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CLIMBING THE PEAK OF EVIL
ROBERT PETTIGREW

Papsura, 21,165 ft., the Peak of Evil, was climbed for the first 
time at 2.15 p.m. on June 3rd, 1967, by Geoffrey Hill and Colin 
Pritchard in the boldly conceived culminating sortie of our month-old 
expedition which turned defeat into victory. Colin's participation in 
the final climb was particularly commendable since three days before 
he had been badly shaken in a 1,500 foot fall down Avalanche 
Couloir together with Mike Payne who was unhurt and me who 
sustained a dislocated left hip, and was hors de combat at the foot of 
the mountain.

Our objective, the third highest mountain in the Kulu/Lahul/ 
Spiti divide in the Himachal Pradesh State of India lies near the point 
where the Pir Panjal range branches off from the Great Himalayan 
Divide. Two striking twin peaks over 21,000 feet high dominate 
their end of the watershed. They are known in Lahul as the Peaks of 
Good and Evil (i.e., Dharmsura and Papsura), and are said to vary in 
height according as Good or Evil prevails in the world. Needless 
to say, Papsura is significantly higher than Dharmsura which has 
been climbed twice: Jimmy Roberts in 1940, and M.A.M. members 
Ashcroft and myself with Derrick Burgess of the Oread M.C. during 
the Derbyshire Himalayan Expedition in 1961.

In a Himalayan valley so dominated by the gods as Kulu it was 
perhaps inauspicious of me to shoot a mad dog, which had badly 
savaged a hillman, at the outset of the final Landrover convoy from 
the rallying point of Manali on the River Beas. From then on our 
team of eight,* six sahibs and two high altitude porters, was harried 
by border police, subjected to wildcat strikes by the only available 
gang of coolies, and incarcerated in high camps by storms of up to 
ten days' duration.

Our long approach march commenced from an untidy camp in 
the side valley sacred to the goddess Parbati, the gentle daughter of 
Himalaya and bride of Mahadev, on May 4. Characteristically, the 
coolies recruited from the mountain-girt community of Malana, a 
village at 8,500 feet in our line of march, struck for higher pay and 
lighter loads within half-an-hour of starting. Arbitration appeared in 
the shape of a road engineer whose urgings carried us as far as the 
first set of public scales. At the great weigh-in the process was 
delayed sufficiently to ensure that the caravan would not get beyond 
Malana that night thus securing an extra day's employment. That
* J. E. Ashburner; C. J. Henty; G. Hi]]; M. J. Payne; C. Pritchard; R. G. Pettigrew 

(leader). High altitude porters: Ladakhi Wangyal; Sherpa Pasang Lakpa. 
Coolies from Malana and Manali assisted the expedition to establish and 
strike Base Camp, and to evacuate Pettigrew.
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achieved, the ragged band filed laboriously into the spectacular gorge 
of the Malana river and the first stage had really begun.

Space forbids a description of the fascinating village of Malana 
which abounds with religious and social survivals some probably 
dating from a time before the first Aryan wave of immigrants had 
entered Kulu. We trod the paved path warily   to tread on the sacred 
soil of Malana village is sacrilege and offenders are fined one goat on 
the spot! Although the villagers' aversion to strangers is apparent, 
the Government Chowkidar was most hospitable and entertained us 
in his home.

Four days up from the Parbati we took possession of a spacious 
bivouac kitchen under a prominent boulder, ringed it with tents and 
set up Base Camp. As a last theatrical gesture the Malana men 
threatened to reject the new ten rupee notes of their pay as forgeries 
but when we laughed uproarously they departed with good grace.

From previous campaigns in Kulu half the party were familiar 
with our site on Umrao Thach at 12,000 feet, the last grazing ground 
in the glen, a bare, windswept shelf on the true right bank of the 
infant Malana River within an hour of the snout of the Malana 
Glacier. Across the river eastwards arctic conditions prevailed and 
the redoubtable peak of Ali Ratni Tibba dominated our camp as the 
Matterhorn dominates Zermatt.

To gain access to the base of Papsura with sufficient supplies to 
sustain a determined assault we were obliged to back-pack our gear, 
food and fuel in stages over a lengthy and arduous route. Commencing 
at the snout of the Malana Glacier we bore across to the east bank, 
where a temporary camp was placed, crossed the Pass of Animals, 
15,000 ft., which marked a stage and sheltered a camp unrivalled for 
its mountain prospect, and took the Upper Tos Glacier to its junction 
with the Papsura Glacier. This exhausting operation, continually 
beset by bad weather, occupied us for a fortnight.

During the final stage of the ferrying operation Colin and I set 
off from Advance Base on May 17th to make the route across the 
Upper Papsura Glacier. Initially we climbed easily up the 1,000-foot 
crescent-shaped moraine conveniently bordering the east side of the 
ice-fall just above the junction of the glaciers. This route was known 
to me since we had used this approach in 1961 to make the second 
ascent of Dharmsura, Papsura's "twin". We pitched our tent at 
15,300 ft., an ice-bound eyrie backed by the rippling ice-fall and the 
savage grandeur of the Papsura Cwm. Directly south-west we could 
easily pick out through the monocular the four tents on the Pass of 
Animals. Immediately opposite, across the East Tos Glacier was the 
ice-draped north face of Roberts' 19,061 ft. unnamed peak, a night-



9. 1133

marish staircase of fluted ice, easily the most photogenic view we had 
yet obtained.

The next morning we set out on our pathfinding mission at a 
quarter to seven. There was a spirited debate about the direction we 
should take through the ice-fall, but eventually we agreed to try a 
direct line through the middle thinking this would give us a speedier 
insight into the Papsura Cwm. Instead it gave Colin a speedier 
insight into the awesome interior of a very wide and very deep cre 
vasse. His extraction was prolonged since his Prussik loops jammed 
on the doubled Perlon line and he was obliged to climb a dis 
integrating ice-wall, perch on an isolated mushroom of frozen snow 
and wait while I traversed the upper ice-fall to approach him from the 
far side. The retrieving of Colin resulted in the establishment of a 
safe ferrying route through the ice-fall to the entrance of the Papsura 
Cwm.

Between bouts of bad weather the whole party then established 
Camp 1 at the foot of the south face of Papsura, 17,000 ft., on May 
22nd. The storm broke as Jock and I left the tent to descend to 
Advance Base. To our consternation the aluminium frames of our 
packs appeared to be storing static electricity and administered mild 
but painful burns every time they came in contact with shoulders or 
backs.

For the next six days we were incarcerated in our tents while the 
camp site was utterly transformed by 78 hours of continuous snow fall. 
Each tent was in its own pen, dug out for a few minutes each day by 
the occupants. The snow level rose above the roofs and essential 
journeys had to be made by "crutch-hopping".

Using skis Geoffrey was the first to test conditions underfoot 
when he set out with Pasang for a journey to Base Camp to replenish 
supplies on May 28th. The rest of the party re-occupied Camp 1 on 
May 29th, dug out the tent, and planned to reconnoitre the Eastern 
Couloir (later known as Avalanche Couloir) of the south face the 
following day, whilst Wangyal and I returned to Advance Base to wait 
for Geoffrey and Pasang.

These two gave alluring reports of grass, flowers and birds at 
Base Camp as well as producing tangible goodies in the form of choco 
late and cigarettes. They supported Wangyal and me to Camp 1 on 
May 30th, then descended to Advance Base for the final loads. 
Meanwhile, John, Colin and Mike had taken a closer look at the 
assault route and had succeeded in placing about 500 feet of fixed 
rope on pickets at the foot of Avalanche Couloir.

We planned to climb Avalanche Couloir in three ropes of two, 
place a light camp on the ridge and launch a summit attempt of two

I
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climbers with two pairs in support on the following day. Geoffrey 
and Pasang would be supporting from Camp 1.

General Bruce, the first mountaineer to explore Kulu, delighted 
in midnight starts, so it would have pleased him to see us depart at 
that hour for a pre-dawn trudge over the neve to the foot of the couloir. 
Climbing steadily, rope-length by rope-length, we rose out of an 
ampitheatre of stupendous ice-architecture in company with the 
dawning day. Two-thirds of the way up we were forced towards the 
east containing wall by ice in depth and continued warily over frozen 
snow adhering thinly to steep rock. At this point we noticed Geoffrey 
and Pasang at the foot of the couloir following in our steps. Antici 
pation was high when we finally emerged from the gloom of the 
couloir to stand on the airy summit ridge which fell abruptly away on 
the far side for thousands of feet to the Bara Shigri Glacier. It was a 
cul-de-sac and our hopes were dashed as we surveyed the massive 
and repellant boss of clear ice which lay athwart the ridge leading to 
the summit. It was obvious to all that we should have to retreat and 
seek an alternative route to the summit. After their great effort to 
join us Geoffrey discovered that Pasang was showing signs of frost 
bite in his feet, and they started down at once.

During the descent snow conditions had deteriorated badly and 
Mike fell three times in the upper section of the couloir but each time 
he was held by Colin, who had a secure stance. However, the danger 
of avalanches now made it imperative that we should move together 
so I joined Mike and Colin in a rope of three. We removed crampons 
because of the danger of balling-up, and set off again. Just as a small 
avalanche hissed into the main couloir from a tributary branch, Mike 
lost his balance and fell out of his steps. Colin was jerked from his 
steps   he thinks that they collapsed under the strain   and the two 
of them falling free brought me down. At first sliding on my back I 
turned over and applied the ice-axe brake in approved fashion and 
succeeded in stopping myself. When the expected jerk came it was 
unbelievably violent and I was plucked from the surface of the snow 
to a height of about six feet and then we were all three falling out of 
control in every conceivable position, cartwheeling, somersaulting, 
rolling and sliding. At one point Colin and I were clasped in a fond 
embrace and, since I knew that we were falling in a sort of self- 
perpetuating avalanche I was telling him to try and keep together so 
that if we were buried at the foot of the couloir we should be able to 
help each other. These instructions were clearly heard by the other 
party as we flew past them. Suddenly everything ended, not in the 
way I expected, and I found that my companions and I were still alive, 
though groaning in unison and appealing to the other party for help.

We were straddled across the bergschrund, Mike a little way down 
from the lower lip with his right arm twisted back in a peculiar
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fashion looking like a wounded bird, myself sitting awkwardly astride 
the lower lip legs bound firmly in the climbing rope, and Colin 
somewhere in the depths of the bergschrund protesting in a strangled 
voice that he was being slowly throlled by his rucksack straps which 
were up round his windpipe. This galvanised me into activity and 
since the rope was obviously hindering me I took out my clasp knife 
and cut myself free. But I was still unable to move and it dawned on 
me that I had sustained a leg injury.

Within minutes the other party had reached us, rescued Colin, 
retrieved our scattered equipment, and started to evacuate me from 
the avalanche-prone couloir. After a painful period of experi 
mentation, I found it most comfortable for my left leg to be glissaded 
down the debris fan on my right hip, and in this fashion I was 
conveyed to an emergency camp in the Papsura Cwm at about 
18,000 feet. That night Geoffrey Hill returned from Camp 1, where 
he had been treating Pasang's frost-bitten feet, to look after me and 
make preparations for my evacuation to a safer place. Apart from 
vomiting over my precious cameras and being frightened by the 
continuous growl of ice avalanches I spent a fairly comfortable 
night on the flank of Papsura.

They evacuated me next day on a stretcher improvised from an 
air mattress, skis and aluminium pickets lashed together by climbing 
line. Although we had not yet diagnosed the injury it was clear that 
I was not going to be a walking casualty and that further evacuation 
was beyond the strength of the present party. Accordingly the party 
split, John and Pasang to proceed with all speed to Manali to inform 
my wife Deana and raise a stretcher party of paharis (hillmen), Jock, 
Mike, Colin, Geoffrey and Wangyal to remain at Camp 1 with the 
patient.

John and Pasang left at 2.30 a.m. in the dark and cold morning 
of June 2nd and made excellent progress. The descent to Advance 
Base and long haul up to the Pass of Animals was over by breakfast 
time and they were able to bivouac well beyond Base Camp that night. 
Another long day took them over the 11,000 foot Chandar Khanni 
Pass from where they ran down through 7,000 feet of forest to reach 
the road 3 hours later. After initial frustration they caught the last 
bus to reach Manali that night. My wife Deana then organised a 
stretcher party and by the following afternoon a team of seven Kulu 
menanda much recovered Pasang was winding its way back up into the 
mountains.

In Camp 1 we awaited the stretcher team and discussed the 
advisability of another assault. Since I was in good spirits and quite 
fit apart from the injured leg we decided in the end that a New Zealand
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type dash by Geoffrey and Colin was justifiable, Wangyal staying in 
camp to look after me.

They chose to make a route up the Western Couloir, later named 
Rolleiflex Couloir, which was little more than a shallow depression 
in the south face, but had the advantage of emerging near the summit. 
They left Camp 1 at 2 a.m. on June 3rd and by 10 a.m. they had 
reached the top of Rolleiflex Couloir at about 20,000 feet in excellent 
snow conditions. They paused for a snack on some rocks before 
moving back down a little onto the crest of the couloir. Geoif tied 
their rucksack to the rope and lowered it to Colin. Disastrously the 
knot came undone and the sack plunged off down the steep couloir 
below, taking with it all their bivouac gear, gloves and my valuable 
Rolleiflex camera. They paused to look down and then decided to 
rush up the remaining 800 feet or so to the summit.

In Colin's own words: "Geoff led the perilous traverse off the 
steep, corniced crest of the couloir and the next two pitches took us 
to the foot of an intimidating rock step. This he led again in crampons, 
to a fine safe stance overlooking the awesome drop 5,000 feet down to 
the Bara Shigri Glacier. I followed with difficulty and now only two 
steep pitches separated us from the broad summit ridge. As we 
surmounted them, Camp 1 disappeared from our view and with it the 
tiny cluster of figures eagerly following our progress. They knew 
as we did, that the summit was close; they must have shared our 
elation at the prospect of snatching success from the jaws of defeat.

"By this time Geoff was feeling effects of altitude and the strain 
of continuous leading and he found that last stretch interminable. 
We reached the summit at 2.15 p.m. but the view was partially 
obscured by storm clouds welling below."

Geoff and Colin rested only briefly, for although pleased with 
their success they were fully aware of the danger of a storm when 
they had no bivouac equipment. In half-an-hour they were descending 
carefully, wearing one glove each in the cold wind.

