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EDITORIAL COMMENT

As just a minor contribution to the ever-increasing amount of liter 
ature forming around the bases of our mountains and threatening to 
overwhelm them, it may be pertinent to ask why the M.A.M. Journal 
still exists.

Time was when the small number of journals then existing were as 
much as anything sources of information to be perused by climbers 
wishing to find details of routes they proposed to do and for basic 
information about the more remote mountain areas. They operated in fact 
as an information service. Only 15 years ago many rockclimbers carried 
little black books of descriptions of routes copied from C.C. F.R.C.C., and 
S.M.C. journals, and the present English language series of Alpine guide 
books is quite young.

The average climber now no longer needs the average club journal for 
this reason. The information explosion in the mountaineering world has 
been quite remarkable in its impact. Every exploration of worth (and, one 
suspects, some of little worth) are in no time chronicled in Mountain, 
Mountain Life etc., and the rapidly increasing numbers of guide books, 
usually quickly and with great efficiency and detail; the Alpine Journal 
with its massive section on development and exploration is available to all 
and foreign journals and magazines abound on the retailers shelves.

So then, what are we doing? A perusal of club journals suggests that 
there is now an increasing awareness of climbing for climbings sake and less 
a preoccupation with recording great exploits, these being instantly 
chronicled elsewhere and before it has needed the prolonged gestation 
period of the average club journal. It is interesting to note that after the 
first few paragraphs of this were written the latest Wayfarers Journal was 
received, the Editorial of which dealt partly with the same topic. Other 
journals which traditionally had large sections giving factual accounts of 
members goings-on seem to be losing them or hiving them off into 
separate publications. Perhaps an exception to this is the S.M.C. Journal, 
always one to plough its own furrow, and arguably the best domestic 
journal.

Ours, like some others, must become increasingly a reflection of 
members thoughts and activities, on a personal level, perhaps. At the same 
time, it is refreshing to find that members are prepared to write of their 
doings for their own club and this issue reflects fairly well the quality and 
range of M.A.M. activity. If we are to become less the literature of 
information maybe we should become more the literature of analysis and 
conscience. It may be reactionary to talk in terms of conscience but it is 
not really untimely. Pressure of numbers in the hills has become such that 
environmental damage caused by climbers, walkers and fell-runners is now 
becoming significant and in many areas clashes of interest and general 
public feelings against climbers are leading to increasing access problems. 
The growing sophistication of climbing equipment, the efficiency of 
communications and the threat of sheer numbers is tending to be stifling.
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The often excessive preoccupation by those who seek to instruct beginners 
in an official capacity with removing all elements of risk not by teaching 
how to meet and deal with them when necessary but by trying to remove 
and even deny their existence is most disturbing to the mountain lover. 
The recent Hunt Report on Mountain Training makes instructive reading 
for those of us who are uneasy about the use of the mountain environment 
for teaching purposes.

Refreshing trends are the increased interest in the remoter parts of 
Scotland (or is this a result of crowds on Cloggy and Scafell; or of the 
above-mentioned information explosion)? Or on a grander scale, the 
newly developing light-weight Himalayan ethic.

Hopefully, our journal should be a rational one about rational 
climbers doing their thing and enjoying it and seeking to share their 
enjoyment, feelings and fears with their friends in the Association and 
with anyone else who happens to read a copy.

Partly for the above reasons in this edition there is no separate self- 
congratulatory "Year With The Club" section. If any member wishes to 
share his experiences with other members via the Journal he is more than 
welcome to do so by making a specific note of it.

However, the following pages do relate much of interest done by 
  members over the last two years. Pride of place must go to Paul Fatti and 
his South African team on their first ascent of the East Face of the Central 
Tower of Paine, one of the greatest sustained rock climbs in the world; but 
there have been unchronicled climbing exploits in most parts of the Alps, 
in West Virginia, the Bugaboos, in Corsica and in the Romsdal; there is 
even an advance guard in New Zealand.At home, more than one party has 
followed the fast developing Scottish hard circuit of Slime Wall, Aonach 
Dubh and Carn Dearg Buttress, to say nothing of the more recherche 
delights of Applecross, Sutherland and Torridon and also Scottish 
winter skiing.

On a more domestic note, Low House is at last complete with 
showers etc., or at least as complete as the Warden will allow it to be. A 
semi-palace almost, the result of much hard work by a few and not a 
little trial and tribulation. For those whose mountain scene is mulling 
over thoughts of huts, perhaps the next topic is the longterm future of 
Glan Dena. Apropos of the latter, the period ended sadly indeed with the 
death of Clinton Parsonage, for a long time the Warden. Glan Dena will 
not be the same place without him.
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THE EAST FACE OF THE CENTRAL 

TOWER OF PAINE

Paul Fatti

It was January, 1972, that we first set eyes on that huge 4,000 ft rock 
wall. We were peak bagging then, and although we had a try at it after 
having climbed The Sword and Cuerno Norte, we only managed to get up 
about 1,500 ft before a five-day storm destroyed our chances of getting up 
in the time we had left. The feature that attracted us was a huge system of 
dihedrals, starting a few hundred feet above our high point and leading 
straight up to the summit cone.

The problem gnawed at our minds for the next two years, until at 
last, on the 10th December, 1973, we stood once more at the foot of the 
East Face, its upper sections so steep that they seemed likely any minute 
to topple over us. Roger Fuggle and Mervyn Prior had first turn on the 
mountain, and during their first day they climbed the initial snowfields and 
made a start up the steep slabs which constitute the first 1,000ft or so of the 
face. The weather was unsettled, however, and the following day a snow 
storm confined them to the glacier. So instead they started to dig a 
snowcave to replace the restricted confines of our Whillans Box.

It was still snowing on their third day, but they managed to struggle 
up the iced ropes and then Roger led a hard aid pitch, mostly on blades and 
micro pegs through some overhangs and up the slabs above. However he 
accidently overshot the diagonal ramp cutting up left through the slabs, 
and although he tried to abseil diagonally down to it, a snarl up in the 
ropes caused by Mervyn misunderstanding the situation, frustrated his 
efforts.

We had decided that, as the East Face is sheltered from the brunt of 
the prevailing west winds that come screeching in over the Ice Cap, we 
would try and climb whenever possible, but soon discovered that ice on 
the fixed ropes could be as much a deterrent as a howling gale. Mike 
Scott and Art McGarr were next in the lead, but continuing bad weather 
kept them off the rock. So instead they burrowed further into the snow 
slope, extending the snow cave into a veritable palace.

The good spell we had all been waiting for arrived at the start of 
Richard Smithers' and my three-day spell in the lead. Straightforward 
climbing with bits of aid here and there, brought us at last to the top of the 
slabs above which the Face rises vertically for the next 2,500 ft or so to the 
final 500 ft summit cone. A shattered pillar gave us two long pitches of 
exhilarating free climbing up to HVS standard, with a short section of 
nervy aid climbing on vertical blades, but at the top of it we ran up against 
a blank wall. Fortunately an exciting 30 ft king swing solved the problem, 
and got me across to a steep crack which I climbed on nuts and wide 
angles. On our third day a delicate pitch, perhaps having the finest free 
:limbing on the whole route, brought us to the base of an overhanging 
;rack leading up into the lower right-hand dihedral. This was our last free
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pitch till the summit cone. Then Richard led a long slow A2 pitch to a 
small stance which was the high point of our attempt two years earlier.

The problem that was worrying us all was how we were going to get 
across the 80 ft or so of smooth granite between the lower right-hand 
dihedral and the base of the huge, 1,000 ft central dihedral. The only hope 
seemed to be an overhanging flake stretching halfway across, but after that 
things looked pretty blank. However, a more immediate problem was the 
fact that the good spell seemed to be coming to an end. During Richard 
and my last day on the rock the wind was screaming in from the west, 
banging against the tops of the Towers, and as we hurried back to our 
base camp amongst the beech trees of the Rio Ascensio valley we dis 
covered that it had melted the tracks and snow bridges across the glacier, 
turning our descent into a nightmarish hell of crevasses.

Sure enough, the winds heralded another bad spell, though Art and 
Roger managed to snatch one more day's climbing before the weather 
broke. On their third day they tried to get up the fixed ropes, but when 
both of Rogers jumars suddenly lost their grip on the iced ropes, sending 
him sliding down about ten feet before they gripped again, they turned 
tail and fled to base camp. It was only on Mike and Mervyn's third day in 
front, [five days later that the weather finally cleared and they managed to 
get up the ropes to resume progress.

Richard and I were determined to make the most of the good 
weather, so we decided to bivouac on the face after our first day of sus 
tained pegging up the corner of the dihedral when we reached a narrow 
ledge, just wide enough to stand on. Niether of us had ever used a single 
point suspension hammock before and it was a real battle to rig them up 
and get into them, so that by the time we were finished we were exhausted 
from the effort. It was Christmas Day, but not even the loving words from 
our wives over the walkie-talkie from base camp could imbue us with the 
appropriate spirit as we lay suspended in our uncomfortable world of 
grey verticality.

We were by now near the overhangs capping the right-hand dihedral, 
and the next day Richard addressed himself to the problem of getting 
across to the central dihedral. Straightforward pegging led him up to the 
bottom of the huge flake stretching out left across the blank wall between 
the two dihedrals, but as he started knocking in the first piton the flake 
started expanding outwards, confirming what we had suspected. He 
moved gingerly out underneath the flake, trying to avoid putting any 
sudden force on the pitons, and using nuts whenever possible. When he 
eventually reached the left-hand extremity of the flake he found to his 
dismay that the next six feet to the left were totally blank, so I fished the 
bolt kit out of the haul sac and passed it up to him. It was a relief to be 
able to move onto the bolt, his first secure point since the start of the 
traverse, and after that a few knifeblades got him over to a point from 
which he could make a short king swing across the exposed vertical wall 
to a sloping ledge at the base of the central dihedral. It was a magnificent 
pitch, probably meriting an A4 grading.
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Towers of Paine, route marked.
Cross on Face marks Boeing Ledge Paul Fatti
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This pitch was indeed the key to our route, and during the following 
two days, in spite of deteriorating conditions, Roger and Art made good 
progress up the central dihedral. There were no ledges at all in the lower 
sections of this dihedral, so all their stances were in etriers, but towards 
the evening of their second day Art reached the bottom of what seemed a 
good ledge. A continuous shower of spindrift deterred him from actually 
getting onto it, but when he got down to the snow cave he told Mike and 
Richard that it was wide enough for a Boeing jet to land on.

It was three days before this claim could be challenged, but when 
Mike and Richard eventually managed to battle up the ropes after the 
storm had cleared they found to their disappointment that the "Boeing 
Ledge" sloped at an angle of 45 degrees, and that the only useable part of it 
was a 2ft. 6in. x 1ft. 6in. horizontal block in the corner, just large enough 
for one person to sit on and cook. Still, it was better than anything we had 
found so far and were likely to until the summit cone, so they decided to 
make it the permanent bivouac site from which to tackle the upper 
sections of the Tower. However, a snowstorm drove them back down the 
ropes again before they could make a start on the problem above.

It took Mervyn and me five and a half hours to prussik up the more 
than 2,000 ft in vertical height to the Boeing ledge, but when we woke after 
a cramped night in our hammocks it was snowing solidly on us, making 
everything miserable, wet and cold. Towards mid-day, however, it started 
clearing up, and that afternoon Mervyn managed to climb one pitch up 
the thin crack that split the left-hand wall of the dihedral above.

The gods had at last decided to improve our lot, and for the next five 
days the weather on our side of the Tower was perfect. On the evening of 
our second day Roger and Art arrived at the Boeing Ledge to take over 
from us, and during the next two days they made splendid progress up the 
central dihedral. At its widest point both walls of the dihedral stretch out 
for more than a hundred feet on either side, and the smooth rock emphas 
ised the exposure of the vertical drop down to the glacier. After two days 
and two nights of this exposure our frayed nerves needed the recuperation 
down at base camp as much as our cracked and bleeding fingertips.

Mike and Richard continued the progress up to the top of the central 
dihedral and then out diagonally left into the red-coloured upper dihedral 
which led straight up to the summit cone. When they passed us on the 
Boeing Ledge on their way down at the end of their two day spell they told 
us the good news that they had reached a point about a hundred feet below 
an overhang, which seemed to mark the end of the difficulties.

Mervyn and I cursed when we woke to find it snowing steadily on our 
hammock. We lay there until the discomfort and frustration eventually 
drove us up the three-hour prussik above, in spite of the snowstorm.To our 
joy it started clearing as we reached Mike and Richard's high point, and 
by that evening I had broken the overhang, to be greeted by the pleasant 
sight of the easier angled slopes of the summit cone.
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Paul Fatti at the start of the King swing, 
Central Tower of Paine Richard Smithers
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We were busy with breakfast early next morning when, to our 
surprise, Roger stuck his head up over the edge, followed a short while 
later by Art. Realising that we would be making a summit push that day, 
they had woken up at 2.30 a.m. and had prussiked up to the Boeing Ledge 
in the record time of 3j-hours to join the action! It was clear and sunny as 
we prussiked up the ropes, although some ominous whisps of high Cirrus 
warned us of an approaching bad weather front. Progress up the summit 
cone was faster, although we were slowed down by a couple of iced-up 
sections as well as odd bits of aid climbing. 1 he weather, which had started 
off so nicely that morning, was deteriorating rapidly now as the sharks sped 
rapidly across the sky, followed by layer upon layer of darker storm 
clouds. Pitch followed pitch as we raced upwards, but the first snowflakes 
started falling as Mervyn was pegging up an unexpected overhanging 
corner a short distance from the top. I got up to Mervyn, and hardly 
pausing to take the equipment from him I sped up the last easy-looking 
groove. A few frustrating icy sections slowed me down, but at last, on the 
10th of January, exactly a month after we had started the climb, I stepped 
onto the summit of the Central Tower of Paine.

Or so I thought. Ahead of me the rock dropped away, and through 
the swirling mists I caught a glimpse of the moraine at the foot of the 
West Face. But, looking along the knife-edge ridge I picked out the shape 
of a rock pillar, rising up about sixty feet higher than me. It was snowing 
hard by now, and it was clear that we could not get across to the pillar and 
climb it without having to bivouac somewhere near the top, which under 
the circumstances would have been folly. So, after taking a few photo 
graphs we turned tail and started abseiling down, consoling ourselves with 
the thought that we had succeeded in our objective of climbing the East 
Face, and that the summit had, after all, already been climbed in 1963.

On the third abseil the accident occurred. To save time on the way up 
we had used a nut instead of a piton to fix the rope, and as Mervyn put his 
weight on it, it suddenly came out, sending him tumbling backwards. He 
plummetted downwards until the slack was taken on the upper rope, and 
then continued sliding down, unconscious, on his descendeur until he came 
to a stop a hundred-feet down at the next fixed point. His helmet saved his 
life, and by the time we got to him he was already starting to come round.

It was a long, cold, painful descent for Mervyn. Because of his 
shocked and concussed state I had to put him into every abseil and give 
him a separate belay, while at the bottom of each rope Roger made him as 
comfortable as possible in etriers before abseiling down to wait fcr him at 
the next fixed point. We abseiled right through the night, our head 
torches casting pools of light in the surrounding greyness, and all the 
while the snow kept falling. We reached the Boeing Ledge in the early 
hours of the morning and after eating and resting a while we continued 
down the ropes. Mike and Richard were waiting for us at the snow cave 
and accompanied us back to base camp in the gathering darkness of the 
following evening.
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The storm lasted for nine days, but on the 21st of January, Mike and 
Richard reached the true summit in beautiful weather, three hours after 
reaching our high point on the summit ridge.

The East Tower of the Central Tower of Paine is perhaps the highest 
vertical rockface that has been climbed to date. It must also be one of the 
finest rock climbs in the world, following as it does, such a direct and 
uncompromising line to the top.

SUMMARY :
PATAGONIA: CENTRAL TOWER OF PAINE; EAST FACE. 

The first ascent on the 21st of January, 1974, after six-weeks of seige 
tactics. 4,000 ft. of big wall climbing; grade 6 and A4. A South African 
party comprising Paul Fatti, Mike Scott, Roger Fuggle, Art McGarr, 
Mervyn Prior and Richard Smithers. Other members of the expedition 
were Janet Fatti, Doreen Scott and Heather Smithers.

ROTE ZAHNE
Ray Colledge

Terry Sullivan, a Fell and Rock Climbing Club member, and myself 
had just done the Blumlisalphorn in the Bernese Oberland by the attractive 
but not sustained North Face ice route. We were now sat below the 
Blumlisalp Hut, where we had paused briefly for tea and soup, in an 
agony of indecision.

Our original rather ambitious plan had been now to traverse across to 
the Gamchilucke between the Gspaltenhorn and the Morgenhorn, sleep in 
the bivouac shelter on the saddle, and attempt the difficult Rote Zahne, 
which is the South-West Ridge of the Gspaltenhorn. It was to prove one of 
the toughest climbs I had ever done. Although rated T.D. inf. with pitches 
up to grade V it was first done as early as July 1914 by G. W. Young and 
S.W. Herford with J. Knubel and H. Brantschen.

As we sat on boulders sweltering in the heat of the sun, we realised 
that our traverse included an initial very steep descent down snow. The 
spring and early summer of 1975 gave cool weather in the Alps, leaving 
much snow on the lower slopes and we wondered how much snow we 
would have to plough through. In addition we were concerned at having 
to lose much height, especially as the guide book said: "Follow a rough 
track beside a snowslope," which did not fit in with an immediately steep 
descent. As doubts grew, so fatigue and the heat increased until we turned 
downhill, back to Kandersteg and our campsite, with the idea of approach 
ing the Gspaltenhorn from a different direction, after a night in the 
valley.

Next day, July 14th, was just as sunny and we hastened to buy more 
provisions before leaving Kandersteg to drive to the wild and beautiful 
Kiental, a valley well worth visiting for its own sake. In Kiental village we

twelve



15. 0198

stopped at the bread shop on the left to obtain our permit (seven Swiss 
francs) which is for the private toll road further on. The road became more 
narrow and we anxiously checked the time of the descending post bus. 
Eventually we came to a broad open place from where a dirt track led 
improbably upwards through the trees on the cliff face. The post bus time 
table stuck to a post was even more anxiously examined and we appeared 
to have twenty minutes in hand. The dirt track was mostly too narrow for 
cars to pass and very tight on the bends. As the driver and car owner I was 
in a somewhat nervous state, but we did beat the post bus quite easily. 
Just before the Griesalp bus terminus we forked left to arrive shortly 
afterwards in a good parking place at the end of the road.

