and then to sneak up on it and catch it by surprise.
Presumably Buffalo Bill was following her hunting instincts. After some time of
this, with the crag seeming to get further and further away, Tigger and Hoppity
decided they would risk the hazards and do some boulder hopping straight for the
crag. So off bounced Tigger with Hoppity close behind. Some time later Buffalo Bill
and Pooh Bear arrived, feeling rather warm after their extended trek. Buffalo Bill
was uncomfortably hot in her pile, even with full ventilation and was wishing she'd
brought a T-shirt. It really was unseasonably warm for January!
The final decision couldn't be delayed any longer who was going to climb
what? The jolly foursome decided it would be convivial to climb adjacent routes
which shared stances. "Touch and Go" was Buffalo Bill's preferred route, so she and
Hoppity decided to do that while Tigger and Pooh went for "Avalon", another VS
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just to its left. Buffalo Bill had climbed "Touch and Go" before and kept describing
it with such adjectives as "interesting" and "nice", accompanied by a wicked grin!
She also described a high mantleshelf on the second pitch which wasn't suited to
those of short stature, so Hoppity Rabbit decided that she'd better lead the first pitch
because she was considerably shorter than Bill, leaving her to tackle the mantleshelf.
Hoppity was the first to set off, up into the V-chimney of "Touch and Go". She
must have been carried away by the occasion because she hadn't done any rockclimbing since the autumn and this was going to be quite hard for her. Besides she
didn't like chimneys anyway! Up she hopped, through the brambles and tried to get
off the ground into the bottom of the corner. This wasn't easy as the corner crack
was wet and there didn't seem to be anything to stand on! But eventually she got off
the ground, got a runner in the corner and started to move up. Things were going all
right until there was a sudden scarcity of runners, no good holds in sight and a
frightening step across the corner onto the opposite arete. The combination was too
much Hoppity's ears went up and she scuttled back down.
Meanwhile, Pooh Bear had been waiting for Hoppity to get started so that she
could go up her route which followed a diagonal break leftwards from the corner.
Unfortunately, being at a slightly easier angle and with largish holds, this crack was
full of vegetation most of it prickly! Pooh approached it rather cautiously and
bravely fought her way through the first gorse bush; however she soon forgot the
scratches covering her arms as she became somewhat gripped on the upper part of
the crack, unable to move. She shouted down to Hoppity "How are you doing?"
"Oh, I'm fine" replied Hoppity she was back on the ground having failed on her
second attempt and was now belaying Buffalo Bill who was making the climbing
look irritatingly easy. Up the corner she went, bridged across, swung across under
the overhang and hand traversed along the ledge to end up on top of Pooh Bear
who was still stuck! Hesitating only momentarily, she swarmed up over Pooh and
beached herself in true whale fashion onto the belay ledge.
Now Pooh was encouraged into action with shouts of "Go for it " from Tigger
down below, so she did another beached whale! Then it was Hoppity's turn to
climb again. Being on the "blunt" end of the rope made things seem a bit easier, but
she was still huffing and puffing by the time she scampered along the hand traverse
(it's probably easier as a toe traverse by the way) and beached herself on the ledge.
That just left Tigger to bounce nonchalantly up and join them.
While Tigger went off left to inspect the thin steep crack which was her next
pitch, Hoppity was persuaded (against her better judgement) to have a go at leading
the top pitch of "Touch and Go". Although the mantleshelf ledge was clearly well
out of reach, she tried womanfully to somehow levitate up to it; but even with a step
up on Buffalo Bill's leg, she couldn't get her fingers to it. Being January, Hoppity
was more attuned to winter climbing and was wishing she had her axes with her! She
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could hook one over the lip of the ledge, pull up and torque the other one in the
crack in the corner above and she'd soon be up. As it was she went down and right
around the arete to find an alternative way. Initially it looked quite promising but
there was no protection and then the handholds became less positive, so Hoppity put
up her ears again and retreated.
Meanwhile over on "Avalon", Tigger was having trouble. She normally bounces
up extremes - so what was wrong? The usual answer - no runners and no holds. "I've
climbed easier 5bs" grumbled Tigger. "There is no way this is 4c! I think I'll have a
look at the other crack over here". So she backed off and tried the easier option.
Buffalo Bill then took over the lead from Hoppity and without even a glance at the
mantleshelf, went down and round and up the wall to the top - well, she had done it
before! Tigger and Pooh had completed their route and were setting up the ropes to
abseil down - trying not to get in Hoppity's way who, once she got going, found it
to be a very pleasant (though steep) pitch.
Soon, all were safely back on terra firma at the bottom of the crag, the ropes were
retrieved and all could relax and share some much needed food and drink. It had
been a day full of fun and memorable events - the most enduring of which has to be
the way Buffalo Bill scuttled across the hand traverse, climbed over Pooh and
beached herself onto the ledge, to be followed by a rapid succession of beached
whales. Just picture it for yourself (or were you there?)!
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ROCK CLIMBING IN THE DAUPHINE
Stella Adams
Whilst Chamonix suffers poor weather there are many very attractive mountain
areas in Europe which bask in uninterrupted sunshine ('though I have to admit that
this does not come with a guarantee'). This year, armed with a relatively new rock
climbing guidet- We visited the Dauphine ...west of Briancon.
A quick perusal of the guide indicated many multi-pitch routes, some in excess
of 15 pitches, on excellent granite. It seemed a good venue for a mixed team of hard
and soft climbers.
For the first week we camped at La Berarde, a convenient base although not a
particularly attractive campsite. In fact when we arrived, I was appalled by the
number of people packed on to the space available. However, it turned out to be a
reasonably quiet campsite and the hot water did not run out.
The guide had a unique star rating system: * indicated a fully bolted route, **
routes required a small rack of gear, *** or **** indicated little or no in situ
protection. These were usually old fashioned routes, some of which, I have to say,
looked very chossy and followed lines of vegetated weakness. We confined
ourselves to * and ** routes.
Most of the routes we did were modern routes, on granite slabs and walls.
Without bolts they would have been almost unprotectable. The length varied from
five to seventeen pitches and the approaches were between forty-five minutes and
two hours. It suited us admirably.
La Berarde, being at almost 7,000 feet, was chilly in the evening and whilst we
were there, very windy during the day. Woollies and windproofs were necessary for
climbing in the shade. We usually carried a sack, but left our trainers at the bottom
of the routes as most crags were equipped with abseil chains and / or mailons.
For the second week we moved to Ailefroide where the camping, being lower
and sheltered by the trees, was generally more pleasant. We did some splendid
routes on the granite but we also were able to climb on some excellent mountain
limestone.
For variety from the slabby routes we had been doing, Nikki and I did a steeper
route which followed cracks and corners for 500m, an excellent route called
Nocturn. It was well named: we were still on the abseil descent at 11.30 at night,
much to the consternation of the men folk, who felt obliged to curtail their rounds of
beer and wine, to check that we were not in dire trouble. We weren't, and soon we
were all able to resume the partying.
With valley crags around Briancon and many more routes described around the
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Massif Des Cerces and the Tenailles de Montbrison, both of which we visited briefly
as well as more routes on the higher mountains, this area is well worth a second
visit.
On this holiday we took nothing heavier than a pair of trainers, but an ice axe
would give access to other routes. As it was we climbed every day for three weeks
and did an average of ten pitches a day. There is plenty to keep a middle grade
climber occupied and with odd sorties on to limestone there is variety. I'll be back
again soon ..... in the meantime does anyone know anything about the Vercors?
t L'Oisans Nouveau est Arrive by Jean-Michael Cambon. 1991, Vertical.

WILD PLACES

Walking
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THE TALE OF THE MIDDLE-AGED MARINERS
Mary (Stormy) Waters
Climbing gets a bit boring after a while. All you do is go up and down the same
old rock face over and over again, and keep putting in gear and then taking it out
again, and frightening yourself and getting achey arms and hurty feet, so Marlene
and I thought we'd liven up a day's boring old climbing at Diabeg by canoeing back
to the campsite at Shieldaig.
Marlene has been canoeing for a hundred years and I've been on a one and a half
hour course in a swimming pool, so we're both real experts. We did some further
training for the trip during the week by paddling out into the middle of Loch
Shieldaig for half an hour, where we tested the wind conditions, decided there
wasn't any wind; tested the force of the tide by sitting in middle of the loch for half
an hour gossiping (Annabelle would have been proud of us); decided the tide wasn't
very strong; came to the conclusion that we were a competent enough team to tackle
anything, and therefore we reckoned it would be a piece of cake canoeing from
Diabeg to Shieldaig. It was only five miles, and Loch Torridon is only a little bigger
than Loch Shieldaig.
We drove round to Diabeg with Mike and Geoff (who had given no indication
that they thought we were mad), and the climbing gear and canoes, did a couple of
routes with the boys and set off according to plan at 3 o'clock. The boys asked us
what time we expected to be back in Shieldaig, and we worked out that it was only
five miles and you can walk that in two hours and we must be able to canoe faster
than we can walk so we should be back in time to cook tea for our husbands like
good wives do, and we told them we'd have their tea ready about 6 o'clock.
How wrong can you be?
All went well for the first five metres of the five miles, but Marlene and I soon
began to think that it might be hard work. But we're made of tough (or daft) stuff, us
Pinnies, and we paddled our canoes determinedly across the first bay, and waved bye
bye to the boys who were enjoying a nice peaceful climb in the sunshine, and who, we
found later, were impressed by our determination, but not at all convinced that we
would make the journey back to Shieldaig at all, let alone in time to cook their tea.
And the stormy seas did roar,
And the raging winds did blow,
And we jolly Pinny girls were paddling along,
And not getting anywhere at all.
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Forty foot waves, sharks six foot long with fins two foot high, woman-eating
jellyfish with tentacles twenty foot long, the tide going out at a rate of twenty knots,
and with a headwind of sixty miles an hour.
It was hell out there.
I won't go into graphic details of what happened in the next two hours as most of
it would be unprintable, but to cut a long story short we eventually saw sense and
decided to abandon our canoes on a safe looking headland, hike a mile or so along
the cliff tops, head for the road and hitch a lift back to the campsite, where we would
call upon the services of the Pinnacle Club Rescue Team once again. We like to use
them regularly as it makes them feel wanted.
We strode along the cliff tops in our wet suits looking like something out of an
Ursula Andress film, but that something wasn't Ursula Andress, which is a pity as
we probably would have had more luck with our hitching if we had looked like her.
The first motorists to pass totally ignored us, one of them being husband number one
who said he didn't see us (they tell you all sorts these husbands) and as we knew
husband number two wouldn't be far behind and we didn't want to miss the chance
of a lift back to the campsite, Marlene lay down in the road to make sure he saw us.
He did, and we got safely back to the campsite, totally in disgrace, partly because we
had made a total mess of the expedition and had left the canoes in a remote spot
which somebody would have to go and rescue, but mainly because we hadn't got the
tea ready as promised.
The moral of this story is:don't set out to sea without a skeg (if I'd known what one of them was I'd
have taken one with me),
never go anywhere without the Pinnacle Club Rescue Team being close at
hand,
don't go on any of Marlene and Mary's adventures,
stick to climbing.
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MICE, MEGAPHONES AND MUSCLES
(HALF DOME THE SLOW WAY)
Hilary Lawremon
Whoever coined the phrase 'America, the land of the free' had obviously never
tried to camp in Yosemite Valley. In the high season you can only stay on a campsite
for five days; from mid-September you can stay as long as you like, but the strict
rules on occupancy levels, displaying of tickets, digging of trenches in rainstorms,
still apply. Jim and I had hitched a lift down from Tuolomne Meadows in an ancient,
brakeless Dormobile van and by the time we had spent an hour changing all the
wheels we arrived at Sunnyside, the cheap walk-in campsite, too late to get a space.
Fortunately there were a few vacancies on some of the posh drive-in campgrounds,
so we spent the night (still with the Dormobile owner) on the Upper Pines
Campground. What they did not tell us at the booking office was that the Park had
run out of money when they were installing the bear-proof storage boxes and Upper
Pines was the only site in the Valley without them, which left us a bit vulnerable
when the Dormobile left the following day. "Simple", said the Park Ranger, "Use the
Counterbalance Method" the traditional method of hoisting your food bag up into
the trees. Except there were no branches within twenty feet of the ground, so he
arranged for us to move to another site. The only problem with that site was that we
could only stay one night and as we were planning to set off to climb the North-West
face of Half Dome that afternoon we would be left with nowhere to leave our tent.
We skidaddled off to Sunnyside in time to grab the last two spots and even managed
to sell the other places to some people who came to Sunnyside after us.
We now needed to get packed up for the big wall so I went off for provisions and
Wilderness Permits, leaving Jim and our friend Tony to pack gear. It is considered
'de rigueur' to take a few cans of Budweiser for the bivouacs, but it was so hot when
I got back to camp that we had drunk them all by 3 o'clock, so we went to buy some
more and decided to set off the following morning instead.
Our group of four (joined by another Englishman, John) set off early next
morning to walk round the back of Half Dome, laden with climbing gear, gallons of
water, tons of food, sleeping bags and lightweight waterproofs. We arrived much
later at the foot of the incredible north-west face to find people climbing, people
waiting and the local rescue team commandeering any spare rock and ropes to reach
an injured climber six pitches up. They set up a static abseil rope ready to bring him
down, then decided the wind had dropped enough to winch him off by helicopter
after all. He let out a bloodcurdling scream as he swooped out into space suspended
on the cable hundreds of feet below the chopper, but the next minute he was waving
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at us from his spider s thread. The team leader's radio crackled, announcing the
helicopter's arrival at the Valley's clinic. "You never guess? He's asking to do that
ride again!" By now time was against us, so we decided to 'fix' a couple of pitches
then come back down to the ground to sleep. In the dark of the night we heard a
scuffling. "Don't move, don't anyone move", shouted one of the rescue team. "Get
off me, you ****!" It was a skunk crawling over his head to investigate the team's
ration packs; we let it eat as many biscuits as it wanted.
As we set off next
morning Tony and John
unwisely offered to 'drop the
ab. gear down' to the rescue
team; it cost them the route,
as hundreds of feet of rope
and bags of more rope and
gear take some dropping. Jim
and I, meanwhile, went on
ahead
up the perfect
layback crack ("Just like
Right Unconquerable on
North West face of Half Dome
Stanage", shouted a gleeful
Jim), past the easy corner where the other climber had fallen (he had only been
climbing 6 months) and on to the pendulums. I am glad we have not got a telephoto
lens; those pendulums were massive and so was my scowl as I did my Roadrunner
imitation to get across to Jim. By late afternoon, after 11 pitches, we reached a ledge
where we decided to stop early for the night as the chimneys above were occupied
by a Korean pair and we did not think we would reach the next bivouac site. Besides
there was a cabaret to watch; the rangers had set up a megaphone-and-a-half on the
far side of the valley and were attempting to direct Tony and John in their efforts to
drop the bags down through the bushes and ledge systems on the face. "English
Climbers", they boomed, "Raise both arms if you can hear us, one arm if you can't".
Tony and John waved merrily. After an hour or two of the Yosemite version of the
Golden Shot ("left a bit, up a bit") Tony and John called across that they were
retreating and abseiled off, guiding the sacks as they went. A mountain is always a
special place to spend the night and Half Dome was no exception; as we cracked our
tubes of 'Bud' we could hear people who had walked up the rounded side of the
dome to the summit calling down to us, "See you in the morning"; "They don't
realise how slow we are", we thought, "It'll be at least midday before we 'top out'".
We spent the night listening to the scuffling of the friendly neighbourhood mice,
who amazingly live in the fissures behind the exfoliating rock. In my paranoia I
expected daylight to reveal useless tatters of nibbled ropes.
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Dawn arrived; fine weather, mist in the valley, the shadow of our mountain bold
on the opposite side of the valley, our ropes unnibbled; we poked our noses out into
the cold air. A sickening, throbbing noise as something fell past us. "Rockfall!", I
shouted as we looked around in panic then spotted two parapentes opening below
us and gliding smoothly to the valley, quickly bundled up before the rangers
appeared. So that's what they meant about seeing us in the morning!
The climbing was really hard work (with our tons of gear, gallons of water, etc,
etc). Although I did some leading I spent most of the route developing my jumaring
technique, not to mention my biceps, 'jugging 7 up the rope weighed down by a far
too heavy sack. It become obvious we did not need all the water we were carrying;
you do not work up such a thirst on a cold north face. We lunched on 'Big Sandy',
where speedier climbers bivouac at the end of day one, and plodded on to the
Zigzags, the aid pitches which had proved so difficult to free climb on the first 'free'
ascent. "C-R-A-C-K!" "What
the ...?" Only about a hundred
feet away from us further
across the face a colossal
pillar of rock jumped away
from the mountain and
exploded down the face and
across the path which
provides a more direct way
up to the foot of the routes. I
gibbered in my boots and
waited in vain for a helicopter
The zigzags on day two
to appear. Early in the
morning we had witnessed a great rockfall about half a mile away, which had filled
the Valley with a cloud of dust and prompted the rangers to appear again with their
megaphones and shut off the roads below. "Surely they will not allow us to carry on
climbing", I whimpered to Jim.
We carried on climbing and climbing and climbing. The Zigzags lead up to
the "Thank God Ledge", so called because you realise when you get there that the
route does not go straight up the steep part of the face to the 'Diving Board', but
traverses off to easier ground. We reached the ledge just before dark, but you can
hardly stand on it, let alone bivi on it and in the gloom we could not tell if we were
heading into more trouble, so we left the ropes in place and abseiled down to a small
coffin-like hole, about 6 feet deep, where we spent the night.
It was an amusing, if sleepless night. I could just about sit in the bottom of the
hole with my feet poking through into the innards of the mountain; Jim sat in the
entrance with his feet in his rucksack for support. We passed the time by rationing
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out our food in minute, but regular portions - a 'skill' we had learnt in a snowbound
tent in Corsica. Luckily for us, with our lightweight waterproofs and down sleeping
bags, it did not rain or snow that night. Occasionally we both stood in the hole in a
tight clinch, eating peanuts and giggling madly. We later learnt that Royal Robbins
and his three companions had spent the night in the self-same hole on the first
ascent.
Morning came at last and with my fledging Popeye muscles and finely honed
jumaring technique I soon warmed up regaining our high point, then tottered off
across the Thank God Ledge. I thought we were supposed to be on easy ground, but
we still found a pitch that had to be aided on wires hooked over boltheads. At long
last, after two and a half snail days and twenty four pitches, we 'topped out' and sat
satisfied on the summit, soaking in the awe and admiration of the 'ordinary' folk
who had walked up. Then off down the steep descent over the back of the Dome, our
sore, tired hands barely able to grip the cables, back to our stash of Budweiser and
cake, unmolested by squirrels and at last the long walk back to the Valley. The worst
thing about taking so long over the route was that we had missed the Sunday
morning "eat as much as you can" breakfast at the Ahwahnee Lodge; Tony had
been, though, and we found him bulging at the seams back at Sunnyside. The next
day there was snow on Half Dome.