"We reached the steep section quickly and moved singly. Almost 
immediately it began to snow and soon the visibility was down to a 
few yards. There was little chance of losing our route, especially on 
the rock pitch where we had left an ice screw in as protection. Now 
the storm was in full spate and we had to shorten the pitches to make 
use of the leader's rapidly filling steps. Geoff decided to attempt a 
direct descent of the difficult ice section at the top of the couloir and 
chopped steps with gusto whilst I belayed with a half planted ice axe. 
Half way across, he fell out of the steps and swung gracefully across 
the couloir. I was scared of the insecure belay and terrified when 
he fell again. We retreated gingerly to the bivouac ledge, but a night 
at 20,300 ft. without protection was unthinkable. So we had to tackle
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the gendarme to regain our ascent route. New powder snow overlay 
verglas on the rocks and I was grateful for Geoff's lead and top rope 
to safer ground. It was 6 p.m. and by now the snow conditions made 
the couloir highly dangerous. We had to pick a way down the 
desperately steep knife-edge of snow separating the main and sub 
sidiary couloirs; it seemed the only way of avoiding the avalanche 
danger. Despite the piercing wind, new snow lay more than a foot 
deep over the old and we had to kick great buckets at every step. 
Our ridge gave out onto rock, necessitating a traverse into the minor 
couloir; in Rolleiflex Couloir an avalanche roared down but we 
stopped only to shudder.

"Later an avalanche in our couloir piled up around us and we 
clung grimly to our buried axes. Geoff warned of the frostbite danger 
and I sucked my fingers. He had nipped the end of his fingers but 
noticed in time to warn me and prevent further damage.

"We were very tired and felt our way down cautiously in the 
gloom. Rocks appeared and disappeared, vague landmarks in a sea 
of nothing. Nothing above save unstable snow; nothing below save a 
gaping bergschrund; nothing to the left save the shadow of a rock 
rib, and to the right only an indistinguishable shape. Geoff thought 
it was the bergschrund and we traversed laboriously over to it   
only to find another rock rib. So we traversed back and down; the 
slope was easier now, but our feet were like lumps of lead. It had 
stopped snowing but our beards were frozen, duvets encrusted in 
snow and boots unrecognisable. Downwards, always downwards 
until the real bergschrund loomed before us, just a black line with 
nothing to be seen below. Geoff jumped and land 20 ft. lower. 
My more modest leap took me almost as far and I wanted to rest as 
I landed, never to move again.

"But the danger was not entirely over and we had to struggle 
down the knee-deep avalanche debris, down the snowfield and the 
glacier towards the pale silhouette of a familiar ridge, down to the 
camp. There were crevasses hereabouts   would we be able to see 
them? Better not risk it, skirt round the area, come on the camp 
from the other side.

"We staggered on until we could go no further, then filled our 
lungs for a long shout. Silence   then an answering shout not a 
100 yards away. A light   Wangyal almost set the tent on fire   and 
we trundled exhausted into the welcome refuge. It was 11.30 p.m. 
The camp was in an uproar of congratulations and relief. Water. 
Crampons off. Sleep."

Papsura was climbed. On June 5th, Jock and Mike left for the 
valley to prepare the route. Geoff accompanied them so far to 
pathfind for the Kulu men. He led the stretcher party back on June 8th

11
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to commence an exhausting labour for them and a precarious ride for 
me. Fixed ropes were placed in the ice-fall below the Papsura Cwm 
but soft snow proved the greatest hindrance. It took four days to 
reach Base Camp over the Pass of Animals, and a further three days 
over the 11,000 ft. pass into the Kulu Valley. An X-ray at the Lady 
Willingdon Hospital confirmed the dislocation and the next day it 
was reduced by a Sikh orthopaedic surgeon who, fortunately for me, 
was spending his holiday in Manali in company with his anaesthetist! 
Encased in plaster from neck to toe I then had six weeks to reflect 
on the perils of Papsura.
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IN THE CATINACCIO
JOHN GRAY

It rained in the Tofana. It rained in the Cinque Torre. It rained 
in the Tre Cima. Rain, rain, rain ... a fortnight gone and only three 
short climbs accomplished, snatched between storms on the Cinque 
Torre. A place to climb, but where? Frantic thumbing through 
Crew's guide found the magic phrases . . . southerly aspect, low 
altitude, worthwhile routes, bad weather climbing. At last, a place 
in the sun, or so we hoped. The Catinaccio group, home of the 
Vajolet Towers but also the home of a villainous microbe, causative 
organism of a serious gastro-intestinal upset, or so we had been 
forewarned. Keep away from the Catinaccio if you are camping we 
had been told.

Chris Perry and I decided to camp as high as possible, at any rate 
upstream of the climbing huts. Out campsite was to be a small grassy 
plateau behind the Vajolet hut, very conveniently placed for all of the 
climbs thereabouts. We had driven from Cortina, through the heart of 
the Dolomites with its pink and yellow pinnacles standing guard over 
the pine forests to Canazei. The main road continued for a while but 
then a wonderful winding track through the hayfields, through groups 
of farm houses built above the track, through pine forests and, finally, 
alongside the raging torrent from the melting now patches on the 
peaks above, to the Gardeccia hut. A sign saying '4-wheel drive 
vehicles only' warned us that the car could go no further. Progress 
would have to be made on foot. Fortunately the Vajolet hut stood 
only two kilometers further up the track. Our packs weighed heavy 
but the journey was brightened by the evening sun on flowers of every 
imaginable hue, blues, yellows, reds, all growing side by side in a 
spectacular blaze of glory.

The track wound upwards through the pine trees, on our left 
towered the magnificent East face of the Catinaccio itself, on our 
right the stream thundered in the early stages of its journey to the sea, 
and still further right stood the broken rocks of a small ridge, ending 
in the gigantic flake of the Crepa di Soccorda, completely separated 
from the rest of the ridge. The Vajolet hut stands on a shoulder of 
hard rock, where the stream has cut a deep ravine, and has a mag 
nificent view of the valley below. It is into this ravine that all the 
refuse from the Vajolet hut is tipped, nothing is burned or buried; 
camping below the hut and using the stream is a highly dangerous 
pastime.

To the west of the Vajolet hut a deep scree gully separates the 
Catinaccio from the Vajolet Towers. The gully cuts the ridge of the 
Catinaccio to give the steep and imposing North West face, where
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Vinatzer found his way skywards in 1935. This was our first climb in 
the area. The Gartleshultte, the scree gully, provided an exhausting 
but easily found way to the foot of the face. We stopped en route at 
the picturesquely situated Alberto hut for a refreshing peach and a 
few words with the guardian. Realising we were English, he said over 
and over again with ever increasing gesticulations, that the climb was 
artificial. We wondered what lay ahead, especially as our guide said 
one thousand feet of free climbing. Was this one of the numerous 
mistakes that had made the guide famous ?

An obvious chimney led up through easy angled rocks to the very 
steep and often overhanging face above. Here a narrow crack led 
upwards, the way easily marked by the scores of pitons left by 
previous parties. In fact the pitons were so numerous that they 
tended to get in the way. For a distance of about twenty feet two 
parallel cracks ran upwards about two feet apart; each had its full 
complement of pitons   some were removed for our private 
collections.

The crack continued upwards to a cave beneath a large roof. Up 
till now we had only been pulling or standing on the occasional peg. 
We realised we were now at a point where further artificial aid might 
be useful, and could see the reason for the guardian's advice. Progress 
without artificial aid would be extremely strenuous. We removed 
our etriers from our pockets and swung across the roof in true 
artificial style. Above, the angle receeded and fairly easy climbing 
led to the North Summit of the Catinaccio. Just after we arrived two 
French lads appeared from the opposite direction. They had just 
completed the direct route up the East Face of the North Summit, a 
route we wanted to do but which the guide had warned might have 
some of its golos missing. They assured us that the route was fully 
pegged. We followed the ridge southwards, with them, to the great 
metal cross on the Central Summit, signed our names in the book and 
descended via the ordinary route to our campsite.

The following day saw us heading for the vast yellow wall where 
we were to find the route now called the Via Olympia. The direct 
route up the East Face was climbed for the first time in 1960 by two 
Italians, using 106 golos and 40 pitons. We scrambled up scree 
banks, covered in orchid and edelweiss to the foot of the face. Two 
excellent pitches up first a diedre and then its continuation crack, led 
to a large ledge at the foot of an enormous overhanging wall. Up and 
up, higher and higher, stretched a row of golos, two feet apart; first 
up a vertical wall then out over several long continuous bulges, then 
up vertical rock again. Three hundred feet without a ledge big enough 
for a stance; two stances in etriers hanging from golos with no-one to 
say how far into the rock they were. Finally a marvellous rightward

14
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traverse with nothing but air below for six hundred feet, to a large but 
loose ledge. More golos and pitons led over more overhangs to a 
niche just below the crest of the ridge. Another thousand feet of 
scrambling up the ridge led to the North Summit again.

The rains came just as we returned to our campsite. We re 
mained in suspended animation in our sleeping bags for the next two 
days waiting for a break in the weather. The appearance of blue sky 
tempted us out so we rushed up the Gartleshultte once more for 
a short route on the Vajolet Towers.

The name Steger is well known for his ascent of the direct route 
on the East Face of the Central Summit of the Catinaccio, but he also 
made a much shorter, and probably harder, route up the right-hand 
peak of the Vajolet Towers, the Torre Winkler. The climb follows a 
crack up the South Face of the Tower and is very steep. As a conse 
quence of this steepness the crack is littered with pitons, the vast 
majority of which are unnecessary. Near the top of the climb a ledge 
interrupts the climb on its way to the sky. Here the route follows a 
little traverse left to an enormous overhanging crack. The crack is 
filled with all kinds of wooden rubbish, the original wedges, broom 
handles, chair legs, you name it, it is there, all unnecessary. The crack 
is about three inches wide, perfect for jamming; once over the 
overhang there is a handily placed peg to enable a rest for tired arms 
and then a magnificent pitch leads to the top.

The descent is by abseil down the gap between the Torre Stabeler 
and the Torre Winkler and is very loose. A crash helmet is very 
necessary and it is advisable to go down last!

The good weather continued and we decided to try a route put 
up in 1933 by Bernard on that great shield of rock the Crepa di 
Soccorda. The climb follows a crack and chimney up the South- 
West Face. From the start we were disappointed with the route, the 
initial overhanging crack was avoided by vegetationous slabs on the 
right. The following chimney was unpleasantly wet and, with very 
few pegs, an inferior version of many Welsh chimneys. A groove 
above led up to merge in an overhanging wall where an exposed 
traverse was the one redeeming pitch of the whole climb. Above this 
things went from worse to worse, wandering along grassy ledges, up 
loose rock and finally along a very shattered arete to the summit. 
The descent was long and tedious. The whole route belies its des 
cription in the guide as 'a very recommendable route with some very 
fine climbing!'

Our last climb in the area was the long Steger, the East Face 
Direct of the Central Catinaccio Summit. The previous day we had 
been repulsed by rain and bigheaded Germans. We arrived early,
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just ahead of another German party and started up the long grey 
diedre which splits the yellow face. The Germans were climbing right 
behind me on the first pitch but we soon pulled further ahead. The 
climbing up the diedre was by bridging and pulling on pitons in the 
crack. Two overhangs were ascended and then the crucial traverse 
out onto the wall of the diedre and up to a ledge. Easy by Welsh 
standards but it slowed the Germans so much that we lost them 
completely. Above we had the hardest moves on the climb when 
Chris climbed straight up for thirty feet on the edge of the diedre 
instead of traversing out onto the wall and traversing back higher up. 
More overhangs in the diedre eventually brought us to the central 
part of the climb, the angle fell back and the climbing consisted of 
following ones nose upwards. A large chimney appeared and we 
followed it for about a thousand feet before it faded, eventually, into 
an overhanging yellow wall. Here an easy traverse rightwards led to 
a row of pitons going straight up the middle of the vertical wall. This 
excellent pitch led to the final summit chimneys, deep and wet, due 
to the torrential rain of the day before.

Once more we stood beside the metal cross on the summit and 
looked on to the other mountains of the Dolomites, Sassolungo, 
Marmolata and so on. We realised that this was our last climbing on 
the mountain for this year. The Catinaccio had saved our honour, 
in a week we had climbed five routes. Yes, the Catinaccio is just 
the place in which to hide from the rain and make the best of climbing 
in the Dolomites when higher areas are covered in cloud.
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TRAMPING ROUND THE LAKE DISTRICT
EDDIE HAMBLY

In our last journal Eric Byne listed some fine walks in the Peak 
District. With the acquisition of Low House at Coniston it was 
decided by our worthy editor that a note of some interesting walks 
in the Lake District would be worth restating for the benefit of the 
ever-increasing stream of members tempted from their spiritual home 
of Wales to savour the delights of our northern hills. My own special 
preferences are for climbing on the longer (easy) mountaineering 
routes of Wales but for the sheer delight of hill walking, I have 
turned, for nearly thirty years, to the Lake District.

Generally one starts from a lower level than Ogwen or Pen-y- 
Pass so vertical height is much the same despite the generally lower 
altitude. Within an area of roughly twenty miles by twenty miles lie 
over fifty tops each separated by a significant col. The combinations, 
therefore, of route, panorama, skyline, hill form, flora and fauna are 
countless. In essence then the scene is constantly changing at every 
turn of the path, interest continues unabated and no day is dominated 
throughout by one massif, summit or ridge.

For one's first visits, it is natural that one instinctively heads for 
the Central Fells based on Scafell and Great Gable. One will not 
be disappointed, particularly if the day is fine. My own experience is 
that one may come across a truly bad wet day, once in four or five, 
when the rainfall can be quite intense. The best way of all to see the 
area, particularly early on in one's experience is to make a complete 
circuit of the whole district, traversing ridges, crossing passes, 
dwelling for a day or two in the valley that takes the fancy. Start 
from Coniston and return there two weeks later. The list of clubs who 
have extended reciprocal arrangements to us makes such a journey 
feasible. Indeed, they might have acquired their huts according to 
some master plan.

Good walking routes, however, abound for any kind of day, 
and for the toddlers and the less fit there is an abundance of things at 
hand. The new Wainwright Guides are an obvious buy to the serious 
student. One can almost tell from them by which stone one stands! 
This article does not seek to emulate them. In laying down my 
warden's hammer for the writer's pen I am very conscious that many 
worthwhile places will have been missed.

I have sought to indicate a number of daily fell walks from 
different bases which will give the visitor an overall view of the 
district so that he can acquire a full appreciation of the potential. 
In completing these routes one will have totted up three-quarters of 
the peaks over 2,500 feet, by which time one will have very firm ideas
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as to how to tackle the remainder. Other than, perhaps, the Scafell 
Route they can all be tackled solo with confidence in poor weather 
although a map, compass and sense of orienteering ability may ensure 
a return to the intended valley more quickly than might otherwise 
be the case! I have also included a few suggestions for one or two 
off days which would also be of use to young families. If these notes 
tempt you north I shall be delighted. If you find exciting places I 
have not been to, please let me know.

THE TOPS
THE CONISTON CIRCUIT
Route: Dow Crag, Grey Friar, Carrs, Swirl How, Wetherlam or the 
Old Man.

A fine group on the doorstep of Low House. The shorter day can 
be started by taking a car for a mile or so up the Walna Scar road 
and finishing off over the Old Man. A much pleasanter route is to 
go the whole way on foot, starting up the Walna Scar road, over Dow 
Crag with magnificent mountaineering routes of all standards on 
its East face. Grey Friar is, perhaps, the finest viewpoint, especially 
looking over Upper Eskdale to the Scafell Group. Swirl How looks 
over another panorama   that of Little Langdale. Descending via 
the North East ridge of Wetherlam and High Tilberthwaite one 
escapes the devastation of mining so much in evidence on the Old Man 
and ends with a delightful walk down the Tilberthwaite Ghyll.