The three-hour walk to the hut was quite pleasant, with always the red 
towers of the Rote Zahne ridge ahead. On the way we were able to see that 
had we descended steeply from the Blumlisalp Hut the previous day, we 
could have traversed high up, although snow may well have hidden the 
best line. Perhaps a night's rest in Kandersteg had been a better idea after 
all, particularly as the return to our campsite might have been a long and 
tiring affair without the car in the Kiental. The Gspaltenhorn Hut was 
reached at 6.00 p.m., rather too late to do a lengthy reconnaisance which 
is really necessary if one is to make an early start if one is to avoid a bivouac 
on the route. Instead we received some useful advice on the initial glacier 
section from a guide at the hut. We had now abandoned our first plan to 
do the climb from the Gamchilucke, since that would have meant carrying 
cooking equipment and we had decided to travel light and fast, without 
bivouac equipment.

Our departure time from the hut was 1.00 a.m. There was no moon so 
that our progress in the trackless terrain was somewhat erratic, making us 
regret our lack of exploration the previous evening. After much traversing 
diagonally uphill across bands of rock and snow, we started to ascend a 
steep couloir which we hoped would lead to the ridge, but in the darkness 
it was impossible to say if it was the correct line. The idea is to cut out the 
Gamchilucke and the supposedly less interesting part of the Rote Zahne 
ridge. In the event we did arrive on the ridge in the half light but not far 
above the Gamchilucke. This initial error in route finding probably cost us 
three hours eventually.

After a short rest to remove crampons we became involved in 
increasingly difficult climbing on shattered rock up to grade III standard, 
with no clear idea of our position. High up the ridge has three big towers 
and then the summit tower, but faced with seemingly big towers lower 
down the ridge, we were inclined to misread our position, especially after 
the snowridge of Point 3280. The climbing was often very airy, yet even 
when doing pitches of III or IV up steep loose rock, there was no question 
of belaying. There were no rock spikes, no cracks for nuts or pegs and 
never any running belays. Security was totally absent. To one accustomed 
to the security on Chamonix granite, this was a little disturbing. The 
Gspaltenhorn is of course limestone. When climbing one had to spread 
one's weight and test every hold, most of which were loose, even on the
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harder pitches. We marvelled at G. W. Young doing this in 1914, but 

perhaps modern protection equipment has spoiled us.

The ridge seemed endless with tower after tower, and still the high 

wind which had been with us since we gained the ridge continued un 

abated. Suddenly we could go no further. We looked down into a tremend 

ous gap. Opposite was another vertical tower, split by a crack with three 

overhangs. The crack reminded me of Wen Slab on Anglesey, but steeper 

and harder. We now knew we were on top of the first big tower with the 

second one on the other side of the gap. The climbing was about to 

become serious. At the same time, increasing cloud reminded us of our 

lack of bivouac equipment. I voiced my doubts but had to agree with 

Terry that to descend back down the ridge would be dangerous. We must 

go on.
Retreating a few yards, then descending a short couloir of bad rock, 

we gained a thin traverse line on a sloping ledge which led improbably 

round the tower, to where a boulder appeared to be resting on the end of 

the sloping ledge. Old slings hung from the top of the boulder, to indicate 

an abseil. It all looked highly unsafe, yet there was no other choice. We 

looked in vain for a piton crack. The restricted and exposed position made 

unroping a gripping affair whilst the high wind interfered with the placing 

of the rope for the 30-metre abseil. At the bottom of the abseil we continued 

to climb down until another 15-metre abseil took us to the airy gap 

between the towers. It was a precarious landing on ice until we could 

move unto a good ledge. Undoubtedly we were now well committed.

Terry, the stronger and more experienced rock climber, volunteered 

to tackle the overhang. If Terry had any doubts about the situation in the 

worsening weather, he did not voice them, and indeed seemed capable of 

overcoming anything the mountain could throw at us.

Below the overhang pitch of V was a steep, smooth, slab pitch of IV 

sup, with, as usual, no protection. It was not easy, and Terry preferred to 

haul his sack. At the top he found two belay pegs in the only solid crack 

we were to find on the climb. Previously we had once or twice put tiny nuts 

between loose blocks as a gesture to security. The overhang could only be 

climbed about three feet to the left of the pegs, and no more pegs or nuts 

could be inserted. Terry got his hands over the top, but could only find 

side-pull holds. There were no footholds to help him gain height, so 

lengthening my belay loop, I balanced under him to enable him to stand 

on my shoulder. This did not help very much, but at least allowed a slight 

rest in an upright position while he felt for handholds. It was a difficult 

and strenuous lead.
After he had pulled up his sack I attempted to follow, wearing my sack 

to save time. The finishing holds were very poor, but a pull on the rope 

from Terry at the right moment enabled me to consolidate a precarious 

pullover. Reaching Terry, I congratulated him on a great lead, then 

looked up the rest of the chimney-crack. Instead of the verticality seen 

from the top of the abseil it now offered easy climbing with the odd 

pitch of III or IV. We relaxed a little.
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As we reached the top, of the second tower Terry crawled to the edge, 
blasphemed, and said, "Where do we go now ?" I joined him on hands and 
knees carefully, because for the first time there was a note of alarm in his 
voice; and I was appalled at what I saw. The next gap, between the 
second and third towers, seemed bottomless. All we could see was smooth 
vertical or overhanging rock. The climb had suddenly become serious 
again.

Retreating a few yards to the depression between the points of the 
tower, we descended a couloir of loose rock, to where a line of flakes led 
to a traversing ledge. On this ledge in a slight cave, we found a metal box 
in which was a book as a memorial to someone. One was invited to record 
one's name in the book and from this we learned that the ridge is climbed 
only once or twice a year.

From this point the route description became less helpful. There is a 
remarkable flake buttress along which the traversing ledge goes, and there 
are two windows in the buttress. The description suggested we should 
avoid the first window and we lost half an hour before finally going 
through this ho^e, pushing our sacks in front. On the far side we found a 
peg apparently driven into yellow limestone mud. After half an hour or 
more looking for a safer abseil point we returned to the peg for a 15-metre 
abseil to a good ledge. A similar abseil into a slippery couloir was followed 
by a traverse across steep, wet slabs to a long loose chimney which 
eventually took us to the top of the third tower. We still had some way to 
go, but apart from one point where the way was indefinite, we arrived at 
the summit at 7.00 p.m., without further difficulty.

With the weather now decidely threatening we hastened to start down 
the easy North Ridge. After a while, whilst on a rocky section, my ice-axe 
became so noisy due to the electricty in the atmosphere that I put it down, 
whereupon it became silent. Looking back I saw lightning hit the ridge 
behind us from several directions. On the section called the Leitergrat we 
unroped and put on head torches, whereupon the wires from the battery 
to the torch began to hiss, It was now raining and in the darkness we took 
one or two slides on the slippery limestone slabs.

Soon, however, we were running down snow in leaping strides in the 
direction of the hut. Seeing us going slightly off course the hut guardian 
flashed a light to guide us and thus we were back just after 9.40 p.m., 
slightly wet but not too tired.

M.A. M. IN THE ROCKIES, 1974

Bob Robinson

The cry goes up 'Presidential privilege' as soon as the authors' name is 
seen, but it isn't really true, honestly, just common or garden egoism plus 
a kick or two from our Hon. Editor. In any case, vanity apart, I think that 
writing for and reading ones own Club Journal, especially one as intimate
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as ours brings a special pleasure to me. I sometimes wonder if the more 
prestigious journals do not offer too many articles about regions where few 
members can hope to go, whereas I have the feeling that the MAM journal 
is full of temptations that most of us might be able to succumb to and 
enjoy. As it happens our Hon. Editor and I were together in the Rockies in 
1974 and when in my brief report in the October 1974 News Letter, I 
suggested we might find an author for an article, he just said "You", so 
here it is.

In two previous journals if I seem to have ridden a North American 
hobby horse, this was simply because my climbing holidays in those 
foreign parts were so pleasurable I felt I might perhaps persuade other 
members of M A M to enjoy something similar. This is the trail the hobby 
horse will be following in this article, though now I can describe a success 
ful trip in which quite a large MAM party joined me in the Rockies.

It has seemed to me that if the pleasures of the Alps are receding as 
the pressure of hordes of holidaymakers increases whilst the Himalayas or 
the Andes still present insurmountable problems of organisation, cash and 
even age, then anyone looking for exotic wilderness pleasures should think 
about the North American mountains. They are neither far nor expensive 
these days.

In 1974 a casual proposal of mine that some of the MAM might join 
me and some of my U.S. friends for three weeks in the Canadian Rockies 
drew quite a large response and eventually a dozen of us met in Banff in 
the middle of July. It was all so simple, or so it seems. Four of us from UK, 
Dave and Gay Dickson, Dave Roberts and I, boarded our 747's at 
Heathrow at mid-day and reached Calgary in the early evening more or 
less at the same times by different routes and then in another hour reached 
the Alpine Club of Canada's hut at Canmore near Banff. Three Americans 
arrived from San Francisco, one from Washington D.C. and one from 
Kentucky, and Stuart Holder, currently working in Peioria, Illinois and 
two more British, Don Bradburn and Roger Wallis from Toronto, all in 
the M A M. It all seemed so much easier than the scrum at the channel 
ports, though Heathrow on a Saturday has its moments. Anyone who 
stays at Canmore must compliment the A C C for their hospitality. I 
would always recommend Canmore as a place to meet, also to discover the 
latest news about conditions, huts, also assuming you have transport, but 
it's impossible to manage without a car so the question is academic. 
Hiring a car is simple and the service remarkable. When Dave Roberts and 
I proposed that the car hire desk attendant should man her desk till 
1.00a.m., when Dave and Gay Dickson were expected to arrive, she 
agreed happily.

Next day with jet-lag numbing our senses a bit, we headed for Banff to 
stock up for a week and generally lay some detailed plans because, though 
Roger Wallis had done marvels by making firm proposals and by sending 
us maps, we still felt we would not be able to decide what to do till we saw 
the mountains at close quarters; in other words our planning was much 
like any other MAM Alpine meet.
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However, the Rockies (or the parts I am writing about) are not like 
the Alps and because, after shopping, made so easy because the super 
markets in Banff stock everything for the Wilderness traveller and 
climber, broadly speaking one heads for Jasper 200 miles or so away 
along the Icefields Parkway. Effectively this Parkway is the only road in or 
through a vast mountain area with only a single hotel en route between 
Banff and Jasper. There are no inhabited side valleys with friendly 
villages and welcoming pubs, indeed little else but the hotel to be seen. To 
climb, one leaves the main road and launches off into the wild side 
valleys, either to camp, or stay in one of the three or four huts which have 
been put in the more accessible areas. Access to the mountains is on foot, 
your own or those of horses. There are local pack horse firms who will 
transport horses and your baggage or even you to a convenient take-off 
point, where the horses are disillusioned because your gear is dumped on 
them for the next 10 or 15 miles, if, of course, you can be so unethical as 
wish to approach your mountain carrying next to nothing. As a horse 
carries 150 Ibs. or so, obviously a couple of them will carry enough extra 
baggage on top of your own 50 Ib to make a stay in the wilderness less 
than spartan. At least one can pack adequate supplies of mosquito 
repellant and refreshment for the inner man and malt scotch whisky at 
£2.00 a bottle in Jasper was too tempting to weigh heavily against over 
loading the horses.

A digression now on mosquitoes and other fauna may help to set the 
scene. The mosquito seems unpredictable. One expects a war but suffers a 
mere skirmish, or the reverse, or nothing. The base camp sites along the 
Athabasca River which are broadly those readily accessible from the 
Icefields Parkway did not seem to have a mosquito problem at all. 
However on the trails through some of the boggy forests and in some 
places even much higher up near the tree line they could be voracious and 
the trick was to leave the hut in full armour and well-lathered with 
"bug-off', as supplied to the U.S. army in Vietnam and walk non-stop to 
the moraine or the glacier where the bugs gave up, either from oxygen 
deficiency, inadequate lift, or cold. Even on reflection and making an 
allowance for rose-coloured spectacles, I can't honestly say they were a 
major problem in the three weeks we were there. The area of the Wates- 
Gibson hut struck the low note but it was unremarkable in as much as 
everyone seemed to cope with the problem.

The other fauna are bears, deer, elk, moose and smaller creatures and 
it's the bear that gives the entertainment because he is addicted to, even, it 
seems, dependent on garbage, so he raids the campsites, but as everyone 
takes the normal simple precaution of putting all food in a car, the bear 
confines himself to inspecting the garbage bins which are huge metal 
boxes probably 6 x 4 x 4ft. but with trick lids (that, of course, doesn't 
defeat the bears) and a quick sortie round the picnic tables, all in the 
middle of the night. Meeting one in the day-time on a forest track can have 
its moments. The bear usually has right of way, but so does a moose. 
Elephants look big, likewise a moose and the moose has bigger horns and 
seems much more stupid.
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Shopping complete we turned to the climbing and drove about 
80 miles to the Columbia Icefields campsite quite close to the one and only 
hotel having decided to test our fitness by climbing Mt. Athabasca and 
Mt. Andromeda as both are easily accessible from the road. Athabasca 
gave us a long walking ascent with some steep snow and ice ending with a 
delightful ridge and magnificent views. We took about 10 gentle hours, 
full of pleasure and in perfect weather. As we surveyed the incredible 
panorama we were able to get a feel for the lie of the land for our guidance 
during the next three weeks.

Next day, again following the idea of a survey of the prospects, we 
abandoned Andromeda temporarily and drove northwards another 40 or 
so miles over the Sunwapta Pass to a campsite close to the Athabasca 
River and within striking distance of Mt. Edith Cavell which is a 
magnificent snow peak with a superb climb up the East Ridge and the 
promise of a complete traverse of the peak if all went well. Edith Cavell's 
N.W. Face deservedly graces many picture calendars. This base campsite 
was so pleasant we stayed there a week or more and it is worth a comment. 
The Park Service provides wooden tent platforms mainly to limit erosion 
on the popular spots. The small tents we had fitted in nicely by the river 
side, strictly against the rules, we learned. The wilderness is not to be 
encroached on and casual camping in any wild area easily accessible from 
the main road is banned simply to prevent "strip development", a 
laudable aim and one which must be measured having regard to the 
relatively large numbers of car-borne tourists who will never stir beyond 
the campsites nearest to the road. The Park Service is making determined 
efforts to restore the wilderness in some areas and is destroying all signs 
of human habitation as well as forbidding casual camping. Some A C C 
huts are no longer safe and have been given a suspended sentence. It 
could be the case that wilderness travellers will have to revert to camping in 
many areas where there are now huts or shelters.

To climb Edith Cavell we left camp at about 3.30 a.m. and drove for 
about an hour along a narrow road leading to the quite famous trail along 
the Tonquin Valley to the Amethyst Lakes and a range of mountains 
known as the Ramparts, which is also the site of the Wates-Gibson hut; 
one of the three or four in this vast area. From the road head the route up 
our mountain, Edith Cavell, traverses broadly eastwards across the north 
face of the mountain below the romantically and descriptively named 
Bright Angel hanging glacier which, without much imagination, really 
does look like a huge icy creature in flight.

The traverse ends with a snow climb up the head wall of the cwm, 
effectively up a snow-covered ice fall in the form of an enormous snow 
bowl which leads to a saddle on the north ridge, the angle of the snow 
getting steeper and steeper, in fact too steep to descend happily the top 
200 or 300 feet or so whilst facing out, as we shall see. The upper part of 
the route up the mountain was simply a matter of following the ridge, but 
about 500 or 600 feet from the summit where we met the final towers, we 
also had a driving blizzard with ice forming on the rocks, so down we
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went. Of course, we had the mountain to ourselves. The snow bowl 
presented a psychological problem in descent as it was really quite steep 
and probably 700 feet from the rim to the floor. Gay Dickson descended 
in record time, because she fell off and performed the longest glissade 
ever seen. However as it really was a snow bowl with no rocks she came 
to no harm. No one else however made a positive choice to follow her till 
the halfway mark. We returned to camp for a lazy day and as the weather 
was beautiful next day sampled the pleasures of Jasper, which has quite 
cheap restaurants and remarkably cheap, strong beer in the Athabasca bar, 
Jaspers gigantic equivalent of the Bar Internationale in Chamonix, or the 
Sun, or any other climbers haunt. It seemed to be the only bar in town at 
times and there were so many potential customers that despite its size the 
doormen kept guard and literally controlled the numbers allowed inside, 
especially in the evenings.

We returned to climbing pleasures next day and most of us left camp 
at 4.00 a.m. to traverse Mt. Andromeda. The exit from the dark campsite 
was quite exciting because as we approached one of the giant garbage bins, 
an equally giant bear, or so it seemed, hopped out almost on top of the car, 
then ran across in front of us and climbed the nearest tree. There was more 
bear fun to come a week or so later.

The traverse of Andromeda begins at the Columbia ice field and the 
30 mile drive there as the sun came up illuminating the mountains with a 
superb alpine glow was itself a moving start to the day. The route is 
simply a grand tour of the mountain, that is a long circuitous snow ascent, 
in perfect conditions, a steep descent on rottenish rock, an exciting ridge 
traverse and then a long descent on snow and moraine and so on back to 
square one. An excellent and long day which gave us the right to enjoy 
Jasper yet again and the contemplation of the next sortie into the 
mountains.

We decided to prospect the route to Mt. Brazeau and its sister peaks 
of Monkhead, Warren, Valad, Henry Macleod, Coronet and Replica, all 
between 10,000 to 11,500 feet. The attraction of Brazeau, time notwith 
standing, is the approach by boat along Lake Maligne. From Jasper there 
is a beautiful alpine drive to the lake and then one takes a boat trip 
another 16 miles and finally walks to the campsite about 3-miles from the 
head of the lake, out of sight from the lake shore to preserve the wilderness 
character of the shore and hinterland. Unfortunately, one really needs to 
allow a week to enjoy the Brazeau area because of the time needed for the 
approach, settling in and departure so, reluctantly, we took one of our 
other alternatives which was to spend a week in the Wates-Gibson hut at 
the head of the Tonquin Valley and close to the range of peaks known as 
The Ramparts. Roger Wallis had written ecstatically of this region (does 
he ever write in any other way, unfair he cries   but it's a compliment) 
because there are 16 peaks within reach of the hut. As exploration with a 
future trip in view was also in our minds we decided to spend a week or 
thereabouts at the hut.
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Inspiration or fear then struck Richard Sideman and he arranged for 
horses to carry extra loads and as we had a 7-hour walk ahead, rising 
about 3,000 feet carrying about 501b; there were only one or two dis 
senters (can you believe the lengths some people go to just to prove their 
ethics).

