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C.B.M.: A SYMPOSIUM

It was something of a shock to discover memories of Cyril going 
back a quarter of a century. These memories are all connected with 
mountaineering country, though not necessarily with climbing; the 
countless occasions, for instance, when mysterious noises in the loft 
at Glan Dena proved to be Cyril carrying out some essential repair, 
usually in a position requiring the bodily elasticity of a contortionist. 
He was always there to put things right. And they were put right with 
out ostentation, for modesty was the very core of the man. I think 
some of his boldest climbing feats went unrecorded; he climbed for 
enjoyment, not for kudos. And yet he liked to record his doings when 
they departed from the way of the Ordinary Climber, as (for instance) 
that entry in the Glan Dena Log which notes a very fast time up and 
down Milestone Buttress solo, in bare feet.

Behind the mildness and gentleness of Cyril's outer man there 
flamed the fiery spirit of an adventurer. He loved to pit himself 
against odds now and then and sometimes caused meet leaders 
anxiety which invariably proved to be needless. Those battles with 
the Ben Nevis ridges at Easter, or rather with the rising tide of 
darkness chasing his party up the frozen battlements of Tower Ridge, 
were not imprudences but adventures which he felt himself and 
was fully competent to bring to a successful conclusion. I remember 
the last day of a Meet in Norway, when Cyril was unaccountably 
absent and the leader of the Meet understandably nervous. Cyril 
returned rather late, quietly apologetic, and confessed that he had been 
to "have a look" at the hardest climb in the district from which he 
had prudently retreated by abseiling the lower pitches.

It was surprising that one so apparently fragile should be as tough 
as Cyril was. After an ascent of the East Ardte of Y Garn we were 
descending the steep gully when a flake the size of a large dish came 
skimming down through the air. It struck Cyril on the head, making 
a nasty gash and stunning him for a moment. I clapped a First 
Field Dressing on the wound and he was up and on his way in five 
minutes, to scramble up Sentries' Ridge and steer me by a nerve- 
racking route down the northern precipices of Mynydd Mawr to 
Bettws Garmon.

I don't think I ever heard Cyril speak of his love for mountains, 
but you had only to spend a day on the hills with him to know that he 
was utterly at one with them. From their calm strength, I feel sure, 
he drew some of that astounding strength and courage with which he 
faced the end of his climbing days and endured the years of disability. 
For him, now, there are the Celestial Mountains. But for us the hills 
of Ogwen will not be the same without him.

Showell Styles
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It was on one of Frank Wallbank's meets at the Guest House in 
Capel Curig that I first met Cyril when he was a prospective member 
of the M.A.M. He gave me a lift from Birmingham in his car; 
I was about twenty three at the time and he I think about forty seven. 
On the way up to Wales we talked first about the sewage system of 
Alcester and then about climbing. He said that he had done no rock 
climbing but would like to try it. Just my luck, I thought, to be 
landed with a novice again, when I wanted someone to take me up 
something hard. However, he then described what he called "walking" 
in Torridon and some of the long traverses he had made there, and I 
realised that I was with an enthusiast.

Saturday was a very windy February day and we went up to 
Heather Terrace, had a go at the start of Crevassed Rib, from which 
we were nearly blown off, and so settled for Gashed Crag. The 
conditions were foul but Cyril didn't seem to think them unusual, in 
fact he obviously enjoyed them. However, when he reached the 
chimney by the Gash, Cyril called up, "I think I'll take a rest now". 
This was followed by an abrupt tension on the rope. Cyril as always 
had to be taken literally. The process was repeated in the final 
chimney.

Sunday was fine but very cold, and we started off with Hope on the 
Slabs; this had bits of ice on it which was paralysingly cold on the 
fingers. Cyril wanted more, but I was scared and retreated to Gribin 
Facet and warmed ouselves up on Zig-Zag, where Cyril took another 
"rest". We then dropped down Monolith; Cyril was really too big 
for it but solved the problem by taking off most of his clothes and 
leaving them for me to carry through it was a cold day, but no 
matter. That was the beginning.

I think that from then on he climbed somewhere or other on 
practically every week-end. I met him again a month later when he 
was taking a novice up Bochlwyd Buttress. The next time he had 
discovered Grooved ArSte, the next Central Chimney on Lliwedd 
and the next Pinnacle Wall, all of which were to become favourite 
climbs of his.