THE LANGDALE SKYLINE
Route: As you please   Pike of Bliscoe, Crinkle Crags, Bowfell, 
Black Crags, Pike of Stickle, Harrison Stickle.

A grand walk which can be started or finished where you will. 
The Blea Tarn road provides a gentle starter and one is warned of 
magnetic rock on the Crinkles. Bowfell is a superb mountain and from 
it the head of Eskdale is seen in all its remote glory. Beyond Hanging 
Knotts and Black Crags one crosses the broad highway of Snake 
Pass. Thence dodging bog, to those familiar Pikes, sparing time for 
a look at Gimmer and a call at the O.D.G. for sustenance appropriate 
to the hour.

THE WASDALE ROUND
Route: Scafell, Scafell Pike, Great Cable, Kirkfell.

A circuit on which one is continually spoiled for choice. 
Deserving of many visits. Via Hollow Stones, past Pikes Crag to 
Mickledore. Then take the Lords Rake below the cliff to Scafell and 
having traversed below the crags take the soft but stimulating West 
face traverse off. One then finds Scafell summit and descending 
E.S.E. from the top scrambles down to join the path rising from
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Cam Spout to Mickledore. Mickledore to Scafell Pike is straight 
forward. Although it misses some tops, I have a fondness for the 
Guides (or Corrider) Route off Scafell passing impressive scenery via 
Piers Gill and Greta Gill for Stye Head. The faint may descend from 
here but, if limbs are going strong, The Gable either direct or via the 
Climbers Traverse (for a look at the Needle) and finishing, perhaps, 
over Kirk Fell will have given on a fitting climax to an excellent day.

AN ENNERDALE RIDGE
Route: Haycock, Scoat Fell, Steeple, Pillar.

The one that got away   I hang my head in shame. Aiming to 
do this in the reverse direction from a lofty camp above Stye Head 
Pass, in high wind and torrential rain with visibility at 50 yards, we 
missed the col between Kirk Fell and Gable and had nearly circled 
Gable via Windy Gap before we pulled out compasses to find our 
selves heading East instead of West. With the wind on our backs the 
shelter of an Arctic Guinea beckoned and resolution waned.

BUTTERMERE AREA
Route 1: Scarth Gap, High Stile, Red Pike.

A ridge rather than a massif, not so frequently trodden as the 
great trade routes. For those whose eye delights in tracing the distant 
ridges   North, South, East or West   or appreciates fine modelling 
of hill features, a day on this ridge in fine weather will be well 
rewarded. The views to the Central Fells are superb, but the eye will 
continue to roam as the scene changes in each direction. A place 
for the camera trigger-happy. Descend by the N.E. ridge of Red Pike 
to the still beauty of Buttermere.
Route 1: Whiteless Pike, Wandope, Grassmoor, Eel Crag, Crag 
Hills, Sail.

Hills that are different and to some, at first, less attractive. One 
acquires the taste and is better for having done so. One is on a massif 
with a magnificent panorama to the south and interesting country 
to the North. The extent is surprising and the feet ramble where the 
spirit takes. A day to be alone with the hills and one's thoughts.

BLENCATHRA SURPRISES
Route: Sharp Edge, Blencathra, Knowe Crags.

A shorter day but one well worth adding to the bag. Visiting 
climbers seldom stray North of the Keswick to Penrith road believing, 
perhaps, that the hills are for sparrows. On a blustery winter's day 
with the temperature just on zero and precipitation (to use the 
forecaster's term, not knowing whether it be rain or snow) we found 
the rocks of Sharp Edge providing excellent sport. Certainly the
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sparrows were conspicuously lacking. At one point a rope came in 
handy. A traverse of the summit and descent by the W.S. ridge ended 
a rewarding day. A mountain much superior to Skiddaw, which has 
little to attract by itself or its views. The eager can traverse the two 
in a day.

THE GENTLE DODDS
Route: As you will.

Delightful hills easily reached from Sticks Pass. Splendid for 
the solitary contemplative rambler or a relatively easy day. They 
cannot boast dramatic hill form or striking mountain vistas. Never 
theless they command excellent views of the valleys and, with a small 
diversion, Ullswater. On a summer's day they can be combined with 
a traverse of Helvellyn to make a very satisfactory expedition.

HELVELLYN AND ITS HORSESHOE
Route: Striding Edge, Helvellyn, Swirrel Edge, Catstye Cam.

Perhaps the most famous ridge walk in the Lake District, and in 
summer one takes it in one's stride (pardoning the pun). Under snow 
conditions it can be quite sporting and very satisfying to accomplish. 
One may vary the circuit on reaching the summit by turning south 
for Nethermost Pike and Dollywagon Pike taking care not to be 
tempted west of south. Dollywagon Pike has some excellent cliffs 
and a magnificent view of the Fairfield St. Sunday Crag Ridge 
which more than repays the extra two miles of the southern variant.

ALONG THE HIGH STREET
Route: Kirkstone, Pike How, Stony Cove Pike, Thornthwaite Crag,
High Street, The Knott.

These fells deserve to be much better known and have the merit of 
being tackled from half-way up. They are at their very best under 
snow conditions, when the sun throws shadows on the snowfields in 
the eastern coombes of Helvellyn. An axe will come in handy for 
cutting steps up the eastern slopes of Thornthwaite Crag if the snow 
has frozen. If one is very lucky one may come across a herd of deer 
on the snowline of Rest Dodd foraging for food. I must confess to 
being amazed at the Romans who built their arterial highway in this 
exposed area. One cannot imagine them averaging a high speed in 
winter or summer.

THE AMBLESIDE CIRCUIT
Route: Low Pike, High Pike, Dove Crag, Hart Crag, Fairfield,
Greatrigg Man, Heron Pike.

A route to set you nearer the M6 on Sunday and a pleasant horse 
shoe to boot. Having failed miserably in heavy rain to do this circuit
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in the reverse direction from Grisedale Pass, through not finding the 
top of Fairfield, a spot of map study suggested the route proposed 
as being more certain of success. A little orienteering came into play 
on the summits of Dove Crag, Hart Crag and Fairfield in similar 
conditions next day and though it was September I never met a soul 
all day. The views from the tops I cannot describe as they consisted 
of only 50 yards of rain. However, below Greatrigg Man the rain 
eased and I got a taste of good things which should be available 
higher up on a fine day.

THE KENTMERE FELLS
Route: Yoke, 111 Bell, Froswick, Thornthwaite Crag, Harter Fell, 
Kentmere Pike.

One somehow assumes that the Lakes end at Ambleside. Here 
is a fine walk that will put you fifteen miles nearer home on Sunday, 
clear of the Ambleside traffic and leave you with that delightful end 
of the day on the hills feeling. Nowhere is the route difficult to follow, 
although mist and rain have been known to cause occasional con 
sternation. The ridge stretches always in front, each succeeding peak 
stands up well from the intervening col and, if the day be fine, one 
views the whole route with great relish. The 'once in every two or 
three months' man will find he has had a good day.

OFF DAYS
One could list a hundred walks in this category and still leave 

many worthwhile places un-noted. Here are a few of the minor 
expeditions which may have some appeal to the under-eights as well 
as their elders who want an excuse for not going to the top.

CONISTON AREA
Grisedale Forest east of Lake Coniston.
Woodland Fell south of Lake Coniston.
The tarn a quarter of a mile north of Ivy Crag which gives as 

bonny a view of the Langdale Pikes as one gets from Blea Tarn.
Tilberthwaite, Hodge Close   mind the quarry   High Oxenfell, 

Arnside, Tarn Hows. Walna Scar with its grand view of the summit 
of the pass.

Duddon Valley with its charming stream, falling in cascades 
through miniature gorges.

ESKDALE AREA
Harter Fell, best taken from Brotherkeld in Eskdale. Occupies 

a central point with magnificent views of the Central and Coniston 
Fells. A child's scrambling paradise and a good spot for photographs.
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Upper Eskdale. A quiet place with a magnificent wall of high 
mountains. Cam Spout provides a fine waterfall up which youngsters 
can scramble.

Ravenglass to Eskdale Railway   'Little Ratty'. With true to 
scale locos.

BUTTERMERE AREA
The round of Buttermere, delightful in the limpid air of a hot 

summer's day. Extend it as you wish.

BORROWDALE AREA
Stye Head Pass by Taylor Ghyll.
Castle Crag from Grange, Longthwaite and the Bowder Stone 

for tea.
Catbells and Brandlehow for soaking up the glory of Derwent- 

water.
Ashness, Watendlath, Rosthwaite.

ULLSWATER AREA
Steamer from Glenridding to Hawtown, walk back along the 

southern shore of the lake. Include Hallin Fell for a bonus.

AMBLESIDE AREA
Loughrigg Fell and Loughrigg Terrace.
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Girdle of Main Area, Auon Gorge 

Roger Hiffh Climbing John
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ROCK CLIMBING IN THE AVON GORGE
CHRIS PERRY

One of my principle reasons for leaving Birmingham to work 
for the B.A.C. at Bristol was the proximity of such a large 
and advanced climbing ground as the Avon Groge. It had recently 
been pushed into the limelight by Ed. Ward-Drummond whose new 
guide book to the area introduces a controversial grading system. 
This and his recent activities in Wales stimulated interest and during 
the winter months, when the Foot and Mouth epidemic made it one 
of the few alternatives, it attracted many Welsh regulars from London 
and the Midlands.

The specialised climbing techniques, loose rock and the quan 
titative rather than qualitative peg protection usually make an 
acclimatisation period essential and, in his second supplement 
Ed. W-D warns that "many X.S. leaders have failed to make Central 
Buttress their first Gorge V.S." There is no typical Avon Groge 
move but the climbing usually involves following an indefinite line up 
80 degree walls with a good selection of inferior holds. There are 
many sloping ledges, pinch grips and layaways but the rock is not, 
usually 'too up-hill' and the crux moves are typically more intellectual 
problems rather than physical or confidence moves. Time is spent in 
deciding the best combination of holds rather than summing up the 
courage to commit oneself or deciding how to use an obvious set of 
worn holds as is typical in Wales or on gritstone. Some climbs 
provide a nostalgic hand-jam and others the occasional jug but one 
must generally be wary of guide book talk of jugs since, at Avon, 
this is applied to any horizontal ledge over an inch wide and when the 
true Welsh jug appears it is usually termed 'an amazing hold'.

The old guide and Ed. W-D's supplements contain a total of 
approximately 150 routes of all grades, many of which are worthwhile. 
The best are found on the 200 ft. Main Wall behind the tennis courts 
where the cliff is continuous for nearly 400 yds. before giving way to 
the Morning Slab and Central Buttress areas. There are no clean-cut 
grooves or chimneys and the lines of weakness followed by the routes 
are indefinite and usually determined by breaks in the long diagonal 
fault lines of small overhangs which are the most obvious feature of 
the face. Because of this, route finding can often be difficult and 
typical guide book cliches are 'climb to the peg' or 'continue directly 
to the iron spike'. What some people would consider the ultimate 
mountaineering sin was committed by Drummond's profane hand on 
S.O.S. where he painted a dotted white line to indicate the route. 
It is rumoured that the double yellow lines on the resting ledges have 
since worn off! Such descriptions as 'follow the line of least resistance'
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would probably result in a completely different set of new routes. 
Drummond has said that one could climb almost anywhere on the 
Main Wall and the proximity of climbs, for example in the Maltravers 
region, makes one wonder if a system of road signs such as 'halt at 
major route ahead' or 'give way to climbers from the right' might 
not become desirable if the Gorge becomes very popular.

In his first supplement, containing 37 HVS's and XS's Ed. W-D 
introduces a grading system involving the use of four numerals, in 
addition to one denoting technical difficulty, which give a measure of 
number of crux areas, protection and quality of rock and the type of 
holds associated with them. His main reasons were the unpredictable 
quality of the rock and peg protection but he also intended to give a 
more precise impression of the climb's technical difficulty and 
seriousness. In his article in The Climber he complains about the 
outdated adjectival system, currently used in the Welsh and Lakeland 
guides, which might work reasonably well for the easier grades but is 
dangerously inadequate in the HVS and XS grades. The spectrum of 
technical difficulty covered by the word extreme ranges from, say, 
Cenotaph Corner, which thousands have climbed, to the very hardest 
new routes which only the elite can attempt. The climber must consult 
the 'demigods' and interpret the pub folklore surrounding the climb as 
best he can. Ed. W-D's numeral system attempted to provide more 
information and provoked such comments as 'if they add up to more 
than eight then leave it alone' or 'personally I prefer the Welsh system 
where Vector is £2, Dinosaur £5 and Boulder Direct £7', plus a lot of 
serious criticism. Some I think is justified since, in my experience, 
most of the Avon climbers chose their routes by studying the graded 
lists, rather than try to read too much into the numerical grading 
which on its own does not give a sufficiently comprehensive expression 
of the climb's technical difficulty. For example, Limbo the easiest 
Avon Gorge extreme is graded 6a2-0-0-2 yet the Great Wall on Cloggy 
is 6a2-1-0-2. This implies that the two routes are comparable except 
that Great Wall is not so well protected which is ludicrous since 
Limbo compares well with Cenotaph for seriousness and difficulty 
while Great Wall must be one of the hardest undertakings in Wales. 
This is not an isolated example and shows that, unless a graded list 
of Welsh, Lakes and Avon climbs are used in conjunction then 
Drummond's system is just as lethal as the old adjectival gradings. 
The Wilson-Crew system, which applies the sandstone numerals to 
mountain routes, in my opinion, gives a reasonably consistent 
measure of a climb's technical difficulty   but only this. A com 
bination of the two systems would, therefore, give a very good 
criterion, whose only weakness is the grader himself. All grading 
variables would be satisfied with some accuracy, e.g., Limbo 5a2-0-0-2
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extreme and Great Wall 5c2-1-0-2 extreme for as Drummond has 
said, "if a climb deserves a high reputation then the truth will not 
detract from it".