I saw all this through a drugged haze because a violent toothache I 
picked up on Andromeda had made my head jump up and down, but the 
local dentist did an emergency job on a Saturday afternoon, extraction, 
stitches and so on all for $10.00. Dave Roberts acted as nurse, unpaid and 
took out the stitches in the W.G. Hut a few days later using Gay's eyebrow 
tweezers. The walk to the hut is itself an experience of wilderness bashing. 
There are two trails, inevitably, one wider, easier and longer, which the 
horses follow, or a shorter one. We chose the latter; it was supposed to 
have its scenic advantages too, but all seemed to evaporate with the bog, 
the route finding, swollen streams etc., 'till finally we couldn't even find the 
last key footbridge. Those flimsy affairs in the Himalayas were like the 
Severn bridge compared with what we did eventually discover, and just in 
time when we had thoughts of swimming, wading, or even walking, 
another three or four miles of bog around a lake, so beautiful at any other 
time, which combined with the river to block our path. We crossed the 
river on a series of very precariously balanced logs perched above a 
cascade of white water and the reward after another half hour on a good 
trail was to come across the Wates-Gibson hut as dusk closed in on us. 
The idea of having had horses to pack in some of our baggage seemed to 
those of us who were so unethical as to give in to the temptation to have 
been rather more than just a good idea when we arrived in the hut. The 
Wates-Gibson hut is in a perfect situation overlooking another higher, 
small lake surrounded by forest filling a cwm beneath two of the outliers 
of the Ramparts and with a cheery warden to welcome us. Customarily 
an A C C member fills the Wardens job temporarily and the resident was a 
British Professor, one Jim White from a university in Toronto. He and his 
wife and children were in residence. The hut would hold about 40 people 
but we were the only residents for the week of our stay, except for a brief 
visit by a small party of A C C members.

The peaks were, as Roger told us, both accessible and easy by their 
ordinary routes and in our exploratory mood our ambitions did not 
stretch much beyond safe ascents and descents and a survey of the 
topography for future reference but all the climbs were extremely enjoy 
able, in brilliant weather in excellent conditions. We were tempted to try 
some harder routes such as the traverse from MacDonnell to Bennington 
but the heavy snow cover still lying from the spring made some of the 
possible routes look a bit dangerous, so those were left out of the plans, 
but in a mere six days including the walks in and out we managed three 
peaks, Outpost, MacDonnell and Parapet. Outpost peak is sort of super- 
extended Bristly Ridge, maybe more like Tower Ridge in summer, 
MacDonnell a long snow climb with an easy Scottish type final ridge and 
Parapet a delightful mixed Alpine-style ridge with good rock climbing in
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places and an isolated summit giving marvellous panoramic views. The 
route over Parapet took about twelve hours and inevitably we had to wade 
across ice-cold streams on the return route as they had been swollen by 
melt water, but it was another superb day. The view from the ridge before 
the summit along the length of the Amethyst Lakes was quite magnificent. 
All was not climbing though. The Amethyst Lakes which lie like blue- 
green, in fact like truly amethyst mirrors along the east face of the 
Ramparts are also the home of large and seemingly innocent trout, in fact 
monster trout and there is a fishing camp nearby. By mysterious means 
and, we suspect, without using the fishing tackle we provided, the three 
girls turned up with two fish, each of which fed eleven of us. The Amethyst 
Lake trout are easily charmed, or maybe some other fisherman was 
susceptible to female charm, but who could complain. Like most A C C 
huts, the cooking is by a wood-burning stove (chop your own fuel) and 
trout grilled in butter over a wood fire has a special flavour.

The mosquitoes had their moments here too, mainly hungry ones 
when one of us appeared unclad. They were no problem in the hut.

The route back to the main valley from the hut by the long route was 
inevitably just another seven-hour grind, relieved by the superb views in 
all directions and the company of other travellers, either going to the 
fishing camp or simply walking the circular route of some thirty or forty 
miles from the Tonquin valley to Meadow creek and back to Jasper and 
all in the most beautiful country of rivers, lakes, forests and mountains. 
We enjoyed the flesh-pots of Jasper once more, then returned to our base 
camp by the Athabasca river for a final party before travelling south next 
day to the Lake O'Hara valley, but the night had its incidents, not only 
from friendly party revellers from Edmonton but an inquisitive bear which 
Roger, from the safety of his wagon cab, and without his glasses, started to 
cross-question in the darkness thinking this shape was some kind of giant 
car burglar, seeing that it was examining one of our cars. The bear was even 
more scared than Roger and took off, pursued by one of the other revellers 
who by this time seemed to be suffering from a sort of party euphoria, but 
the bear was much faster and escaped.

Next day we visited some of the classical tourist attractions on our 
way south to Lake O'Hara which was about 120 miles away in the Yoho 
National Park. Roger Wallis, Richard Sideman and I had been there 
before so we reckoned we would get a maximum return for our last week 
as knowing the lie of the land makes so much difference in an unknown 
and almost deserted wilderness area. I wrote in the last journal about this 
area in some detail but a brief reminder may give readers a picture. Cars 
are parked at a road-head and a special bus operating on a Park Service 
franchise lifts you and your gear the ten miles or so to the Lake O'Hara 
camp ground and the A C C hut. The bus will carry anything so we went 
well provided. At the end of the road there is also a small hotel and lodges 
for vacation residents, but no shop. The Park Service have begun to let 
this area revert to wilderness and the simple picnic shelters have been

twenty-four



27. 0210

destroyed since 1971 and so-called wild camping, except in the high 
bivouac sites, totally banned. Lake O'Hara is both beautiful and relatively 
popular and years of alleged over-camping had begun, so 'tis said, to cause 
erosion problems (they should see our mountains, I said). We used the 
A C C Elizabeth Parker hut again as in 1971 and the Abbott pass hut much 
higher under Mt. Victoria and perched on the top of the head wall looking 
the length of Lake Louise. The party divided into two climbing groups and 
we all climbed the major local peaks by the more or less conventional 
routes, though Richard Sideman and I in the company of Dave Roberts 
and Don Bradburn took particular pleasure in climbing Hungabee which 
we were prevented from doing in 1971. Hungabee reminded me of the 
Hornli ridge of the Matterhorn without the people and it took about 
14-hours to complete the day. Hungabee may have its share, even an 
unfair share, of rotten rock which needs care, but it contributed to rather 
than spoiled our day because it was never really dangerous, provided we 
kept alert.

The other peaks we climbed were Lefroy which is a straight-forward 
steep, snow climb, leading to an easy rock ridge, Wiwaxy which is a rock 
climb of some 2,000 feet and Victoria which is a classical long Alpine 
snow traverse with a superbly steep-sided summit ridge. The stay in the 
Abbott pass hut was enlivened by a brief but intense blizzard which 
transformed the climbing conditions temporarily, but to our amusement a 
walking party appeared through the white-out, some wearing shorts and 
as they had been on the glacier at least three hours they were frozen .These 
Canadians are tough. They were following a valley walking route over easy 
passes and the Abbott hut is a usual stopping place.

It was a busy three weeks and even if I repeat myself, believe me, the 
mountain scenery is quite magnificent and no matter from which summit 
one views it the sea of hundreds of peaks goes rolling on to the distant 
horizon, all so tempting to any climber and more than enough to last a 
life time.

At the end we left Lake O'Hara to spend half a day divided between 
shopping in Banff and tidying up in the A C C hut at Canmore, followed 
too soon by the drive to Calgary and the long haul to Heathrow, all in a 
day's work literally.

I believe I speak for all if I say our final impressions were much as I 
wrote about two years ago, that compared with Europe, the Rockies 
provide a marvellously different mountaineering environment which is 
simple to enter and in which all climbers should find much to enjoy.

A SMALL PRICE TO PAY
Roy Manuel

In March 1974, the famous Aonach Eagach ridge (notched ridge) of 
Glencoe was traversed by a party who encountered bad weather but 
happily survived the arctic conditions.
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The climb involved the traverse of the knife-edged ridge from east to 
west. The party included three officers of the Queens Own Regiment and 
three members of the M.A.M.

The impressive ridge rises to over 3,000ft. on the north side of 
Glencoe. Its height remains constant for three miles stretching east to 
west. This, the normal route, was the direction we chose to take. We had 
spent two days instructing on the south side of the valley and from 
vantage points on the buttresses of Bidean nam Bian (3,766 ft.) we were 
able to view Aonach Eagach in all its glory. Each day it stood out like a 
great fortress wall, jagged and dazzling white where the sun reflected off 
the snow gullies and ice towers. The temptation to conquer the ridge was 
irresistable.

Our party was strong and well-equipped. We each wore high 
mountain boots, anoraks, warm clothing, cagoules, overtrousers and 
gaiters. We carried two 150 ft. llmm. ropes and a good selection of slings 
and karabiners. Confident we could succeed we were undaunted by the 
ridge's reputation. Bad weather had taken its toll of accident victims. 
Without experiencing such weather it is difficult to understand how a day 
can end in tragedy.

We expected plenty of snow and ice and carried ice-axes and 
crampons.

The M.A.M. members had been assisting in instructing the troops in 
snow and ice techniques in the Scottish Highlands. This was part of their 
Adventure Training Course based in Glencoe. The officers had had some 
mountaineering experience in North Wales and the Peak District and were 
as fit as any professional soldier ought to be, relaxing after a recent tour of 
duty in Northern Ireland. If they lacked anything in experience of winter 
mountaineering, they more than made up for it in fitness, grit and 
determination. Senior Officer was Lt. R. Hitchcock, better known as 
Rocky. He had a fine physique and looked like Rocky Marciano.

A jeep ran us to the Meeting of the Waters where the assault trad 
itionally begins. The path winds round the west side of the white cottage 
owned by the well-known mountaineer, Hamish Maclnnes. The weather 
was good, our spirits were high, and the state of euphoria united the party 
as we jumped down off the back of the army jeep, a feeling still with us as 
the mountain began to steepen.

Unknowingly, we had made three serious mistakes! To begin with we 
had started out far too late. It was 11.30 a.m.   we should have started 
out at about 7.30 a.m. Roger Cooper, born leader, excellent climber and 
inspiration to all in his company was to blame. Roger does not believe in 
rising early. Typically he will emerge with dog-end and striped pyjamas 
moaning about the cup of tea he wasn't brought and who was it clumping 
around in heavy boots keeping him awake? We were late and we grew to 
regret our folly.

Secondly, we underestimated the severity of the conditions we were 
to encounter. Through habit we were all adequately equipped. Bfat mere
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mortals are so naive and never consider the cold, danger and discomfort. 
Above 2,500 ft. on a Scottish winter mountain and you might as well be 
in the Arctic! Thirdly, we had not checked the weather forecast! Our 
stamina and morale were to be tested.

As we tackled our first peak   Am Bodach (3,08 5 ft.) the men began 
to tire, while Romy, the only girl in the party slowly drew ahead. Her long 
graceful strides, the product of a modelling career in London, took her to 
the snowline.and when we arrived she was fitting her crampons. The wind 
rose, and at about 250 ft. below the summit in a suitable but draughty 
resting spot, we quaffed hot coffee and put on our cagoules. Minutes later, 
all wearing crampons, we emerged onto the flat windswept summit and 
uncoiled the ropes. Conversation became impossible. To communicate we 
had to shout above the roar of the wind and the crack of the cagoule hoods 
about our ears. The snow was in good, hard condition; here, walking was 
relatively easy. To the north Ben Nevis looked majestic in her white cloak. 
To the south, however, ominous storm clouds harassed the great 
Buachaille Etive Mor (3,345 ft.) and, more closely. Bidean nam Bian.

To me it was clear that the wind which was whipping us now was only 
the prelude of storms to come Only the Glencoe valley separated us from 
the wrath of the elements.

I judged that the storm would take the form of vicious snow showers. 
I felt confident myself and was sure the rest of the party could survive.

To the utter astonishment of us all, Roger, having assumed leadership, 
suddenly announced his resignation! We had just roped up when he 
delivered one of the best disclaimer notices I have ever heard from a non- 
Insurance man! He recommended an orderly retreat while the going was 
still reasonably good. If we went on he would accept no responsibility for 
the consequences. We were to accept sole responsibility for our personal 
safety. He would continue or retreat and suggested a vote.

Rocky, who was attached to Roger's rope, wanted to go on. Romy, 
on the same rope, always outwardly calm and reposed, left it to the men to 
do the decision making. Inwardly, she was wondering whether her knees 
would become an increasing handicap following a bad fall on skis a few 
days previously. She understood the meaning of bad weather on the 
Scottish mountains and had already resigned herself to a possible be- 
nightment. Attached to my rope was 'Smudge' who looked in the general 
direction of God for inspiration. Got none, so gave none. In the middle of 
our rope was Malcolm who also had little to say. He was the snob in our 
Unit. We were never quite sure whether he really was a snob or whether he 
was content to let us assume this image, or whether it was quite simply 
he was an introvert anxious to join in the conversation but like 'Smudge' 
never quite able to hold his own in the company of exaggerated tale 
tellers or downright liars. Malcolm gave the impression that he was 
completely disgusted at Roger's unusual declaration of non-acceptance of 
responsibility as if he (Malcolm) could ever consider trusting his life to 
Roger in the first place anyway. He couldn't find words to fit the occasion.
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That gave a count of one in favour, one against and three abstentions. I 
was damned if I was going to retreat, so that made it two to one   we 
go on!

The two teams moved off, Roger's rope leading, and rapid progress 
was made. All we had to do was ensure our crampons did not damage the 
rope. We soon encountered the blocks forming the western side of Am 
Bodach and these are reputed to be one of the hardest sections of the whole 
ridge. They drop steeply to a col about 200 ft. below. This created 
problems. Ice had filled most of the footholds and we were obliged to move 
one at a time while the others paid out the rope from relatively safe 
positions. The space beneath our feet dropped a sheer 3,000 ft. to the 
valley below. An impressive sight, but we were anxious to press on. We 
had lost sight of Roger's team who were moving faster than ours.

We hurried along the ridge trying to catch up. Ahead we could see our 
second big objective, Meall Dearg (3,118 ft.) the highest point on the ridge. 
We moved briskly, keeping the rope partly coiled between us and trying to 
avoid its entanglement in the rocks. The snow was hard and we were 
feeling pleased with our progress.

The rise to the summit of Meall Dearg came in our stride but as we 
neared our goal the wind became even more ferocious. We were almost 
blasted off the summit and took a short, well-earned rest on its lee side. 
There was still no sign of Roger's team.

We continued and at last we could see Roger, Rocky and Romy 
climbing the gendarmes. This was a hard section and their pace had 
slowed. There seemed to be about 300 yards of these pinnacles with a 
sheer drop falling away on both sides. We paused to study our first 
problem.

A gendarme is a pillar of rock and ice, and as its name implies, 
stands like a giant policeman barring further progress. Great care is 
required when negotiating these. Either one moves gingerly around the 
side on small holds or the problem has to be climbed. Although only a 
20/25 ft. pitch, it can take a party of three nearly half an hour to climb and 
gain a mere few yards.

I could see an easy start to the first. A mantelshelf move to a small 
ledge at five feet, a long stride into a crack on the right and then if our luck 
was in, a struggle up the crack for about ten feet. As I stepped forward a 
solitary snowflake drifted by. Across the valley towards Bidean nam 
Bian we saw the fury hurtling towards us. We had been climbing on 
Bidean earlier in the week and she had treated us well. Now she was 
unleashing her jealousy like a spurned mistress and the squalls were racing 
like the chariots of hell across Glencoe. The valley below looked peaceful 
but the Aonach ridge was in the firing line and there was no escape. 
Guide books advise that if caught on the ridge in bad weather, do not 
attempt to drop down into the valley   continue to the end. We didn't 
have to read a guide book to appreciate this as the nearest footholds on 
the Glencoe side were about a thousand feet below!
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More and more snowflakes were whipped like bullets across our path. 
We managed to traverse three pinnacles   all easier than we had feared, 
and as I descended to a narrow col the full force of the first squall struck. 
I could feel my feet on solid snow but couldn't see anything. I moved 
cautiously feeling low until I was forced to crawl on my hands and knees. 
I worked my way down, blinded by the storm, whilst my colleagues paid 
the rope out threading it behind a small bollard. The wind also whipped up 
spindrift from the depths of the gully reducing visibility to nil. I felt my 
way down to the lowest point where I was forced to halt virtually lying on 
my stomach, one foot pointing south to the Glencoe valley, the other 
pointing north towards the Ben. Bent low, I waited for the slightest respite 
to make progress possible.

Lulls only lasted seconds and slowly we crossed the col and started 
tackling more pinnacles. The cloud was down and the light began to fail. 
Despite the physical connection and comfort of the rope, these moments 
were very lonely. Each became concerned in his personal comfort and 
survival problems. The snow lashed into my eyes thwarting my efforts to 
search for footholds on the narrow rock problems. Then the melt water 
would blow away revealing another few feet of progress. The wind would 
catch the hood of my cagoule and every few seconds cover half of my face. 
I would become blind in one eye and unable to see in the other! The rope 
would momentarily snag on some projection and we would have to free it 
patiently. When moving, an ice-axe frequently hindered rock climbing 
efforts. On easier ground the rope became taught as the man behind found 
it impossible to keep pace. The frustration became unbearable. The rope, 
the ice-axe and one's own companions! The very items essential to survival 
became the focus of one's annoyance.

I was becoming increasingly anxious when one of my crampons felt 
loose and every few steps I had to stamp to secure it to my boot. I learned 
later that Rocky was having similar trouble with crampon straps and 
Romy was driven to distraction re-tieing them every 200 yards.

'Smudge' and Malcolm wore goggles which kept their hoods in 
position, but ice formed on the perspex, so they had their own problems.