LOOKING FOR
A BOOK
_OR MAP ?_

Then please send for a copy of our unique 24
page stocklist which contains over 3000 new
books and maps for outdoor recreation/sport
and travel, selected from publishers world-wide.
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M°ntfort
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Gwen M offat
Keeping one eye open for rattlesnakes I scrambled to the top of Thimble Peak
and looked down on Titanothere Canyon where a smudge of green marked Lost Man
Spring. Bad weather was coming in from the ocean and in the flat light the salt pans
lay without shadows on the floor of Death Valley. Mindful of flash floods I turned to
consider my line of descent down Titus Canyon but no line was visible. Titus runs
through the Grapevine Range like an earthquake fissure and it's so narrow that even
when you know it's there you can drive past its mouth and still miss it. Yet, at its
deepest, the walls are over a thousand feet high but friable. There's nothing here
for climbers.
There is a track in the bottom, squeezed between the walls, and this is the most
exciting way into Death Valley. It follows the dry water-course and it's so rough and
steep that it's one-way traffic downwards, and even then you'd be mad to try it
without four-wheel-drive.
The approach is interesting too. From Realty, Nevada - a wide place in the road
a couple of ruts take off through the sage of the Amargosa Desert. After eight miles
a low saddle marks the start of high ground, then there's a dip and a long pull to a
pass, which is the place from where I popped up Thimble to get my bearings. I was
looking for the location for a book and in the early stages I like to get high: to work
out the construction of the country , possibly even to get the glimpse of a plot which,
if I'm in the right place, will grow from the land and evolve at its own momentum.
Titus Canyon starts with a slit of a portal where the walls are a thousand feet
high. Lower down is a spring and a thicket of canes that rustle if there's a breeze.
There are Indian petroglyphs on the rock and, below the spring, narrows where the
strata have been compressed and folded in fantastic convolutions. On the bends flash
floods have scooped long caves at ground level. Here the bed of the canyon is in
deep shade but, far above, the sun highlights spiky clumps of vegetation and yucca
stems like fallen trees. All scale is lost.
The first time I came this way I stopped in the deepest part and climbed down.
The silence was profound. I took a few steps away from the Jeep and halted,
appalled by the sound of my own footsteps in the gravel. I took pictures warily, not
wanting to disturb whatever was there to be disturbed. I went back to the Jeep and
crept stealthily down this rift where I felt I had no right to be. The gravel gave way
to dust and the tyres whispered as I headed towards the light: sunshine high on the
walls of a side gully, a bush silhouetted against the sky and a clash of grasshoppers
as the Jeep emerged on a long slope above the shimmering valley.
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In this part of California the mountains stand untracked above the deserts and
from their summits the view is of a country where perhaps no one has ever been
except Indians, or the odd miner who could be down there still. Not long ago the
wind shifted sand to expose a skeleton with a scrap of cotton caught in the rib cage.
In another place I came on a mound the length of a man and weighted with stones, a
practice employed to deter coyotes from digging up graves.
There are tales of lost wagon trains blundering into Death Valley by mistake
during the Gold Rush of 1849 and never finding the way out. In this place where the
temperature can reach 60°C in high summer, few years go by without someone
dying of exhaustion and thirst.

For a mountaineer the best time in Death Valley is winter. It was November
when I climbed Telescope, a peak that rises 11,000 feet above the great salt flat
called Badwater. It's approached from the back, by way of a rough track that leads to
Mahogany Flat: a wooded shoulder at 8,000 feet where you can camp. There, in
November, the daytime temperature is like a fine May day in Scotland, but only the
temperature; this is California and you can never forget it. There are the risks (the
nights are bitter) but mainly there is the difference.
Because Telescope is the highest peak above Death Valley it boasts a path just
one: narrow and used more by deer than people. It leaves Mahogany Flat to rise
through little pinyon pines, then there is a belt of limber pines and finally
bristlecones: the oldest trees in existence. They are short but massive, contorted by
tour thousand years of storms and drought, of desiccating heat by day and piercing
frosts at night.
Above the bristlecones is the summit ridge. Below are the headwalls of long
canyons that debouch in Death Valley. In one of these canyons, Hanaupah, I once
explored old mine shafts and lunched by a spring that was fringed with scarlet
monkey flowers. From Telescope's summit I could just make out a smear of green
that marked the spring, three miles away and six thousand feet below. That canyon
would feature in the fatal chase at the end of Last Chance Country.
In the West you come to realise the real value of water. No deserts are without it
somewhere; in Death Valley the snag is that most springs are at the heads of the
canyons (Hanaupah Spring is ten miles from the valley floor) and you have to know
which canyon has a spring in it. In the past fruitless searches have resulted in
tragedy. "He did not look like a dead man," wrote the pioneer Manly of his elderly
friend in Death Valley in '49: "he lay upon his back with his arms extended wide,
and his little canteen made of two powder flasks, lying by his side."
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Telescope is the highest point of the Panamint Range which lies between sandy
wastes to the west and the white salt flats of Death Valley on the east. It was over the
Panamints that the remnants of Manly's party climbed, having abandoned their
wagons at the mouth of the canyon to continue to Los Angeles on foot, and Los
Angeles was over two hundred miles away. The children and their remaining
possessions were loaded on the backs of oxen. The way they went is so loose and
steep that a modern mountaineer is amazed at the spirit and energy of nineteenth
century farm women in skirts and slippery boots. The oxen didn't do badly either.
The Panamints are abandoned lonely mountains and they fascinated me. After
Telescope Peak I worked my way down the range from canyon to canyon, carrying
everything I needed in the Jeep: two weeks' food, sleeping bag, typewriter and ten
gallons of water. I slept on sage flats, among pinyon pines, in the desert. Most days
the only living things I saw were bighorn sheep and deer, and feral donkeys
descended from those the prospectors turned loose when they acquired Jeeps.
I discovered Butte Valley. We had penetrated far up a canyon, the Jeep and I, and
on the headwall the truck was positively clawing its way diagonally up a chalky
slope in four-wheel-drive, when we came to a pass. As we crept down the other side
I saw a bleak hanging valley ahead out of which rose a butte striped like a layer cake
in pinks and browns and ivory.
Butte Valley must be a paradise when all the flowers are in bloom but that
November night it was cold as charity, with a dry gale blowing. I holed up in a little
stone cabin above a spring where the donkeys came to drink, and I kept warm over a
fire of their droppings, like the pioneers on the prairies who fed their fires with
buffalo dung. As the wind howled in the chimney I knew that murder would be
committed in this place, on this bed. The Stone Cabin in Last Chance Country is cut
out of whole cloth, along with the Striped Butte and the lion I heard next morning,
but then this whole region is so stimulating that you can in imagination introduce a
group of people into the setting and the country will dictate their behaviour. Actions
and reactions coalesce to form a plot and the country becomes background, but real,
more real than the created characters.

Death Valley is over a hundred miles long and surrounded by mountains. All
access roads go high but none so high as that which traverses the massif in the far
northwest where a dirt road runs for sixty miles to Owens Valley under the eastern
scarp of the Sierras. Initially that road crosses the Last Chance Range. I had to
follow it partly for the name but mostly because a road with no habitation for sixty
miles demands investigation.
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I spent a cold night camped in the north of Death Valley and I had a colder start
next morning. I crossed the Last Chance mountains and came down to a great empty
depression called Eureka where, miles to the south, sand was piled in bizarre dunes.
My road continued across the valley and climbed the Inyo Range. I passed the snowline. On the high ground there were Joshua trees, then stunted pines which, in their
turn, gave way to quite large conifers, all deeply drifted.
The high ground went on and on, the Jeep slithering through the drifts like a dog
on ice. I hadn't seen a soul for twenty-four hours, not a house nor even a car. When I
stopped and cut the engine the silence was like death. The light was fading and the
air felt sticky. Bad weather was on its way and it would soon be dark.
The road dipped and the Sierras appeared, looking near enough to touch, but the
range was twenty miles away. There was a wisp of cloud on a summit and the sky
was milky. At three o'clock I saw a car's windscreen flash in the valley. At the same
time that I knew I was safe, back in the land of people, I was consumed by a wave of
passion for the high country: for the Sierras with a storm piling in from the Pacific,
for the Joshua trees and the pines and the drifted plateau behind me where I had just
escaped being stranded on a bad night.
I returned to Death Valley the following morning to close some gaps: take some
last pictures, interview a few people and, the work completed, I came out again
over the pass called Jubilee as another storm was brewing and all the rocks of the
Calico Range caught fire in the setting sun.
Desert followed ridge and ridge followed desert until I turned south to run with
the bones of the land. The road was empty. A new moon rose in the afterglow. I
could have been the last person left alive. At six o'clock the lights of a town
appeared, still miles away, twinkling through air like wine. I saw the lights with the
eye of an explorer coming in from an alien world, but I was something else. I was an
author coming in with another book waiting to be written.
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CWM DYLI HYDRO STATION
by F. John L. Bindon.
Introduction
Cwm Dyli hydro electric power station is located in the Snowdonia National
Park on the southern flank of the Snowdon range. The station was built in 1905 to
supply electric power for the then prosperous slate industry. It is Britain's oldest
power station having been in almost continuous operation since it was first
commissioned in 1906.
In 1987, the station was shut down to allow for a complete refurbishment and uprating of its output from 5 MW to 10 MW. This article gives a short history of the
station and briefly describes the 'new' station.
The Early Years
Cwm Dyli is Britain's oldest operating power station, having been built in the
early part of this century for the North Wales Power and Traction Company. Its
original installed output was very small, judged by today's power station capacities.
It has been in continuous operation since 1906 when it consisted of four 1000
kW, 50 Hz three-phase generators. It must be remembered that such an undertaking
in those days, in such a terrain as that to be found on the slopes of Snowdon, situated
about 2.5 km east of the summit (1085 metres), presented many very difficult
construction problems.
Cwm Dyli was built in the very heart of one of the most beautiful mountainous
regions in Britain, Snowdonia. Over the years, the region has attracted many
hundreds of climbers and visitors from far and wide. In adverse weather conditions
even today the terrain remains difficult, so one can only imagine the hardships facing
the construction workers at the time.
The natural water resources in the area had been investigated before the turn of
the century by an entrepreneurial group of business men who had formed a
pioneering company and acquired all the important water rights in Snowdonia.
Support to develop the water resources was not found and part of the water rights
were sold to the North Wales Power and Traction Company Limited of which Sir
Thomas Beecham, the world famous conductor, was Chairman. The North Wales
Electric Power Act of 1904 authorised this company to develop and supply
electricity to an area whose main industry was the slate trade.
The construction work for the power station began in 1905. The water to supply
the hydro-station was taken from Llyn Llydaw, a natural lake which maintains its
level by virtue of the many watersheds running off the surrounding heights although
the catchment area is relatively small, some 400 hectares. The area, however, does
experience a very high annual rainfall, the average being around 300 cm, making it
an ideal location for a hydro- station.
The scheme was an outstanding achievement at the time of construction, Llyn
58