One developes a liking for the type of climbing in the Gorge. 
The routes do not give the obvious satisfaction of following a well 
defined line but the unhurried and very technical nature of the 
climbing provide ample reward. For the rock-ape who likes his 
creature comforts the advantages are numerous. A short stroll from 
the car-park across the turf leads to easy angled rocks at the foot of 
the Main Wall. The railings, which the authorities insist on repairing, 
provide the only barrier (aid is permissible) but this is nothing 
compared to the unpleasant Llanberis Pass scree or the living jungle 
of Tremadoc. At the top there are always the railings to belay on or 
even a park bench and how pleasant to have the choice of either an 
ice-cream at the top or a cup of tea at the bottom. The weather can 
usually be relied on and where else could a HVS be climbed at mid 
night on New Year's Eve by the light of the suspension bridge!
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CORSICAN HOLIDAY
BILL THURSTON

In 1966 a party from the University of Birmingham held a summer 
meet in Corsica instead of the Alps. Corsica boasts a number of 
attractions not enjoyed by other areas. Situated off the Italian coast, 
it nevertheless sails under the French flag with an area of 3,400 square 
miles (roughly half the size of Wales) and has a population of about 
300,000. Apart from fishing and forestry, there are no industries   
the population being primarily engaged in catering for tourists, which 
is apparently a good substitute for banditry. The island has limited 
areas of flat land and an abundance of rock, usually forested on the 
lower slopes but bare and desolate above the tree line. The vegetation 
is of desert scrub type on the coast; forests appear only when the 
climate mellows with altitude. A glance at an atlas shows that the 
main population centres are on the coast, where long sandy beaches, 
palm trees and blue sea are tourist attractions. The rock climber is 
drawn by the mountains and the summer climate, for although snow 
survives in patches throughout the summer there is no ice, and the 
rainfall is infrequent occurring in short sharp thunder storms. One 
may, consequently, have confidence in the weather and plan one's 
climbing accordingly.

Preparations for the meet, led by Dick Vernon, took some 
months. Considerable effort was expended in persuading aspiring 
Alpinists that Chamonix are small hairy beasties and that ice is seen 
to best advantage floating in a glass. By July, sufficient persons had 
been assembled to qualify for party reductions and we left Victoria by 
train on the ninth. Travelling via Paris we rested for one night before 
embarking on the Nice-Calvi ferry, 4th class. We had intended, on 
arrival to stay at the Austrian Alpine Club's Hut on the coast; the 
manager refused us admission on the excuse that he was expecting 
60 English, although we later found this to be untrue. Somewhat 
disconcerted we trooped off to the nearest private site and settled in. 
Our plan was to establish a rest post on the coast from which we could 
foray into the mountains returning when food or nerves ran low. 
On the second day after arrival five members of the party went on a 
reconnaissance.

From Calvi we followed the coast road north for a while before 
turning east towards the mountains. We were carrying climbing gear 
and food for two days and had not had time to acclimatise to the 
temperature, consequently our pace varied inversely with the heat. 
At mid-day we were showing signs of mild sunstroke and were forced 
to rest for several hours. By evening we had walked the 16 miles along 
the road to Bonifato and entered the valley leading to the Cirque de
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Bonifato. When darkness fell we had not reached the Cirque and 
bivouacked beside a river, continuing next morning.

Our objective was the ancient 'bergerie' of Spasimata and we 
eventually reached it during the early afternoon. Situated in a forest 
above the confluence of two streams, it was almost entirely surrounded 
by mountains and their linking ridges. The bergerie consisted of a 
platform carved in the hillside. When one adds stone chairs, tables, 
sleeping compartments, shade, cold running water, deducts ants, flies, 
vermin and high temperature, one approaches an ideal mountain camp 
site. Such was Spasimato. After a short rest the other two climbed 
to the summit of La Mufrella at the southern limit of the Cirque and, 
according to the log, completed the fifth British ascent. I volunteered 
to nurse my own blisters and reconnoitre the immediate neighbour 
hood of the camp and look for the cave mentioned in Michel 
Fabriquant's guide book to Corsica. The cave proved invaluable 
when the monsoon season set in later in the month.

We returned to Calvi well satisfied with our achievements to find 
that the others had acquired sun-tans ranging from scarlet to green. 
Casanis had been identified as the strongest of the local brews   
it was reputed to be a by-product of the sugar refinery. Dick hired a 
minibus and transported the entire party to Bonifato from whence 
they walked to Spasimato. The weather had deteriorated and a slight

drizzle prompted a reinvestigation of the cave where we discovered a 
colony of insects in a dark corner. They were of incredible size and, 
apparently, nocturnal. A rumour circulated that they dropped on 
and fed off sleeping climbers but this was never proven, though 
nobody slept in the cave with his head uncovered. Next morning we 
awoke to find glorious sunshine, and the party split into two groups; 
one climbing, the residue sunbathing.

Four attempted the West Arete of the Innominata north of the 
camp and shown on the map and sketch. The route is graded D, 
700 metres. They found it to be loose and dangerous and not easily 
followed and eventually descended via the Pas de la Chevre roughly 
at the half way stage. Martin Chaplin, a hill walker of some con 
siderable experience, underwent the simultaneous detachment of both 
handholds while soloing. Fortunately he successfully stopped 
himself from slipping off but was sufficiently unnerved to give up 
climbing and promptly disappeared in the direction of the beach. 
A sordid black market in his food and gear enlivened camp that 
evening with karabiners and slings at sale prices. The second group 
ascended the Punta Spasimata West Arete graded AD inf. This was 
easy with little more exciting than abseiling down the steep sides of 
saw-tooth ridges. Dick had a narrow escape when the abseil rope
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dislodged two large rocks. One, weighing about eight pounds whistled 
past his unhelmeted head; its companion, in a feat of unparalleled 
navigation swept between his legs. From the summit of Spasimata a 
tremendous panorama unfolded. Looking westwards, the bay of 
Calvi was visible through a haze while the jagged ridges of the 
Cirque formed a horseshoe in the foreground.

We were also able to see the sparsity of routes on the faces. 
Immediately north of Spasimata the South Face of the Innominata 
presented itself, 800 feet of rock without a route, although we later 
remedied this deficiency. Routes listed in the guidebook are limited 
in number. The Innominata Ridge has only ten, mostly easy and 
following obvious cracks or chimneys; whilst the Piciaca has only one, 
TD. The Arete of the Piciaca has, to date, only had one ascent, 
taking two days and using a vast number of pitons and wedges. 
A bivouac is necessary because there is no easy way off. Fabriquant 
generally overgrades his routes   the continuous fine weather makes 
them less serious than their Alpine counterparts. Chris Perry and 
John Gray soloed most of the routes on the Petrinaccia on the east 
side of the camp. Behind the camp was a Pillar called the Tour 
de 1'Ecaille and they put up two routes on this (see New Routes 
section). A further attempt at a fierce crack was unsuccessful due to 
loose rock and inexpert pitonnage.

Later in the week Dick and myself ascended an obvious un- 
climbed chimney crack on the Punta Margine at the southern end of 
the Cirque. The crack itself was full of debris and grass; every time 
one attempted to jam a cloud of midges appeared so we were forced 
onto the right wall. On the fourth pitch a distress call echoed up the 
valley but we were too high up to abseil off and so continued up to 
finish the route which became progressively easier, widening to a large 
chimney.

Three members had been attempting a direct start to the S.W. 
Pillar of the Spasimata when one fell, breaking his ankle. Chris and 
John, fresh from sunbathing on the Petrinaccia had already arrived 
and were assisting the other two to lower him off, a distance of some 
two hundred feet. All credit to Bruce, the injured party, who hopped 
backwards on one foot down the face. He was manhandled back to 
camp but we could do little for him except stuff him with aspirin and 
embalm him with sleeping bags. The following morning we carried 
him the six miles down the steep track to Bonifato, the nearest point 
of access for an ambulance. Several persons eventually managed to 
persuade the driver to give him a lift leaving the other five to return 
to the peaks. The local quack in Calvi diagnosed a sprained ankle 
but Bruce refused to believe this and flew to London where they 
found enough 'breaks' to stop a bus.

29



36. 1160

The weather, reflecting our moods deteriorated that night. An 
observer would have been astonished to see men clad only in under 
pants, cagoules and seven league boots charging round the forest at 
dawn trying to keep the food dry. We evacuated to the shepherd's 
cave with its pseudo-scorpians. Chris and Bill were forced to return 
to Calvi because of wet sleeping bags; John, Dick and myself stuck it 
out for another day. The contrast was striking   we were precipitated 
from the harsh isolation of the mountains to the Utopian luxury of a 
Mediterranean beach which had the proverbial four S's in surfeit.

Soothed by three days of Vin Ordinaire we decided to ascend 
Cinto the highest peak on the island. We had heard that a previous 
attempt from Spasimata had taken two days, the problem being not so 
much one of technical difficulty as the distance to be travelled. From 
Spasimata one must climb over the southern wall of the Cirque, 
descend a thousand metres to the Asfo Valley which, incidently, is a 
winter sports centre. From this valley a path leads to the summit at 
2707 metres. We took no climbing gear and thus committed ourselves 
to the easiest approach   in retrospect, a rope might have been useful 
as a considerable distance could have been saved by climbing some 
grade III slabs. Starting from Spasimata at 10 a.m. we broke onto the 
summit ridge at 6 p.m. A sketch in the guide indicated that it was 
necessary to descend a gully, traverse the peak to a tourist path and 
follow this to the summit. Bad light and fatique confused us into 
taking the wrong gulley which ended in space. Retracing our steps we 
eventually reached the top at 9 p.m. One member of the party, 
Charlie, was feeling ill and complained of stomach cramp. It was 
too late to descend so we spent the night in a circular stone shelter on 
the summit. After sunset the temperature fell rapidly and we shivered 
till dawn. Next morning John translated a passage of Fabriquant the 
gist of which was that the ground was permanently frozen on parts 
of Cinto. At dawn we were treated to superb views over the island 
but were anxious to take Charlie back to civilisation so wasted no 
time in starting the descent after filling in the summit log. This 
produced an amusing entry in the beginning of the year. An English 
party, evidently a church youth club, had been up in April. Under 
a long list of names and a brief desciption was written, in a different 
hand, "this should please the vicar".

Meanwhile back at Spasimata Dick had arrived, accompanied 
by a small harem. After recuperating, we put up a superb new route 
on the S.W. Face of the Innominata of some 200 metres. The rock 
was excellent and the climbing about our standard. The pitches flowed 
easily together, with nothing above V but consistent throughout. 
We started at a chimney but soon broke out onto the left wall and 
continued up the face direct, taking diedres and even overhangs in our
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stride, finishing on top of a pillar near to the summit. After a bout of 
photography we climbed down the normal ascent route, a Difficile 
chimney. By this time our holiday in Corsica was nearly over; 
Chris and John improved their route on the Tour d'Ecaille and as 
cended several other hard routes in the Cirque. For the last few days 
the party 'discovered' skin diving in the rocky bays near Calvi and 
tested their drinking techniques with Casanis.

Corsica makes an ideal rock climbing centre. Because of lack 
of funds we were unable to visit the area of hardest climbing, centred 
on Paglia Orba, where several ED's plus numerous easier routes have 
been put up giving hard free and artificial climbing. This would make 
an ideal retreat, if the Alpine weather was inclement. Weatherwise 
one can be certain of long fine spells in summer with occasional short 
storms. The beaches serve as a depository for dependents, hangers-on 
and sun-worshippers. For the walker Corsica has much scope   
paths are usually well trodden and marked in paint, whilst there is 
no need to take tents. In our three weeks at Spasimata only three or 
four other parties appeared and for most of the time we were isolated. 
As to cost; it is difficult to give any good estimate because of reductions 
we obtained as students. Return passage was only £19 per head. In 
the mountains one, of necessity, lives cheaply, limited to the food in 
one's rucksack. Resting on the coast was somewhat more expensive 
naturally, but averaged out expenditure was £30-£40 each for a month. 
We were under a disadvantage in not knowing the district at all, but 
the scope for new routes is immense for any one who cares to sample 
the delights of this sunbaked climbing ground.
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I CHOSE THE LAKES
GRAHAM WILLISON

Readers of the Weekend Telegraph are categorically assured by 
Chris Bonington that, not only is there a greater amount of climable 
rock in North Wales, but that Welsh climbing is better. The accuracy 
of these views is not for me to doubt, but perhaps the terms of 
reference are rather narrow. The choice of Low House as the second 
M.A.M. hut does in any case suggest that there may be something of 
interest in the Lakes.

I suppose the value of a climbing ground to an individual depends 
mainly on its accessibility, and to some extent on its size and variety. 
For instance, members living in central Essex have taken four and a 
half hours to both Harrisons and N. Wales but one would hardly 
insist that the virtues of the two are comparable. Let us, in this age of 
planned opportunity, suppose that both districts can be reached with 
the same ease and in the same time; admittedly something of a feat of 
imagination, but from a redundant pirate radio ship or an escaped 
gas drilling rig, perhaps just feasible.

Having reached the promised lands there must surely be a 
greater variety of rock types in the Lakes. The limestone fringes are 
equally unsatisfactory in both areas. Admittedly I've only tried the 
Great Orme and the old quarries at Egremont but, in each case, one's 
climbing is necessarily hurried to keep ahead of the rate of cliff 
collapse. Without parallel are the runnerless granite pitches in 
Eskdale, giving all the kicks of the Trilleachan Slabs and none of their 
kudos. Erudite ex-Stoats, who make a living from such matters, will, 
when pressed, mutter volcanics, slate and beer as the earthly trinity 
on which Welsh climbing is grounded. All this and more for the 
Lakes then with vast, virtually unclimbed, sandstone cliffs between 
Whitehaven and St. Bees, covered with vast birds with rather nasty 
habits. Lest anyone should underestimate their potential it should be 
remembered that if the cliffs were covered with a network of climbs 
of the density found at Harrisons, no less than 14,000 new routes 
could be put up. With the problems on gabbro on Carrock Fell as an 
optional extra it is clear that the Lakes can provide that essential 
geological field experience so vital for getting off the Ben in a blizzard. 
But then, anyone who can get up the Ben in a blizzard has possibly 
mastered a few other useful techniques.

Then there are those by-ways and perversions which will always 
have their devotees. In the sphere of railway bridges West Cumberland 
has a clear lead with a cyclostyled sheet guide, whereas in quarries 
the slate workings of the Nantlle Valley are without peers. Although 
Showell Styles wrote several years ago of 700 ft. pinnacles rising from
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holes as deep, climbing developments have been minimal. One used to 
be able to knock off the odd surreptitious climb, but I hear that 
nowadays access is very difficult. This is nothing less than a great pity 
and to some extent may account for the inflated status of the rotting 
sea cliffs on Anglesey. The tiny quarries in Borrowdale have some 
light-hearted artificial pitches, and just as hill sheep farmers are 
discovering that tents and caravans are the most profitable uses for 
the lower fells, so slate quarry owners could probably auction suc 
cessive last problems. After all, the Japanese can pay to climb up the 
walls of office blocks in Tokyo. With the walls of Malham Cove 
both popular and obviously comparable to office blocks, why not 
open up the longest artificial routes in Britain and really cash in on 
these untapped walls of Nantlle.

And then we have those added features of interest, the vegetation, 
and the loose rock, and the descents from the climbs. Not those 
ghastly pitches which the pioneers romped up like the Original on 
Holly Tree Wall or Delphos, where a recently collapsed tree has 
tarnished the reputation of the modern hard man. Rather it is the 
unspeakable last pitches at Tremadoc, the Castle being as notable as 
most, which seem to have no such revolting counterparts in the Lakes. 
Borrowdale, you will be quick to point out, has some worthless climbs 
on steep soil and thorny thickets, but then Borrowdale is unfashion 
able and self-contained and Paul Ross and Michael Thompson have 
done a good pruning job in their guide. In any case pitches of this 
kind occur at the tops of Borrowdale crags and one may abseil, for 
instance from Goat Crag, having climbed only the rock pitches.