We had taken a lot of punishment but calm came at last as we arrived 
at relatively easier terrain. The ridge widened and although it steepened our 
pace increased. The dreadful narrow section of gendarmes was behind us. 
Gradually the snow-fall eased and stopped. Stob Coire Leith (3,080ft.) 
had no unexpected shocks for us. Roger's team was just leaving the 
summit as we arrived so we didn't rest long. It was almost dark and 
visibility was reduced to twenty yards.

We moved on still in the cloud and silently kept up a good pace on 
the downhill sections. I estimated we were now approximately half way. 
Daylight faded quickly as we set off for the last objective on the ridge, 
Sgor nam Fiannaidh (3,173 ft.) The steep sections reminded us that we had 
had a long day. We wondered if, in the gathering gloom, we were going to 
be confronted with further problems. We had survived the harsh weather 
due to warm waterproof clothing.
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There seemed to be no end to the ridge. Sgor nam Fiannaidh was 
somewhere ahead and we began to wonder if we would ever reach its 
summit. My companions were quiet, alone with their thoughts. Cheerful 
words of encouragement were not enough to combat the depressing 
situation. My logic was simple; if you keep going you are bound to reach 
the end sometime. So long as we kept alert and avoided any injury, we 
would survive.

Our movements became monotonous and it seemed ages before I 
tumbled to one cheering feature, which no one else had noticed. Night had 
fallen hours ago but a full moon above the clouds offered sufficient light 
reflecting off the snow and ice. We caught up with Roger, Rocky and 
Romy, and Army survival rations were passed around accompanied by 
flasks of hot coffee and glucose tablets.

Rocky seemed to be very quiet. Roger was not saying much and when 
'Smudge' said he was not looking forward to when it finally got dark my 
reassuring theory about moonbeams did not raise any glimmer of 
optimism in the party.

The dangerous precipices on the ridge were behind us now and it was 
no longer necessary to remain roped up. We seated ourselves on the 
frozen snow to coil the ropes and 'Smudge' placed his helmet down. 
Gradually, it slid away. 'Smudge' moved quickly to stop it. Alarm gripped 
the party and with one voice yelled at him to stop. The helmet disappeared 
into the unknown. Thankfully, 'Smudge' stayed with us! We rested once 
again and finished all the food and drink. All six pledged to keep each 
other in sight.

We started to climb again. Could this be Sgor nam Fiannaidh at last ? 
The wind lashed again; a cutting reminder of its superiority. The summit 
was crossed almost unnoticed. The mountain broadened and the cloud 
demanded map and compass work. We huddled around Roger's compass 
in blinding torch-light. After determining the correct bearing we strained 
to readjust our eyes to the darkness.

We began losing height rapidly and although visibility was still 
poor we knew that the worst was possibly over. We stopped and removed 
our crampons. I discovered one of mine was broken in two   no wonder 
it felt loose! In the ensuing minutes Roger and Malcolm helped me to 
compose a suitable letter to the manufacturers!

The snow began to thin. Soon, long rivers of darkness poured down 
the mountain side dividing the ever-decreasing tongues of snow. Striding 
down the last tongue of snow a spontaneous shout of delight heralded our 
descent through the cloud and before us lay the beautiful lights of Glencoe 
village with the dark, shimmering waters of Loch Leven beyond.

"Oh, you beautiful Glencoe, where have you been for the last ten 
hours ?" cried Rocky.

His words echoed how we all felt. The uncertainty surrounding the 
last few hours of the expedition was finally lifted. Car headlights swept
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along the road a couple of thousand feet below. Their occupants saw only 
the road ahead. They were unaware of the six buoyant spirits high above on 
the mountain. There was no need for compass work now and no one 
wanted to stop to get the torches out. We just made a steep direct descent 
to the road and our hut beyond.

That was our last mistake   not using torches. We could be forgiven 
this as our eagerness to be off the mountain over-rode all other consider 
ations. The consideration in this instance was for those below who, 
unknown to us, were patrolling the old Glencoe road and main valley road 
in a co-ordinated search and find exercise.

C.O., Senior Lt. Nigel Armitage-Smith, worried by our non-appearance 
by 21.30 hours, sent out his men whose main objective was to spot torches 
coming down out of the cloud. We trudged into an empty hut, discarding 
our ropes and gear and wearily took our boots off to examine the blisters. 
Hot, sweet tea fortified extroverts and introverts alike. With reunions 
complete, everyone recounted their triumph over the ridge. Nigel was very 
relieved when he discovered that we had all got back safely. The personal 
accounts flowed along with a supply of beer which appeared from 
nowhere.

A helmet was lost, a crampon damaged, but great experience was 
gained. The crampon has since been repaired; another helmet purchased, 
but it will be a long time bsfore the msmories fade.

MEMORIES THAT PERSIST; 
EAST GREENLAND 1966

Roger Wallis

The wind gusted fitfully, it was cold, but the day had promise as the 
sun played on the broken, fractured face. Roy's progress was tentative and 
spasmodic, suddenly he slithered and fell, crashing jarringly from ledge to 
ledge. With an assured competence, Pete held him on his last runner, and 
lowered him to Keith and me. Blood and shock but mostly the latter, no 
serious injuries. On the two doubled ropes Keith and Pete lowered away as 
I held him out from the cliff. In one long swoop we crossed the bergschrund 
and reached the relative ease of snow and ice and soon we were back at the 
skis for rest and recuperation.

From the col the glacier led simply, seductively homewards; the 
gradient was too steep to ski, so Pete led off followed by Roy. Keith and 
I collected all the gear and followed a hundred yards or so behind. A 
series of decisions, each so easily made, each individually defensible, and 
yet in total, so completely wrong. We should have back-tracked the 
mornings route, on which the dangers were known; we should have put 
the skis on; we should have roped up as a unit of four, I should have led 
and Pete should have been last man. But none of these were done   Roy's 
fallen, Roy's O.K., let's get home, a simple, lethal sequence.
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The slope is convex, Peter and Roy disappear from our view and then 
we hear or maybe feel a scream, a spasm of agony and Roy, crawling, 
crying, incoherent, reappears. The message is simple, an open snowslope 
and no Peter. I am jelly, Keith is blank. We leave Roy in the snow and 
follow the single line of footsteps to a minute broken hole in the snow. 
The iceaxe plunges through and up to my shoulder and yet I am still ten 
feet from the hole. We yell, shout, scream   nothing but the echoes, the 
wind and the silence. Held by Keith, I hack a hole through the snow and 
expose an enormous blue cavern, maybe 50 ft. across and seemingly 
bottomless, just dark grey at depth.

Hours later we have found where the crevasse closes, and held by the 
others I make a 120ft. free abseil through a blue-grey-white, silent cold 
world. The crevasse seems endless and we run out of rope so I untie and 
climb to the base and traverse 150 200 ft. towards the minute speck of 
blue light, so high above the void.

Suddenly there is colour in my blue-grey-white world, but there is no 
reply to my flood of tears, words and cries, for Pete's neck is broken and 
his skull is a mess of porridge and he's frozen solid. A 150 ft. free fall to 
glacier ice, and what's left   a widow and three children; a cairn on the 
windswept base of Conniatsbjerg; and the memories that persist. 

A month later.
The weather had been good, the intense blue arctic skies, the pure, 

clean sparkle of arctic sun but now the wind is up and the cloud is down. 
The snow flurries smother everything and bite into your face, time to 
batten down, and Keith and I did. Noise, people, three people   three 
people? The fear, the adrenalin. "Where's Chris?", "Chris is dead".

One last peak; the long line of a slanting corner, fine dry granite, long 
steep open leads; up, up the red-grey rock into the azure sky. Then, 
seemingly from nowhere, a grey world of driving, blowing snow, drifting 
spume, snow avalanches. The corner begins to break up and subdivide, the 
rock deteriorates and suddenly a massive block pulls out and careers 
mindlessly down. A little yellow helmet is nothing to a half ton of falling 
rock. Chris lives and is unconscious, and is lowered and lowered and low 
ered and lowered to the glacier and he is dead.

In the grey dawn of the morrow we roll his body into a bivvy sheet 
and push the frozen mass into a crevasse, and say some ritual words. And 
again   what's left;   and again a widow and three children; and 
again a cairn on a desolate moraine; and the memories. The memories 
that persist.

THE MASSIF CENTRAL OF FRANCE
Peter and Muriel Wild

Various considerations influenced our choice of two areas in the 
Massif Central of France for a holiday in 1975. A lifelong interest in 
potholing and limestone scenery in general led us to the gorges of the Tarn, 
the Jonte, the Dourbie, the Ardeche and the Gard, while the mountains of
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arid. Some sheep from the south are pastured there in the summer. There 
are innumerable caves and sinkholes and considerable areas of stunted 
trees, masses of box, juniper, maquis, and kern oak. In some parts 
lavender is grown commercially and much of it grows wild, giving a 
delicate perfume as one walks over the ground.

As we drove from the valley of the Ardeche towards the Auvergne we 
crossed the Atlantic-Mediterranean watershed near to the sources of the 
River Loire, and the River Allier and found ourselves in rich, lush, well- 
wooded country where the economy seemed to depend on cattle and 
cheese making. There were flowers and birds in abundance, and in spite of 
some very bad weather we were impressed by the possibilities for walking 
in the area. We camped at Murat and Le Mont Dyre. From Murat we 
climbed the Plomb du Cantal, the highest summit in the area, twice in one 
day;   it was so misty the first time that we even missed the bar just 
below the summit where a cablecar comes up from the other side, for this 
is a skiing area. In the afternoon the mist cleared a little and hopeful of 
views and photos, we walked up again. It was clear enough to see the bar 
this time, but not much else.

We had one really fine day at Le Mont Dore and thoroughly enjoyed 
climbing the Puy de Sancy, 1,885-m. Although the mountain is draped 
with the ironmongery of skilifts, there is good walking along the ridges on 
either side of the valley where the Dore and the Dogne flow down from the 
Puy de Sancy to form the Dordogne. The C. A.F. have a hut in the area and 
there is some rock climbing in the adjacent valley of Chaudefour.

All things considered, this was an interesting holiday and we can 
recommend the area to those, like ourselves, whose age group is, for 
reasons of youth or advancing years, well outside the 'Tiger' group.

CRETAN WALKABOUT
Dave Prentice

The only break in the cliffs was a steep gully of rough crumbling rock 
which we scrambled up, perspiring in the shade. Below us the Libyan Sea, 
tranquil as a proverbial millpond, disappeared into a heat haze; for some 
reason a single tree grew incongruously from a crack in the flat rock of a 
small peninsula. As we came close to the top we disturbed half a dozen 
goats that were sheltering from the sun in a cave, and they led Liz and I 
over the top. Though it was May and hardly 8.00 a.m. the sun beat down 
witheringly from a cloudless sky and was reflected by the light-grey 
limestone. We began to realise how different walking in coastal Crete was 
from anything we had tried before. We walked a hundred yards to a 
thorn bush, sat in its shade, drank some water from our gallon bottle and 
felt not a little ridiculous. In front of us the land sloped gently away 
before rising to form the bulk of Cape Lithinon, Cretes' most southerly 
point and our immediate target. To the right was the sea, turquoise in its 
shallows, a distant coastline sweeping round below misty mountains to 
form the bay of Messara.
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Yo-yo, pitch 1 John Harwood
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We thought of the sunbathed bodies on the beach at Matala where we 
had stayed the night at a cheap little taverna, being kept awake to the early 
hours by an adjacent cistern making the most abominable noises, and a 
group of hippies singing repetitively: "if I were a rich man da da dada 
da . ..",   a strange choice of song when you're high. It had changed 
rather from eight years previously when during a student vac. I'd slept in 
an idyllic cave overlooking the bay. At dawn as we left the taverna we felt 
so disgrunted that we helped ourselves to two bottles of orangeade.

We contemplated the next thorn bush in the distance and estimated 
how long it would take us. Whenever there was' the slightest breeze we 
stopped and turned our faces to it. At mid-day we spent two hours at a 
little cove resting, then swimming among the fishes. In the afternoon all 
our previous notions on the lie of the land were shattered when we 
abruptly came upon an unexpected and steep -sided inlet which inland 
became a gorge. We wrongly tried to contour round, the effort of going 
down then up being too much to contemplate. Our hand-drawn sketch 
map wasn't too clear on points like this.

However the sides of the gorge steepened and we were forced to go 
further and further inland until as dusk approached we were out of water, 
parched, tired and quite away from any indicated source of water. Then, 
to our utter surprise, we saw across the now shallow gorge and just below 
its rim a shepherds shelter   an animal compound of stone and thorn- 
scrub walls, and a walled-up cave with a door for its entrance. Inside, the 
cave was smoke-blackened from the open hearth. There were four brush 
wood beds, a few grimy pots, some paraffin and a paraffin lamp which I 
tried to light but came closer to setting the beds afire. But there was no sign 
of water. I started looking along the valley floor while Liz, inspired by 
some female quirk looked on top of the cave. It was with considerable 
disbelief that I heard her shout she had found water   yet she had   r. 
shallow hole in the limestone covered with rocks to prevent evaporation. 
We found another three or four similar, and others dried out. The one 
with the fewest pieces of extraneous matter in it was chosen, strained as 
best we could, one part liberally dosed with chlorine tablets, the other 
boiled over a brushwood fire in, unfortunately, an open pan. The 
resulting concoction   (smoked chlorinated water) will never catch on 
though we drank rather a large quantity at the time. In fact the following 
day when we had a chance to compare it with pure water it tasted 
positively disgusting. The cave had a character which would put the C.I.C. 
to shame and it had a mouse as well   at least it had something that 
rustled and it was in the bed Liz chose. It caused her to move faster than 
she had all day. It rustled throughout the night despite my jumping on the 
bed and on several occasions sitting up stone in one hand and torch in the 
other ready to annihilate the creature as I switched the torch on   yet 
there was never anything to be seen and it still rustled as we left in the 
morning.

Cape Lithinon was superb   sheer cliffs dropping breath-takingly a 
thousand feet into a sea sparkling _in the sun, beyond which, somewhere,
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lay North Africa. There was utter solitude, magnificent coastlines and 
even a breeze. On the top were remains of bunkers and possible gun 
emplacements facing south across the blue void, and later in Iraklion we 
were told it had indeed been the inspiration for the 'Guns of Navaronne'. 
Some way back there was a small chapel and Manolis had told us that 
below it in the cliffs we would find a cave with water in it. There was no 
question about it, we had to find the cave, and after a quarter of an hour 
and several caves later I did   a walled-up cave, a tin-can on a length of 
wire thrown through a hole and a splash from the blackness. The water 
was beautiful. We drank until we felt bloated, we soaked our hair and hats 
and shirts until the water was dripping from us.

Later that day we found a shepherd's cave called Kapari in which the 
Venetians had walled-off the back of the cave to form a reservoir and 
again the water was beautiful. There we met two shepherds who came 
riding on their mules up the baked valley like two characters from a 
Wild West film-set in New Mexico. They shared their bread, cheese, wine 
and olives with us. The old man had fought against the Germans and he 
expressed himself evocatively with a few unmistakable gestures and the 
odd "Boom! Boom!". They had collected a bucket of assorted shellfish 
and we were offered some, but we declined.

That afternoon after our welcome siesta at Kapari we continued 
walking on, dropping down into a deep gorge which we followed to the 
sea. The floor of the gorge was covered in places with oleander shrubs 
which formed a mass of pink, vividly contrasting with the land above 
which in places steepened to vertical, rising four hundred odd feet. In the 
sides were caves, some with openings sixty feet high, their roofs dripping 
with stalagtites, swallows sweeping round with a swish of air, the walls in 
places decorated with ornate stalagmitic structures. All in all quite 
remarkable though none of the caves reached any great depth. Near the 
mouth of the gorge an exquisite little Byzantine church nestled, completely 
deserted, beneath perhaps the largest of the caves. In front of it was a well 
from which the following day we obtained water with some difficulty. The 
water was there to be seen   reaching it was the problem. We tied a mug 
to a length of cord over twenty feet long but it did not reach. We added 
one boot-lace, then another and the mug hit the surface of the water   
nearly thirty feet down   and did not sink. A rock was tied to it and the 
first mugful successfully raised perhaps a quarter pint of water. By the 
time our thirsts had been quenched and the gallon bottle filled the novelty 
had worn off.

We slept two nights on the beach before walking out to Kaloi 
Limenes. The swimming was excellent with a perfect diving rock and a 
natural arch a little way from the shore   one does not have to spend two 
months in a Cretan prison if one chooses one's spot.

After a fleeting visit to our Iraklion hotel room to wash and restock 
with food we travelled by bus via Khania to the Xyloskalo refuge, 4,000ft. 
up in the Lefka Ori   the White Mountains. The Lefka Ori is the most 
extensive and remote of the three main mountain ranges in Crete and rises
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Cam Dearg Buttress. The Bat goes up the corner 
in shadow on the right-hand side. Centurion is 
the big central corner John Harwood
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to 8,045ft., only thirteen feet less than Psiloritis, the highest peak in the 
Idha Range. They are rather harsh, arid mountains; steep only where 
they drop away into gorges when they become precipitous and impassable; 
very rough underfoot and as Liz said: "If you don't cut yourself on the 
rock, the plants will get you"   after a handful of thorns one is very 
careful not to fall again.

The refuge overlooked the Samarias gorge, one of the largest in 
Europe, being 18 kilometres long with its steep sides rising sheer in places 
up to 2,000ft. yet in one part closing in to be only four yards apart. The 
walk through it is billed by tourist guides as being probably the most 
spectacular adventure Crete has to offer, and by any standards it certainly 
is an awesome experience. However it is no longer an excursion taken by 
an adventurous few   when we were there between ten and twenty 
people a day of all shapes and sizes were going down the gorge. They 
ranged from an American scout group, with a scoutmaster who was quite 
remarkable in that he somehow managed to maintain a sense of humour, 
to an elderly couple, and an American girl who had already been through 
the gorge three times, so impressed was she.

Prior to going down the gorge we had decided to see at least some of 
the mountains   something no-one else did the three days we were there. 
Opposite the refuge on the west side of the gorge the Sommet Guiguilos 
rises to a height of around 6,500ft. and on this seem to be the only 
recorded rock routes in the area, half a dozen or so up to T.D. in severity. 
There is scope for many more, though the rock of Guiguilos looks rather 
rotten and the massive unexplored walls of the gorge would in the main 
demand aid climbing.