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

CWM DYLI HYDRO STATION
Llydaw providing the station with one of the highest operating heads, some 340
metres. The station's main purpose was to provide power to seven slate quarries and
mines.
One of Cwm Dyli's most attractive features is its architectural design in such a
picturesque setting. It looks exactly like a typical nonconformist Welsh Chapel and
has been mistaken for one on many occasions.
Llyn Llydaw has an estimated storage capacity of about 3500 million litres. A
stone and cement dam was constructed to impound the water and the spillway height
was increased by the use of wooden logs. The supply from the lake was through a
1.2 metre cast iron pipe, laid in a trench running some 55 metres out into the lake.
From the shore line, the pipe was routed by an intake tower housing, an isolating
valve controlling the flow of
water into a concrete lined
tunnel which bifurcated after
150 metres into two tunnels
and hence into two 76 cm
pipes. An isolating, manually
operated valve was provided
on each line as well as one
adjacent to the station,
an
with
together
interconnection for flexibility
between the two pipelines.
These two pipes carried the
water some 2.4 km from the
lake to the power house
below, where the pipe's
diameter was reduced to 69
cm.
Four Pelton-type driven
generators were installed, the
turbines running at 500 rpm
Route of the new pipeline
with an inlet pressure of 35
load. One of the original
full
at
second
per
kgf per cm2 for a flow of 2250 litres
machines was in service until 1987.
The Pelton wheel turbine was the type used in all Welsh hydro-stations. The
pressure energy is created by the gradient which allows water at high velocity to
enter the turbine casing, via a needle valve and hence to a series of 'buckets' on a
runner which drives the machine. The water is then discharged from the runner by
gravity into the tail-race and hence to the river below.
Contrary to popular belief, the operation of the station, small though it is, is not
just a matter of opening a few valves and letting the water flow. Considerable care
must be taken to operate the valves in the correct sequence. Precautions must be
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taken against frost and snow. Cwm Dyli is the only power station in Britain which
issues its staff with snow-shoes.
The question of reservoir level is important. The level of the lake had to be
checked manually on a daily basis as no instrumentation had ever been provided.
Too high a level meant a wastage of water and thus electricity, while too low a level
could lead to vortex problems at the inlet to the pipelines. The double pipeline which
ran down the mountainside
was exposed to the weather
and required a flow of water
to be maintained during frost
conditions. The pipes took 48
hours to fill and prime from
a
following
empty,
maintenance inspection.
first
station
The
supplying
commenced
electricity on 13 August 1906
and in its first full year of
operation generated over 1
million units. Only minor
changes and replacement
have occurred over the years
until 1988. From 1971 to
1987, the station's installed
capacity consisted of two
machine of 1000 kW output,
one at 1500 kW and one at
Looking down the line of the new single pipe
3000 kW.
In earlier years, the
machines generated to the local demand, but as the quarries' prosperity declined, it
seemed prudent to provide for other outlets by means of a 33 kV overhead line
supply. This occurred after the passing of the Electricity (Supply) Act of 1919 which
authorised the supply of electrical power to a far greater area.
Cwm Dyli's record is impressive in terms of generation, having outlasted many
power stations half its age. Since 1935, it has averaged an annual output of around
nine million units. The cost of its generation could be described by the term "next to
nothing". Certainly, its output costs were the lowest in Britain.
Cwm Dyli's Rebirth
On Monday 29 February 1988 at 11.00 hours the veteran power station ceased
operation. A £3 million scheme to refurbish the station to allow it to generate into
the 21st century began as soon as the last set was shut down for the final time. This
set, the oldest, dates from the original commissioning of the station and it is to be
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preserved at the Museum of Wales at Llanberis in Gwynedd. In the refurbishment,
the station's three machines were to be replaced by a single Francis turbine.
The plan began by the removal of the three existing units. Following the removal
of these machines new foundations inside the power house were laid to take the new
turbine. The power house was not to be altered in any way externally but a new
crane sufficient to handle the new machine was installed.
Shortly after the station closed down, the removal of the existing pipework also
began. This required the building of a winch operated rack railway to allow for ease
of pipework removal and its replacement with a new single 1200 mm diameter pipe.
The main route of the pipework has to cross a gradient of 1 in 4. The new pipe is 9.5
mm thick steel, replacing the old cast-iron ones.
The work took just over 14 months to complete and the new turbine went on load
for the first time on 25th May 1989. The turbine is not provided with a governor,
control being by means of guide vanes.
The output of the station is at its rated full load of 10 MW or it shuts down. The
output is to the local electricity network by means of a 33 kV overhead line to a substation at Llanroethn. The set generates 11 kV and a new 11/33 kV transformer was
installed.
One of the requirements under the Electricity Act of 1957, was that the
Electricity Supply Industry should pay due regard to the environment. The
reconstruction of Cwm Dyli has been carried through in a manner which has seen the
Authorities fulfilling these obligations. National Power contend that, in consultation
with all the interested bodies including the landowner, it has taken full regard of the
environment. A major restoration and landscaping scheme is in progress, the results
of which will be evident in future years. The dual pipe system has now been replaced
by a single pipe which is carried on stainless steel and concrete cradles, and is
anchored every few hundred meters with concrete blocks. The designer did allow
space under the pipe for sheep to graze. Fencing has been erected to ensure the
establishment of vegetation by excluding sheep and this temporary fencing will be
removed in due course. The photographs show the environmental impact of the new
design.
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ALPINE MEET - SUMMER 1992
Liz Davies
This was my first trip to the Alps and I was looking forward to it with excitement
and trepidation. Had I got everything? Was I fit enough? Could I manage the
crampons without tripping up? These and many other questions filled my mind. As
far as the first one went anyone who was there and saw the mound of stuff Gen and
I managed to squeeze into her car and still get us two in well seeing was believing.
For various reasons neither of us had had the time and mind to space pack properly
and therefore took far too much. Invariably the thing we most needed was
underneath everything else.
The first week!!
This was in the Bernina Alps at a very friendly carnpsite! (Mind you we were
accused of letting the British side down because of where we parked our car!). Our
first peak was Piz Fora, a nice easy beginner's peak involving a horse and trap ride
up the valley, and a walk into a bivvy site that evening. An early start was made the
next morning up to the point where we had to put on our crampons. This now felt
like the real thing ice axe and crampons in earnest. We had very good tutors in
Denise and Fiona Wilson. They answered questions very patiently and we
(eventually) arrived at the summit feeling very triumphant and pleased with
ourselves. I felt particularly good because I had not felt any altitude sickness and had
managed the walk comfortably. How I wish this had continued!
Down to base for a rest and then to our next summit. This was to be Piz
Morteratsch. Denise and Fiona had gone to do some peak bagging of their own so
this was to be our own trip. We walked up to the Boval Hut one scorching afternoon.
The party consisted of myself, Gen Oberon, Sue Logan, Fern Levy, Maggie Dudley,
Janet Vince, and Sally Clark. I enjoyed much of the lower part especially the
scrambling section up to the col. We then got ourselves on (what was to me) the
scariest part. Sue, Gen and I were on a rope and decided to take the snow boss which
became more and more icy as we ascended. We found ourselves in the situation
where if one of us slipped we would all come off. At the top we all admitted to being
aware of the situation but did not want to say anything at the time. Later a guide said
it was probably Grade One (which to all you experts out there probably does not
sound very serious but it did to me) and it was the closest I have ever been to front
pointing without quite knowing what I was doing. Anyway, we reached the top and I
felt ill. Altitude sickness? Reaction? I'm still not sure but I was quite uninterested in
taking any photos. I recovered as we lost height and started enjoying myself until an
enormous chunk of rock decided to detach itself from the cliff above with a loud
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explosion and bounce down the mountain side. I had just enough time to yell a
warning to Sue below and dive back along the path I was traversing.
On to the last peak. We had built ourselves up to an attempt on Bernina itself.
This involved leaving the Boval hut at an unearthly hour (as usual), and heading off
to the Fortezza Ridge. Achieving the col beforehand was another one of the most
scarey things I had done. The snow was so insubstantial that I thought it could not
possibly hold. Little did I know what the descent was to be like!! The Fortezza ridge
was really good and we finally got to the Bellavista Terrace. 'Nearly there' I
thought. So wrong I was. We seemed to take ages traversing it and the slopes below
Marco e Rosa Hut but we finally arrived. Fried egg and mashed potato has never
tasted so good. I fell into bed exhausted and got up in the morning feeling as if I had
the Hangover of all Hangovers. I could not remember ever in my life feeling so ill. If
this was altitude sickness then you could keep it. Getting to the top of the Bernina
was as achievable to me as flying to the moon at that moment in time. Fortunately I
was not the only one who did not feel at their best. We left Janet and Pam Holt - who
achieved their peak and went on to other peaks and descended. I felt better as we
descended and soon just had to concentrate on getting down safely. We had to cross
a bottomless, gaping crevasse which involved us jumping across and had everyone's
adrenaline going, and then we had to negotiate some very hairy snow. We were all
extremely glad to reach the hut, especially Maggie, who had sprained her ankle just
as we were crossing the last bit of glacier before the hut.
That was the first week of the Alpine Meet. It was not just the peaks that made
the trip. I particularly enjoyed the evenings we spent together on the campsite. It was
really sociable and enjoyable. Plenty of vino and other drinks were quaffed and some
good food eaten. It would not have been the same without the company.
We then went onto the Bregalia Alp which involved rock peaks but perhaps I
will write about that another time.
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DOROTHEA - AN APPRECIATION
Sally Keir
Dorothea Gravina died in 1990 at the age of 85, and new members will never
now have the opportunity to meet a woman I always felt was one of the Club's
outstanding personalities immensely competent, energetic, cheerful and full of life.
In her Obituary, Margaret Darvall writes of her that "Many mountaineers have
defied old age, but there were not many Dorotheas, her batteries never seemed to
need recharging."
Not many Dorotheas...my conviction is that Dorothea was unique, both as a
mountaineer and a Countess.
Although her doings have already been recorded in various places, I thought I
would like to try and pull together some of these writings and stories to give an
impression of what she was like. The details have been culled from various Pinnacle
Club Journals; from Margaret Darvall's excellent Obituaries; and from Shirley
Angell's "History of the Pinnacle Club"; as well as from the personal anecdotes of
those who knew her and from Dorothea's own writings (on those rare occasions
when she could be persuaded to put pen to paper!). This extract from 'Moments'
(Pinnacle Club Journal, 1963) embodies her attitude to life but she never thought
she was in the least unusual, or had done anything in the least unusual!
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"Our Hon. Editor is suffering from the illusion that my life has been
packed full of lurid, incredible and unexpected happenings, and that some of
them should be set down on paper. But looking back over the even tenor of
the years it is hard to find anything of interest to anyone, and certainly
nothing incredible. Everything seemed to happen quite normally. From time
to time there have of course been moments that added a spice to the humdrum
round; a passion for hills of every shape or size, and an incurable wanderlust
led to many chancy moments getting to the tops of things, striding over
impossible stretches of country, exploring docks and ships in strange ports
and backstreets in strange cities; then the hobo days sleeping under hedges
and haystacks; and the sailing era which also had its moments."
I first met Dorothea in the early 1980's and my immediate impression
subsequently amply born out was of an indomitable personality with immense
vitality and enormous enthusiasm for life, for mountaineering, and for young
people. Helen Jones adds that her abiding memory of Dorothea was the
encouragement she gave her as a young student and completely inexperienced
climber. She was endlessly interested in what everyone had been doing and on those
rare occasions when she could be induced to talk about herself, endlessly interesting.
My last memory of her was when she was in her eighties and she managed to run out
of petrol at the junction of the Cwm Dyli road and the main road. On attempting to
push her Mini out of the way, she had run up against modem technology in the form
of the steering wheel lock and had ended up jammed into the grass bank. Was it the
following year she sent her apologies to the AGM because she was in Tristan da
Cunha?
One of the unusual features about Dorothea was that she only joined the Pinnacle
Club in 1956, at the age of 51. At 54 she took part in the Himalayan expedition to
Cho Oyu led by Claude Kogan. At 57 she led the Pinnacle Club Himalayan
expedition to Jagdula. At 58 she became President of the Club, and she carried on
travelling (and camping) until well into her eighties.
To be fair, Dorothea started climbing when young - at the age of four on the roof
of her family's home. In her twenties she climbed Table Mountain in South Africa,
followed by Mts. Kibo and Kilimanjaro, and she started climbing in the Alps in the
1930s. In 1954 she booked onto Gwen Moffat's first Beginners' Climbing Course in
Skye: Gwen found her the oldest and keenest of the group, and probably the most
competent. Indeed, so competent and quick-witted was she, that she was able to
rescue and possibly save the life of another participant on the course some
beginner!
Dorothea was not born an Italian Countess she was born Dorothea Briggs, not
only thoroughly British but from Yorkshire. After the First World War her two
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brothers emigrated to South Africa to grow oranges and it was during Dorothea's
visits to them that she first climbed and explored in South and East Africa. She
climbed Kilimanjaro possibly the first ascent by a woman. 'Moments' tells of
alarming encounters with elephants, leopards, crocodiles, snakes and baboons! These
experiences stood her in good stead in later encounters with yaks in Nepal.
While in England, she became first a Girl Guide and then a Sea Ranger she
loved sailing almost as much as climbing. On one trip she was knocked overboard
by the boom in a gale, and had to cling to the boom's end as she was dragged
through the water; during the night their sails were blown into ribbons and the boat
was almost run down by the Mauretania when it did limp into Southampton. "With
one accord we tore up the floorboards and paddled for dear life. The great ship never
swerved from her course, she swept on inexorably through the spot where we had
been a few moments before." She climbed the mast of an old sailing ship in
Portsmouth Harbour, in a heavy swell, and developed a healthy respect for the
climbing abilities and courage of the sailors of that era.
From 1932 her continued interest in Guiding led to her working at the
International Guiding Chalet in Adelboden in Switzerland, leading parties up the
local mountains. 'Moments' recounts the hilarious tale of a walk from Adelboden
through the Bergamo Alps to the South Tyrol which involved sharing a hut with
sheep, dogs, goats and and an ex-smuggler; arrest by Italian soldiers (one of whom
ended up proposing marriage), and the crossing of a high Alpine pass in a blizzard
and without a map.
In 1934 she met and married her husband, Count Gravina, a musician and a wellknown conductor. For five years they lived in a house they built together in the
South Tyrol, and their lives were filled with music and ski-ing and climbing and
walking. Two of their sons, Michael and Christopher, were bom at this time.
When the Second World War began, and it became evident that the Germans
would over-run the South Tyrol, Dorothea and her sons moved back to Adelboden
for safety, while her husband joined the Italian Army. Dorothea would visit him
discreetly in Venice when he had leave. With a third baby on the way, Dorothea and
her sons slipped out of Switzerland via the South of France to Spain, where they
caught a flying boat to Bermuda. Their third son, Tim, was bom in America.
Count Gravina was lost in the war and afterwards Dorothea and her sons made
their home for many years in a gypsy caravan near Maidstone in Kent. When her
family had grown up, Dorothea took to the mountains again, and from 1950 onwards
she started climbing regularly in Britain and the Alps. In 1954 she joined the Ladies
Alpine Club and booked onto Gwen Moffat's course in Skye.
In the summer of 1955 Suzanne Gibson, Peggy Wild, Doreen Tharby and Eileen
Pyatt first encountered Dorothea when they were approached on Zermatt Station by
a lady with a limp and a "big grin under a balaclava". She told them she had just
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"strolled over" from Arolla, where her sons were climbing, as the doctor had ordered
her to rest a strained knee. Not everyone would agree with Dorothea's idea of rest!
This introduction to Pinnacle members led to her attending her first meet at Cwm
Dyli in November. Here she met Margaret Darvall (also on her first Meet), and on
Saturday they climbed together in appalling weather on Ridge Route on Lliwedd.
Dorothea left her keys behind and had to scale the "north face of the cottage" to get
in. Shortly afterwards, Dorothea suggested a trip to the Himalayas to Margaret and
this was the genesis of the Cho Oyu expedition in 1989.
In 1956 Margaret Darvall proposed Dorothea for membership and she attended
her first Pinnacle Club Alpine Meet, where her climbs included the Wellenkuppe,
the Trifthorn, the Matterhorn, the Dom, the Taschorn, the Alphubel and Monte Rosa.
Not surprisingly, she was elected a full member at the next Anniversary Meet.
1957 found her in Skye with Nea Morin, where their climbs included Cioch
Direct, Crack of Doom and Window Buttress. In the Alps that year she made
guideless ascents of the Aiguille de la Toule, the Tour Ronde, the Dent du Geant,
Mont Blanc and the Dent Blanche, and in the Dolomites her routes included the
Vajolet Towers. On the Easter meet in 1959, when staying in the Wasdale Head
Barn, the wall collapsed in the middle of the night. Dorothea immediately took
charge and organised the evacuation to the Hotel. On Monday Dorothea and
Margaret went up Scafell via Lord's Rake and thence to Scafell Pike, where
Dorothea helped carry the stretcher of a walker who was being rescued. At this meet
Dorothea was elected Club Secretary, though she was not to take up her post until
after her return from Cho Oyu.