There might also be more loose rock in Wales, even excepting 
the sea cliff situation. The north side of the Pass still has some 
terrifyingly loose pitches despite a fair amount of traffic, and probably 
boasts as many of the 'never again' type of pitches as anywhere. 
Outlooks change of course and perhaps not for the better. The first 
M.A.M. member to lead Cenotaph Corner refused to follow the first 
pitch of Cornix after an unseemly scream for a top rope by his leader 
when the latter found that all four points of contact were mobile. 
A dozen years later, with much higher levels of protection available, 
N'Gombo and East Gully Grooves merely seem to add another 
dimension to the kicks, while the stuff in Borrowdale, described as 
loose and dangerous by Ross and Thompson, Illusion for instance, 
really seems quite sound.

At this point a few features of ways off spring to mind. Nothing 
really dramatic of course. Basically I'm of that unfortunate band 
whose first sight of the Nantillons Glacier precipitates an abseil down 
the Mer de Glace face of whatever peak one happens to be standing 
on. The Lakes seem to abound in mellow, balmy descents but in
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Wales, even amiable pieces of rock like the Idwal Slabs have their 
interminable mauvais pas. It did come to my notice that two club 
members, in trying to get down from the top of Craig y Castell, lost 
contact not only with the path but with each other. An hour later 
they were seen from the scree below to be embarking on abseils from 
trees fully 300 yds. apart. But perhaps the blame should not be 
entirely laid on Wales.

And then of course there are more stunts in Wales   a much 
greater amount of steep rock lying within the range of roadside abuse. 
Kaisergebirge was a long standing favourite in this respect and has 
provided many a spectacular peel, although the M.A.M. has seemed 
to prefer Spectre for this activity. The invective/peel link has now 
spread beyond the Grochan to Tremadoc yet Wales lacks for spec 
tators a climb where a quarter of the leaders and half the seconds fall 
off. First Slip and Sickle seem to keep a reasonable degree of interest 
in this respect, but both pale to insignificance besides C.B. Then the 
first fine Saturday after a wet spell sees a steady succession of clattering 
leaders retreating at speed down the Flake Crack. Nobody bothers to 
shout advice and there's really not much substitute for instant muscle. 
Moss Ghyll Grooves is not bad for spectator thills but a bit isolated; 
Kern Knotts Crack and the screes of south Castle offer more intimate 
viewing. They all come closer in standard than one would expect, 
given always that the Lakes is a more genteel environment, to the 
fearful severes of the Devil's Kitchen cliffs although the Holly Tree 
Wall routes have much the same desperate character.

In many important aspects there is little to choose between N. 
Wales and the Lakes. In terms of weather, both areas are virtually 
uninhabitable; and the equipment shops are very much a matter of 
pure prejudice and idiosyncracy. The guidebooks form a nice contrast; 
those of the Lakes less readable, less subjective, with vast variations 
between the standards of different guides, and each with its maddening 
graded list. In Wales, Kirkus and Harding were the darlings of 
armchair mountaineers and the latter's 'Llanberis' has always seemed 
to me the best climbing guide to appear in Britain. Harding managed 
to enthuse about his climbs to an extent that put them all on the list 
of one's musts. Present day writers rarely commit themselves; there 
is a fear of seeming to find difficult today those things which are 
tackled by schoolboys tomorrow. The ritual of telling bystanders 
that a particular climb is easy if both parties in the conversation have 
done it, and of exaggerating the difficulty if one's audience has not 
yet tried the route may be fair enough as a social comment, but as a 
theme for guide writers is distinctly arid. In Llanberis South, for 
instance, it seems fatuous in the extreme to tell readers that harrowing 
climbs, already beyond the pale for most of us, are really quite
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tricky in the wet. In any case just who sets out to climb in the rain; 
or is this a logical development of guide writermanship ?

Guidebooks have of course evolved, although the current prices 
are more like divine creations. The Lliwedd guide is more obscure 
than anything in the Lakes but this doesn't seem to matter; if the 
weather allows climbing on Lliwedd it also allows it on Cloggy. 
But the Lliwedd guide has been discussed ad nauseam, and the old 
Borrowdale guide is a fairly depressing counterweight where the 
description of North Buttress on Shepherds takes the biscuit as the 
most useless single account of a Lakeland climb. Wales had no 
Heaton Cooper and from the original cliff diagram horrors of South 
Snowden we have now moved to a large measure of uniformity and 
high standards of presentation in most of the new plastic jacket 
guides.

Welsh guidebook writers, with the exception of Edwards, seem to 
have taken the aspect of protection more seriously than their Lakes 
counterparts. This has probably done something to produce a 
regional variation, for there seems nothing conspicuous about a dozen 
runners on a pitch in Wales; in Keswick, however, the mere carrying of 
such a number warrants comment.

Borrowdale is a mild exception perhaps with its higher peg 
density. Climbs in Borrowdale are said to be overgraded 'because of 
their excessive peg protection and consequent lack of seriousness'. 
This is the comment of lan Roper writing in New Climbs 1967. 
Because of some personal mental blockage I can't see the difference 
between excessive peg protection and massive artificial chockstone 
protection. In fact the arbitrary nature of Roper's numerical grading 
of climbs in the Lakes may well be a major factor responsible for the 
appearance of these excessive pegs. The Welsh counterpart by Crew 
and Wilson seems a thoroughly professional piece of work by 
comparison.

Of aid-abuses there are plentiful examples in both areas. The 
ultimate, perhaps, was the gentleman seen on Botterill's Slab last 
summer, carrying a carborundum file and wire sling, who moved with 
the assistance of this apparatus, from a sewing machine action to 
a 'resting' position. But before a holier than thou breath emanates 
from Wales it should be mentioned that one can readily see pitches on 
the East Buttress of Cloggy being decruxed in slings. But virtue is 
little better and quickly turns to tediousness; the enthusiasts who 
take the pegs out of Unicorn, Ivy Sepulchre or North Buttress 
merely ensure that the cliff is battered to a state of premature collapse.

Protection, of course, is clearly more necessary in the Lakes 
than Wales. Not only does Wales have the Sunday Safety Factor, but 
it also has fewer pubs and even those lie at a much safer distance from
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popular crags. Roadside climbing in the Lakes offers either an 
afternoon of drowsy inertia, or the alarming sight of the half gallon 
men lurching from the Ladore Falls up Conclusion with no runners. 
Here in the Lakes we confidently await the launching of a don't drink 
and climb campaign, starting perhaps with discreet stickers and 
slogans and moving, through an edict from the Minister of Sport to 
breathalyser turnstile checkpoints at climber's exits from the 
Borrowdale road.

It is probably the numerous pubs which account for a basic 
difference in climbing attitudes found in the two areas. Quality may 
also have something to do with it. Welsh pubs, with many examples 
in Bethesda, have that sawdust atmosphere where drink is taken for 
medicinal reasons by the locals, and visitors distract themselves from 
their squalid surroundings by incessant talk of climbing. This in its 
turn indicates a degree of competitive single-mindedness not found in 
the Lakes. In Keswick weekend evening drinking will often pass 
without a single mention of climbing except for a few remarks 
exchanged for information. There are clearly more wet weather and 
evening attractions in Keswick, and whereas the Lakes appear to be a 
playground, Wales is more in the nature of a test ground. Repeated 
visits to Wales over the years have meant that personal new climbs 
have become gradually more inaccessible, more serious, or just harder. 
In contrast the Lakes seems to abound with hundreds of climbs 
which can be happily knocked off in abandoned non-gripping 
orgies of climbing activity.

There is also the degree of integration found in Keswick, and for 
that matter throughout the Lakes, which is lacking in Wales. It is 
probably the language barrier which prevents in some of us the feeling 
of belonging in Wales. North Wales as a depressed area with some 
stark rural property has a degree of ugliness in the slate villages 
rivalling the Maryport docks and they don't claim to be an integral 
part of the Lakes. There is an atmosphere of strife and tragedy in 
Wales sufficient to form some sort of deterrent. The hills look more 
hostile, the nationalists seem more hostile, not so many locals climb, 
decaying abandoned farms and cottages are more common. It is 
difficult to pinpoint the basis of one's impressions but it manifests 
itself for instance in the rarity of solo walkers and climbers in Wales 
and their contrasting frequency in the Lakes. Or, more ludicrously 
perhaps, the unemployed climbers don't so easily pick up the odd jobs 
in Wales as they do in Keswick.

This is not to say the solo walk doesn't occur in Wales. Brigid 
walked from Aber to Glan Dena at night, with rain and low cloud, 
but I preferred to cook the breakfast. Only Wasdale seems as grim and
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foreboding as the Welsh norm, and the inscriptions in the churchyard 
at Wasdale Head combine with the screes to match this mood 
perfectly.

The real horrors of both districts are, fortunately, pretty con 
centrated. I refer, of course, to the Easter holidays. The ascent of 
Everest and the Duke of Edinburgh have turned the hills into places 
to avoid during the Easter fortnight. Ever since it has been thought 
fit to develop the splendid character of British youth on mountains 
instead of on rugby and hockey pitches, we have had to endure 
phalanxes of Gordon Walker's* illiteracy commandos leading hordes 
of youthful initiates up our hillsides. Not for enjoyment or aesthetic 
appreciation of course; this would be of limited educational value, 
and might induce feelings of remorse among the party leaders. It is 
back to the eighteenth century ideal of justifying mountaineering by 
giving it a veneer of ecological enquiry. Not until one has seen the 
collection of sodden youth listening to an educational screed delivered 
from a mountain top can one really appreciate the situation. The rain 
spitting onto notes written in waterbased ink, the wind clutching at 
the low wet bursting strength notepaper, the leader's words lost in the 
flapping shreds of plastic macs, the prepared examples of trefoliated 
spiderwort and pyroclastic breccia lying hidden under late winter 
snows, and an audience with rapt expressions of passionate disinterest 
surreptitiously trying to feed orange peel to the sheep.

But as summer comes the hills slip back to their tranquil state. 
The educational Phillistines depart and solitude returns, at least 
midweek. One may climb on fine evenings on Scafell or Pillar with the 
cliif in perfect condition and not see another soul; the proximity of 
such things renders educational reorganisation along comprehensive 
lines in West Cumberland quite surprisingly attractive. However, all 
this and more is idle speculation. The impossibility of reading even 
the application form for a job in Caenarvonshire makes the article 
no more than a rationalisation of Hobson's choice.
* since 'retired' of course.
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DOLOMITES 1967
DAVID ROBERTS

When I received my copy of this year's Journal I was rather 
surprised to see an account of an M.A.M. meet in the Dolomites, as 
I had thought that there had not been an Alpine meet in 1967. For 
the record there was another party in the Dolomites as detailed below.

With only fourteen days England back to England in which to 
get any climbing in at all we had to travel quickly but with children 
aged three and one this was not easy. In the end we hired a Dormobile 
which did, indeed, prove speedy and convenient and, fortunately, in 
view of the prevailing weather conditions, waterproof! Transported 
thus we arrived in Canazei at the foot of the Sella Pass where my trusty 
Berfiihrer Dave Hughes and his family were waiting, ready for action.

Next day dawned beautifully. We decided that the North Wall of 
the second Sella Tower would be a good route to start with as it is 
only grade IV, 800 feet long and easy of access. Unfortunately, the 
guide book description of the route bears as much resemblance to the 
face as to the North Wall of St. Pauls, and so our progress was not as 
fast as it might have been. At one point we embraked on a nasty right 
traverse in an effort to try and fit the rock features to the description. 
This was a great mistake, as it was diabolically rotten. This brought 
us to the arete bounding the face on the right. We had been so 
absorbed by the climb that we had not noticed that the weather 
was deteriorating and as Dave led a pitch up the arete it began to rain. 
We had been followed so far by two Germans, Richard and Eva, 
who had shortcircuited us by not doing the loose traverse but going 
straight on up, arriving at a stance on the face about 40 feet to the left 
of the top of our arete pitch. I was unable to make a way on up the 
arete, so traversed left along a ledge to join Eva, as Richard started 
up the next groove.

By now the rain was pouring down and thunder and lightening 
were crashing about us. I belayed (fortunately) to the same grotty peg 
as Eva for as Dave started to join me along the ledge he leaned out to 
admire the view, or something, on a big jug which promptly broke 
off and he performed a pleasing little arc on the rope to end up 30 feet 
below me. As luck would have it he only hit his head and so was 
quite all right. He joined me and we sat for half an hour under an 
overhang, soaked to the skin and quaking with cold, watching the 
water stream from the rocks around. Eva was attempting to follow 
the next pitch, but the rope was stuck and she was forming a sort 
of breakwater to the stream pouring off the rock around her   she 
looked very depressed.
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We turned over the possibilities; pushing on  most un 
attractive; bivouacing (what would our wives say!). Slowly the 
realization dawned that the only way out was by abseil. I threaded 
a piece of tape through the peg which suddenly looked ten times 
grottier than before. We threw the ropes down and I wrapped the 
rope around by figure of eight karabiner (best invention since sliced 
bread) and teetered off into the unknown, straight down the face. 
When Eva saw this her face lit up and she redoubled her eiforts at 
communication with Richard, eventually getting him to come down.

Another long abseil from the spike took us to a ledge. Richard 
who was a climber of considerable experience (and who had had the 
privilege of climbing on Cloggy), vanished round the corner to set 
up the next abseil, while Dave and I pulled on the rope. As in all the 
best stories it wouldn't budge. Cheered on by Eva we heaved and 
tugged and just as Dave was muttering darkly about climbing back 
up, it started to come. We pulled it down and teetered along to where 
Richard had placed an abseil peg on a narrow ledge where we had to 
hang on with one hand while arranging the rope with the other. 
One more abseil after this one took us to within 100 feet of easy 
climbing to the ground.

We sorted out our gear and slowly mended our way, now in 
sunshine, back to the car, soaked through and frozen to the marrow. 
That night, to relieve the tensions of the day, we repaired to the 
camp bar (and every night thereafter) where we instituted and par 
ticipated in the Anglo-Italian World Series Bar Football Champion 
ship (a resounding Italian triumph), the Wrexham/Keele v. Genoa 
Bar Driving-machine Contest and the individual Wino Rosso drinking 
stakes.

Dave was suffering from the red wine syndrome next day and 
was too shattered to do more than baby-sit, but the rest of us trekked 
to Cortina, there to eat, drink and buy.

The rest of the trip was a mixture of torrential rain, warmish 
sun, climbing and festering, all in roughly equal parts, thereby keeping 
alive the honourable traditions of M.A.M. meets. We were dry 
enough in our van and watched Dave digging ditches round his tent, 
though they did not seem to do him much good, and he seemed to 
take a morbid satisfaction in watching the water rising in his tent.