On our first morning we were away by 5.00 a.m. in jeans, shirt and 
sun-hat and with a water bottle and camera as equipment. We followed a 
good mule path to a col and then branched off easily up a ridge to reach 
the summit of Guiguilos in a couple of hours. The conditions for walking 
were perfect   it is amazing what a difference a few thousand feet and a 
breeze can make. En route up we had passed a gaping pothole and 
wondered if it penetrated to the floor of the gorge, a depth of over 4,000ft., 
for stones lobbed into it disappeared out of hearing before hitting the 
bottom. We continued to the next peak, Volakias (7,000ft.), a further hour 
away and then onto another taking a similar time. The views were 
expansive. To the north we could make out Crete's northern coastline 
with its two long peninsulas and nearer at hand was the Omalis plain, a 
completely flat cultivated plain surrounded by bare limestone hills. We 
could see long stretches of the spectacular southern coastline; the island of 
Gavados rising from the blue sea like a mirage; the main bulk of the 
Lefka Ori range and the edges of the Samarias gorge. Near the top of 
Volakias were some extensive patches of snow   it is surprising to 
remember that the mountains have a heavy winter snowfall   and in the 
wet ground at their lower edges were clumps of brilliant crocuses and 
small blue flowers.
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From Volakias we could see Pachnes, the highest of the Lefka Ori 
peaks and possibly the most remote. It was on the far side of the gorge and 
a considerable distance from the refuge. The most obvious route to it 
involved following the perimeter of the gorge after an initial climb of 
1,500ft. and, after losing some height, striking up an undulating ridge 
probably reaching 7,000ft. before a drop of perhaps 2,500ft. prior to the 
final steep grind. All in all about 7,000ft. of ascent and 3,000ft. of descent 
to get to the summit. We told the warden of our plans and that we 
wanted to return the sams day. He spoke a smattering of German which 
never seemed to coincide with my own rather limited knowledge. However 
he left us in no doubt that he thought we were utterly mad. On reflection 
I suppose there was some truth in what he said. He said it had taken a 
party of (male) German mountaineers two days to climb Pachnes. For 
some reason he seemed to be a pro-German Cretan and there was no 
mistaking his insinuation that a couple (mixed) of British non- 
mountaineers were not up to it. We decided we would get a flying start and 
go up the initial 1,5000ft. that afternoon.

Unfortunately it did not quite work out that way for we got into an 
interesting conversation with a Dutch couple, an Austrian and a 
Brazilian-American and the idea of an energetic two hours walk lost its 
appeal. So we slept outside the refuge on the balcony in order to be awake 
with the first light of dawn. Maybe it was the fresh air that caused the deep 
sleep but we did not wake up until 5.00 a.m. We were away in half an hour 
carrying a gallon of water and little else. A path led us to a rough vehicle 
track, and after a couple of hours walk, and shortly after the end of the 
track we came upon a shepherds hut and were called over. Inside the stone 
shelter was a big brass cauldron three feet across and two feet deep which 
was nearly full of sheeps milk. They had apparently just heated it and were 
using a perforated ladle to take out the curds, these then being put onto a 
wooden table inside a cylindrical, perforated, bottomless container and 
pressed using a screw press. We were offered a enormous piece of the 
resultant cheese but it was rather rubbery and tasteless and probably 
needed maturing. One of the shepherds offered to show us the first part of 
the way towards Pachnes. He set off like a rocket, literally bounding from 
one rock to the next up the hillside, crook in his hand or across his back, 
woven satchel slung over his shoulder. It wasn't too bad for the first five 
minutes while we were in the shade but twenty minutes later in the full sun 
we were going at the same pace, both of us positively straining to keep up 
and perspiring profusely. The perverse thought crossed my mind that 
perhaps he was going slowly out of consideration for us. After three- 
quarters of an hour and to our considerable relief he came across his 
flock and for the first time paused, looking at us with some amusement. He 
wandered over to his flock while we walked on until we were out of sight 
and promptly collapsed.

It had given our progress a big boost and we were soon on a bare, 
rocky ridge which provided good going on the very rough vibram- 
destroying limestone which is a feature of Crete, the only vegetation being
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varieties of squat thorn plants. We followed the ridge over three peaks, 
gradually curving away from the Samarias gorge until we were looking 
down into a valley, the green of its floor a contrast to the harsh dry 
hills around. We could just make out a shepherd's hut which we recognised 
as 'Koumi'   a source of water mentioned by Manolis, beyond which 
rose the rather imposing bulk of Pachnes. As we descended the scree and 
rubble slope we came across different varieties of shrubs and numbers of 
butterflies.

Our approach to the hut was signalled by the barking of dogs and 
three shepherds came out to give us a warm welcome. One was a fine old 
paternal figure with a large grey moustache and friendly eyes, another, 
also old, was dressed completely in black and smoked a cigarette in a 
cigarette holder, while the third was younger. They gave us water from a 
tin-can mug and asked us into the shelter of rough stone which was 
'roofed' with a covering of shrubs and thorn which the sun penetrated in 
places to give a dappled light. Inside, apart from very basic accoutrements 
for living was another enormous cauldron, just filled with milk.They lit dry 
scrub under the cauldron, smoke filtered up through the sunlight, flames 
flickered red round the outside and the old man sat there and stirred the 
milk with a four-foot bough, the end of which still had short cut-off 
branches on it like a cudgel. They tested the milk with a thermometer and, 
when required, added more wood to the fire, stirring all the time.

After a short stay we started up the steep, rubbly slope of Pachnes. 
Part way up I slipped and broke my fall with my hand on a thorn plant 
which was like a pin-cushion and gave me a handful of thorns. Near the 
top were isolated patches of snow, rock rather like clinker and pieces of 
golden-yellow crystalline quartzite. A vulture with a probable five-foot 
wing span circled briefly overhead before gliding away towards the gorge.

It was great to be on top  silent isolation, barren, rolling mountains 
all around. Those on the far side were desert-like, denuded of vegetation; 
sandy-white peaks arising above large areas of snow; a desolate in 
hospitable land but at the same time a strangely fascinating panorama. 
One could see why they were called the 'white mountains'. They were 
unlike any other mountain range I had seen before. We sat for half an 
hour   it would have been nice to stay until sunset!

The shepherds at Koumi had watched our progress through a pair of 
Second World War-vintage binoculars and when we arrived back they 
produced a wicker-basket one foot deep and eight inches across full of 
'maiseitra' together with a handful of seasalt crystals for flavouring. The 
maiseitra was similar to the brochu of Corsica   a cross between yogurt 
and cottage cheese eaten with a spoon   and it was really good though we 
couldn't manage the second helpings offered.

En route back we circuited one of the peaks on the ridge, following a 
path which took us up the valley side to another shepherds' shelter. The 
sole shepherd had watched our arival through his binoculars and gave us 
a drink of water which rather incongruously was the melt water from a two 
foot cube of snow. The climb back onto the ridge just about drained us of
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the last of our energy but I suppose the views were a compensation. The 
mountains around were all thrown into relief by the setting sun; Pachnes 
was turning from grey to red; the gorge was engulfed in gloom, its crags 
and buttresses fading into the depths; vaguely in the depths could be seen 
the coastline; some sheep stood out from the greyness, their coats 
illuminated by a backlight from the sun. It was becoming cold and we 
almost ran along the ridge towards the sun as it sank from a completely 
clear sky into layers of mist. Just as it finally disappeared we reached the 
point where the shepherd had left us nearly twelve hours previously. We 
used the last of the available light to get our bearings on the first of the 
shepherds' huts.

As we approached, the dogs started barking and all of a sudden in the 
dark there was a tremendous commotion of sheep bleating and running in 
all directions, dogs barking, men shouting. We continued very quietly and 
guiltily, wondering what kind of reception would be in store for us. We 
later realised that all the sheep were in a rough-thorn compound, being 
milked and then let out; but the barking of the dogs had panicked them 
into breaking out of the compound. Despite our having created chaos with 
their milking we were warmly welcomed, taken into the hut, a paraffin- 
lamp lit and a mugful of milk scooped out of the cauldron for Liz and half 
a saucepan for me. As we sat drinking the warm milk there was a strange 
squelching sound outside and it eventually dawned that this was the sound 
of the sheep being milked. Then two shepherds came through with a 
smaller cauldron and tipped its contents into the first. That explained the 
warmth of the milk. The shepherds, in common with those at the other 
huts, tried to persuade us to stay the night and it was with some regret that 
we again refused, the confines of a fortnights holiday being just too 
restricting. It was 8.30 p.m. and in retrospect we should have stayed, for 
we had not realised how tired we had become through continually pushing 
our pace. It was a very dark night and the vehicle track which we followed 
turned out to be far rougher than we remembered from the morning, not 
helping the soles of our feet which by then were continually hurting. A 
walk which in daylight would have been less than two hours took over three.

Needless to say the following morning saw a very lethargic start and 
a leisurely walk down the gorge. It was like being in a different world   
forested sides stretching up towards the cliffs, lush undergrowth, green 
meadows with unusual and quite exotic flowers, a good Alpine-style path 
through the pines and most appreciated of all, the sound of rushing water. 
At the far end we slept a night on the beach before taking a boat out to 
Chora Sfakia. Three days later we were on the plane home.

ROBIN SMITH   WE LOVE YOU!
John Harwood

We couldn't believe our luck! The further north we had travelled the 
better the weather had become and it was a sun-drenched Glen Coe which 
finally welcomed Phil and I with our tent. Not only was the sun shining
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when we arrived, but there had been no rain for a fortnight  ^which all 
meant that, for once, we were able to make a choice of climbs to suit us 
rather than the conditions.

Just as Joe Brown and the Rock and Ice had cleaned up all the best 
lines in Wales so Robin Smith and his friends from Edinburgh had 
reciprocated north of the border. Thus it was that our first day was spent 
climbing on a cliff, typical of their discoveries   the West Face of E 
Gully buttress on Aonach Dubh. The most recommended route appeared 
to be Trapeze so we did that to start with and then descended quickly for 
another route. We chose the Big Top which looked the best of the other 
climbs. It was a Smith route so we knew it would be worth our while. A 
couple of locals were just abseiling off, having been frightened on the first 
pitch and dreading worse above. We couldn't really see their problem as 
V.S. climbing on firm rock led to a stance below a bulging arete. The bulge 
could be neatly sidestepped onto a vertiginous wall from where a series of 
Gogarth-type jugs led upwards for fifty feet to an easing in the angle. It 
was a fabulous pitch, the best we did on the crag and left us breathless and 
with forearms aching. The nature of the climbing then changed and we 
followed slanting, slabby grooves in a very exposed position. My move 
ments were awkward and felt a little futile. Easy ground was just above and 
yet one kept moving sideways. I felt like a crab who would have preferred 
to move forwards. After a while the rock degenerated which made me even 
more exasperated. I suppose it was age and cowardice that made me belay 
to five 'dubious' slings after that rope-length. A further short section led 
to Smith's monstrous flake and the last pitch of the climb. The latter was a 
complex section with something to please everyone   a steep wall to 
start followed by the ups and downs of an exposed traverse under the 
overhangs until they relented sufficiently to permit the summit to be 
reached. It seemed pretty clear that Smith had intended to proceed 
directly but was forced, as we were, again and again from his line of attack. 
The climb, though not as good on the whole as Trapeze, had given us the 
best pitch (the second) and another 500ft. of exercise to start our holiday. 
The only mar to the day was that the agony of P.A. toe reduced me to an 
undignified descent to our sacs on my backside!

Day 2 dawned. Like the first it was cold but fine. Slime Wall on the 
Buchaille was to be the scene and Shibboleth the objective. Until 'Hard 
Rock' had been published (and perhaps even now) few of my friends 
seemed to associate such meanings as I always have with the climb. Ever 
since I had first visited Glen Coe it had been high on my list of priorities 
though doubts were manifold as to whether I was capable of getting up it. 
However, much to my amazement Phil expressed not only keen interest 
but, more important, a willingness to lead the 4th pitch, which appeared, 
in Boyson's opinion, to be the raison d'etre.

We crossed snow to its foot, and sorted gear in a pregnant silence. 
The sombre gully wall above us seemed a fitting place for great deeds past 
and present. Conditions must have been as near perfect as they ever get 
around there with only a slender black streak marking the line of
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Shibboleth. The first pitch (in fact the worst on the climb) was common 
with Guerdon Grooves but even that offered V.S. climbing on perfect 
compact rock. It appeared that the dry weather had attracted others and 
an Edinburgh party joined me, breathless, at the stance having motored 
over from the capital that morning. One could almost imagine a whisper 
turning to a shout up Princes Street as the news was out "Shibboleth is 
dry". A pair from Leeds completed the half dozen for the day (is this a 
record ?) But Phil was in the lead, not only on the technical groove of the 
second pitch, but also of the assorted climbers. I depended on him to see 
me safely through and the others depended on him to prevent a bottleneck 
and to keep their confidence up. The wet lichen caused concern but not 
retreat. We reached another minute toe-cramping stance and continued 
with little more ease on pitch 3. The rock, climbing and positions were 
immaculate. A few awkward moves led to a small ledge and a thin flake 
belay. It was with a suspicious air that I tested nuts in the cracks about the 
flake, for both of us knew, without saying, that they might have to be good 
for a very long fall! The way was obvious, up a shallow slanting groove 
50ft. up which there was apparently a 'jug'. One need not go to the length 
of describing what sort of a pitch it must be when the only thing worth 
mentioning in 130ft. is a jug! It was a mind-blower. For 20ft. Phil was able 
to clip into a series of abandoned line slings and a couple of pegs hanging 
by their tips that previous hopefuls had retreated from. Then he was on 
his own. He said nothing and climbed fast   a sure sign he was frightened. 
I took a great grip on the rope and calculated the distance of the fall I was 
going to have to hold   80ft. . . 90ft.. . 100ft. Still the rope went out. I 
was extremely doubtful whether the belays would hold and this made me 
about as nervous as I've ever been on a climb. Then miraculously, the 
tension relaxed when Phil announced that the worst seemed over and he 
could even get a runner. Tucked under an overhang was a crack taking a 
nut   not a good one, for the rock looked doubtful, but then beggars 
can't be choosers. There was nothing else. Continuance seemed problem 
atical for the guidebook while exact seemed ambiguous. Eventually 
'traverse hard left 10ft.' became a difficult traverse hard left for 15ft. and 
led after 90ft. of sustained climbing to the relief of a slab and another one- 
man stance. I have seldom enjoyed seconding a pitch so much. Every move 
seemed hard and resting places even for the crafty were very very few. The 
rock was unyielding and my feeling for the pitch came near to incredulity 
as I moved further upwards. One would like to rush, to get to the jug or 
later the top, but the sloping small holds 'allowed no hasty movement'. 
The 'jug' was a good as a hold on the Etive Slabs   anywhere else one 
would have searched for something better, here it was miraculous. I curled 
the ends of three fingers over it. The pitch just went on and on, it was 
incredible and my mind marvelled at the courage it had taken to press on 
into the unknown during the first ascent. Usually one has something to go 
for but here there was no feature to give any hope of relief and one 
wondered what Smith had thought of as he balanced there with each 
movement committing himself further into trouble. Somehow I had an 
image, possibly completely wrong, of him in plimsoles with a couple of
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slings round his neck and a few pegs at his waist cheerfully going on when 
others would have panicked completely   by far the bravest lead I have 
ever been on.

I arrived, chastened at the stance and congratulated Phil warmly. He 
had pulled all the stops out and was justifiably pleased and, like me, had 
nothing but admiration for the first ascent. The next pitch was again good 
X.S. but sported runners and so we were back in the land of mere mortals 
again. Steep corners and cracks led upwards to the summit where we 
finally emerged after 4 hours on the climb. Everything about it had been 
perfect, from the first step out of the gully to the final pull onto the 
summit   in both our minds the best route in Britain.

By now we were not only revelling in the good weather, which we 
were determined to make the most of, but were also becoming fans of 
Robin Smith's routes. As most people will know he once wrote a classic 
article entitled 'The Bat and the Wicked' describing the epics of a first 
ascent on Ben Nevis and it was there that we headed the next day. The 
walk from Glen Nevis was easy but tedious and it wasn't till late in the 
morning that Phil had put the first pitch behind him. Then I scurried 
rightwards out over delicate slabs to end at an awful one-foot stance above 
and below huge overhangs tied onto manky rock. We went on, again with 
much traversing to avoid overhangs, until the 'Hoodie Groove' was 
reached. Although Carn Dearg is not a very big cliff by Alpine standards, 
such was the nature of the Bat, that' it felt very serious. Retreat would have 
entailed tying both ropes together and a fall could only have been rectified 
by a strenuous prussik. The Hoodie Groove proved to be strenuous and 
the technical crux of the climb. I emerged at the top in a lather of sweat 
and moved over to belay below the famous corner. This reared up above 
us   a Cenotaph Corner with a half-way roof for good measure. Reaching 
the roof was strenuous but not too difficult but at that point Phil, full of 
confidence after the previous day's outing, launched into a layback to 
avoid using aid. The higher he went the further he had to push his feet 
away to the side, till it looked as if he was trying to lie down on the job! 
It was clear that he might become airborne any second and he told me so! 
After fifteen feet of this incredibly strenuous climbing he reached a peg in. 
the back of the crack and tried to get a krab in. With his last strength he 
managed to force the very tip of it home but because of the position of the 
peg he couldn't get clipped in properly. Grunts and frightened curses 
floated down and I looked at my belays and remembered "As Dougal 
neared his ledge he was slowing down but flailing all the more, clawing at 
grass in the crack and right leg scything moss on the wall. I pulled down 
the sleeves of my jersey over my hands and took a great grip of the ropes. 
Then came a sort of squawk as Dougal found that his ledge was not. .." 
There was nothing like doing a climb with a historical precedent, I 
reflected! Eventually Phill gave up trying to push the krab in the peg 
properly and stood in the sling anyway, hoping that it wouldn't slip out. 
He could then quickly get some runners on and the whole situation was 
relieved. But it had been a close thing. (When it was my turn I jammed and 
laybacked, as well as using the peg, to make the whole thing much more
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reasonable). The upper section followed to give more extremely steep 
climbing in a very exposed position to the top of one of the most 
spectacular pitches in Britain. We wandered on up grooves, following our 
noses, choosing the best line and encountering Dave and Graham on 
another climb en route. The climbing was enjoyable though much easier 
but the crag seemed endless. My toes were concertinered into my P.A.'s 
and I longed for the relief of a snow-gully descent. Eventually we reached 
it and were able to get back to our sacs nearly seven hours after leaving 
them.