I did not climb with him again until after the war, when we 
joined him on his Skye meets. These were I think among the finest 
and friendliest meets the Association has ever held. I remember a 
traverse of the ridge with Cyril going solo ahead with Dudley Stevens 
and I following. He waited for us on top of every obstacle, and there 
was a very friendly rope hanging down Naismith's when we arrived 
there in the twilight. Another day on Slanting Gully on Mhadaidh 
was followed by an extended ramble round the ridge. At 10 p.m., 
I suggested to Cyril that we might get down to dinner for the sake 
of good relations; Cyril replied, "Well, you go down and tell Mrs. 
McRae I'll be a bit late". Again, creeping up the stars of Glen Brittle 
House at 4 a.m. after a rather long day I bumped into a shadowy figure. 
It was Cyril making an early, solo start.
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Among the chief delights of these Skye meets were the various 

odd people who turned up, after having met Cyril on a train or bus 

or in a restaurant and having been persuaded to come to the Isle of 

Skye. Some of them had no previous rock climbing experience but 

Cyril had them up the Cioch West or Direct in no time at all. It was 

this ingenuous characteristic that endeared him to so many of us.

These Skye meets were followed by a meet in the Dolomites at 

Sella. It was led jointly by Cyril and Priestley Phillips with the active 

support of Norman Cochran, and it remains in my memory as one of 

the most active and enjoyable Alpine meets of all time.

I took Cyril to Glen Dena for a week on one of his first visits after 

the accident. We shared the hut for a few days with twelve delightful 

characters from the Oxford University Ladies Mountaineering Club. 

When they left, I thought that life was going to be a bit dull now, but 

Cyril's organisation was excellent; twelve equally delightful members 

of Manchester University Ladies Mountaineering Club arrived that 

evening.
These are brief and fragmentary memories of early and later 

associations with Cyril. I hope that they typify what others found so 

pleasing in him; a great ability to share his own boundless enthusiasm 

and pleasure in the mountains with people of any level of ability or 

experience.
   v .,, Edwin Lloyd

It was the summer of 1953 that confirmed my opinion of Cyril 

as the ideal lazy man's companion; not on the hills and crags, to be 

sure, but as one who so fretted in idleness that to allow him to do 

most of the camp chores seemed a positive kindness.

He, Graham Treacher and I set out from Dunkirk in our loaded 

van for a five weeks camping and climbing holiday in the Swiss Alps 

and the Italian Dolomites. On our second evening we pitched camp 

by torch-light near Rosenlaui in a clearing among the pines. Cyril 

prepared an ample meal. We then retired to our tents, Graham 

sharing mine. The next thing we were conscious of was Cyril's voice. 

"No need to get up", he said, as he handed us mugs of tea; breakfast 

would follow. When at last, replete, we got out of our sleeping bags 

and peeped out, ice crystals were sparkling on the trees and hoar 

frost covered the ground. Standing beside one of the trees was Cyril, 

a small mirror perched on one of its branches, a mug of hot water at 

his feet, a razor in his hand, his face covered with lather. Awestruck, 

Graham and I walked quietly past him for a quick wash in the nearby 

stream. We did the washing-up while Cyril prepared the sandwiches 

for our first day's climb in the Engelhorner group. A long and pleasant 

one it was; we returned to camp fairly tired, but the suggestion that I 

might cook a quick and easy meal in my pressure cooker (specially 

brought for such a contingency) was treated silently, as one of those

28



36. 0888

things that really out not to be mentioned. And so began, for Graham 
and me, a camping holiday with little to do save a spot of washing 
up, helping to load and unload the van, and so harbour our strength 
for the rocks and the mountains.

Hosts, inside and outside the ranks of the M.A.M., retain vivid 
memories of Cyril's tireless energy, much of it devoted to introducing 
novices to the pursuits which meant so much to him. On this par 
ticular holiday he was, by normal standards, very much of a veteran. 
Yet in less than a week of our leaving Rosenlaui, he celebrated his 
sixty-third birthday on the summit of the Matterhorn, leading a 
traverse of the mountain from the Italian side. The Campanile Basso 
he was particularly pleased to add to his bag. And, as a grande 
finale, the South Wall of the Marmolata, all 2,700 feet of it, was 
done in standard time.

But for the accident that put him out of action, one wonders 
what feat Cyril would have chosen to celebrate his seventieth birthday. 
Certainly something not to be sniffed at, and preferably from a base 
camp, where he could prepare an ample breakfast for his companions 
as a prelude to the assault.

Priestley Phillips

I remember meeting Cyril about two years before he came to be 
associated with the M.A.M. I was on Brassington when this bird-like 
man asked to be taken up a climb, so I roped him up and took him up 
Long Climb and Snuffer, from the top of which he wandered away 
to continue his walk.