Cho Oyu Expedition
In 1958 and 1959, Dorothea and Margaret Darvall helped organise the Women's
International Expedition to Cho Oyu, a 26,750ft peak about twenty miles north west
of Everest. Claude Kogan was leader and Dorothea was her deputy. The others were
Margaret and Eileen Healy from Britain; Loulou Boulaz from Switzerland; Claudine
Van Der Straiten from Belgium; Jeanne Franco, Dr Colette Le Bret and Micheline
Rambaud from France; and three Sherpanis Pern Pern, Nima and Douma, the two
daughters and niece of Tenzing.
No quick flights from England in those days! In July 1959 Margaret and
Dorothea left by boat from Marseilles and in the middle of August the Expedition
members met at Kathmandu. On 21st August the long trek to Namche Bazaar began
- a journey that was to be enlivened by bathing and sunbathing, as well as by leeches
and hornets! At Namche, seven of the Expedition members visited Thyangboche
Monastery on the Lama's invitation and admired the luxurious carpets and tent.
They also bought a yak, "a melancholy animal with long black hair and tiny feet like
an animated hearthrug" - destined for the pot at base Camp.
67

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

THE PINNACLE CLUB JOURNAL 1990-1993
On 10th September the expedition left Namche Bazaar, and four days later
arrived at the Nangpa La Pass (19,050ft). Just beyond the Pass they had their first
sight of Cho Oyu, and Base camp was set up about two hours further on.
Conditions were favourable, and before long the necessary fixed ropes were in
place to enable Camp I to be established. Claude, Claudine, Eileen and Jeanne
gradually established the higher Camps with help from the rest of the team and from
their Sherpas. On 22nd September Dorothea and Eileen went up to spend the night at
Camp II, but during the night there was a severe storm, and the temperature fell
dramatically they barely managed to avoid frostbite by using two sleeping bags
apiece and wearing all their down clothing, and had to spend the next day attempting
to clear the camp this was at well over 20,000ft at the age of 54! Dorothea and
Eileen returned to Base Camp on hearing that both Loulou and Margaret had altitude
problems but the two sick women were evacuated to Namche Bazaar where they
recovered.
Camp IV was established at 24,000ft by Claudine and two Sherpas. Dorothea
went up to Camp II with some Sherpas and additional supplies for Camp III, and
spent the following day by herself while the Sherpas continued on up. The weather
was perfect and the views incomparable. At sunset a Sherpa brought a note from
Claude at Camp III asking Dorothea to bring up another tent.
In the night the weather deteriorated, but Dorothea and one Sherpa nevertheless
set off in the morning with the tent and additional stores. In increasing snow they
failed to locate Camp III so they set up a tent at an intermediate stores dump and
returned to Camp II. Here they found Pem Pern, Nima and Douma plus a large
number of Sherpas. The last time they heard from Claude, the Camp IV team was
still optimistic and prepared to wait out the storm in their sleeping bags.
The next morning the weather showed no sign of improvement it had snowed
heavily most of the night. Dorothea discussed the situation with Wangdi, their
Sirdar, who insisted that it was his duty to go on up to Camp IV with Chewang and
bring the party there down as quickly as possible. He asked Dorothea to clear all the
Camps above Base Camp and get the three girls down the mountain. They collected
Jeanne and Eileen from Camp I and avoided avalanches to arrive safely back at
Base, but by now the soft deep snow was avalanching continuously, and Dorothea
was acutely anxious she knew any attempts to help those higher up the mountain
would be impossible.
Wangdi returned alone in the dark and through swollen lips muttered "Chewang
is dead". They had been caught by an avalanche and Wangdi had taken two hours to
free himself - Chewang was buried too deep. All night the avalanches continued, and
the party at Base know that very little hope remained. On 3rd October the weather
cleared sufficiently for them to go up to the Col and for two hours they searched the
face of the mountain with powerful binoculars. No traces of Claude or Claudine
remained, and hope had to be abandoned.
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As Deputy, Dorothea now took charge. They went back up to the Camps. Camp
III had disappeared except for the end of Wangdi's rope, still lying in the snow.
Dorothea went on still further, to where Camp IV had been at 24,000 feet, but there
was nothing - the site had been swept clean. They turned and came down.

Recovery and future plans
When the shock and grief had subsided a little Dorothea decided there must be
another Women's Expedition as soon as possible, and a successful one, to counter
the inevitable ill-informed criticism, and in due course this led to the Pinnacle Club
Jagdula Expedition.
1960 was not to be a Himalyan year, but at the Whitsun Meet in Glencoe
Dorothea climbed Agag's Groove, descended Curved Ridge, then continued with the
traverse of the Aonach Eagach. At midnight the same day a moonlit ascent of Ben
Nevis was undertaken "in order to watch the sunrise from the summit". In July
Dorothea attended a extremely successful meet in the Dauphine, where climbs
included the Pic de La Grave, the Pic Orientale de la Meije, a traverse of the Meije,
the Bruyere Arete and the Dibona,
1961 saw much preparation for the Jagdula Expedition, which was to take place
in 1962. Dorothea's training regime included various traverses and peaks in the
Engadine with Margaret Darvall, followed by the Monte Rosso Traverse and the
Badile Traverse in the Bregaglia. Dorothea also climbed the Haslerippe Route on the
Aletschhorn with her son Tim.
Jagdula expedition
The Jagdula Expedition was intended for the purpose of mapping and climbing in
the Kanjiroba Himal in Nepal. The team consisted of Denise Evans, Dr Nancy
Smith, Pat Wood, Jo Scarr and Barbara Spark, all members of the Pinnacle club,
which also sponsored the expedition.
Dorothea and Pat travelled out overland in a Hillman Husky to meet the others in
Delhi, where Jo and Barbara had spent the winter. Denise and Nancy flew out from
Heathrow. Before leaving, Dorothea was interviewed for Indian TV and the
expedition members had an interview with Pandit Nehru. The Hillman Husky and a
Land Rover were used to travel to Nepalganj where they were to meet the Liaison
Officer and Expedition Sherpas. Dawa Tenzing had come out of retirement for one
last expedition because he had heard that Evans Memsahib was coming!
There followed a three-week approach march, first in sweltering heat through the
forests and plains of the Terai, then through the magnificent Bheri Gorges to Kaigon,
at 9,000ft the last village before the Jagdula and Kanjiroba ranges. Here they sorted
equipment before splitting up to reconnoitre possible routes to Kanjiroba, at 22,450ft
the peak they hoped to climb.
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This expedition was highly successful and achieved almost everything that had
been hoped, though it encountered the usual Himalayan problems of altitude
sickness, illness and bad weather. The area was largely unexplored and many of the
peaks were unnamed, so the number of peaks named after expedition members must
be excused! On the way to Kanjiroba, Dawa's Peak and Twin Peak were climbed for
acclimatisation purposes, and while waiting her turn to move up to Camp 1 on
Kanjiroba, Dorothea climbed you guessed it Dorothea's Peak!
The summit the expedition believed to be the highest point of Kanjiroba was
climbed by two parties at their second attempt first by Jo and Barbara and then by
Pat and Nancy but Dorothea and Denise were deprived of their ascent. First
Dorothea, then Denise fell victim to sore throats and high temperatures and were in
turn despatched back to Base Camp by Nancy, the Expedition doctor. Regrettably a
later expedition discovered that Dorothea's party reached only a minor summit of
Kanjiroba, and the wording in the AC journal had to be changed to an "unnamed
peak of 6,410m."
A short rest at Base Camp and then Dorothea, Denise, Pat and Nancy climbed
Denise's Peak (Kagmara 1). On the way down Pemba Norbu slipped and fell, but
was held by Dorothea. Dorothea and Pat then climbed Kagmara II, and then the
entire party climbed Kagmara III and the other small peak south of Kagmara Lekh.
Both the lesser summit of Kanjiroba, Kagmara I, II and III were first ascents. By
now the weather was warming up, the snow getting softer and avalanches more
frequent, so reluctantly the Expedition returned to Base Camp. Here they found a
party of Tibetans camped below in the valley with a herd of seventy four yaks, so
they hired sixteen to carry their gear back to Kaigon.
Four expedition members travelled back with the yaks to keep an eye on the gear,
while Dorothea and Jo with three Sherpas crossed a col into Tibet and spent a week
exploring unknown valleys up to the Phoksumdo Lake. But the really exciting walkout was experienced by the yak herders they travelled up to the Barbung Khola (the
same river as the Beri river) over the Balangra Pass into the country to the north of
the High Himalaya (reminiscent of the Grand Canyon in Arizona) then over three
18,000ft passes onto the edge of the Tibetan Plateau, round the north of Dhaulagiri
to the valley of the Kali Gandaki River, and over the hills to Pokhara with
Annapurna to the north. From Pokhara they flew to Kathmandu, and Dorothea, Pat
and Jo travelled back overland - 8,000 miles back to England.