A rest day followed, which is not to say we did nothing for we climbed 
Centurion. This was a pity really for what was obviously a good route, in 
its way, paled into complete insignificance when compared to the other 
climbs we were doing. However, this was far from the case when we moved 
base back to Glen Coe the next day and strolled, in the afternoon sun, up 
to Carnivore and its defendent Kestrel hawks. But these were just slight 
diversions from the Robin Smith theme and we were back on course 
again the next day as we headed for Aonach Dubh and Yo-Yo. The 
approach to this climb proved to be one of the worst I have ever under 
taken due to trying a short cut below Ossian's Cave and ending up soloing 
with sacs on rock which would have been a serious lead. Although the 
weather was still fine and the climb dry, it was very cold and the odd 
snowflake floated past us. It was lucky that Phil was with me for he is as 
unaffected by the cold as I am a victim of it. The initial overhang was a 
graunch involving hanging from jams, in the embryo position, until one 
could do a western-roll onto the slab around the corner on the left. Such 
unpleasantries over, the climb followed a magnificent vertical corner for 
300ft. Holds looked good (I couldn't feel them because of the cold) but 
were spaced at a sporting distance so as to keep both brain and muscles 
ticking over. The climbing was great and I wished it were warmer so that 
I could really enjoy it. As the route is reckoned to be one of the more 
strenuous hard climbs in the area it was somewhat galling that we were 
followed up it by a party with a girl as second   and not a muscle-bound 
Amazon either! How times change! It was a pity about the temperature 
for with normal Whitsun conditions we could have enjoyed another climb 
on this, our last, day. However, it was not to be and we were only thankful 
that Yo-Yo had been dry and, obviously, much less of a proposition than 
when Smith had first climbed it.

The drive home gave us plenty of time to relive the multitude of 
events in a fabulous week's climbing. Time tends to blur memories and 
reduce difficulties but one thing that will never fade for me is the 
incredible 4th pitch of Shibboleth   perhaps the boldest first ascent ever 
made on British rock.

ANDROMEDA
Dave Roberts

Andromeda is a mountain of about 11,300 feet at the South-east 
corner of the Columbia Icefield in Alberta, near the border with British
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Columbia. It is easily accessible from the road leading to the side of the 
Athabasca Glacier from the Sunwapta Pass, the high point of the Banff to 
Jasper road in the Canadian Rockies. Due to its attractive looks and ease 
of access it is very popular by Rockies standards, i.e., it gets climbed 
several times in a year!

In four days we had climbsd Mount Athabasca, and had had a near 
miss on Mount Edith Cavell on a route as yet unclimbed that year. We 
felt that we were going well and wanted another good peak behind us 
before backpacking into the Frazer-Ramparts Group. Much discussion 
over beers in Jasper decided us that a traverse of Andromeda would do, up 
its South Ridge, the route of the first ascent in 1930 and down by the East 
Ridge, first climbed in 1938.

Setting out for it had its bizarre moments. We were camped on the 
banks of the Athabasca River near Jasper and there was a slight reluctance 
to be first out of the tent at 3.00 a.m., lest one of the bears which had been 
clanging the lids of the giant garbage bins all night should still be about. 
As we drove through the camp site a bear leapt out of a bin, nearly 
rammed the car and shot up a tree. Well, I mean, it's not quite like that at 
Montenvers, is it ?

With Mount Athabasca slowly growing dawn-tinged out of the 
black night before us we drove up and parked beside the Athabasca 
Glacier, threaded our way through ex-Antarctica Snocats and got onto the 
ice. That the Snocats should cruise up and down the flat part of the glacier 
with loads of daytime tourists is a bewildering feature of an otherwise 
scarcely untouched mountain-scape. There is the Snocat station, an hotel 
and the road and nothing else for miles; no buildings, sheep or walls, just 
snow, rock and forests.

Stuart stuck his leg up to the thigh into a small moulin, two minutes 
after stepping onto the glacier, otherwise we made uneventful progress up 
the level glacier to the part where undulating icefalls spilled gently from 
the Columbia Icefield above. We zigzagged easily enough through an area 
of crevasses and found a strip of snow running up to the point where the 
glacier becomes part of the Icefield, rather than abutting against a head- 
wall in the conventional fashion. We were well to one side of the glacier, 
and our path was rather uncomfortably near ice debris which had dropped 
from the icecliffs above, which formed an edge of the Icefield where it ran 
up to a peak called Snow Dome.

The Columbia Icefield is most interesting. It is the largest of a number 
of such icefields, and occupies in effect a plateau lying between 8,500 feet 
and 9,500 feet, and ringed with peaks of up to 12,000 feet most of which 
stand in isolation one from another. The Icefield spills out between them, 
forming glaciers which flow in all directions. Snow Dome drains to three 
different oceans, the Arctic via the Athabasca and Mackenzie Rivers, 
Hudson Bay and the Atlantic via the Saskatchewan River and the Pacific 
via the Bush and Columbia Rivers.
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Once on the Icefield we swung left, walking on a covering of beautiful 
hard snow and made progress round the head of the glacier and steadily 
up along the edge of the Icefield towards a col between Andromeda and an 
unnamed 10,900 foot peak to its West. That such a peak should be un 
named illustrates how unfrequented these mountains are. The snowslope 
steepened inexorably and eventually a partly-hidden bergschrund stopped 
us where the high angle slope we were traversing dropped behind our left 
shoulders to the glacier, now a long way below, and the slope went on up 
right to the unnamed summit. Here we roped up (the rope staying on until 
we hit the moraine that evening) and rushed the crevasse before it noticed 
us. Further up we contoured the shoulder of the mountain and arrived at 
the col, some 3,000 almost nonstop feet higher than our starting point.

Definitely time for a rest and a bite to eat. It was cold though, a light but 
cutting wind blowing through the col from over the Saskatchewan Glacier. 
Consequently it was not all that long before we went on up the final long 
ridge. This was perfectly simple, being firm snow, in places blown away to 
reveal rather loose scree. Higher up the snow covered everything and 
eventually we reached the long narrow summit crest. A second summit of 
equal height lay half a mile further on and we traversed to it by a beautiful 
flowing ridge, not difficult or steep-sided but airy and all the more pleasing 
in that on the ridge, as indeed over the whole day, there was not a single 
footprint to be seen. We had taken about seven or eight hours, not very 
much over guidebook time.

From the summit we could see our way on down the East Ridge. 
Snow ridges and slopes led to the top of a long rock buttress, from the foot 
of which a snow ridge ran up to pinnacles and then on to Mount 
Athabasca. Our plan, as suggested by the guidebook (which, in perfect 
character describes the whole traverse in about ten lines) was to continue 
along the ridge after the pinnacles to a slight dip where it ran up towards 
Athabasca, there to join the route by which we had done that mountain 
four days previously, then to descend by that route.

All went well down to the top of the rock. This was very loose 
indeed, though at a moderate angle. A long snow gully ran up from the 
bottom of the buttress to peter out a few hundred feet from the top and 
over to our left. The rotten nature of the rock and the vast drop straight 
down to the flanks of the Saskatchewan Glacier below did little to inspire 
confidence, the more so as the narrow crest of rock we stood on at the top 
seemed unstable enough, and that was horizontal. It seemed a long way to 
go back the way we had come however.

Eventually we started scrambling down and with little trouble reached 
the top of a steeper wall of about 60 feet from the bottom of which we 
thought a traverse would take us into the gully. A good ledge at the top 
gave a base for down-climbing operations, one at a time on a top-rope, 
though virtually belayless. The bottom few feet of the wall overhung and 
needed a tight rope and a short lower, though this proved to be very 
useful, as the bulge gave partial protection to the growing numbers 
squashed together on a small ledge as each climber arrived amid the
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rattle of falling stones, though the wall was in fact much sounder than its 
surroundings. The unenviable lot of last man down fell on Dave Dickson 
(though he was at least spared the stones falling on his head). He managed 
to drive an old-fashioned long steel icepeg into a big, loose crack to half 
its length, tie it off and descend with a toprope round this.

A rather precarious strip of snow ran across the rock and into the 
gully; it was then easy enough to gain the gully and descend this, though 
with some care, as the snow was a bit unstable underfoot and the runout 
swung away to the right out of sight. The rock too was easier here, and 
half the party scrambled some way down on this before joining the gully.

At the foot of the gully the ridge redefined itself from sprawling 
buttress to snowcrest. It was well corniced to the south so we traversed its 
north side, round the bowl-like head of a steep couloir which dropped to a 
small, steep glacier below the snout of which was the Snocat Station, our 
whole progress up to this point having taken us in a big semicircle. By now 
it was late afternoon or early evening and we could see the little dots of the 
Snocats on the Athabasca Glacier below.

Once round the head of the couloir we stopped for a breather on a 
pile of boulders sticking out of the snow. We only had the pinnacles to 
traverse then another snowy section to join known ground on Athabasca 
... nothing to it, we thought; we should have known better!

The pinnacles proved most tedious and time-consuming. They were 
like a smaller edition of the Grib Goch Pinnacles, but more of them, in 
series one after the other, all rather loose and demanding a concentration 
difficult for a tired party in finding the best routes over some, round some 
and below others. In places little tongues of snow and ice ran up between 
them, necessitating a bit of step cutting. In the end, later than we had 
anticipated, a short ramp took us off the last of the rock and onto a snow 
slope running uphill to Mount Athabasca. The route off the latter from 
where we intended to join it some hundreds of feet higher up and further 
on is, in fact, rather circuitous, as it takes a big loop to avoid icecliffs. 
However, from our vantage point we could see a long reasonably-angled 
couloir running from where we stood down to the little glacier above the 
Snocat Station, the icefall of which looked as though it could be outflanked 
by moraine.

Accordingly we plunged down the snow, slipping and sliding, as the 
snow was soft and soggy. At least it was quick and direct. As anticipated, 
the snout of the glacier could be passed by moraine slopes and little 
chimneys in rock steps; once below that a short stretch over loose stones 
and suddenly we were at the carpark. The tourists were long gone and the 
place was as deserted as when we had arrived fifteen hours previously to 
start a day which proved to have the beautiful solitude (no other climbers 
on a magnificent mountain that kept us working to the end) and the vast 
views of uncounted mountains we were becoming to expect in the Rockies.
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THE FAIREST CAPE

Dave Hughes

Cape Town is the Mecca of South African mountaineers. Sooner or 
later even the most independent of Transvaal and Natal climbers wend 
their way south to flex their muscles on the vertical faces of Table 
Mountain and bend their knee at the Shrine of the Mountain Club which 
has ruled activities with a rod scarcely weaker than iron for over 85 years.

The classic view of Table Mountain, familiar to everyone throughout 
the world, is from Bloubergstrand on the opposite side of Table Bay. This 
reveals the north face of the mountain flanked on the left by Devils Peak 
and on the right by Lions Head. The north face is split by Platteklip 
Gorge, into two portions, which are frequently referred to as the Right 
Face and Left Face respectively. The western extremity of the Right Face 
is known as Africa Face, which has some of the best and most popular 
routes on Table Mountain. The Cableway Station is located on the north 
west corner of the mountain and the smooth cliff immediately under the 
station is Arrow Face. This gives a relatively easy and elegant way to the 
summit and is a very popular route for those wishing to be immortalised 
on film, but to quote the guide "beware of rubbish thrown from the cable- 
car and getting grease on your rope". The long north-west ridge leading to 
the foot of Arrow Face is known as Kloof Corner Ridge and a path 
linking the top of this ridge with the summit runs along a ledge, Fountain 
Ledge, under the steep west face of the mountain. Although the routes 
from Fountain Ledge are not long they are amongst the hardest on the 
mountain.

The straggling western flank of the mountain comprises a series of 
buttresses known as the Twelve Apostles. Some excellent climbs are to be 
found on these buttresses, notably on Barrier Buttress, Valker Crag, 
Slangolie Buttress and Corridor Buttress.

The rock is Table Mountain Sandstone which bears no resemblance 
at all to the new red sandstone found in Britain. The nearest parallel is the 
good, grey dolomite of the Sella Towers. In general the quality of the rock 
is excellent and even the smallest flakes seem remarkably secure. 
Occasionally, such as on Quiver Face or on Corridor Buttress the quality 
deteriorates, but even here the rock is good by comparison with other 
areas. Because of the nature of the rock the climbing is always strenuous 
with bold moves up overhangs and spectacular hand traverses across 
undercut walls. The holds always seem to come so consequently strength 
and confidence pay better dividends than good technique.

Guidebooks and gradings pose surprising problems for such a well 
established climbing area and the Mountain Club seems to be very 
unwilling to clarify matters. The first guide was not published until 1975 
and then only after the appearance of a "pirate" guide. This only covers 
the Africa and Fountain Ledge areas and for any other climbs inform 
ation must be sought amongst 77 volumes of the Mountain Club Journal.
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This may help Journal sales, but leads to problems in locating and 
identifying routes and considerable ambiguities over gradings. It is very 
necessary to understand the subtle differences between an old G, a new G, 
a Mamacos G and a Fletcher G. On one route I did with a Cape Town 
local he came armed with three gradings for each pitch; the original 
grading, the new guidebook grading and the pub grading. All the gradings 
implicitly assume the climber is amply endowed with muscle which can 
cause consternation to northern climbers used to the elegant delicacies of 
the Transvaal.

Any newcomer to Cape Town is irresistably attracted to Africa Face. 
The great climbs here are Africa Crag, Africa Wall, Africa Cracks, Africa 
Nose and Atlantic Crag. Africa Crag is probably the most pleasant route 
with its splendid and photogenic ascent of a huge nose. It is nowhere hard 
but the climbing is exposed and exhilarating. Africa Wall represents one of 
the first routes up the centre of the face and in consequence it takes a 
somewhat meandering line but it is never without interest. To the un 
initiated, the "Dassie" traverse on the third pitch along jammed flakes is 
rather worrying, while the "elbow traverse" on the sixth pitch defies 
description. Africa Cracks is a route of Mike Mamacos who made such an 
impact on the Table Mountain scene in the early fifties. The first few 
pitches battle up awkward and strenuous cracks and chimneys. The natural 
line would lead to the "elbow traverse" of Africa Wall and to avoid this 
Mamacos set off on an incredible hand traverse round a completely 
undercut nose. In the event of a fall, the only salvation lies in the ability to 
prussik. One young student actually hung in space for 20 minutes before 
being lassooed and hauled to safety. Africa Nose and Atlantic Crag are 
old routes but both are test pieces with short, sharp, exciting pitches. To 
quote the guide on Africa Nose "the climb should not be underestimated 
as a number of leaders have fallen here".

The climbs from Fountain Ledge are shorter but it is here that 
reputations are made. As a gentle introduction Staircase is a classic with a 
fine photogenic traverse and a steep final pitch. Then come the two 
Mamacos classics, Cableway Crag and Jacobs Ladder. Cableway Crag is 
described as "the first of a new breed". After a scruffy introduction one is 
confronted with a hand traverse on not too adequate holds disappearing 
round a blind corner. The aspiring leader is not comforted by such phrases 
as "strenuous and sustained armwork leads to a tiny stance". Jacobs 
Ladder is another climb which favours strong arms. The final pitch is 
nowhere very hard but is continually vertical with an awkward move onto 
the stance. For the really hard lads Touch and Go provides a searching 
test. This is a direct variation on Cableway Crag which breaks through the 
overhangs instead of doing the hand traverse. The description of the crux 
move on the first ascent is quite interesting. "His arms were so tired when 
he reached for the final grip (used for a press-up onto the ledge) that he 
felt his right hand opening uncontrollably, but with a last desparate heave 
he was up. All of us felt that Touch and Go would be an apt name for the 
route".
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Finally there is Roulette, the "hardest route on Table Mountain". 
This is a very artificial line traversing onto the wall below the crux pitch of 
Jacobs Ladder and then following an overhanging crack line to the top. 
The line was first spied by Brian Honey and bold young leaders were 
hurled into the abyss. Various fixed ropes and top ropes enabled the moves 
to be sorted out, but leaders were there none. Fortunately, Tony Barley 
appeared on the scene at the right moment and was pointed in the 
appropriate direction. To quote the Journal, "No more could the roulette 
wheel spin".

The climbs on the Twelve Apostles are more widely scattered and, 
becuase there is no guide-book, less well known. Barrier Buttress and 
Valker Crag are the two most popular buttresses. Barrier Fronta! is an 
old-fashioned route with short strenuous pitches but is a fine route for all 
that. On Valker Crag, Valker Frontal finds a bold, strenuous line up the 
centre of the face while there are two hard Mamacos contributions on the 
right edge. Postern Buttress has some of the biggest overhangs on Table 
Mountain while on Slangolie Buttress the Frontal Route is a classical 
mild severe. Corridor Buttress also has a number of fine lines although 
spoilt in places by poor rock.

Socially the Cape Town scene must be second to none. On Clifton 
Beach or Camps Bay the battle-weary climber can soak up the sun and 
ponder on the marvels of the female body. For liquid refreshment the 
Pig and Whistle at Rondebosch is a favourite haunt of the younger 
climbers and ungirdled undergraduettes. There is also a hand traverse over 
the doorway which is a temptation to the innocent.

In Sea Point, the bra-less barmaid of the Elizabeth is an irresistable 
attraction without taking into account the nubile young bodies flocking in 
for a drink after a day worshipping the sun. The Rotunda in Camps Bay 
is also well placed for bird watching and quenching the thirst after walking 
back from Corridor Buttress or Valker Crag. The Foresters Arms in 
Newlands is reputed to be reasonable but since I have never succeeded in 
gaining access I can only assume the clientel is rather select.

At a personal level, my most vivid recollection of Table Mountain is 
the long grind up to Africa Ledge in the mid-day sun. Needless to say the 
lure of the cable-car rapidly becomes irresistable.