We hastened back to do fresh battle with the second Sella Tower. 
We found that we were the first there since our retreat, so were able 
to recover the odds and ends of gear which we had left, and win a 
couple of Richard's slings. This time we stuck to a more sensible 
line, but were a bit worried when it started to rain again, but it was 
only a passing shower and we reached the top in good order.
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After the shambles of the first day the rest of the climbing was 
less gripping, but none the less enjoyable for all that. We visited 
the Vajolet Towers, where we ground up the weary trail from the 
Gardeccia to the Vajolet Hut and up the Gartle to the Alberto Hut. 
Going up the Gartle, Dave forged ahead, not I think, to demonstrate 
that he was much fitter than me, which he was, but to catch and chat 
up in pidgeon-Italian a gaggle of the local talent. We did the Via 
Fehrman on the Torre Stabeler, mainly because rumour had it that 
Mike Railton had resorted to standing in slings on the first pitch. 
We did not really find the pitch, but it was an excellent little climb 
with one long steep corner pitch. I was feeling rather off, and made 
Dave lead it all. In the upper reaches, where the ordinary route joined 
he got involved with two of the Herrenvalk, who kept using his 
belays and he kept using theirs. The top of the tower is quite small; 
the ordinary route was very popular that day so that the summit 
was crowded, and the queue for the first abseil was long. The party 
ahead of us was composed of about six Italians, only one of whom 
seemed to know how to abseil. They clutched convulsively at the 
ropes, egged on and pushed off by their leader. We followed them 
down while the Herrenvalk took an alternative route to try and beat 
us. We trampled over them in the rush for the next abseil point down 
the gully between the Stabeler and the Delago. There were already a 
number of people there, but they all stood aside and let us go first; 
perhaps they could see that we were of the true master race.

The Sella Towers were visited again, in order to do the N.W. 
arete of the First Tower, a trade route for British climbers and a 
lesser known route, the Second Tower from the col between it and the 
First.

On the last day we went back to the Vajolet Towers, and did the 
arete of the Delago Tower, the best known route in the area. In 
contrast to a few days previously there were few people about and we 
made good time up the arete to the deserted top. On the way down, 
however, we encountered two disconsolate Germans, who had found 
their abseil rope too short to continue their descent. We shared 
ropes and made our way to the Alberto Hut where they bought us 
wine in abundance.

And so to England. The poor weather had improved at the end, 
so we had stayed on an extra day, thus commiting ourselves to a mad 
trans-continental dash. This was frustrated, as usual, by the chaos 
and confustion of the Brenner Pass, but we got almost to Cologne 
from Canazei in one day which can't be bad.

Perhaps the weather will be better this year.
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ERIC BYNE

Eric Byne's death on the 2nd January this year came as a grievous 
shock not only to his many friends in the M.A.M. but to a very wide 
circle of mountaineers outside our Association. His passing at the 
comparatively early age of 57 leaves a sense of irreparable loss to all 
those who were fortunate enough to have known him and especially 
to those who had experienced the delight of climbing with him. He 
was a charming companion, a first rate leader and a pioneer in 
climbing, particularly on gritstone in which he excelled. He did not 
restrict his activities to tackling climbs of great severity but was 
always ready to give instruction to beginners, and many young people, 
and older ones too, can testify to the patience and care with which 
he taught them the correct approach and technique of safe rock 
climbing and mountaineering. He gave freely of his wide experience 
and for some considerable time was a voluntary instructor at the 
Whitehall Outdoor Pursuits Centre near Buxton.

A native of Sheffield, in his youth he gained much of his ex 
perience in gritstone climbing on Stanage Edge and was one of the 
early "tigers" and officials of the Sheffield Climbing Club.

He came to Birmingham in 1934 and obtained work at Messrs. 
W. Baker Ltd. in Kenyon Street and some years later entered the 
employ of the Austin Motor Company as a skilled panel beater.

He joined the M.A.M. in 1934 and quickly made many close 
friends. He was largely instrumental in introducing many members 
to the gritstone climbs on Stanage, Cratcliffe, Cromford and 
Brassington and the guide to the last named records him as having 
made many of the first ascents on those attractive rocks which are 
the nearest of their kind to Birmingham. He was also responsible for 
producing the first guide book of this latter area.

His "anniversary" meets at Glan Dena, usually in May, were 
always extremely popular and the first of these took place in 1935, 
before we had acquired our own club hut. This annual event started 
in a somewhat novel manner. Shortly after being introduced to 
Welsh climbing, Eric with a small party of personal friends had made 
an attempt at leading the Grooved Arete. This climb is the longest 
on the east face of Tryfan and was originally worked out by one of 
our senior members, the late Mr. E. W. Steeple in company with his 
friend, Dr. Barlow. It is of "Very Difficult" standard and perhaps 
one of the hardest pitches is the "Knights Move" slab starting from 
the "Haven" above the grooves from which the climb takes its name. 
On his first visit, Eric, new at that time to Welsh climbing and the 
different sense of exposure to gritstone, decided not to complete
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the ascent from the "Haven". A few months later in company with 
Messrs. Frank Wallbank, Geoffrey Mottram, Reg Smith and Harold 
Restall, Eric tackled the climb with determination and zest and led 
every pitch without hesitation; the fact that a cine film of this ascent 
was made on this occasion added considerable interest at the time. 
Eric was so thrilled at his success that he suggested that the same 
party should make the ascent of the Grooved Arete an annual event. 
Subsequently, with his pioneering spirit he worked out new climbs 
on his annual meets, and these included the "Anniversary Climb" 
and "Anniversary Approach" between the Milestone climbs and the 
east face of Tryfan.

Eric's enthusiasm for climbing also created interest in other 
centres in the Midlands and it was largely due to his influence that a 
keen group of mountaineers in Stafford decided to form the 
"Mountain Club" and he became their first President.

He also accepted the position of Honorary Organiser of Meets 
in the M.A.M. during the years 1951-53 and during his term of office 
introduced several new ideas for our outdoor activities including 
some camping week-ends in delightful situations. His appreciation 
of the countryside was reflected in his ardent support of the Council 
for the Preservation of Rural England.

Keenly interested in all aspects of climbing and mountaineering 
he freely gave his time and energies to Mountain Rescue work and it 
was due to his foresight and generous influence that the Royalties 
on the sale of the Gritstone Guide Books were allocated to the 
Mountain Rescue Committee's funds.

When the first film produced by this same Committee was 
photographed in Wales, Eric took a leading part and most realistically 
portrayed the "accident" to the falling leader struck by a stone 
dislodged by a climbing party above.

He also undertook the major task of writing a book on the 
history of Gritstone Climbing and after years of patient investigation 
in gathering together photographs and data from many sources, the 
final result of all his labours was sent to a printer during the Second 
World War. Then came a cruel blow, as the printer's factory was 
destroyed in one of Birmingham's worst "blitzes" and all Eric's 
work went up in flames. Such a disaster would have taken all the 
spirit out of most people, but not so with Eric, and quietly but with 
infinite care he started all over again. This resulted in the most 
authoritive and interesting book "High Peak" being published in 
1966, the joint editors being Eric and his friend George Sutton.

During recent years at the head of a keen party of Gritstone 
climbers he has been responsible for checking and bringing up-to-date 
the information relating to all the major ascents on the Gritstone 
crags in the North Midlands.
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One of his ambitions was to climb one of the major peaks in the 
Alps and this he was able to accomplish when he reached the summit 
of the Matterhorn in 1962 in company with his old climbing friend 
Colin Bates.

He was also interested in geology and on "off" days could often 
be found searching for crystal formations on Tryfan and other crags 
in Snowdonia. He probably acquired this interest when quite a young 
man under the influence of that well known speleologist, the late 
Mr. J. W. Puttrell, whose explorations in the Blue John mine in 
Derbyshire and other caves gained him so much fame. It was also 
through Mr. Puttrell that Eric met his charming wife Ivy, who at the 
time was Mr. Puttrell's secretary.

Eric was also a keen philatelist and here too his interest in moun 
taineering was linked with this hobby in a most novel manner. 
Being well acquainted with many world famous mountaineers he 
approached them when they were starting off on expeditions to ascend 
virgin peaks in the Himalaya and requested them to post to him 
letters bearing the stamps specifically issued to celebrate these events. 
This resulted in a collection containing stamps which must surely be 
unique.

We extend to his wife and daughter and the other members of 
his family our deepest sympathy in the loss they have sustained in the 
passing of a most lovable, unassuming, and outstanding personality.

F.H.R.

MRS. N. A. HARRISON
Norma Harrison (ne6 Hill) died suddenly on May 25th at 

Richmond, Surrey. She was in her early forties. Norma joined the 
M.A.M. in 1951, and resided in Edgbaston from that time until her 
marriage. She will be well remembered by her many friends with 
whom she climbed at that time, to whom news of her death will 
come as a tremendous shock.

In the 1950's she was a constant attender of meets at Glan Dena, 
and was in Norway with the M.A.M. party of 1954. She greatly 
enjoyed mountain walks and rock routes of a medium standard, and 
always had a greatly enlivening effect on her companions.

Norma was the fortunate possessor of a great sense of fun, and 
with it a great deal of innate kindness. A witness to this is the delight 
ful brief article she contributed to the 1956 Journal, 'From the Ropes 
End'. These and many other qualities will cause her to be remembered 
with gratitude by her many friends, who would wish to extend to her 
husband George, her sisters and relatives, their deepest sympathy in 
their profound loss.
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S. L. GRAHAM, M.S., F.R.C.S.

Lewis Graham, formerly consulting surgeon to the Maternity 
Hospital and the Birmingham and Midland Hospital for Woman, 
died suddenly on 23rd April while on a visit to friends near Oban. 
He was 86.

Lewis and Mrs. Graham were original members of the M.A.M. 
when it was founded in 1922. He was one of its characters to those 
older members for whom the Graham's house at Dornie 'Suidhe Ban' 
was a regular port of call on the way to and from Skye.

Long before he retired from his work as a surgeon and gynae 
cologist in Birmingham, Lewis Graham had set his heart on a steeply 
sloping hillside overlooking Eileen Donan Castle within easy reach of 
his beloved Five Sisters of Kintail on which he spent many happy 
days. When he had acquired the land he first built a garage to house 
his famous 1920 Silver Ghost Rolls with a room over the garage in 
which he and Mrs. Graham spent their holidays. When he retired 
they built the house which must have one of the finest views in 
Scotland looking west down Loch Alsh to the mountains of Skye.

A stream dropping 300 feet within the Graham's own ground 
provided them with a water supply and drove a small turbo-generator 
which gave them free electric light and power.

The garden, in the mild climate of the West Coast, soon matured 
and provided a profusion of flowering trees and shrubs fertilised by 
several hives of bees.

Lewis Graham resigned from the M.A.M. soon after settling at 
Dornie but came south at least once a year to have the Rolls serviced 
in London and to call on old friends in Birmingham. He was still 
keenly interested in the M.A.M. and he and Mrs. Graham always 
welcomed members who called in.

During the Second World War his age did not prevent Lewis 
Graham from returning to surgery in Inverness while his wife was 
active in a voluntary Ambulance Service in the North of Scotland.

He was an excellent photographer and both he and his wife as 
members of the M.A.M. gave excellent travel talks with appropriate 
photographs. Their hospitality knew no bounds and very many past 
students and hospital residents and friends have enjoyed a rest with 
them in their Scottish home. His loss must be a heavy one for his 
wife to whom we all extend our deepest sympathy.

W.O.D.
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CLIMBS AND NOTES, 1967

The introduction of this new section to the Journal has been made because 
I believe in:
(1) A permanent record of members' activities which has both an historical and 

immediate interest (much of these notes have appeared in the newsletter already 
but it is nice to see them brought together in a more 'lasting' publication).

(2) New or unfrequented areas are often ignored through ignorance and some 
notes may stimulate visits further afield.

(3) The interchange of information between clubs and individuals will be greatly 
helped if it is known who in the M.A.M. has done what and who has been 
where.

I must make an apology for the fact that I only had ready access to news of a few 
members' achievements and will, therefore, say sorry in advance for any important 
deeds left unrecorded. I will, naturally, be only top glad to hear from any member 
who can give me information on members' activities.

A large majority of the hard rock climbs done by members last year were by 
Stoats or ex-Stoats. The year began well and by the beginning of March, both 
Chris Perry and Bob Burns had led Cenotaph Corner. This climb has now 
become something of a 'voie normale', having a further four club leads in the 
year   one without aid. The North side of the Llanberis Pass has suffered a slight 
decline in popularity though nearly all the routes have had, at least, one ascent. 
Burns and Thurston knocked off the Left Arete, Hangover and Slape Direct while 
Perry and Gray managed Canol, Hangover, Karwendal Wall, Sickle, Unicorn 
Direct and Cemetary Gates. The Thing was also recorded and H.V.S. climbs were 
climbed frequently, sometimes in the rain. The decline in interest to the north of 
the road may have been partly due to the eventual appearance of the almost 
mythical Llanberis South guide. Most of the routes on the Mot and some of the 
classics of Cyrn Las were climbed last year. Notable were Gray and Perry's 
successes on Beorn and The Grooves while Harwood climbed The Great Buttress.

Over the hill on Cloggy, White Slab had another ascent   this time by Burns 
and Thurston. In spite of good weather the cliff was somewhat neglected, with only 
Carpet Slab, Llithrig and Pinnacle Flake of the X.S's having ascents though a good 
proportion of the older routes were climbed. Various smaller cliffs in outlying 
areas were visited from time to time. Vector had three ascents (more or less!), 
First Slip two while the Straightner on Castell Cidwm showed what a friendly 
climb Dwm was! The dreaded crumbling walls of Gogarth on Anglesey were at last 
visited. On his first visit Harwood was struck by a falling flake and vowed never to 
return, but was driven back by the rain a month later. Various H.V.S's were done 
before Perry climbed Central Park and Fifth Avenue. Elsewhere the only achieve 
ment of note was another ascent of Suicide Wall   still desperate after 22 years!

In spite of the acquisition of Low House very few of the hard Lakeland 
routes surcomed to members last year. North Crag Eliminate, Thirlmere Eliminate, 
The Niche and Praying Mantis (all in the Keswick area) were about the only 
noteworthy routes. Perhaps when the younger Stoats have done all the routes in 
Wales they will venture North again.

Skye saw several visits. About the hardest route achieved was Cioch Grooves 
(free) but King Cobra, Goliath Buttress and Trap Face Route were also recorded. 
Most of the trips were blessed with blazing sunshine in fact, Dave Roberts and 
Bob Thornton complained it was too hot!!!
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Outcrop climbing saw a gradual replacement of Gritstone by Limestone by 
some members. And a very pleasant change too! Chris West and Steve Vallance 
were prominent along the Derbyshire grit edges but a multitude of climbs at 
Stoney Middleton, Willersley Castle, etc., have now been done. (New member 
'Mac' Mahon has done many of the more important climbs on both types of rock 
over the last few years).