1963 was the year that Dorothea dashed across France on a moped to lead the
1963 Pinnacle Club / Ladies Alpine Club Meet at Zinal. It was also the year that she
was elected President a position in which she was as warm and friendly and
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enthusiastic as ever Jean Dilnot remembers receiving an incredible welcome when
she and Biddy first attended the Annual dinner at the Old Dungeon Ghyll in 1964.
1966 saw Dorothea at the joint Pinnacle Club / Ladies Alpine Club Meet at Saas
Fee, where among other routes Dorothea climbed the Jagigrat and impressed some
young tigers with her fast and competent climbing on the North Ridge of the
Weissmies, where she raced ahead of other parties. She also walked up to all the huts
carrying a tent and firewood and slept outside. Helen Jones found being given a lift
back from the Alps by Dorothea the most dangerous part of the holiday. "She never
stopped, admitted to being tired. We had to creep into campsites late when all the
gates were locked, sleep on a groundsheet, then pack up and creep out early in the
morning before the warden was awake to demand any money". Dorothea's driving
was notoriously fast on another occasion Janet Rogers spent the journey hiding
under a rug at the back of the car so she couldn't see the road Dorothea thought
Janet "seemed ill"! When at Cwm Dyli, Dorothea always camped, and in the
morning would leap naked into the river for a bathe.
In 1967 Dorothea hitchhiked from South Africa to Egypt, climbing Mount Kenya
on the way, and during the summer as a warm up she led groups of Girl Guides on
climbs in the Zermatt area, including such routes as the Wellenkuppe, Monte Rosa
and the Schalligrat East Ridge traverse of the Weisshorn. She followed this by an
ascent of Mont Blanc by the Peuterey Ridge, in bad weather. The ascent included a
crevasse rescue of Sylvia Yates by Dorothea, a bivouac on the summit rocks of the
Aiguille Blanche de Peuterey, and stonefall on the descent to the Col de Peuterey,
when Dorothea was hit on the hip and temporarily paralysed. While waiting for
movement to return, she and Sylvia excavated a snowhole, built a snow-woman and
brewed quantities of hot coffee. By now it had started to snow, and the ascent of the
Grand Pilier d'Aigle was accomplished on hands and knees. Here they found that the
ridge to Mont Blanc de Courmayeur was covered in ice and the ascent took four
hours. On reaching the top, they found a strong gale blowing, and fought their way
up to the summit of Mont Blanc, passing unknowing by the bodies of two Alpinists
later found frozen to death.
At the November Meet Dorothea climbed Pinnacle Rib with Shirley Angell.
Shirley let Dorothea carry the rope as she was in an advanced state of pregnancy,
and although Dorothea was boasting about being an old age pensioner, she reached
the foot of the climb in a very respectable time.
In 1970 Dorothea travelled to South Africa, mostly by native bus and lorries, to
visit her Aunt Marjorie. In 1971 she took a bus from Clapham Common to Agra "so
much more amusing than flying" and across Iran and Afghanistan to Kathmandu.
She spent three months in Nepal, walking first to Everest base Camp and then to
Pokhara. She walked past Annapurna and Daulaghiri to Tukucha and climbed
Dambusch Peak (almost 20,000ft). Then she continued on to South India, again
71

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved

THE PINNACLE CLUB JOURNAL 1990-1993
mostly by bus and thence to the Seychelles and by cargo boat to Mombasa. On her
way to Capetown she visited Tanzania, Zambia, the Victoria Falls and Rhodesia,
then climbed on and around Table Mountain. She arrived back in Europe in July
1972 and set off immediately for the Dolomites for the joint PC/LAC Meet, based at
the Sella Pass. Here she traversed the Funffingerspitze with Nea Morin and Ron
James Dorothea carrying Nea's stick for her in the rucksack. From the Dolomites
Dorothea progressed to Zermatt and finally Chamonix, where she soloed Mont
Blanc. She said now her family were grown up she could please herself what
adventures she had she always did them as cheaply as possible to spin the money
out but also "because it was more fun". 1977 was notable because for the first time
Dorothea was forced by bad weather to abandon her tent at Cwm Dyli and take
shelter in the hut!
1978/79 saw one of the last of Dorothea's famous trips she travelled on local
buses from Istanbul to Nepal, then trekked on to Annapurna. There was trouble
during the journey in Tehran, Kabul and Delhi, but once again "it was much more
amusing than flying".
1987, and one of the last memories of Dorothea comes from Shirley Angell:
"The first time I met Dorothea in the Alps was in Zermatt for
the Matterhorn Centenary in 1965, and the last time was also in
Zermatt, at the Memorial Service for Bishop and Mrs Williams held in
the English Church in August 1987 when she was well into her
eighties, ...
Afterwards lan and I walked down the road with her to the
wine reception organised by the ABMSAC. Her legs were very
troublesome and she had to sit down and rest them two or three times
during the short journey. However, she said, they had proved their
worth over many years and taken her up practically every mountain in
sight, so she wasn't going to complain about them now. She did
complain, however, that her family had put its foot down about her
driving to the Alps!
She was still the same Dorothea, camping on Alpine Club Meets,
cheerful, dauntless and full of life"
In 1989 Dorothea attended her last ABMSAC Alpine meet, and in 1990 she
bullied her doctor into giving her a certificate of fitness for an RGS Cruise to the
Antarctic, but before she could make this trip she died. The loss is ours.
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BIRTHS
Elaine McCulloch and Graham
A daughter, Annie, December 1990
Hilary Lawrenson and Jim
A daughter, Grace, October 1991
Rhona Lampard and Dai
A daughter, Sarah Jane (Janie), February 1992
Caroline Marsh
A daughter, Alice, 1992
Jo Rider Dobson and John
A son, Jack Charles, May 1992
Rosemary Scott and Anthony Cohen
A son, Robert Phillip, December 1992
Karen Hostford and George
A son, Daniel Ashley, April 1993
Judy Adam and Paul Littlechild,
A son, Duncan, July 1993

DEATHS
MaryD. Glynne ORE DSc

1991

Dorothy Wright

1992

Penny Storey MBE

1993
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OBITUARIES

MARY DILYS GLYNNE (1895-1991)
Joined Pinnacle Club 1934
Mary Glynne, OBE, DSc, was an impressive figure in the story of
mountaineering and her many friends enjoyed her elegance, wit and charm. My
introduction to climbing clubs came through meeting Mary with Nancy Smith when
I attended one of Scotty Dwyer s climbing courses. Mary and Nancy were well
established mountaineers at this stage and indeed, Mary was Scotty's landlady. I felt
proud and lucky in that introduction to her. One of my first memories of North
Wales is the ceremony when Mary handed Owen Glynne Jones' ice axe to Chris
Briggs at Pen-y-Gwryd. Owen was Mary's mother's cousin and Mary was one of the
few remaining members of Geoffrey Winthrop Young's climbing parties at Pen-yPass. Mary's family connections with Owen Glynne Jones initially made climbing
more difficult for her, as because of his death on the Dent Blanche her family
forbade her to climb. After some secret inital ventures, they relented.
As well as trips to the Alps, she climbed in Australia, New Zealand and South
Africa. Her peaks included the Grepon, the Requin, Les Ecrins and the Meije
Traverse, and the "Bluebell Traverse" with Menlove Edwards. At over 60 she
climbed "Tennis Shoe" and swam in Llyn Bochlwyd when there was snow on the
ground and ice on the lake. Mary's last big mountain, climbed when she was 68, was
Fujiyama in Japan.
Mary had a distinguished scientific career. She worked at Rothhampstead
Experimental Station and was a founder member of the Plant Pathology Department.
Margaret Darvall

Nancy Smith adds: Mary was my aunt and I enjoyed many a climb with her. She
joined the Fell and Rock Club in 1923, before she joined the Pinnacle Club. She also
climbed the Dru in the 1920s.
She received the OBE for her services to Agriculture during the last war. She
improved the growing of wheat by persuading farmers to sow the seed more thinly
to avoid spread of fungal infection. Her advice to farmers on the radio led to her
being known as "The Angel of the Crops".
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DOROTHY WRIGHT (1925-1992)
Joined Pinnacle Club 1973
Dorothy was born and bred a Manchester person and so was ideally situated to
explore the moors, the Derbyshire dales and the gritstone edges that are within easy
reach. Dorothy led a full and satisfying life, meeting her husband Bernard at
Manchester University where they were both reading chemistry. She soon showed an
interest in, and aptitude for, rock climbing with him.
Following graduation her life included full time teaching, marriage, much
mountaineering, some with the Karabiner Club, and many holidays in the mountains
of Austria and Norway. Skiing became added to the couple's interests. When four
children arrived in fairly rapid succession there was no stopping her activities;
camping, mountaineering and childminding were shared. Leisure time spent in their
Welsh house kept Dorothy in the mountains until Bernard was posted to America
and the whole family moved with him. Here skiing became a major hobby and on
their return began the gruelling Friday night journeys to Aviemore for the children's
competitive skiing with the "Dragons" club.
By the early seventies Dorothy had launched the children into independence and
re-met some of her early friends; they introduced her to the Pinnacle Club which she
joined in 1973. Her cheerfulness and her obvious depth of knowledge about British
mountain areas were quickly appreciated. She never failed to have interesting
suggestions for places to visit and routes to explore. She continued to pack far more
activities into her life than anyone else, even when the multiple sclerosis she suffered
from began to take a hold. It did not prevent her joining meets or exploring abroad
until the last few years of her life. She died peacefully last September, much missed
by many of us.
Betty Whitehead
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PENNY STOREY (1912-1993)
Joined Pinnacle Club 1956
Penelope Storey M.B.E. was born in 1912 in Ceylon (now Srilanka) where her
parents had a tea estate. After it was nationalised by the Srilankan government they
came to England and settled in Silverdale in what was then Westmorland, now
Cumbria.
During the 1940-45 war Penny and her sister worked in the secret service of the
Foreign Office, in Bletchley Park ("Bletchleys") where the breaking of the German
wartime codes was achieved. She was a fluent speaker of Russian as well as French
and in the later years her work was in the Foreign Office library.
I met Penny through the Mountaineering Association which we had both just
joined in the late 1940s: we learnt rock climbing from their tutors, the British guides
George Dwyer, Jim Cameron, and last but not least Gwen Moffat; and snow and ice
climbing from the Swiss guides Gottlieb and Bernard Perren. We joined the Pinnacle
Club as soon as we could qualify. Afterwards we climbed independently in the U.K.
and with the Swiss guides and Gilles Josserand of Chamonix and others; Margaret
Darvall and Joan Busby were often in our climbing parties. Penny and I did some
(very) modest guideless climbing in alpine regions. One that proved unforgettable
was the Couronne de Breonna, chosen by Penny for its recommended simplicity.
The rope was carried but not used. However we found that getting up was easier than
getting down. Discouraged on the ridge, we decided to go down a tempting couloir.
As we might have guessed, this was only the first of more and more unpleasant
couloirs floored alternately by smooth slabs and unstable scree. I found the rope
putting me alarmingly off balance whereupon Penny nobly offered to take it and
carried it to our safe arrival at the bottom by a route I hope never attempted before
or since.
Penny had a great sense of humour, much put to the test after her stroke in 1982,
very nearly fatal. Very slowly and with great fortitude she recovered strength to the
point where she could lead an independent life in her London flat, although
travelling was now impossible. The Pinnacle Club remained important to her, and
she helped by advice when the Club was making efforts to purchase the freehold of
the Hut several years ago. Brave and independent to the last, she remained in her flat
where after a final stroke friends found her and got her to hospital, still insisting she
was not going into a nursing home. It was too late for recovery.
I have lost the friend of half a lifetime, as have her many other associates; also
the friends she was still making in her last years will miss her.
Maud Godward
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BOOK REVIEWS
ANDALUCIAN ROCK CLIMBS
by Chris Craggs. Cicerone Press, 1992, £6.99, ISBN 1 85284 113 3
This guide book mostly covers a large number of the climbs at and near the small
village of El Chorro with short sections on El Torcal, Mijas and Tenerife. In the
words of the author the guide aims to lead people to the best routes with the
minimum of hassle, and is written with particular thought for those individuals with
only a week's climbing. He succeeds perfectly in this aim. The book enables the
reader to find El Chorro and suitable accommodation, to locate the well concealed
shops, to buy a beer and to know which crag she is on. Considering the difficulties
of describing bolt routes, which often do not follow natural features, I found the
beginning of most routes without too much head scratching. As well as the Spanish
grades, the author has supplied equivalent British grades, both adjectival and
technical, and explains "Wherever there is a doubt about a grade I have erred on the
side of over grading rather than under grading. That does not mean that the guide is
full of 'soft touches' but I would rather give someone a pleasant surprise than a nasty
shock!" Bolt climbing on dry rock is a very different sport from damp cracks and
awkwardly placed wires, and it is difficult to compare, however, I think his British
grades should be considered "Holiday Grades". To try to avoid a nasty shock when
you come back home, don't expect to waltz up an El here just because you were
cruising E2 at El Chorro.
The author shows a sympathy with Spain and an appreciation of the Spanish
rural way of life that is to be admired and emulated. In the book, the photos, eight of
which are in colour, are quite inspiring and certainly gave me the "I want to be
there" feeling. There is the occasional anomaly in the grading and the odd misprint,
but on balance the £6.99 spent on this book will greatly enhance your holiday.
Dee Gaffney

THE MOUNTAINS OF IRELAND
by Paddy Dillon. Cicerone Press, 1992, £9.99, ISBN 1 85284 110 9
The author has done an impressive amount of work to create this simple, neat
and convenient book. (He also cannot resist reminding the reader how much work
this was.) Firstly he has defined his own list of mountains on much the same lines as
Munro did for Scotland, except that he chose 2,000 ft as the magic number for an
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Irish mountain. He then climbed them all, taking beautiful photographs on the way.
He has done a good bit of homework on Irish mythology and place names, but only a
little bit about the fauna and flora (I would have liked more of the latter and a
geological section too). The first twenty pages give good practical advice about
access, accommodation, transport etc. but I think he must be an unusually lucky
hitch-hiker to be so optimistic about this as a means of transport.
He has grouped the mountains into sections with a useful area map at the
beginning. Within each section there are walks of varied lengths which gain all the
summits within that area. For the fitter peak-bagger, ideas on how to join up shorter
walks (or more exciting alternatives) are suggested, and for poor weather or the
unfit, shorter possibilities are also included. Each walk has its own sketch map,
although there is so little detail on these that it is quite clear that a proper map is also
needed. As regards the required maps, he has familiarised himself with all the
different available maps (no easy task) and gives sound advice. Twelve years ago, I
remember climbing Mount Brandon with a Half Inch map and because it was a clear
day, I was constantly amazed at the detail on the ground which just didn't appear on
this "definitive" map. I still wonder whether I'd have even found the summit had the
visibility been poor.
Each walk starts with a check list: Summits; Character; Distance; Maps;
Start/Finish and Getting There. Conspicuous by their absence are the headings: Time
and Height Gain. Having been exhorted in the safety section to be aware of time it
seems odd not to give the slightest indication. Presumably, distance and character
give some impression but, to my mind, not enough. The walk descriptions usually
include walls, cairns or other landmarks for bad weather navigation.
In the introduction to each area, the author gives an account of his own travels.
Throughout the text of the book I found his style of writing over-casual and sloppy
but these "Paddy's Way" sections were particularly irritating. However, reading
them is not compulsory, and they do not add unduly to the weight of the book.
This book is good value for money, and is suitable for a walking holiday either in
one area of Ireland or, as the author suggests, to 'bag' all the Irish mountains. It is
not a criticism of the book to say that the latter does not appeal to me, mostly
because of the repetitive use of the word 'boggy'. Having slogged up many a
squelchy Cairngorm to complete one tick list, this list provides no temptation to
become addicted again, but I will enjoy some of the other walks. The book is small
enough to carry in a pocket, but while I do find the information useful, I think the
author's prose (and ego) might annoy me enough to be tempted to use some pages to
light my gas stove in the evenings.