Even the most egocentric climber finds his reception at the summit 
somewhat overwhelming. One is asked to pose with tourists for photo 
graphs, sign autographs and on one occasion an attractive young blonde 

  even enquired what I did for kicks. She was astounded by my reply.
Above all Table Mountain is not the place to discover physical and 

psychological weaknesses. The very nature of the climbing demands total 
commitment and complete confidence. On an attempt on Valker Wall I 
battled for thirty feet up overhanging rock only to have my fingers uncurl 
from the final jug. My sudden and noisy descent caused consternation all 
round.

There is no doubt about it, Cape Town is the place for the young lads 
both on the mountain and on the beaches. Next year I think I will go to 
the Drakensberg where low skill and cunning still prevail.
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KALANKA   BIG SISTER TO CHANGABANG 

The 1974 British Kalanka Expedition

Tom Swallow

The knuckles on mechanic Keith's hands turned white as he struggled 
to hold the Land-Rover straight on the rain-swept M6. The other five of us 
cowered helplessly as an oil-tanker swerved to avoid our trailer, all 3£ tons 
of which were swinging wildly from side to side, throwing spumes of spray 
over the crash-barrier. Eventually Keith lost control completely, the 
trailer came right round and hit the side of the Land Rover. We shuddered 
to a halt, jacknifed across the fast lane.

Having discovered the maximum safe speed of our vehicle, i.e., 
40 m.p.h., in this rather spectacular fashion, we proceeded in a more 
subdued frame of mind. The journey would cover 15,000 miles, taking 
4| months to complete. Kalanka reaches 22,750 feet and overlooks by 
230 feet its magnificent neighbour Changabang. It lies in that stretch of the 
Indian Himalaya known as Garhwal. The area had been closed to foreign 
ers since the early fifties when W. H. Murray visited it. Not until 1974 
were the 'sahibs' allowed in again. Bonnington preceeded us by six 
months, climbing Changabang before the monsoon. We were hoping that 
the shorter post-monsoon season would allow us enough clear weather to 
tackle the ice walls of Kalanka.

It took the whole month of August to drive from Ambleside to Delhi. 
With a sickening crack and an already weary sigh, the trailer subsided to 
the ground as one of its two axles gave up the unequal struggle against the 
potholes of Jugoslavia. Unpleasant black flies and thunderstorms did not 
help our search for a wartime Resistance veteran who had welding tackle 
in his garden shed. Repairs completed we pressed on apprehensively 
across Bulgaria but our man in Belgrade had done a good job; that axle 
repair lasted the whole trip. The only other troubles of a mechanical nature 
included eight broken springs, a fractured towbar, four mudguards which 
fell off, two stolen rear lamps, five broken bulbs, fuel vapourisation, three 
punctures and a burnt out dynamo.

"Nothing really", said Keith.
The dirt roads of the Turkish passes echoed to the grinding of gears 

and the crash of rocks thrown by 'friendly' natives. They were protesting 
about British involvement in Cyprus. At that time Greece and Turkey 
were in danger of starting a full scale war, and the recently completed 
Bosphorus bridge was being surrounded by gun emplacements in antici 
pation of an invasion by Greece. The Turks were quite unfriendly, refusing 
us petrol and waving fists at us as we passed. Finally, by pretending to be 
Germans, we obtained enough fuel to escape eastwards, and drove day and 
night to the Iranian border.

The fast, smooth highways of Iran gave way to corrugated concrete 
in Afghanistan. At night we stood guard against 'camel-mounted
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marauding bands of robbers, armed to the teeth with unspeakable 
weapons' but our only problem was a small boy who stole a hairbrush 
while we laughed at his donkey.

To try to avoid delays in obtaining permission to climb our chosen 
mountain our leader flew ahead from Kabul, Afghanistan, to Delhi. 
Meanwhile we trundled on over the Khyber Pass and down onto the humid 
overcrowded plains of Pakistan and India. Despite Ton's efforts, however, 
the arrangements for permits and a liaison officer took three weeks to 
finalise.

It was a great relief eventually to escape up the valley of the Ganges, 
into the foothills of the Himalaya. Three days drive up a most amazing 
road took the team over landslides and around an overturned bus, its 
roofrack hanging over a 2,000 foot drop. Pilgrims follow this route to the 
source of the holy River Ganges but we stopped short at the military town 
of Joshimath. Here the trailer was unpacked and 35 loads of approxi 
mately 25 kgs. were made up for the porters. Sadly, on the morning we 
were due to set off for the walk-in, only fourteen porters turned up from 
the village of Lata which had promised 35 men. They cheerfully explained 
that the rest of our food and equipment would have to go by goat. There 
being no alternative, even with big Keith carrying 30 kgs. himself, we were 
forced to redistribute the remaining loads into 10 kg. packages. These 
were then slipped into woollen saddlebags, held in place by the goats neck 
and tail. I was thoroughly alarmed to see my best new rope and pegs 
poking out from a lopsided bag bouncing along on the back of a nanny. 
Especially as they disappeared off into the foggy precipious distance and in 
the wrong direction. After a few readjustments and recriminations, 
however, the goat-man sorted out his flock of 80-animals and thereafter 
they proved to be a most efficient, if smelly, group of load-bearers.

A four-day slog on the steep hillside above the Rishiganga, glittering 
deep down in the bottom of its gorge, brought us to Base camp at around 
15,500ft. We were now in the sanctuary of the goddess mountain, Nanda 
Devi (25,640ft.), the highest in India. The loads were dumped in a pile for 
us to sort out, and waving cheerfully, the porters set off back to their 
homes. The bleating of the goats echoed around the valley until eventually 
silence fell.

So there we were, left to our own devices for 4| weeks. Keith and Jon 
had been to the Himalayas before; Roger, our resident hard man, had an 
impressive Alpine record and had been training as a tree surgeon in Devon 
before departure; Doctor Mike had left his Lake District General Practice 
to extend his Alpine experience; my sister Pat was to hold together Base 
camp and carry her fair share of loads to above 17,000ft.; our two Indian 
High Altitude porters; the Liaison Officer who, having grown up on a diet 
of rice and dahl, was never quite able to reconcile himself to our diet of 
porage and tuna fish; and myself, who thought that 'fixed ropes' were at 
least two inches thick like those in the Alps.

The first carry from Base camp was over moraine and onto the 
boulder-littered Rhamani Glacier, to Advanced Base at about 17,000ft.
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Mike was just in front of me as he stood on a large boulder. Without 
warning it slid on the ice and turned him completely upside down, 
depositing him at the foot of a small slope with a dented helmet and a 
rather sore bottom. Luckily he was not seriously hurt, but thereafter the 
boulders were treated with great care on this most consistently 
unpleasant slog of the whole route.

The two Vangos at Advanced Base looked very small straddling the 
only piece of ice on the glacier which was not threatened by ice mush 
rooms. These boulders, perched on ice columns shielded from the sun, 
provided privacy for those of us striken with 'Delhi Belly' (dysentery), but 
not for long. Shortly after my usual nocturnal excursion at 2 a.m., a large 
boulder crashed down upon the few used sheets of toilet paper. After this 
the toilet area was designated to be out in the open, which made it very 
public but much safer.

Mornings in Advanced Base Camp started at 5 a.m. The ice beneath 
Karrimats and Lilos had done its work and we shivered in our pits, trying 
to ignore the greying dawn. Suddenly, miraculously, our smiling cook/ 
porter would hand steaming mugs of tea through the frosted tent door. 
These would be followed by bowls of porage and then scrambled egg. 
Thoroughly gorged, we had no excuse but to force numbed feet into 
frozen boots. As we emerged, the sun would still be four hours away up 
on the peaks above, but the cook was all packed up and ready to go.

Changabang towered above Advanced Base, a white granite tooth 
with our camp on its gum.The way lay up a steepening snow slope to the 
dump at 17,500ft. below a col. The col is the lowest break in a rock-ridge 
sweeping down from Changabang. Roger and Jon set up fixed ropes from 
the bergschrund, up a 50° ice-slope and eventually by a 300ft. prussik 
against smooth vertical granite to the top of the col at 19,000ft.

The next day we struggled to the top of this roped section with a tent 
and food for Camp One. It was necessary to descend from the far side of 
this col onto the Changabang Glacier at approximately 17,500ft., where 
Camp One was to be established. Unacclimatised and heavily-laden, we 
did not reach the col until late afternoon. Although not as steep as the 
ascent, the descent required at least two abseils, and in the rapidly failing 
light, Roger and Jon decided to bivvy out on a ledge just below the col. 
Keith and I, being unprepared for a night out at 19,000ft., were obliged to 
retreat to Advanced Base in the mist and gloom. I thought then that 
nothing could be more unpleasant than abseiling down 1,500ft. of 9mm. 
kernmantel on a cooling misty evening. Twice the ropes jammed and my 
fingers were jammed as the karabiners froze in the dusk. Mike came out to 
meet us with a flask of hot soup and a worried smile; he had missed the 
easiest way up to the ropes in the dark, slipped and slid 30ft. through 
whiteout before coming to rest unhurt on moraine. We did spend a 
comparatively warm night in Advanced Base Camp, however, which 
Roger and Jon did not on their bivouac ledge.
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At first light they descended to the floor of the Changabang Glacier 
and established Camp One. Here Roger found the remains of the only 
previous expedition to reach this cwm, that of the successful attempt on 
Changabang led by Chris Bonington in early 1974. It was difficult to 
understand why so much valuable equipment had been dumped but the 
reason became apparent later. A gallon of paraffin, 300ft. of brand-new 
9mm. Edelrid and odd slings and pegs were only part of a hoard which 
included a vest belonging to the man later to become the first person to 
climb Everest by the S.W. Face. Sadly we had to abandon that grimy piece 
of linen which bore the hallowed letters "HASTON". Another priceless 
souvenir found was a print of a photograph of Kalanka taken by Eric 
Shipton during his travels in the surrounding area. This photographic 
record of a living mountain had travelled 7,000 miles back to London, 
resided 40 years or more in the vaults of the Royal Geographical Society 
and been brought back to its origin by the previous expedition, to be found 
by us, half buried in the snow.

Eventually Keith and I joined the other two at Camp One, but Mike 
and Pat had to spend the next few days at Advanced Base, from which 
Kalanka was not visible. Looking at the photograph we had found was 
the only way they were able to appreciate the 5,000ft. ice face which now 
had to be climbed from Camp One.

The first carry onto that face, carrying 600ft. of 10mm. polyester rope 
for fixing, is difficult to recall. From my transparencies taken that day it 
would appear that I was left 200 yards behind the other three as we picked 
our way through the crevassed-area at the head of the Changabang 
Glacier. Breathing was becoming very laborious and I had difficulty in 
keeping moving at all. However, we were reunited when they were slowed 
by the first obstacle.

The only safe way up the face lay on a steep ice tongue which swept 
down from the summit slopes. On either side of this tongue seracs were 
tumbling regularly day and night, down one or other avalanche shute. 
Access to the tongue was gained by traversing as quickly as possible 300ft. 
across one avalanche chute. Being now at nearly 20,000ft. for the first 
time, moving quickly was theoretically impossible but I achieved a fair 
imitation of a scared chicken crossing a busy main road as I scooted across 
under those ice cliffs.

Roger led up the ice tongue which steepened after 200ft. He drove an 
ice-stake in above this steep section but the rope he threw down to Keith 
and me caught on a hummock of ice 50ft. above me. The weather was 
deteriorating and our lead pair, now lightly laden, disappeared off up into 
the mist to explore the next section. Still loaded with gear for higher up the 
face, I decided to try and reach the trapped fixed rope on my own. Halfway 
to it I realised why it had taken Roger so long to lead the pitch. The ice was 
smooth and hard beneath a rotten covering of half-melted snow. Quite 
suddenly I found myself on front points and the picks of axe and hammer 
taking at least ten panting breaths between each gingerly-taken upward 
step to where that rope lay leering at my efforts. Keith had fallen silent and
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the storm clouds gathering were also silent for a long moment. Twice it 
seemed that the rope could not be reached before my arms gave out, and 
as I made a final lunge one foot slipped. But the rope held firm in my 
sodden Dachstein mitt and soon the trusty Clog was clipped in. The 
prussik to the stake was much easier and somehow less urgent.

As Keith joined me, chattering with relief, we saw Jon and Roger 
descend out of the mist. They announced that we would leave a dump of 
gear here and retreat. Unladen, with breathing becoming easier with every 
foot of abseil, we were soon back at Camp One.

Next day, our lead pair rested while Keith and I made the long slog 
up to the col and descended to Advanced Base. The journey was for extra 
rope and food, and only took four hours, which was normal in favourable 
conditions.

The following day was to see the highest point reached on the 
mountain. It was beautifully clear and the fluted buttresses of Nanda Devi 
seemed close enough to touch. But as the morning developed a strange 
cloud formed from its summit, the only cloud in the sky. Keith and I 
dutifully prussiked up from Advanced Base. From the col we could see 
across to where Jon and Roger showed as specks high on the ice tongue. 
They were already above the previous high point and moving well towards 
the crevasse which separates the top of the ice tongue from the summit 
slopes, at about 21,000ft.

Already the little cloud around Nanda Devi was showing its meaning, 
and clouds were appearing everywhere. As we scurried down the slabs and 
gullies to Camp One, the ice tongue and its two tiny figures were lost in 
cloud. There was no wind and around 5 p.m. it started to snow steadily. 
We had agreed to signal by torch at 7 p.m. but by then it was snowing 
heavily and that was impossible. As Keith and I slept fitfully, we thought 
of the other two high above us, waiting out the night in a tiny bivvy tent.

Later Jon told the story of that night:

"We camped in the crevasse at about 21,000ft. leaving an easy 
summit push of only 1,750ft. of Scottish Grade II ice slopes 
for the next day. By the time the tent was up and we were 
installed it was snowing heavily. At first we could not cook 
because the stove had not enough oxygen to burn with the 
tent door closed and we were quickly covered in snow if we 
left it open. Luckily, the snow eased about 9 p.m. and we 
were able to warm some soup and porage. Next morning it 
was still snowing and fresh snow to a depth of 18-inches was 
clinging to the smooth slope above us. It would only be a 
matter of hours before it would avalanche and we didn't 
want to be there when it did. We abseiled down the fixed 
ropes of the tongue, leaving behind the tent, a karrimat, a 
stove and some ice gear, in the hope the snow would stop 
and we could return to finish off the mountain."
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That night, at Camp One, four of us crowded into a two-man nylon 
tent which leaked. Lying at the top end I was not actually in a pool of 
water as were the others, but instead had the dubious pleasure of cooking. 
There being no room inside the tent, this involved exposing head and arms 
through the door and manipulating billies of snow onto spluttering 
Primus stoves, with fingers gently freezing.

During the whole of the next day and night the snow did not ease up. 
The granite spires of Changabang cleared briefly to show themselves snow- 
plastered. After the second sleepless night we had to hold a meeting to 
decide what to do. The snow was building up even on our col and would 
need a week to consolidate. Our porters were due to return in three days 
time and if we did not keep the rendezvous, we would be stranded with 
what gear we had salvaged from the mountain. So the decision had to be 
taken to abandon 18 months of planning and preparation and to retreat 
back over the col.

Climbing out of our sodden sleeping bags was a slow reluctant 
process. I stood up and passed out. Mike's later diagnosis was postural 
hypotension due to fatigue and lying down for 36 hours continuously, but 
it soon cleared. We set to deciding what to carry back up to the col at 
19,000ft. and what to leave. It became obvious why Bonington's team had 
also left equipment and supplies here; there was too much for one carry 
and there was neither time not inclination for two.

Finally, at noon we were ready. The two fixed ropes which had been 
put on the route to the col had earlier been removed for use on the ice face. 
These were hardly necessary when the slabs had been dry and easy angled, 
but these had now become slippery avalanche slopes of thigh-deep 
powder. Roger managed at last to reach the col and dropped 300ft. of 
rope for the three of us waiting impatiently in the dark, snowing evening. 
Without a full complement of Clogs and Jumars (left at Camp Two), the 
rope was only small help and, incredibly, we were not all together on the 
col until midnight.

The descent to Advanced Base Camp was memorable. The ropes had 
to be hacked out of the ice and in places were frozen stiff. I discovered that 
the worst situation on fixed ropes was hanging free on a waist harness with 
a full sack pulling my shoulders back, the descender jammed on the live 
rope as I tried to transfer to the next section. All this at 1 a.m., at 19,000ft. 
in a snowstorm with a headtorch which decided to stop working just as 
that moment and a mate above who felt cold waiting. He started to 
descend, kicking down spindrift which accumulated on my chest and 
started to suffocate me. I had to stop several times to clear my face of snow. 

Finally, onto the glacier at 2 a.m., we expected the usual fast trot 
down to Advance Base Camp. Instead we were greeted by whiteout 
conditions and drifting. After an hour of peering at every likely-looking 
pile of snow or boulder, with a fading torch, I eventually found the tents 
of Advance Base Camp and a very surprised and relieved group of yawn 
ing comrades. Our amazing cook had a three-course meal ready by 
3.30a.m. and somewhere amongst mouthfuls of hot meat curry and 
explaining what had happened, we fell asleep.
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The evacuation of Advanced Base Camp, and two days later Base 
Camp when the porters arrived, were sad affairs, marked by ironically- 
bright sunshine and smouldering bonfires of rubbish. The walk out offered 
scrru consolation. The autumn colours were powerful and at night the 
porters sat around a flickering camp fire, beneath tall dark pines and 
stupendous stars, singing love songs for the wives with whom they would 
soon be reunited.

From being narrowly unsuccessful British mountaineers we became 
British tourists and visited the Taj Mahal, Darjeeling and Benares. We 
were even privileged to see the sun rise upon Kanchenjunga and Everest 
before driving back across the wintry Turkish passes to Britain. But that's 
another story.

THE MOUNTAIN PIMP'S SONG

'Julian' & 'Sandy'

TUNE : The First Lord's Song   
H.M.S. Pinafore.

1. When I was young I took to the hills 
As a sovereign cure for all my ills; 
The teachers said 'twould improve my mind 
So I climbed all the hills that I could find (twice) 
I avoided paths so carefully (twice) 
That now I am the holder of an M.I.C.  

2. I went on an Introductory Course,
Where they loaded me down like a horse;
I walked from here to there and back,
And carried my equipment in a dam' big sack.
I carried every item so faithfully
That now I am the holder of an M.I.C.

3. At M.L.C. assessment time
My steep assurance was sublime;
I led the party with the utmost care
And named every cloud in the upper air.
I read the maps so assiduously
That of course they gave me an M.L.C.