I next met him at the joint M.A.M.-Rucksack Club meet at 
Cratcliffe, when one of my Sheffield friends stumbled at the top of the 
Tor, bounded over Bramley's Traverse, hit the Ampitheatre and 
bounded to the bottom, to land at the feet of Fred Piggott and 
myself. Cyril was there quickly; we got the lad to Cyril's car and took 
him off to Sheffield Infirmary.

After that Cyril and I went together to the Peak quite often; 
hazardous journeys indeed, which usually resulted in the breakdown 
of his vehicle at Ashbourne and our having to push it up that awful 
hill so we could get the run down to start it before continuing to 
Brassington or one of the grit outcrops.

I remember one soaking wet day on Tryfan when Harold Restall 
and I, having climbed the "Gash", started a descent of North 
Buttress. As we started the traverse from Belle Vue Terrace, crossing 
the top of Terrace Wall Variant, we saw below us a hand fumbling 
over a bulge, then appeared a fawn balaclava, then Cyril's face. We 
awaited his arrival and were shocked at the thin line which trailed 
behind him. Reaching us, he belayed, said, "Excuse me while I bring 
up my Second", and began to haul the line in at rapid speed. My
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God! I thought, this Second must be good then the end of the rope 

came in sight, and tied on to it was his rucksack.

His adventures with the late Mrs. Pratchett are now legendary: 
of how for instance they set out one wet Saturday evening to climb on 

Teyrn Slabs. Part way up Cyril found his nails giving trouble, so took 

his boots off and threw them down, then later had to take his socks 

off and climb in bare feet. The climb was finished in the dark and 

Cyril could only find one boot, so hobbled back to Pen y Pass in one 

boot and one stockinged foot.
As his skill improved, his recklessness increased. He was in a 

tearing hurry to get everything in, and in order to do more than one 

climb in a day would without thought run out 120-foot lengths without 

belays or safeguards; he never seemed to worry about his Second's 

feelings. We climbed together leading through on some hard routes 

and I had to browbeat him into shorter leads and runners. He was 

often at his limit, getting away on things that could have been dis 

astrous. He was nevertheless a remarkable man, tough, impervious 

to weather, and with the ability to stretch himself to the limit. His 

courage and determination were colossal, and I remember his attempts 

to be the first to lead President's Wall on Gardom's Edge, which we 

had named after him, first in nails, then in rubbers, then in socks, 

then in bare feet. A cold misty November day it was and in the end, 

exhausted, he desisted, but he was back the next weekend and led the 

climb.
His character seemed to change when he went to White Hall. 

He became gentler, more thoughtful for others and himself, and lost 

that fierce, reckless determination. His friends became legion and his 

reputation legendary. We laughed about his past misdemeanours and 

joked in front of him about his past reckless days and with a 

twinkle in his eye he would relate some closely guarded tale of one of 

his misadventures.
I feel now that I have said enough, except to say how much we 

all loved him.
Eric Byne.

1 like to recall my first meeting with Cyril, in circumstances that 

were both ideal and typical. Harry Sutcliffe had led me up my first 

climbs on Pillar, and then on to Pisgah where we were resting while 

I recovered somewhat. As we sat there a brown domed head came 

into view below. I do not know how old Cyril was in 1943, but he 

looked venerable to us, and we were amused but impressed to watch 

him remove his boots and leave them carefully placed in Jordan Gap 

while he climbed Slab and Notch in his stockinged feet. From the 

top of Pillar he saw us, called a greeting, and then returned to his boots 

before climbing up to join us. He and Harry then climbed New West.
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Other things that I remember are the manner in which he clasped 
the rock of Gashed Crag to him like an old friend (as indeed it was), 
and an occasion when he was climbing down Great Gully when the 
abseil rope stuck and he had to climb back, free the rope and climb 
down again. I'm not sure that he did not contrive this sort of episode 
to add spice to an expedition. I remember too that marvellously 
mischievous look in his eye whenever he was making (before a climb) 
one of his typical propositions, or (after a climb) an equally typical 
confession.

I believe that Cyril did not begin to climb until he had reached 
an age when others might have claimed to be "past it", but he 
showed that age was irrelevant, and in this as in many other ways he 
provided a splendid example not only of how much enjoyment can be 
derived from climbing, but how much one can do for climbing. So 
many of his typical characteristics would find a place in an ideal 
mountaineer.

A. J. Bayly.

EDITOR'S NOTE ;  
In the obituary of Cyril Machin that appeared in last year's 

Journal, it was stated that Cyril's accident occurred on Windgather 
Rocks. In point of fact the accident occurred on Castle Naze. We 
thank Mr. Byne for pointing this out, and regret the error.
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