Dee Gaffney
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THE MOUNTAINS OF GREECE. A WALKER'S GUIDE
by Tim Salmon. Cicerone Press, 1993, £9.99, ISBN 1 85284 108 7
There are basically two approaches to a guidebook review: either it is carried out
in an objective and critical fashion by someone well acquainted with the area
covered, or it is based on an appraisal of the guide itself by someone unfamiliar with
the area but with clear views of what a good guidebook should do. Let me declare at
the start that this review is of the latter type; my previous knowledge of the Greek
mountains being confined to the Olympus of myth and legend.
Tim Salmon has tackled the task of producing this guide with an enthusiasm not
only for the Greek mountains but also for encouraging others to join him in enjoying
them. The book is in four parts and the author's structure is worth following in
reviewing it.
Part One provides "Introduction and Basic Information ". The scope of the book
is made clear in the first paragraph with a statement that the mountains of Greece are
the preserve of hill-walkers. Climbers are pointed in the direction of the local
mountaineering clubs. The introduction paints an interesting picture of the
mountains touching on the traditional lifestyle, history, and, with some enthusiasm,
of the flora to be encountered. The guide does not attempt to cover everything you
need to know and there are plenty of references to books and other sources of
information. Maps for this area appear to be a bit of a problem, but the author's aim
is to "talk the walker over the routes". His advice comes across as confident and
reassuring for the less intrepid of his readers. In a number of instances the guide
comes straight to the point: "Emergency Services. There are not any. So do not have
an accident". The rest of this section makes clear that perishing in the mountains
would in any event be preferable to the prospect of treatment in the local clinics! But
what of the lure of these mountains tor women? A word of warning is sounded
"Women, in particular, should be careful how they dress and act." The author takes
pains to explain local customs and hospitality in the mountains stressing the oldfashioned attitudes. It is also suggested that women are usually not allowed in
monasteries, otherwise indicated as a possible source of food and shelter for
modestly dressed males!
The second and largest part of the book describes a route from near Delphi up the
line of the Pindos mountains to Gramos on the Albanian frontier. The route covers
150 walking hours and is split into three sections and then into convenient stretches
for description. Timings are given throughout and there is a mass of confirmatory
route information ranging from "dollops of muleshit" to a tree nursery. Botanists in
particular may find the regular references to flora of interest.
The third part of the guide is written in a similar style to the second but is
devoted to shorter walks mainly in central and northern Greece.
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A glossary forms the fourth and final part of the book. This is constructed in a
practical fashion giving phonetic spelling and covering vocabulary of use to walkers
- eg. "Can I put my tent up?".
The guide has the typical soft plastic cover and is small enough to fit a pocket. It
is illustrated throughout the text in black and white with a number of colour plates in
blocks. Several of the pictures are of mountains but the majority show the life of the
region shepherding, cheesemaking, etc. I felt there is an imbalance here in a book
about mountains. Line drawn maps at 1:200,000 accompany the text indicating the
major place names referred to en route.
I believe this guide will prove useful to those who enjoy walking tours but prefer
plenty of instructions as to route finding. Its appeal is therefore likely to be for
experienced walkers, perhaps in their middle years, who yearn to swap their cags
and woolly socks for shorts and a suncream and a chance to sample Greek-style
country cuisine. If I were planning a holiday in Greece I would take this guidebook
along a welcome chance to stretch the legs when the delights of antiquities,
beaches, tavernas, etc. begin to pall!.
Catherine Stynes

THE ALA DAG - CLIMBS AND TREKS IN
THE CRIMSON MOUNTAINS
by O.B. Tuzel. Cicerone Press, 1993, £14.99, ISBN 1 85284 112 5
Last summer we were camped high up in the Ala Dag Mountains of Central
Turkey within an incredible twenty-four hours of leaving Manchester. An evening
flight from Britain saw us arriving in Istanbul at midnight from where a night bus
took us to Kayseri for breakfast. Another few hours saw us in Nigde, where we took
a local bus to Carnardi, the nearest 'town' to the Ala Dag Mountains. Having bought
a few items, such as olives, cheese, peanuts - there is not a huge choice we took a
taxi via the village of Cukurbag up a dirt road for about three miles. This left us with
a three to four hour hike up the very picturesque Emli valley to a camping spot near
the Aksam Pinari Yayla. This yayla is a summer camp for villagers and their flocks
from Cukurbag. The trees had disappeared, vegetation was mainly of the prickly
variety and the water is available in only a small number of places unless you camp
near the snow line.
Next day we attempted to climb an amazing rock pillar but the rock was poor,
and we did not make the ascent. Instead we explored valleys and cols before heading
off for the lusher Kachcar Mountains in the NE of Turkey.
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Since this visit this extremely useful guidebook has been published. This book is
a labour of love, and goes far beyond the normal requirements of a guidebook. For
example the writer is at pains to point out the exact whereabouts of a local guide
who "lives past the village square with the main water fountain, in the last house on
the right straight up a narrow lane which curves right". He describes over a hundred
mountain climbs plus several suggested multiday treks across the region.
Tuzel gives a complete history of mountaineering in the region and I was
intrigued to read that 1963 was a witness to a ladies' group from Britain including
Margaret Darvall, Esme Speakman, Alwine Walford and Katharine Gebbie. Their
ascents included the highest mountain in the region, Demirkazik, and also Direktas.
Flights can be quite cheap to Istanbul, and buses across Turkey must be
experienced to be believed. The Ala Dag are not near the troubled southeastern part
of Turkey. Basically it is a tremendous area to explore and here is a guide that is a
must and will enrich your trip in every way.
Cathv Woodhead

WALKING IN THE JULIAN ALPS
Cicerone Press. 1993, £8.99, ISBN 1 85284 125 7
Brown.
by Simon
Having had an extremely enjoyable trip to the Julian Alps in Slovenia (then
Yugoslavia) in 1979 I was interested to compare this new guide with the one I had
used then (Robin Collomb's Julian Alps, West Col, 1978). This new one is definitely
a walkers' rather than climbers' guide; it describes 30 walks starting from four
valley bases, only one of which, the ascent of Triglav, takes more than a day or
involves staying in a mountain hut. I feel this is a shame since if you plan to walk for
several days or a week in this area it is easy enough to stay up in the mountains,
taking advantage of the extensive network of huts and avoiding the descents and
reascents that a valley base implies (we did a pleasant lightly laden continuous walk
of nine days). There is an extensive introductory section which I found irritating;
there is no summary overview map to allow you to place where places are in relation
to each other, the kit list doesn't mention gloves, and the prices are expressed in
Deutchmarks without giving even the crudest indication of exchange rates into
sterling. As a compact, reasonably up to date and cheap guide to valley based walks
it is probably adequate but if I were planning to return to the Julian Alps I'd take
Collomb's guide in preference to this one.

Sally Macintyre
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FRENCH ROCK
by Bill Birkett. Cicerone Press, 1993, £14.99, ISBN I 85284 113 3.
I've already got Livesey's 'French Rock Climbs', Jean-Pierre Bouvier's 'Rock
climbing in France' and 'Sun Rock', as well as '100 Best Routes' for various areas,
so it's possible to guess I have a certain interest in French climbing. So what was
here for me, especially at £15, give or take a penny? Well, I must admit I had
become a bit aggravated by more regular visitors to France mentioning places I
hadn't heard of, and here they were at last. On the other hand, I must also admit
there were a couple of places I didn't really want too many people to find out about
just yet, and I'm even happier to say Bill has left these out.
Anyway, taken by and large, this is an excellent introduction to French cragging
for those who have up to now only skimmed French delights, coupled with some
surprisingly lyrical writing about the areas covered. I can always find time for a
book which upgrades a route I have done at the Dentelles de Montmirail to British
5a! Although there are many more crags mentioned in 'Rock Climbing in France',
there's much more detail here, plus topos. I once searched hard for the crags at
Mortain using the description from the earlier guide, and utterly failed to find them.
With Bill's description it would be easy. The details given on crag situation, access,
camping, climate etc. are excellent, and to my mind the historical information adds
considerable interest.
A few minor quibbles surely the parallel Chaine de Clapis at these same
Dentelles de Montmirail deserves more than a passing mention an absolutely
superb crag, unpolished as yet, with routes of all types and all grades, from slabs to
overhangs well bolted too! (And I know Bill has climbed there.) I am also fairly
reliably informed that the crag he describes at Orgon is not the best, being polished
to a fine sheen, but the crag on the opposite side is both rougher and better.
(Recommended routes: Papy, Gaviscon, 6a, Grande Large, 6c, Symphonic
Fantasque, 6a/b). The crag at Ceou is indeed a lovely and interesting area, and the
campsite and river are beautiful, but it was so hot (in July) that the locals waited
until dusk to climb.
I'm also not too convinced with his equating French 5+ to British 5a - more like
4c to my mind; and I personally find the headings CRAG CHAT and ROUTE
CHAT confusing, because the first time I came across one I thought he was
describing a crag called Crag Chat - Crag of the Cat in English! Others may not have
this problem.
Nice, clear crag pictures, and several women climbers on the sharp end in the
glossies. What more could one ask?
Sally Keif82
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ANNAPURNA: A TREKKER'S GUIDE
by Kcv Reynolds. Cicerone Press, 1993, £8.99, ISBN 1 85284 132 X.
This book describes three treks in the Annapurna region; the three week classic
circuit of this spectacular massif, the dramatic ten day Annapurna sanctuary trek and
a two week "Pilgrims trek" up the Kali Gandaki gorge. The initial chapters give all
the background information on how to get there, obtaining permits and visas, health
care, equipment to take, etc. As well as giving lots of practical information the guide
gives a realistic impression of the kind of experience you are likely to have on these
treks and so would be worth reading by anyone interested in the region whether
going on an organised trek or on her own trip.
The treks themselves are well described. They are split into suggested days and
you would have to be fairly fit to keep up. Along with route descriptions etc., there is
information on lodges to stay at and some history and general info on the
countryside and places of interest. There are suggestions for other treks and useful
appendices plus some good photos to provide inspiration. Basically this is a good
guide book covering all the essentials and a bit more which still manages to be
almost pocket sized.

Julie Carter

CENTRAL SWITZERLAND: A WALKER'S GUIDE
by Kev Reynolds. Cicerone Press, 1993, £10.99, ISBN 1 85284 131 1.
This is a comprehensive guidebook to the area stretching south from Lake
Lucerne to the St. Gotthard Pass. Once I had recovered from the occasional singular
subject and plural verb, I found it very pleasant and informative reading. It is the
latest in a series of walking guides by the same author, which must be popular as he
is obviously richer than I am. Many of his descriptions start with "Take the cable car
to..." Joking apart, the guide caters for everyone, from those who want a gentle,
sight-seeing stroll to those who prefer long days in the mountains and nights at
Alpine huts. The introduction to each area includes transport, accommodation,
matters of interest and a sketch map. Each route is graded according to terrain.
Grade; Distance; Height gain; Height loss: Time ; Map required; are tabulated at the
beginning of each description. The book is pocket-sized, plastic covered, and
weighs 250 grams. Go on - take it with you!

Shirley Angell
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HANDBOOK OF ALPINE CLIMBING
by John Barry. The Crowood Press, 1991, £14.95, ISBN 1 85223 686 8
This book is written in an easy but clear style and takes the reader through the
basics of alpine climbing: from equipment to glacier travel, alpine weather patterns,
snow conditions, routefinding and finally, choosing that first alpine route. The
diagrams of Mike Woolridge and Nicky Wright which illustrate the technical skills
are excellent and often complemented by a photograph demonstrating the real
situation rather than the ideal of the diagram. The black and white photographs are
scattered liberally throughout the book and there are just enough personal anecdotes
to give the flavour of life in the big mountains.
After a one-week alpine course some years ago I found the book useful in
revising the skills I can remember and picking out those which I have either
forgotten or never registered in the first place. With my limited alpine experience I
would find a place for it on my bookshelf.

Maureen Foster

THE ROCK CLIMBING GUIDE TO EUROPE
by David Jones. The Crowood Press, 1991, £12.95, ISBN 1 65223 450 4
This guide locates and describes 640 crags in Britain and Europe.
The title is rather misleading as this guide has a bias towards France, Germany
and, to a lesser degree, Spain. Only the bolted crags of Britain are documented and
topos are provided. Other countries get a mention. Some of the crags in Belgium and
Luxembourg are described but the information for Switzerland and Italy is
particularly sketchy with only a handful of already well documented crags described
in these countries.
However this guide does locate 57 Spanish crags, 107 in Germany and 376 in
France, although this inevitably includes Verdon and Boux. There are plenty of
attractive sounding climbing areas described which certainly would add variety
around a main climbing holiday.
The information for each crag is well laid out and user friendly. The total number
of routes and the number of routes in each grade is given, which I find very useful.
French grades 4 to 8 are used for this information. The text also includes information
about the type and quality of the rock and the in situ equipment. The exact location
is described and the direction the crag faces, thus indicating the suitability for winter
or summer venue.
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Although inevitably out of date, (it would be impossible to keep up with
developments in France, Spain and Italy), it would usefully serve the inveterate
climber, particularly for winter climbing trips and those seeking bad weather
alternatives.