The movement of Chris Perry to Bristol and the arrival of the Foot and 
Mouth epidemic has meant that many Sundays have been spent struggling in the 
Avon Gorge. Activity has been intense with such routes as Unknown Buttress, 
Bon Bogies and Malbogies receiving 4 or more ascents Most of the H.V.S. routes 
have now been done (an average H.V.S. being about Cenotaph Corner standard) 
and Perry did the first Ward-Drummond route with the Preter (4th ascent). He 
then did the White Elephant (3rd) and Limbo (4th) with John Gray while Harwood 
and Roger High did Pink Wall Direct. As a. finale to the year Perry completed 
Suspension Bridge Arete (H.V.S.) at eleven in the evening by the light of the bridge 
illuminations!

ABROAD

THE ALPS

In the Dolomites Mike Railton 'conquered' the Scarf Arete (V) and did both 
the Andrich-Fae (V) and the Tissi-Andrich (Vsup) on the Torre Venezia. Chris 
Perry and John Gray were also in this region and did most of the harder routes in 
the Catinaccio (see article) as well as the Franceschi and Squirrels routes on the 
Torre Grande.

Roger High returned from Persia (where he had climbed the North Face of 
Alum Khu) via Chamonix. While there he managed the Old Brenva (D), the 
R6buffat on the Aiguille du Midi (T.D.inf) and the Frendo Spur (Dsup).

HINDU RUSH

Ken Vickers was a member of the Midlands Hindu Kush Expedition which 
was led by Doug Scott. After motoring across land to the mountains the expedition 
climbed a number of virgin peaks.
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Going up Bidean-Nam-Bian 
Easter Meet 1968 Peter Wild
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Cenotaph Corner 

Chris Perry reading Bill Thurston
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NEW ROUTES

GRITSTONE 
AGDEN ROCHER
Q.E.D. 35 feet. Severe.

Takes the arete to the left of Bradfield Arete direct, overlooking the gulley all 
the way. Loose near the top.

A. J. Evans, 1966.
NILL. 40 feet. Severe.

On Yew Tree buttress left of the wide loose gulley which lies to the left of 
Campsite Crack. Ascend the lower tier by the crack. Belay behind the yew tree. 
Step left and ascend the wide overhanging groove to the top, stepping right near 
the top. A very loose route.
CONJUNCTIS VIRIBUS. 80 feet. Hard Very Severe.

Ascend the thin crack 15 feet right of Asteris to a sentry box belay. Wedge 
in situ. Exit on the right up the overlaps and up between the two thin parallel 
cracks. Easier ground to the top. Peg belay in place 4 feet below the top. No 
pegs necessary other than belays.

A. J. Evans, J. Goodison (alt. attempts), 1967
LIMBUS FATUORUM. 100 feet. Hard Very Severe.

Start 15 feet right of Conjunctis Viribus. Ascend the groove till a small corner 
is reached, capped by an overhang. Move up and traverse left to join Conjunctis 
Viribus. Ascend the wall as for that route, up over the overlap and the wall 
between two thin parallel cracks. This ranks with the best climbs at Agden. 

A. J. Evans, D. Orwin, 1968.

LIMESTONE 
AVON GORGE

The climbs are situated in the quarry, recently opened to the public, in between 
the Sea Walls and the Main Area. The routes are fairly serious for their grade, 
because of the unstable nature of the rock and the doubtful protection.
THE TRUNDLER. 110 feet. HVS 5b. 3.1.2.0.

Climbs the obvious rightward-slanting depression just right of the large 
sycamore tree at the foot of the cliff. Entirely free, some peg runners removed. 
A perverted variation to climbing on atrocious rock.
(1) 110 feet. 5b. 3.1.2.0.

Climb directly to the peg at 15 feet and move left with difficulty into groove 
and another peg. Climb easily up the groove passing a good protection peg and 

. move left where it steepens onto good holds. Back right under the steep wall to a 
small overhang at the top of a short slab. This is about half height, good peg and 
nut protection can be arranged. Move right under the overhang and mantleshelf 
over on to doubtful rock. Follow the line of weakness right on frightening rock to 
reach the crumbling 'cheeserock' and a good protection peg. Move left for 10 feet 
and then climb directly to the small trees.

C. Perry, 2nd May, 1968.
VESKKIL. 100 feet. HVS 5b. 4.1.1.1.

Climbs a line of weakness just left of the sycamore tree passing the fir tree at 
half height and exiting rightwards under the steep wall at the top. The more 
reasonable of the two since most of the loose rock was removed before the first 
ascent.
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(1) 100 feet. 5b. 4.1.1.1.
Start at small crack directly below the fir tree. Climb this to the protection 

peg and exit right into an easy scoop. Follow this until it steepens, pegs, and move 
left with difficulty to the fir tree. Bridge up the reddish rock groove above past a 
good peg and exit rightwards after 15 feet on good holds. Follow the line of 
weakness easily rightwards then climb straight up with care, moving left at the 
very top.

C. Perry, A.N.O., J. Gray, 31st May, 1968.

SANDSTONE

BULLS HOLLOW ROCKS
The following routes are numbered as in the guide book. First ascents by 

J. Harwood in August 1965 and December 1966. 
3A. STAIRCASE. 5A

The crack between Avalanche and the corner. 
9A. CENTURION TRAVERSE. 5C NL

Connects 10 with 9 along the obvious line. 
10A. CAT WALL. 5C NL

The wall left of Centurion Groove. Climb up to a small tree easily. Then to 
a small ledge, standing up is difficult. The hardest climb on the rocks. 
17A. GREEN WALL. 5A.

Six feet right of the yew tree. On to the ledge and straight up to the left hand 
of two beech trees. 
ISA. YELLOW CRACK. 5B.

A short crack and easy groove between Minotaur and Yellowstone Wall. 
19A. TREE WALL. 5B.

Start to right of The Chasm. Up the crack to large tree. Runner. Swing out 
onto face on the right and go straight up. 
20A. THE GYMNIC. 5B.

The groove between Chasm and Broken Crack. Difficult to tree in recess then 
easily to top.

SKYE

SGURR A'GHREADAIDH NTH. WEST FACE 
SCIMITAR. 275 feet. Very Severe.

Climbs the crack line in the middle of the buttress left of Hamish's Chimney. 
Enjoyable climbing.

Start 200 feet left of Hamish's Chimney. Climb a shallow groove to the 
overhang. Traverse left (peg runner) and go up and left to beginning of crack, 
125 feet. Follow crack line to top.

/. Harwood, R. A. High (alt.), June 16th, 1968.
SGURR THORMAID. STH. FACE 
PERIDOT. 720 feet. Very Severe (HVS).

Takes the easiest apparent line up the previously unclimbed face overlooking 
the descent of Coruisk from Bealach 2920. Well seen from Banachdich.

Start left of and above the lowest point of the buttress at some pale grey rock. 
Up a slab and corner to a huge sloping grass ledge and up this to its top. Peg 
belay, 120 feet. Move 10 feet right and climb into an obvious deeply-cut trap dyke. 
Climb this, hard at first, till the angle lessens (480 feet). Then go up right via short 
walls directly to the summit (120 feet).

R. A. High, J. Harwood (alt.), June 16th, 1968.
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SGURR MHIC COINNICH. COIREACHAN RUIDHA RACE, J BUTTRESS. 
MAGPIE CRACKS. 220 feet. Very Severe (HVS).

To the left of the great gully there is a huge sloping terrace 100 feet up.
Start on terrace to left of smooth overhanging wall. Rising traverse left across 

slab to gain corner crack. Up this, 120 feet. Move left and climb to the top via 
cracks and walls.

R. A. High, J. Norwood (alt.), June 17th, 1968.

SGURR NAN BAG. NTH EAST FACE. 
LEVIATHAN. 475 feet. Very Severe (just XS).

A very fine climb taking a rising line between overhangs from near The Chasm 
into the centre of the cliff.

Start between the starts of Ladders and Chasm Left Edge in a corner. Climb 
crack in corner and wall above to large ledge. Peg belay (110 feet). Climb up wall 
(just left of pitch 2 of Ladders) to reach a leftward leaning slabby groove. Up this 
and move out left at top under the large roof. Peg belay, 110 feet. Step left into a 
bottomless groove and climb this (poor peg runner) to large overhang. Traverse 
left to edge, a few feet higher is a small stance, 75 feet. Traverse left into a deep 
crack and up this to stance, peg belay, under final overhang, 120 feet. Step back 
into crack, over overhang to easy ground and top.

J. Harwood, R. A. High (various), June 19th, 1968.

MARSCO. NTH. WEST BUTTRESS.
THE BOOJUM. 390 feet. Very Severe (just XS).

This is on the crag facing Sligachan. Much more impressive than it looks 
from distance. There is a cave in centre of cliff just left of the highest point. 
First pitch loose, the other two have sound rough rock.

Start at highest part of buttress. An overhang lines base of crag with another 
30 feet above. Climb shallow groove through lower overhang to reach an obvious 
leftwards traverse (peg runner). Go along this till one can climb straight up to the 
cave. Peg belays, 140 feet. Move right out of cave and step back left onto its lip. 
Go up slightly left to base of clean rib buttress, 130 feet. Climb this to top. 

R. A. High, J. Harwood (alt.), June 20th, 1968.

MARSCO. STH. WEST FACE.
THE SNARK. 800 feet. Very Severe.

Although a slightly artificial line this route offers really enjoyable climbing 
on superb rock.

Start directly below middle of the Central Buttress. Cairn and arrow. Climb 
up wall and over a small overhang. Traverse left and go up a small corner to a 
ledge, 80 feet. Continue up and slightly left till at about 60 feet an exposed gangway 
on the right can be gained. Follow this to groove and up to First Terrace, 150 feet. 
Scramble up slabs to crack on right-hand side of pedestal below a steep smooth wall. 
Up crack and belay at far side of pedestal, 90 feet. There is an undercut crack on 
left. Climb this to groove with large detached pinnacle. Move onto right wall and 
up to a crack which leads to the Second Terrace, 130 feet. Scramble up Shoulder 
and go straight up the final wall to finish by a prominent V cleft with two small 
overhangs, 350 feet.

J. Harwood, R. A. High (alt.), June 22nd, 1968. 
N.B. All pegs removed.
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CORSICA

CIRQUE D'BONEFATO 
TOUR DE L'ECAILLE
S.E. FACE. 450 feet. Difficile.

From Spasimata ascend the slabs to the foot of the tower and commence at 
the junction of a subsidiary ridge and the S.E. Face.
(1) 100 feet. Climb to a large sloping ledge. Peg belays.
(2) 70 feet. Ascend the wall at the left end of the ledge. Bear left across the 

slab to the vegetated crack.
(3) 80 feet. Up the wall to the right of the crack for 20 feet. Move back into 

the crack, and continue up this to a large ledge beneath an over 
hanging wall.

(4) 60 feet. Traverse left, round the corner, and then up to a belay at the foot 
of the vegetated groove.

(5) 150 feet. Climb the crack to the top.
C. Perry, J. C. Gray and W. G. Thurston, July 1966.

Variation Finish
(3a) 60 feet. From the belay, a rising traverse to the right leads to the vegetated

crack, which is climbed to a large ledge. 
(4a) Scramble up the ledge, past a holly tree (difficult) and ascend any

one of a variety of lines on the left-hand wall.
C. Perry, J. C. Gray and R. G. Vernon, July, 1966.

PUNTA MARGINE
NORTH FACE. 500 feet. Difficile.

The face is split by an obvious, black chimney. The route follows this.
(1) 100 feet. Ascend easy rocks to a small platform on the left of the chimney.
(2) 80 feet. Climb the grooves, on the left of the chimney, to a small ledge.
(3) 80 feet. Step across the chimney and ascend the right wall until one can 

move back into the chimney.
(4) 250 feet. Follow the chimney to the breche.

W. G. Thurston and R. G. Vernon, July, 1966.

PUNTA INNOMINATA
SOUTH FACE. 700 feet. Difficile/Tres Difficile.

The route takes a direct line up the middle of the face, as viewed from Spasimata.
From the Bergerie de Carozzo ascend easy rocks to the foot of an obvious 

chimney.
(1) 60 feet. Ascend the chimney.
(2) 90 feet. Climb the left wall, moving on to an arete, to a large platform.
(3) 90 feet. Ascend the middle groove in the wall above, to another platform.
(4) 90 feet. From the back of the ledge, climb the wall and then make a rising 

traverse to the right-hand edge. Up to a small ledge.
(5) 70 feet. Traverse left then up the wall to a platform.
(6) 90 feet. Take the obvious break and continue to a heather ledge.
(7) 90 feet. Traverse left to a large platform. Zig-zag through the overhangs 

and continue to a sloping ledge.
(8) 90 feet. Traverse right across a steep wall and climb the wall beyond. 

From here the summit can be reached by scrambling. 
W. G. Thurston and R. G. Vernon, July, 1966-
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LETTER TO THE EDITOR

THE BAR*,
UNIVERSITY OF BIRMINGHAM UNION

Dear Sir,
Philanthropic motives inspire me to propose the following modifications to the 

present system of grading rock climbs. My scheme will revolutionize climbing 
techniques and methodology.

I propose to attach to every route a plastic plaque and, to this end I have 
managed to obtain 20,000 ex-War Department toilet roll holders complete with 
fastening screws. On the plaques will be engraved a set of numerals and letters, 
initially in English but later in Hebrew, as 1 feel this has more lasting power.

The first numeral in my system will be an all-embracing variable, the 'Coeffi 
cient of Specific Desperosity'. The limits of this variable will be zero and unity, 
zero being the least desperate and unity the most desperate. Philosophising climbers 
may amuse themselves by placing climbs they have completed on this scale.

Intelligent readers will voice the objection that such a system is purely sub 
jective. I propose, therefore, to grade climbs for the average climber and have 
selected myself as being eminently suitable to fill such a position which will be 
known hereafter as Honorary Grader (Hon. Grad.).

The second set of numerals will give the direction of movement measured in 
radians. I propose to exclude any movement downwards by placing my plaques 
at ground level.

We now come to the crux of my system   the third set of numerals will 
indicate, as near as damn it, how to do the climb, re which limbs to move where. 
I propose to classify every move on every known route and publish the results in a 
large book something like Roget's Theosaurus, with a special polythene-covered 
climbers edition. Thus 538-2396 will be page 538 paragraph 2396 in my book. 
Any literate rock climber will be able to tell at a glance where the handholds are, 
which pegs he may use/ignore, etc. This method will be patented as 'programmed 
climbing' and an ICT 19  will be purchased by the BMC on my behalf.

The fourth numeral set will give a complete weather history for the area over 
the preceding fifty years. I undertake to include daily temperature, rain fall, 
humidity and hours of sunshine. Thus climbers will no longer be drenched by 
storms or struck by lightening. Weather supplements will be published regularly 
in the MAM and Climbers Club Journals. I have not as yet, in this the prototype 
stage, satisfactorily solved the problem of combining the last fifty years weather 
into one or two numerals, but am confident in my own ability to do so.