Stella Adams

ANTARCTICA BOTH HEAVEN AND HELL
by Reinhold Messner. The Crowood Press, 1991, £19.95
I first started this book in April '92 and started it again on the Alpine meet in
summer the same year. I brought it on holiday as an insurance against running out of
reading material. Even so, I am afraid to say it was a bit of a struggle to get to the
end.
To be honest, I would not have finished reading this book if I had not
volunteered to review it. I found it hard going at times with all Messner's
introspection, which after a while I found repetitive. He spent a good part of the
book justifying his argument with Arved Fuchs while trying to appear unbiased and
it did not work for me.
I enjoyed the descriptive parts where he gave his impression of the terrain and
the remoteness of the area. The build up to the trip itself was interesting, however it
was a long time into the book before he got down to the nitty gritty of the actual
journey.
His story is enlivened somewhat by the pictures which give some idea of the
immenseness of the place. It was certainly a huge undertaking, but for me the book
did not give a readable account however others may find his style enjoyable

Li i Davies

THE CLIMBING GUIDE TO SCOTLAND
by Tom Prentice. The Crowood Press, 1992, £13.99, ISBN 1 85223 527 6.
I felt I had two important qualifications for reviewing this book one that I had
first started climbing in Scotland and lived there for fifteen years, and the other that
last year we had an extremely successful holiday in France based on a similar book
Jean-Pierre Bouvier's "Rock-Climbing in France" so I was favourably disposed to
start with.
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I find this a fascinating book - if only the Scottish climate and midge levels were
more user-friendly it might even make me consider retiring there instead of to
France. When I lived in Scotland I walked or drove past crags all over the country
and often found myself wondering about their climbing potential and whether
anyone had ever actually tried. And here they all are somebody has been to all of
them! The author admits to having had lots of help, but to my mind the results amply
justify the means, and certainly represent an immense amount of research, collating
and checking.
The book covers both winter and summer climbing, and is laid out by area, with
adequate maps and a good index. Descriptions include OS map numbers and grid
references, so actually finding the crags should not present any problems. The
Introduction includes grading and safety information, access rights, midge
information and (for that occasional wet day!) climbing wall locations. The crag
descriptions include access, type of rock, major routes and, where appropriate, a
reference to the Guide or Journal where further details can be found. The helpful
Appendices include information about maps, weather forecast phone numbers,
public transport, a guide to Gaelic names and pronunciation, and hut information.
To those interested in exploration and adventurous mountaineering in superb
countryside I cannot recommend this book highly enough. It's small enough and
light enough to carry constantly. You won't need to be too fussy about weather
conditions though in all honesty I cannot recommend Scottish climbing to the hotrock enthusiast or the crag-rat I have achieved both in Scotland at one time or
another, but so infrequently that it does nothing for one's climbing standard.
And yes, as the author suggests in the preface I do know of one crag that has
escaped his eagle eye, but I'm not going to tell you about it!

Sallv Keir

WALKING BRITAIN'S SKYLINE
by Tony Greenbank. The Crowood Press, 1992, £18.95,
ISBN 1 852223 287 0.
I just couldn't get on with this book. The language is turgid and convoluted and
very contrived. Expressive language adds to descriptive power; I found Greenbank's
interfered with the image he was trying to generate -1 had to fight through the words
for the description. His syntax too is convoluted use of the passive ("difficulties
may be avoided"), long, long sentences containing numerous 'nested' phrases in
commas and parentheses, flights of association to include everything about the
subject left me breathless and...well, confused!
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I tried starting the book reading the ridges I know and love well (like Tryfan) 1
found myself getting impatient with the language and Greenbank's anecdotal style. I
wanted to share the joy of the climb with him, not tales of the goings-on at the
NLMC annual dinner.
So I moved on to those I have climbed only once (like the Aonach Eagach) I
just didn't 'recognise' them. I tried the ones completely new to me: again boredom
with the anecdotes and frustration with the language.
So can I find anything positive to say about the book? Yes, he does include
among the forty-five skylines some combinations which I have not seen described in
the popular guidebooks, and the bulk of the classic routes (but why leave out the
Carneddau?). The photographs are pleasant, some very dramatic, but the small
format often truncates and cramps the view. Al Phizacklea's sketches are helpful and
do give you a sense of the effort the route will require and the vistas you can look
forward to. However, neither these nor the writing are intended for use as a walking
guide.
I'm not quite sure for what use the book was intended. Certainly, for this reader,
not enjoyment.
Fern Lew

TO THE TOP OF THE WORLD. ALPINE CHALLENGES IN THE
HIMALAYA AND KARAKORAM
by Reinhold Messner, translated by Jill Neate. The Crowood Press, 1992, £16.95,
ISBN I 85223 695 7
Few mountaineering enthusiasts could resist the appeal of a book setting out the
development of Reinhold Messner's climbing ethos with the milestones illustrated
by accounts of key expeditions. Put like that it sounds quite impressive; but what do
we find in the blurb? "This book is drawn from a selection of Messner's most
powerful writings .... and forms a unique compendium of his major expeditions..."
We all know recycling is politically correct but surely there are limits. However, to
be fair, the book also contains previously unpublished material.
In detail then, the book has an introductory chapter describing in an interesting
and personal fashion Messner's philosophy. The remaining chapters describe a
number of Messner's eight thousand metre summits, each chapter prefaced with a
one page scene-setter which tries to structure the book. Most people will find one or
other of the summit accounts to their taste: whether it be the gripping solo ascent of
Nanga Parbat, the remarkable teamwork on Everest or the tragedy on Manaslu.
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However as most of the chapters start with the final summit push and conclude with
the safe (for Messner) descent all of the contextual detail of a traditional expedition
account is missing. While many expedition books are notoriously predictable - flight
out, lost equipment, walk or drive in, base camp routine, inter-personal friction etc.
etc. all this does provide a build-up to the summit and what that means. In
Messner's book, we have the equivalent of seven final acts without understanding
other than by inference what has gone before. It is also true that the push for one
summit is very much like another - the breathing, the weather, the counting of paces,
the problems of food and drink. In fact Messner covers this well in a very emotional
and necessarily egotistical way solo on Everest must equate to ego as the essence
of survival. However this does mean the book is one to read, put down and then
return to in order to avoid "summit indigestion".
Turning to the technical production of the book there are a number of criticisms
which cannot be avoided. Given the description on the jacket, it is difficult to
understand the lack of an index or any form of bibliography. Without listing all of
Messner's previous works the source of each summit account could surely have been
provided.
The book is well illustrated with black and white photographs appearing in each
chapter. Colour plates are grouped in a series of blocks and these appear well
produced subject to the limitation of the original photography poor weather, solo
ascents etc. The colour plates also include a number of paintings by Jean-Georges
Inca depicting various of Messner's feats. The appreciation of art is a subjective
matter but these plates do not seem to add greatly to the appeal of the book.
The translation by Jill Neate makes for a comfortable read in English without
losing the style of the original language.
In summary this is a book worth dipping into rather than an avid read. It is
disappointing that it falls short of expectations but it might be that only Messner's
name would have got such a project off the ground.

Catherine Stynes

THE SOUTHERN HIGHLANDS
by Donald Bennet. The Scottish Mountaineering Trust, 1991, £16.95,
distributed by Cordee, ISBN 0 907521 34 7.
"The area covered by this volume of the S.M.C's series of District Guidebooks
extends from the central belt of Scotland northwards to the line of the River Awe,
Glen Orchy, the southern edge of the Moor of Rannoch, Loch Rannoch and Loch
Tummel. From there the eastern boundary follows the rivers Tummel and Tay to the
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sea, and includes the Kingdom of Fife. On the west the area is bounded by the much
indented coastline from the Firth of Clyde round the Cowal peninsula to Kintyre and
up the west coast to Oban and the lower reaches of Loch Etive"
This is the up-dated version of the 1979 Southern Highlands District Guide
Book, but in line with the S.M.C. policy of standardising their guidebooks, the
format is considerably changed. Arranged in similar style to the "Munro book", it is
to be hoped that the ecological impact is not so disastrous and mountaineers will still
think for themselves when planning their route.
The introduction includes an up-date of the Geology of the area by D J Fettes and
a useful explanation of 'rights of way'. This edition is divided into fifteen area
chapters, the groupings varying only slightly from the 1979 guide. The chapters are
clearly laid out with 'Access', 'Transport',' Accommodation' and a map at the
beginning of each section. After a definition and description of the area covered the
stated policy is "to deal with no more than 2 or 3 routes on any mountain, chosen
with climbing or scenic interest or following a well-defined mountain features". A
sample check of routes known showed the descriptions to be both clear and accurate.
At the end of each chapter there are brief paragraphs on 'Paths and Walks',
'Climbing', and 'Ski-Mountaineering', generally referring the reader to specialist
guidebooks in these branches of mountaineering. However, some climbing routes are
described particularly on 'the Cobbler in the chapter on The Arrochar Alps.
Illustrated with both coloured and black and white photographs and with clear
chapter headings this book contains a wealth of information on the Southern
Highlands. It is systematically laid out and easy to read.
Jean Drummond

THE SOUTHERN UPLANDS
by Ken Andrew (Series editor D J Bennet). The Scottish Mountaineering Trust,
second edition, 1992, £16.95, distributed by Cordee, ISBN 0 907521 38 X
How often, driving home from a wet Scottish weekend, have you glanced out at
the window somewhere between Glasgow and Carlisle, and noticed some
interesting-looking hills? Well, Munros they may not be, but they are certainly worth
a visit, and if this book doesn't tempt you, I don't know what will. This is a second
edition of a 1972 version, and follows the familiar S.M.C. District Guide format,
with a detailed introduction, useful maps and 70-odd colour photographs. All the
hills from Edinburgh to The Cheviot (815m) on the English border, and to the
Rhinns of Kells in wildest Galloway are here, and what they lack in metres is made
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up for in accessibility and relative emptiness. I thought that describing the ascent of
the border ranges from the Scottish side only was carrying nationalism a bit far, but
the gorgeous photographs won me over. An ideal gift for the ex-Munro Bagger.
Jane Stedman

GLEN COE
hy K V Crocket, R Anderson, D Cuthbertson, edited by Roger D Everett.
The Scottish Mountaineering Trust, 1992, £13.95, ISBN 0 907521 32 0.
This is one of a new generation of Scottish Mountaineering Club guidebooks
under a new editor.
A quick look indicated a clear layout, comprehensive and careful maps and
diagrams, with a good selection of colour action photos and some depicting the way
the crag should look when it's not in a white-out or obscured by cloud, rain or
worse. Perhaps a more inspiring photo could have graced the front cover. All in all it
is an attractive guide and a must for the dedicated and occasional climber alike.
A more thorough investigation shows that this guidebook has been very carefully
researched. The guide book writing team has worked hard to completely rewrite
route descriptions and to eliminate the errors that have been reprinted in successive
guidebooks e.g."The Long Reach" is now 53 metres longer than previously and the
missing pitch has been found.
A full geological and historical section, though taking up 32 pages, gives an
interesting and very readable introduction to the area, and may usefully fill a few wet
weekends.
New to the S.M.C. guides are technical grades, a welcome inclusion, also a star
system, which though it has its drawbacks, may help prevent the time wasted on
moss filled crags looking for the "real thing". There is, for convenience or
contention, a graded list too.
There has been a thorough review of the grading and some necessary up-grading.
I have a minor query/quibble with the up-grading of Swastika (Trilleachan Slabs,
Glen Etive) to E2. Could a note have been included to inform the H.V.S. leader if
the route is still possible at H.V.S.? (Is it?) There are many climbers who would
enjoy this 200 metre classic up to the last 20 metres but may not feel up to the 6a
crux and may need some guidance about the various variations. [Answer from
R.D.E. Yes, it is still H.V.S. if you aid the last pitch.]
There are many smaller crags included in Glen Etive and Glen Coe, but this
guide also covers Ardgour (omitted from the previous guide). This attractive looking
area close by, with many starred routes, deserves inclusion, and a visit.
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All guidebooks are becoming fatter and heavier, and the carrying of them is a
logistical problem. But Winter and Summer routes and much historical, geological
and other information as well as outlying areas have been successfully covered in
this guide. It is not too much heavier than the previous hard-backed edition, or,
indeed, the combined volumes of the 1965 guide. Furthermore the cover material
and the binding look as if they will outlast the first year's use, (time will tell).
I was impressed with this guide, and found the layout more user friendly than
previous volumes. I have also received favourable comments from climbers from
both sides of the border. If this is the sign of things to come, the S.M.C. and the
climbing community are now being well served by the current guide book writers
and editorial team.
This is an excellent guide to one of the more important climbing areas in Britain,
not to buy it would be a grave omission.
Stella Adams

THE CHEVIOT RANTER
by R.W.F. Poole. Michael Joseph & Pelham Books, 1993, £14.99,
ISBN 0 7181 3688 8
Despite myself I enjoyed this book. Not, of course for the author's shameless
defence of blood sports, nor for his "gentleman farmer" values, nor for his
sidesweeps at "Socialists" and certainly not for his jingoism, but for his off-beat
observations and descriptions and his delicious turn of phrase. Who could fail to
smile at the comparison of an undersized kipper with a large butterfly, or calling a
windsurfer sailboard "a sliver of petrochemical byproduct" among oh-so-many.
The book is a collection of (sometimes oddly disjointed) pieces written for the
Daily Telegraph (see what I mean?) about life as a farmer in the "stark and beautiful
landscape" of the Cheviots and Border country "the last wild place in England".
Since moving here to work near Kielder Water, I can now delight in and empathise
with his joy and feeling of peace at being surrounded by undulating expanses of hill,
forest, valley , water and
sheep.
Subjects covered range as far and as wide as the countryside and the author, as
true "Ranter", does not shirk from criticising anyone or anything he does not agree
with or believe in. It results in some strange contradictions - defence of the peasants
turfed off their common land during the "Enclosures", but sneering antipathy to
Ramblers and their perspective of the "Right to Roam".
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I read this mostly by candle light as tent-bedtime reading on the Alps meet and it
was the perfect choice; every piece short enough for the odd snatch of reading and,
on the whole, entertaining, but controversial enough to be mildly stimulating.
Fern Lew

ON FOOT IN SNOWDONIA
by Bob Alien. Michael Joseph & Pelham books, 1993, £14.99
ISBN07'181 35636
This is a beautifully presented book although this hard backed edition is too big
to use as a field guide.
It describes over 100 walks and scrambles in the Welsh mountains from Cader
Idris to the Cardneddau. Many of these are classic rounds but others take the walker
into the more unfamiliar parts of Snowdonia. Each walk is given a concise and
helpful text detailing access routes and times as well as grades of difficulties. To
support the text there are sketch maps but the author recommends the use of compass
and relevant O.S. map.
It is intended that these walks and scrambles as described are done in favourable
weather. There is little mention of winter conditions or of how sudden changes in
the weather even in summer can render the Welsh mountain potentially dangerous so
perhaps more warning should have been included for fair weather walkers.
This is a wonderful book to have and contains over 100 superb photographs. I
also like the translation of Welsh words found on the inside cover.
This book will certainly inspire me to explore this part of Wales, not only when
the weather is too bad for climbing but on good days as well.
Marlene Halliwell

SEA, ICE AND ROCK
by Chris Bonington and Robin Knox-Johnston. Hodder & Stoughton, 1992,
£15.99, ISBN 0340 57619 7
I am not a great fan of Chris Bonington's lectures or books but I enjoyed "Sea,
Ice and Rock".
Robin Knox-Johnston's spare understated prose provides a good contrast to Chris
Bonington's exuberant style. Together they undertake a journey to sail to the remote
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east coast of Greenland inside the Arctic Circle and to make the first ascent of the
Cathedral in the Lemon Mountains. Robin is to teach Chris to sail in exchange for
learning how to climb. It is an interesting proposition because it puts both men, who
are accomplished explorers, in the position of being a novice at a new sport. Each
brings with him the perspective of his different experience which provides
perceptive insight into both mountaineering and sailing.
Best of all are the pictures and descriptions of travelling inside the Arctic Circle.
They filled me with wonder and a strong desire to go and see for myself which is
probably the highest accolade you can give a travel book.
Key Proudlock

MY VERTICAL WORLD
by Jerzy Kukuczka, Hodder & Stoughton, 1992, £16.99, ISBN 0 340 53485 0.
Jerzy Kukuczka was a remarkable man. Despite his declaration in the preface of
this book that "the Himalayas are for normal people", most of us would feel that
climbing all fourteen 8000m peaks, all but one by a new route or in winter, was
something exceptional. And all of this was achieved under the difficult
circumstances which beset East European expeditions before they even set off.
The scale of his achievements dominates this book at some points you can
barely turn the pages without gasps of incredulity. A particularly memorable
example is in Chapter 8 when, after climbing Dhaulagiri, he sets off to join the Cho
Oyu expedition on foot, climbing over the French Col and, when he discovers no
flights are available, walking to Pokhara. All this with a 25 kilo rucksack, badly
frostbitten feet, and in the middle of winter - and it still took him only 3 days instead
of the usual 7! His singlemindedness is equally staggering: after the Dhaulagiri / Cho
Oyu trip in February, he sets off almost immediately for Nanga Parbat in May, then
attempts the South Face of Lhotse, and then tackles Kangchenjunga in December
after a "wonderful rest"!
In fact, far from being a "normal person", after reading this book for a bit you
begin to wonder if Kukuczka is human at all! You find yourself becoming distanced
from him because of his remarkable abilities; indeed these abilities seem to become
almost irritating after a while. Does this matter? Well possibly not, but for me a good
mountaineering book needs two ingredients (in addition to the usual ones of good
writing and an interesting story) to really stand out. Firstly it needs an element of
doubt about the outcome (is he going to make it to the top?), and secondly it needs a
sense of identification with the author you can imagine yourself in the same
situation. These two features are of course what made Joe Simpson's "Touching the
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Void" such a masterpiece, but unfortunately I couldn't find either of these qualities
in this book.
Part of the problem is the style of writing (more on that later), but the main
difficulty is that Kukuczka is just too good, too incredible, too amazing, so reading
the book becomes like reading the adventures of Superman and you just can't get
involved. He rarely discusses the problems, difficulties, and frustrations of
Himalayan mountaineering with any conviction, so you can't believe he's ever going
to get tired, fed up, frightened, bored (all the things that happen to me in the
mountains!). Thus you find yourself reading with a curious detachment it just
doesn't seem real somehow. This feeling of unreality is reinforced by his sometimes
amazing disregard for the conventions of mountaineering safety. For example on p
112 he states "we decided on the greater risk" yet again by setting off for a
summit with no tent, food, stove, or gas! Fortunately one of his colleagues ignores
this decision and brings the stove. Again you start to think that the "normal" rules
don't apply to Kukuczka (but then he's dead now so sadly maybe they do).
All this does not mean you are not interested in what happens its just means
that's all you are interested in. It's certainly an exciting book: you simply can't put it
down until you find out what happens next but you know that's all you will find
out. Because there isn't the depth here that there is in some other mountaineering
books; it's a "surface" book. It's all events: this happened and then this happened
and then we did this. Undoubtedly this reflects the sheer number of ascents to be
described in one book (5 expeditions in 1985, and the ascent of Cho Oyu takes two
and a half pages), but the sheer pace of the book is a problem for me. It makes the
book a gripping read, but it's all strangely two-dimensional. You never get
committed to him, or have any insight into him. There are a few sections of the book
where he tries to go deeper, eg. a discussion of women climbing, but they are not
very successful (most members of the Pinnacle Club would not be impressed by his
attitude to women!). Basically, someone who hasn't been to the Himalayas before
won't get any idea at all about what it's really like: the dangers (even terrors), the
terrible fatigue, the tense relationships with other climbers, the long slog to base
camp, the way immense effort is required to make virtually no progress, the
interminable nature of the whole thing, the tremendous drain on all mental as well as
physical processes, the exultation from even the smallest achievement, the selfrevelation that goes with these trips, and the glorious almost overwhelming beauty of
this part of the world.
We can now simply return to our earlier question does this matter? Well the
answer depends on what you want from a mountaineering book. If it's a frantic
gallop through the Himalaya, trying to take in the achievements of the most
remarkable mountaineer of recent times, then this is the book for you. It's exciting,
even gripping, and you'll be amazed and entertained. If you prefer to take things
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more slowly and think about what climbing expeditions are really like and what they
mean, ponder about climbers' motivations, experiences, relationships, or even it you
just want to laugh a little at the way things happen, then this book will leave you
frustrated and disappointed. This book is a bit like chocolate on the hill it certainly
gives you a buzz for a while, but it's soon gone and it's ultimately less memorable
and satisfying than more weighty fare.
Sue Grimlev

ONE STEP IN THE CLOUDS: AN OMNIBUS OF MOUNTAINEERING
NOVELS AND SHORT STORIES
edited by A. Salkeld and R. Smith. Diadem Books, 1990, £16.95,
ISBN 0 87156 638 9.
This heavy volume arrived just too late for inclusion in the last Pinnacle Club
Journal, but is certainly worth a review, even a belated one.
The book is substantial to say the least: it contains 1056 pages, and weighs two
and a half pounds, so is not suitable for reading in the bath, or packing in a sack to
read at a bivvy. However, since Diadem have published several other omnibus books
they must be read somewhere. This one has 31 short stories, which occupy just
under a third of the book, two novellas, four novels and a play. There is a lengthy
introduction by the editors, and an extensive bibliography of mountaineering fiction.
The contents are extremely varied. There are stories of success and failure, death,
narrow escapes, of coming to terms with life, and of inabilities to adjust. Recently
written works and older classics are included. Some stories are light-hearted, but the
overall impression which came across to me is of morbidity. We all know that
"climbing is dangerous" and can be fatal, but surely the fulfilment and the pleasures
outweigh the darker side? Perhaps the exhilaration and sense of achievement which
most climbers do feel do not make such compelling reading as an epic or a tragedy.
Even so, there is something for everyone here, nail-biting suspense, physical and
mental destruction, survival, humour, and even a few happy endings. It would be
invidious to single out particular stories, so practise your weight training and dip into
the book when you get the chance.

Margaret Clennett
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K2: THE 1939 TRAGEDY: THE FULL STORY OF THE ILL-FATED
WIESSNER EXPEDITION.
hy Andrew J. Kauffman and William L. Putnam. Diadem Books, available from
Hodder & Stoughton, 1992, £14.99, ISBN 0 906371 69 4.
This book examines the story behind the American K2 expedition in 1939 led by
Fritz Wiessner. One American and three Sherpas died surrounded by controversy
centered on the leader. Wiessner and a Sherpa, Pasang Dawa Larna, came to within
800 feet of the summit, seemingly ignorant of, or ignoring what was happening
beneath them.
I found the account difficult to read and I'm not sure why the book was written.
Perhaps it is more important for American climbers for whom the disputes between
Durrance (the second most experienced climber on the trip and with whom the
leader had a major personality clash) and Wiessner may still be the subject of bitter
argument. For me, however, the book failed to come to life and I could not get
interested in the people, their achievements or their problems.
Maggie Dudley

EASTERN ALPS. THE CLASSIC ROUTES ON THE HIGHEST PEAKS
b\ Dieter Seibert. Diadem Books, an imprint of Hodder & Stoughton, also
available from Cordee, 1992, £12.99, ISBN 0 906371 54 6.
This book attempts to present a selection of all the best routes to be found in the
Eastern Alps in one volume. Many well-known and popular peaks are described,
together with a number that are less well-known, including the Bregaglia, Otztal and
Stubai Alps. Almost without exception the ascents described follow the easiest, and
usually the original, routes up these peaks, in an attempt to attract a range of
mountaineers to this area. The information set out for each peak is clear, concise,
giving a grade for each route, and approximate timings. It also gives the nearest hut
base, with a telephone number, and number of places available. There are good
diagrams for routes up the Peaks, and a varied selection of both black & white and
colour photographs.
However, for all this, the guide whilst useful is a little uninspiring. It is difficult
in a selected routes guide book to appeal to all mountaineers, but at least it may
encourage people to have look at this region.
Bev Fenton
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CLASSIC CLIMBS IN THE CAUCASUS
A guide for mountaineers by Friedrich Bender. Diadem Books, available from
Hodder & Stoughton or Cordee, 1992, £14.99, ISBN 0 906371 59 7
British climbers were early explorers of the Caucasus but since the First World
War there have been few British parties. The description of bureaucracy and red tape
in Christopher Brasher and John Hunt's 'Red Snows' would have put off all but the
most persistent or well connected. In the last five years access to Eastern Europe and
Russia has improved immeasurably and this book was obviously put together to
catch the emerging market. It is rather ironic that I reviewed it the day after Eduard
Shevardnadze retreated from Sukhumi access through Georgia and Abkhazia may
still be problematic.
I have no way of testing the technical accuracy of the 80 routes described by
Bender or the detailed topo maps. However as Bender refers to the profusion of
definitive guides in both Russian and German I presume they are at least adequate.
What I found missing in the guide was any feel for current logistical difficulties
when coming in from the north, possible restrictions, problems with weather,
solidity of rock and other 'chatty bits' which bring some guides to life. This felt like
a translation useful if you had take the decision to go to the Caucasus but not very
helpful in weighing the pros and cons of such a trip.
Anne Wheatcroft

HIGHLAND WILDERNESS
by Col in Prior and Magnus Linklater. Constable and Company Ltd, 1993,
£25, ISBN 009 471560 2
"Highland Wilderness" is a beautifully packaged coffee-table book that should
not be missed by anyone keen on landscape photography, or on the Scottish
Highlands, or just on glorious mountain scenery. It contains over eighty colour
photographs in an unusually wide panoramic format, including some of the most
dramatic and gorgeous landscape photographs that I have ever seen. The
photographer, Colin Prior, has used carefully researched methods (explained at the
back of the book) to create images that are, in his own words, of "extraordinary
colour saturation and brilliance with unparalled sharpness". I can only second that.
Each photograph has a different character or mood and it must have been a work of
dedication to collect such a variety of powerful images of the Highlands, at all times
of the day and year.
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If you can drag your eyes away from the pictures (I had difficulty) you will find a
concise and readable introduction by Magnus Linklater that discusses the Highlands'
economic, social, natural and political history and describes the problems faced by
this generation in conserving or restoring the area's already damaged ecology.
I had two slight misgivings about the book. Firstly the photographs are many
times wider than they are high and so they are presented spread across a double page
of the book. This detracts a little from the effect, although perhaps any other way of
presenting them might have made the book too unwieldy. Secondly, although the
sharp imagery and brilliant colour saturation create dramatic photographs, they
possibly don't do justice to the more subtle effects of light and moisture in the
Scottish mountains. These are, however, very minor misgivings. It think the book is
worth every penny of the £25 and I hope somebody rich is going to give it to me for
Christmas.
Sally Ingman

ALFRED GREGORY'S EVEREST
with a foreword by Jan Morris. Constable and Company Ltd, 1993,
£16.95, ISBN 009 4722404.
This book is Alfred Gregory's personal account, in words but mainly in
photographs, of the 1953 British Everest expedition. For reasons never entirely made
clear the black and white negatives he took on the trip did not revert to his
possession until 1991. (Although some had already been reproduced elsewhere,
Gregory had not had control over the printing and formatting of them.) After all the
hype of the 40th anniversary this is a delightful book, capturing well, despite the
lapse of time, the wonder of this journey to what were then remote and strange areas.
The photographs, which are not only of the mountains and mountaineers, but also of
places, people and animals en route, are of stunning and often moving quality. The
fact that they are in black and white enhances rather than diminishes their impact,
especially in those pictures in which the snowy background disappears completely
leaving mountaineers clambering up blank pages. Definitely one of the best
mountain photography (and Everest) books on the market.
Sally Macintyre
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EDITOR'S COMMENT

It has been a pleasure compiling and reading all the articles for this issue of the
Pinnacle Club Journal. My only regret as the Journal is printed and distributed is that
having already read all the articles many times, I will miss the novelty and fun of a
new issue. But I will enjoy re-reading the whole Journal in its nice new blue cover.
I would like to thank all the people who have contributed so willingly and have
made my job easier. Without all the wonderful stories from the authors there
wouldn't be a Journal at all. I am very grateful to all the book reviewers, particularly
those who helped me out at the last moment and to Alison who created the front
cover picture. Many thanks too, to the people who have contributed to the other
sections of this Journal.
I could never have carried out the job of struggling with technology in the form
of malevolent PCs, PCWs, Word programmes, "Windows", printers and the links
between them that randomised my careful typing, without patient help from my
husband, Roger Everett.
I hope you enjoy this issue of the Journal as much as I do.
Dee Gaffney
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