I have long felt the need in guidebooks for a more relevant description of the 
location of cliffs and routes. Consequently my fifth set of numerals will indicate 
distances from the nearest tea shops, tarmac roads and funicular railways. Had I 
this information available in the past I could have avoided slogs to Cloggy or Pillar 
and would have heard of the Avon Gorge much earlier.

*Pretty late in the evening, from the look of things*.
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This is the essence of my new grading system. I propose to climb all known 
routes observed by a physiologist, a psychologist and a geographer. The first will, 
via electrodes attached to my body, measure muscular movement and effort; the 
second will observe my mental state and, periodically, during the c'imb give me 
aptitude and intelligence tests; and the geographer will plot my every movement 
on Ordnance Survey Vertical Editions.

I think you must agree climbing will be revolutionized. My plastic plaques 
will become tourist attractions, my guide books will eventually be taught in schools 
for GCE and I will happily spend the rest of my life grading climbs the lengtn and 
breadth of the country. Nothing could be finer.

I remain, sir, your obedient servant.

Editor's Note: Readers who are a little puzzled by this outburst are invited to 
glance at the new Avon Gorge guidebook.
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REVIEWS

ALPINE CLUB GUIDE BOOKS:
1. Selected Climbs in the Mont Blanc Range

Vol. I From the Col de la Seigne to the Col du Geant (35/-) 
Vol. II From the Col du Geant to the Petit Col Ferret (28/-)

2. Selected Climbs in the Pennine Alps
Vol. 1 Saas Fee, Zermatt and Zinal Area (37/6)

3. Selected Climbs in the Bernese Alps (32/6)
4. Selected Climbs in the Dauphine and Vercors (28/-) 
WEST COL ALPINE GUIDES:

Dents du Midi (18/-)
Graians West (25/-)
Bregalia West (16/-)
Engelhorner and Salbitschijen (25/-)
The publication of the Alpine Climbing Group Guides (begun in 1957) of the 

first series was a notable event in British climbing circles for it represented for the 
first time a real interest of a large number of British climbers in the best routes in 
Europe. That a second series has been issued so soon is proof of the popularity of 
the original volumes and to the changes in attitude to a number of routes which 
have taken place meantime. This second series, while they are all published by 
West Col Productions, can be divided into two classes. The first class which is 
produced under the auspices of the Alpine Club deals with the more traditional 
areas in large volumes. The second group are concerned with the smaller, less 
popular, mountain ranges and, in consequence, the guides are cheaper and not so 
large.

As the titles state, these are only selected climbs and, no doubt, each person 
will have his own personal quibble that such and such a route has been left out. 
On the whole, it seems to me, an excellent and varied selection has been made. 
In the two volumes to Mont Blanc, for example, a number of lesser known mixed 
routes have been included   in an effort to encourage the half-submerged British 
snow climbing instincts. Another feature of the guides is their up-to-dateness. 
Some of the very latest (and hardest) routes in all areas have been included.

This brings me to another useful feature of the series. This is the inclusion of 
brief notes of routes not covered in detail but which might appeal because of 
prevailing conditions or as an escape route. Each peak is also described with 
details of its first ascent, characteristics, and more, or less, description of the routes 
on it.

Emphasis in each volume shifts according to the region and not due to any 
preferences of the writers, who seem to remain refreshingly impartial. The first 
two volumes to appear were the Mont Blanc guides. This was probably significant 
as many young British climbers tend to think of Chamonix as the Alps. The 
improvement over the original guidebook is considerable. The now familiar plastic 
covers have been used and the paper is of much better quality. The whole area 
has been completely rewritten, descriptions amended, (in the light of British 
ascents) and climbs regraded. Perhaps the biggest improvement of all is the 
inclusion of diagrams by Brian Evans which vastly improve the edition. Many 
extra routes have now been added, thus creating the need for two volumes.

Climbs are described in the usual way   general characteristics, grade, special 
characteristics (not often repeated, stonefall, etc.), first ascent details, diagram 
page   sometimes with further details of ascents, length and special warnings. 
Descents from the appropriate peaks are also described.
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The general introduction follows the usual format with details of equipment, 
grading, transport, huts, currency, maps and guidebooks. Huts are described in 
detail with a note of the approach route and the times 'normally' taken. Volume I 
deals with Mont Blanc, Mt. Maudit and the Chamonix Aiguilles; Volume II with 
the Verte, Dru and Jorasses, and most people will probably require both numbers. 
Between them the books describe some 330 routes of tremendous variety and 
suitable to tempt any type of British climber to this, the premier continental 
climbing area.

The second pair of ACG guides are to the Pennine Alps. Volume I deals with 
the Saas Fee, Zermatt and Zinal areas and Volume II with the Arolla and Western 
Ranges. The whole area has been dealt with in more detail than the others   due 
to its continued popularity over the years. The same basic format of the Mont 
Blanc guides has been used, to equal success Diagrams have been, to a large 
extent, replaced by photographs of varying quality. This is reasonably successful, 
in this case, but could probably only be applied to a similar region (one with a large 
number of snow or mixed routes of simple structure). Photographs in the Dolomite 
guide, for example, would have to be of very high quality to be successful. Another 
new feature is the paper, which appears to be waterproof   a very useful quality! 
As stated above the general descriptions are in slightly more detail than for the 
Mont Blanc guides and a slightly humourous style makes good reading; 'tends to 
be used by British parties as a training climb, but many people will find the effort 
too great in this respect'.

By far the majority of the routes are long and easy. What harder climbs there 
are, are generally snow and ice so that the range of climbs in the Mont Blanc range 
is lacking. The whole guide is very up-to-date (e.g., Nth. Face Direct Dent Blanc, 
Nth. Face Direct of Matterhorn) and has been written with an obvious attention 
to detail and accuracy. The grading of climbs has been gone into in some detail 
with examples of each sub-division.

The guide to the Bernese Alps can be dealt with next as this forms almost a 
companion volume to the two books described above. Once again Robin Collomb 
is the editor and photographs and waterproof paper are features. The previous 
entertaining style of writing is continued; 'not a mtn. about which much good or 
bad can be said'.

Photographs are of a much higher standard than the Pennine volumes and the 
subjects are generally more appealing, but the inclusion of photographs of two out 
of the 40 or so huts seems of doubtful value to me. The Bernese Alps contain a 
complete selection of route standards though, naturally, they are practically all on 
snow and ice. The book is, in fact, almost a tribute to Welzenbach. All of the 
famous climbs are described and in considerable detail usually; another volume of 
immense value to the serious alpinist.

The Dauphine and Vercors area guide is similar to the Mont Blanc ones. 
Diagrams are again used to pinpoint the routes but these are, unfortunately, not 
always of the best quality. However, this apart, there is not much else to quibble 
with in the volume. The climbing is of all types and grades   readers of Gervasutti 
will already be familiar with two of the principal peaks. The inclusion of the 
Vercors area would seem to make the whole district a very useful alternative to 
Chamonix, perhaps more will go and find out for themselves.

I now come to the West Col Alpine Guides Series. Generally speaking these 
are smaller versions of their big brothers (the ACG series) with a similar layout, 
style and list of authors. There are some differences however, for instance, the 
Dents du Midi number has a paper cover that wouldn't survive many blizzards. 
The others have treated-cardboard ones and are more substantial. The Engelhorner 
guide appears to have a waterproof type of paper   it is a pity the others were not 
similar. Diagrams vary from good in the Graians West volume to adequate in the
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others. One feature I, for one, approve in these guides is the inclusion of a map. 
This is a criticism of the Alpine Club volumes which could have contained a simple 
map (with huts marked) to facilitate route planning without the need of purchasing 
an expensive series of maps (the only maps they did contain at all were for small 
rock-climbing areas, e.g., Vercors).

Enough of generalities. To be specific; the Dents du Midi contains the region 
based on Champery   a limestone range with climbing of all types. Mixed routes 
are graded in the usual way (F-ED), but the pure rock climbs are numbered in the 
Dolomitic manner I-VI. This is all a bit confusing and I would have thought it 
better to scrap the latter and grade in a similar manner to the Chamonix area.

Graians West deals with the Graian Alps (French part) which lie to the 
immediate south of the Mont Blanc range. Again the somewhat disconcerting 
'double' grading system but the diagrams are outstanding from an artistic as well 
as a functional viewpoint. Again all types of climbing are catered for but mainly 
in the easier grades. However, one or two tit-bits should draw the experts from 
the crowded slopes around Chamonix.

Bregalia West and the Engelhorner guides each deal with a famous specialist 
rock climbing district. Though there are some easy 'mountaineering' climbs 
described it is for the 'sestogrado' routes that the British market will buy the 
volumes. As such these two guides should have an immense appeal to the V.S. 
leader who is a little tired of the Dolomites but a little wary of Chamonix. The 
Engelhorner guide is much the larger, includes the Scheideggwetterhorn, and must 
have a good proportion of the routes available contained in it.

Finally I would like to express my admiration for the prompt and, on the face 
of it, skilful production of this alpine series. The most important test of a guide is 
how it works in practice   the previous Dolomite one failing badly in this respect 
  and time alone will be able to give this answer. At the moment we can be quietly 
proud to have a set of up-to-date guides, the envy of every Continental   would 
that our own hills were similarly served.

J.H.

THE CLIMBER'S BEDSIDE BOOK Showell Styles 
Faber & Faber Price 28/-

Mr. Styles has a gift, that no other writer on mountaineering has, of assembling 
a pot-pourri of widely assorted anecdotes and essays into an enjoyable and readable 
whole. His first essay in this field, The Mountaineer''! Weekend Book, has become a 
classic, and although the present volume may seem a slighter and less ambitious 
work by comparison, it will well serve the purpose for which it was intended   
to grace the climber's bedside table, and to prepare him for sleep with a well- 
turned phrase.

The book is divided into sections, each containing a number of vignettes 
whose subjects have taken the author's fancy. The climber's bedside itself, for 
example, has many aspects; psychologically there is no better time for reading 
about a bivouac on the Eigerwand, or an ice-cave on an Himalayan peak, than 
when one is comfortably stayed with dunlopillo. Dreams, in the sense of the 
realisation of ambitions rather than the usual concomitant of slumber, and night 
mares, short accounts of some of the most terrible of mountain experiences such as 
Nanga Parbat and Ajmapurna have sections of their own, and it is reassuring to 
find, under the heading of 'the Supernatural', another rational mountaineer who 
is disinclined to dismiss the malignant pursuit of the solitary climber across the 
misty wastes of Ben Macdhui by the Ferlie Mor as an echo of the imagination. 
Whilst I cannot claim to have heard ghostly footsteps, or had boulders thrown at 
me, I still retain a strong impression of having been pursued into the Lairig by 
something stronger than thoughts of supper.
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The sections, 'One Hundred Notable Mountains' and 'Fifty Names Famous in 
Mountaineering' are inevitably the least successful, since most readers will take 
exception to the omission of their own favourite candidates, and it is difficult to 
make topographical and biographical details interesting. The 'Fifty Names' are 
inclusive only of the dead; Wilfred Noyce is to be found, but not others of his 
generation.

There are three diagram-sketches and no photographs, which in a mountain 
eering book is inevitably a mistake; but at least the omission does serve to draw the 
attention to the quality of Mr. Styles' writing. One could only wish there were more 
of his calibre.

M.H.

INSTRUCTIONS IN MOUNTAINEERING 
Museum Press Ltd., London

by Anthony Greenbank 
Price 17/6

Yet another book on how to climb! At first sight one might think that there 
was no reason for a new manual on mountaineering, yet the style of writing and 
much of the presentation are refreshingly different. The author, an admirably 
qualified climber, deals with the various subdivisions of climbing equipment and 
their use chapter by chapter. The coverage is extensive and no fore-knowledge is 
taken for granted. It is difficult for me to give a detached opinion of this book 
which is, after all, intended to be read by someone completely new to the sport. 
Personally, when I was just starting climbing I much preferred the type of book 
which combined instruction with accounts of the author's climbing (e.g., J. H. B. 
Bell's book). However, apart from some poor diagrams, there is nothing much to 
criticise with this volume which is very up-to-date and will surely be of use to 
many people.

J.H.

STARLIGHT AND STORM 
Kaye and Ward Ltd., London

by Gaston Rebuffat 
Price 30/-

It is nice to see an old friend appear, once more, at the booksellers. I suppose 
that Starlight and Storm must be one of the most famous mountaineering books 
ever written and, as such, there is bound to be a wide sale for this new edition. 
The text is unaltered but more photographs have been included, three in colour. 
Unfortunately many of the new pictures are of dubious quality and merit. For 
example, several of the Matterhorn's North Face and a general view of the Tre 
Cima. I would have thought that much better examples could have been found   
and, in any case these do nothing for the book.

The text is about R6buffafs ascents of the six most famous north faces in the 
Alps, at least three of which remain major undertakings even today. The style of 
writing is poetic and I know it will be irritating to some while appealing strongly 
to others. In some cases it is almost as if the climb itself had become of very 
minor importance in comparison to the weather or his companions, a fact which 
belies itself since R6bufFat has always been keen on climbing the 'Grandes Courses' 
when he has the chance. The printing and paper are of the highest quality and so 
are the majority of the photographs.

I feel sure that this edition, like its predecessor, will become another of the 
established favourites.

J.H.
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MOUNTAINEERING

CLIMBING

CAMPING AND SKI-ING

EQUIPMENT SPECIALISTS

OUNTAIN 

SPORTS

"We climb and ski ourselves"

expert service

ROGER TURNER
Mountain Sports

1 CANNING CIRCUS, NOTTINGHAM Tel 47230

GEORGE FISHER
Fisher Day Sack £3.10.0Alpine Specialists 

BORROWDALE ROAD 
KESWICK 
CUMBERLAND

Fishers Super Alpine 
Extendable Sack £5.10.0

FULL POSTAL SERVICE RING KESWICK 178
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FRANK DAVIES
THE MOUNTAIN SHOP:

a complete service
for the Midland

Mountaineer

CLIMBING EQUIPMENT SPECIALIST

7 Snow Hill, Ringway,

(New Stewart & Lloyd Building)

Birmingham, 4.

Telephone: 021-236 6816

also at Ambleside and Leeds
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Whether you are a social climber, or you 
prefer to climb alone, the 'Everest' is an 
essential companion for mountaineers, 
surveyors and geologists. 
This pocket sized Altimeter gives peak 
accuracy and reliability. It provides 
readings in 25 ft. intervals up to 18,000 ft. 
The precision mechanism has 19 jewelled 
bearings and is fully shock-resistant. 
The instrument is recommended by the 
Royal Geographical Society, and was 
used on the successful ascent of Everest. 

Complete the coupon for an illustrated 
brochure.

TO: Survey and General Instrument Co. Ltd. 
Fircroft Way, Edenbridge, Kent 
Tel: Edenbridge 2434 (Std. code OSE 271)

NAME.............................................................^

I ADDRESS.................................................................  |

I I
| __ MAM/Thommen. I
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