4. For self-advancement now I strove, 
Over far off mountains I did rove; 
V.S. in boots, in rain or shine 
As indicated by the 'Party Line'. 
I led the routes puristically 
As a would-be holder of the M.I.C.
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5. My equipment had to look its best,
Both anorak and breeches were neatly pressed; 
New bespoke boots that were made by hand 
And an 'in' blue sweater with a thin red band. 
I shone in the tests so gloriously 
That I rose to the rank of M.I.C.

6. Now climbers all if you are smart 
And wish to prostitute your art, 
If your heart's not as timid as a nest of mice, 
I pray you earnestly heed this advice. 
Stifle ALL initiative vigorously 
And you will justify your M.I.C.

ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS:

Sir Arthur Sullivan for the tune.
Sir William Gilbert, for the format.
R. N. Campbell Esq., for the term 'Mountain Pimp'.

SENILE SO SOON

Roger Wallis

PROLOGUE.

In the summer of 1975 the M.A.M. held a very successful meet in the 
Canadian Rockies. Six years previously a similar venture was attempted; 
this was organised by Bob Robinson, now our venerated president, the 
meet was a disaster..

The following unbiased account is by one of the 'survivors'. The other 
is Old Crow. The Old Crow are a resiliant group of extremely tough 
North American Indians who live in the Northern Yukon. The Old Crow 
of this narrative does not resemble them in any way, and he is referred to 
in the title.
NARRATIVE.

During the winter I contact all known M.A.M. members in North 
America. Most do not want to know me, fair enough, but eventually I 
elicit positive replies from "Our Man in Washington", Bob 'the bold' 
Robinson, and the old St. Louis Blues himself, the decrepit Crowshaw.

We agree to meet at Golden, British Columbia on August 20th, to do 
the Bugaboo, Canada's Chamonix Aiguilles.

In their replies Bob and Crow expound on their squash and/or soccer 
prowess; their successes in the "Gunks" (a mythical hill range somewhere 
in Appalachia) and their ski marathons; they obviously intend to turn up 
fit, lean and keen. This sounds distinctly ominous.
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Come May, due to the vagarities of my profession, I vanish into the 
wilderness of northern Canada; here I used all opportunities I could to cut 
down numerous large spruce trees, paddled and portaged heavy canoes and 
generally spent three and a half months walking across muskegs, windfalls 
and rough forest. We can all play the fitness game   even if it kills us!

Crow being notorious for his complete inability to organise anything 
successfully (despite a series of family migrations from Boston to St. Louis 
to Cambridge and to Milwaukee in the last few years) and I being far from 
civilisation, we agreed to let the redoubtable Robinson organise everything.

This was a major mistake. Joan must have smelt a rat for the 
Robinson proceeded to play that well-known climbingmanship game; let 
the others advance so far that they are committed to go on whilst you stay 
at home, or in the hut, or at the bottom of the cliffs, supported by some 
irrefutable but uncheckable excuse!

So with Crow and family three days out of St. Louis, I returned to 
Regina to find a telegram stuck under the car windscreen wipers: 
"landlady's husband died, we are being evicted, must find new accommo 
dation before fall rush, so can't come, sorry, Bob and Joan."

I was rather dischuffed at this disaster for Bob was going to provide 
maps, guidebooks, gear, assorted knowhow and the 'push' factor needed 
in the big hills. It was also the second time my 'alpine' season had been 
destroyed by a telegram from a far distance, Malcolm Cochran's laconic 
1969 missive   "to Wallis, Spitsbergen, weather lousy, gone home", 
received in the middle of the Barents Sea being a classic forerunner.

One last corner and across the wide expanse of the Columbia Valley 
lies the massive bulk of the Purcells, below lies the town of Golden. It 
isn't. Wood-pulp fumes hung low, mosquitos bit viciously, the river was a 
filthy, muddy mess and the streets were occupied by roadmaking monsters. 
Bob had given us visions of the Pontresina of the West   no way.

Crow, Liz and the kids had driven 2,500 miles in six days and done 
'the west', Margaret had flown 7,000 miles and I 1,000 miles and driven 
1,000 miles in 24 hours. We were all tired. Huge black clouds sat over the 
Purcells in which the Bugaboos lie; the campground was full and had few 
amenities for the families if Crow and I were to disappear for a couple 
of weeks.

So, time to change plans, and as the team now consisted of Beardy, 
Baldy, two wives and three children, what we required was somewhere 
'quiet, clean, cool, comfortable and cheap'. Indeed a new Wallis to think 
of a climbing holiday in these terms, and even more fantastic, to know of 
an answer. So we ate, slept and retreated to Banff, rented two Alpine 
Club cabins, and the wives and children began their first enjoyable 
climbing holiday! Of course, "it would not have happened if Bob had 
come".
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A study of photographs on the hut walls produced a good-looking hill 
with a suitable-sized cliff  Mt. Louis; a quick check with a professional 
hardman, "not too far, not too high, not too steep". The ideal M.A.M. 
hill.

The stars shine through the pines, it is 4.00 a.m. Crow cannot 
remember being up so early, and so before 6.00 a.m. we have left the road 
and are following a track signposted Mt. Louis. The world is hushed, the 
dawn breaks, not a cloud in the sky; a perfect day.

I am talking away, an old Wallis fault, the track divides, there is a 
signpost, we take the left fork, cross a stream and start steeply, very 
steeply uphill and the day and the M.A.M. Rockies Meet 1969 are doomed. 
No, not a glance at the map, not a second look at the guidebook, no, the 
the bergfuhrer knows it all, except when he is wrong!

Two hours later it becomes more and more apparent to me, and very 
painfully apparent to Crow, that I have led us up the wrong mountain by 
the wrong track. "Of course, it wouldn't have happened if Bob had come".

I extract the map and guidebook; we should not have forked left or 
crossed the stream or climbed steeply uphill, we have gained 4,000ft. on 
the southwest ridge of Mt. Edith, whereas we should have had a gentle 
stroll to the foot of Mt. Louis. This is of no consolation to Crow who is 
suffering from an acute cramp in his left leg, a condition caused by 
injuries sustained in a St. Louis minor league soccer match!

I abandoned him temporarily to see if it is possible to traverse onto 
the east face of Mt. Edith, in which case we could abandon our route on 
Mt. Louis for one on Mt. Edith. No luck, the southwest end of the 
mountain is a maze of blind-ending gullies and crumbling vertical lime 
stone. So back to the 'alternative Mt. Louis trail' which we are now 
pioneering. Crow decides his pace is better than mine, i.e., we are 
doing a Wallis-Cochran, a route on which the participants are separated 
by a variable number of miles! I reach a high col, the south face of Mt. 
Louis is directly ahead, but we are about 2,000 feet too high, the sun 
highlights the gleaming grey, roughly fluted sweep of the mountain which 
contrasts with the forested mountains behind and the amazing north face 
of Mt. Edith in profile. A round of photographs, a long read of the guide 
book, and an hour or so later Crow crawls to the col. The strain on his 
right leg has now crippled that to an equivalent state to his left. However, 
the sun was warm and we dallied, then slowly descended to the south face 
of Mt. Louis and worked out the routes, mentally that is, took some more 
heavily-angled photos and made our way home, along the correct path.

In Banff we met an enquiring reception, "You can't have done any 
thing," said as a statement. "Why not?" "Well, you are back too early."

Typical M.A.M. wives, just because it's not midnight, so we tell our 
epic in all its sordid detail.

Instead of sympathy we meet the truth, "Ha, ha, you got lost; ha, ha, 
you're not fit," and the final insult, "It wouldn't have happened if Bob was 
here."
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The combination of pride, the continuing good weather, and my 'got 
to do something' syndrome had us early on the road next day, and by 
6.00 a.m. we were leaving the Moraine Lake carpark. This part of the 
Rockies is incredibly civilised for gritstone mountaineers!

The Valley of the Ten Peaks is a justly famous locale, which is simply 
not comparable to anywhere else. A well made track would take us to a 
high pass from whence a scramble would take us to the top of peak ten of 
the ten peaks, from where we would achieve an excellent vantage point to 
view the surrounding 11,000 foot peaks for later trips.

I knew where to go because I had been there before and I knew Crow 
could make it to the col because my wife had! Unfortunately the comp 
arison was not valid because on one day on that trip she walked 16 miles 
and crossed an 8,000 foot pass in four hours. Crow never made this kind 
of progress even in total in the next few days.

On one of our frequent pauses   photographic, refreshment, apparel 
change, boot lace retieing, I made the day's fatal error. In looking at Peak 
Ten.Wenkchemna Peak, I somehow arranged to have it superimposed on 
Mt. Hungabee, the most serious of the major mountains in this part of the 
Rockies. I then described the route to Crow in which we climbed Peak Ten 
as a subsidiary shoulder of Hungabee, and then traversed to the summit of 
the latter. I felt rather depressed by the length and apparent difficulty of 
the route I was pointing out, which should have been a three or four hour 
scramble. Crow simply shuddered, "If that's the easiest mountain you can 
conjure up, let's go home now." He was right really, if we had completed 
the suggested route it would have been a second ascent, following the 
redoubtable Brian Greenwood, and my proposed return along the same 
route would have been completely new, and still would be! As Cochran 
has said, I have a bold eye for a good line as long as he is leading it.

At the col the three-hour walk, the cold west wind, the big clouds 
drifting in, and the psychological damage inflicted on Crow suddenly 
brought about psychosomatic failure in his legs. So we discussed, decided 
and retreated in good order to the cafe at Moraine Lake.

Here we posed as Mountaineers for the curious tourists who filled the 
carpark, Crow's distinct limp brought sighs of sympathy from young 
American females and we almost achieved fresh coffee. All in all, a good 
M.A.M. average, two days, two passes; tomorrow would have to be a rest 
day before the big push to a peak,   any peak.

The rest of the day was beautiful and so was the next, but instead of 
resting Crow looked after the children and ended up exhausted.

The fine weather continued, so we left the Moraine Lake carpark 
before 4.00 a.m., and followed a well-marked path below the massive 
screes of the Tower of Babel and as the dawn broke so the path vanished. 
Two uninspired navigational errors by Wallis took us halfway round the 
wrong side of a lake and then took us a few hundred feet too high.

However the pass lay ahead, Mt. Bident looked a fine peak, and the 
view down Consolation Valley to the southeast face of Mt. Temple was
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the perfect Rockies scenery. We slowly scrambled up the loose talus and 
snow and ice patches to the crest of Consolation Pass when the day's 
psychological disaster overtook us. Four fit and lean Calgarians literally 
ran up the slope, passed us on the col and sprinted over the east face of 
Mt. Bident. 'Our' single mountain was being done over by a team about to 
traverse most of the entire Ten Peaks.

The Calgarians paused for a second to point out the north face of 
Stanley Peak, of which they had made the fifth ascent the weekend before, 
and to tell us they simply stayed in the pub until midnight each Friday and 
then made their way to whichever peak took their fancy, all summer long. 
Green with envy we watched them rush onwards and upwards.

Having enjoyed the view, the early morning sunshine and a second 
breakfast we made our way to the foot of the east face. Having gained 
height up a cone of snow we ascended the face by following the edge of a 
broken ridge. This kept us in the sun and out of the way of most of the 
Calgarian debris. A black wall at half height provided the only serious 
climbing, the rest of the face consisting of reasonably reliable limestone 
giving a 2,000 foot scramble similar in standard to Tower Ridge. We took 
our own way and our own pace and by noon we had reached the summit. 
Except for the Calgarians an hour before, it was the first ascent of Mt. 
Bident in the last five years. Such is the uncrowded nature of the Rockies 
even in a relatively accessible area like Moraine Lake; there are just so 
many ranges, so many peaks and so few climbers.

A perfect day, a perfect view. To the south, Mt. Assiniboine; to the 
west, Mts. Goodsir and Vaux, and beyond to the Selkirks and the 
Bugaboos; to the north the major peaks grouped around Lake Louise; 
Hungabee, Huber, Victoria, Lefroy and Temple.

An hour later, time to go, unfortunately Crow's leg had completely 
seized up by now and the descent of the west face and the subsequent 
return to Consolation Pass and the return to Moraine Lake took two hours 
longer than the ascent! We enjoyed the quietness, the mountains and our 
conversation.

The next day was an enforced rest day for Crow; however, as the sun 
was shining brightly I volunteered to row Margaret and the children along 
Lake Minnewanka. As it is twelve miles long and not being the Menlove 
Edwards type I didn't make the end, even so I was exhausted. However, 
Crow and Liz enjoyed their day of peace, and of course, if Bob had been 
there . . .!

By next evening we had installed ourselves in the A.C.C. hut on the 
O'Hara Meadows below Mt. Huber. The hut was deserted, yet Lake 
O'Hara is the centre, if there is one, of Canadian mountaineering; a rough 
analogy would be finding Chamonix's Biolay campsite totally deserted in 
August.

After a night shared with lots of large, friendly packrats and inter- 
upted by a couple of guys arriving offMt. Huber, we staggered off into the 
night through the chalets of Lake O'Hara's private hotel and began the 
seemingly endless climb to Abbott Pass.
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This is almost 3,000ft. of scree, and one's main impression of height 
gained is given by the increasing numbers of rusty cans which have 
emanated from the Abbott Hut. This is an unlikely looking structure 
sitting on the crest of the pass at 9,588 feet and built by Swiss guides 
employed by the Canadian Pacific Railway. The hut is one of the oldest in 
the Rockies, and it was built as part of the C.P.R.'s attempt to open up the 
Rockies as a tourist attraction. While skiing was booming below at Lake 
Louise the Abbott Hut fell into disrepair. However, the Canadian Parks 
Board has completely renovated the hut and whilst we lounged in the new 
luxury we watched a helicopter make several attempts to land on the crest 
of the ridge as part of a garbage removal trip!

Each time the pilot tried to cut the revs, the wind swept the chopper 
over and down towards Lake O'Hara. This cheered Crow up; after all, it's 
disheartening to scramble up 3,000 feet of scree and then see someone step 
out of a helicopter after a couple of minutes flight from Lake Louise.

It was now 8.00 a.m. and we weighed the possibilities; the south ridge 
of Mt. Victoria or the west face of Mt. Lefroy both of which would be a 
six-hour round trip from the hut, or a descent of the Victoria Glacier to 
Lake Louise.

Crow jumped up and down on his bad leg. "Well, I am sure I can get 
uphill O.K., but Lefroy has a 40 degree iceslope to descend, and Victoria 
is long and delicate, so I don't think I had better try that either". Ah, well, 
but if Bob had been there . . . !

So we cramponed up and descended through the upper seracs of the 
Victoria Glacier, the most enjoyable climbing of the entire holiday, and 
then strolled down the dry ice to the Lake Louise path. A long teabreak in 
a chalet outpost of the Lake Louise Hotel, and then a delightful walk down 
to tree level and along the shores of Lake Louise with its almost un 
believable reflection of Mt. Victoria, Canada's most famous picture 
postcard.

So three passes and one peak and fin de safson, and the Crowshaws 
left for St. Louis and we travelled on through the first fragrance of fall 
to Radium and the Kootenay, the Okanagan and down to Idaho over the 
Whitefish Range and up to Glacier National and through Waterton 
National, Wyoming, Montana and the Dakotas to the big flat and another 
wild winter. 
EPILOGUE.

As a contribution to a Journal edition which could be subtitled 
'Robinson Remembrances' I hope this points to the potent effect of Bob 
and Joan even in their absence!

KINTAIL MEET, 24th MAY TO 31st MAY 1975
John Brown

After the report of arctic conditions at the Fort William Easter Meet 
I am tempted to claim the meet in Kintail as being the most tropical in the 
annals of the M.A.M. Indeed, one member, enjoying a snow and lime
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juice cocktail while languishing on the summit of Beinn Fhada (Beinn 
Attow if you prefer), was heard to complain that whatever authority 
provided such things as summit cairns and shelters from blizzards had 
failed in its duty to provide protection from the relentless rays of the sun.

However it was near freezing at night at Jedburgh and Blair Atholl, 
the overnight approach camps of leader and wife, and immediately after 
the meet snow fell throughout the land with three inches reported on 
Perthshire roads.

Eighteen members and two guests, including Annie Hochez from 
Paris, attended the meet, the majority staying at Ratagan House Hotel at 
Glensheil, on the south shore of Loch Duich. First off the mark were John 
Braithwaite and Alan Bing who arrived in the early afternoon and 
stretched their legs before dinner by climbing Sgurr Mhic Bhairraich 
(2,553ft.), John after a 500-mile almost non-stop solo drive from Kinver, 
and Alan following a luxurious train ride from Derby.

Sunday found most of the meet at Arnisdale on the north shore of 
Loch Hourn in perfect weather. One party set off on a 'track'   largely a 
figment of the surveyors imagination, over Creag Ruadh to Loch na 
Lochain and northward to the coast again at Glenelg where tea and trans 
port was organised. Party 'B' climbed Beinn Scritheall by following the 
stream northward from Arnisdale to Bealach Arnasdail, gaining and 
traversing the summit ridge from east to west, (magnificent panoramic 
views extending to Skye, Torridon, Lochaber etc.) and descending to the 
so-called track taken by party 'A'. The leader, to show his independence 
(or taking his duties seriously!) set off with party 'A' and traversed the 
mountain from west to east meeting party 'B' on the west peak.

Alan Bing was a weekender only and Monday was his last day. He 
was therefore escorted, not unwillingly, by Stan Crawford and Edward 
Rogers to attempt the Five Sisters traverse. This they accomplished 
successfully and were hardly late for dinner! They reported favourably, but 
were a little 'offputting' in their reference to 1,800 feet of near vertical 
grass which leads to the start of the ridge. Their time for this was 70 
minutes! While this was going on ten others plus a dog were traversing the 
Saddle from Sheilbridge back to Sheilbridge. A long but very enjoyable day.

Stan and Janet Crawford had an old score to settle with the Forcan 
Ridge on the Saddle which had defeated them on a previous visit in winter 
conditions. Their programme for Tuesday was therefore determined. Dick 
Edlington and the leader tackled the west ridge of Beinn Fhada starting 
from Morlich. After the usual steep slog in hot sun the ridge was found to 
be very fine, offering magnificent views into the northern corries which had 
plenty of snow in them, and the ridge itself, quite narrow in places is fuH 
of variety until after about 1| miles the terrain suddenly changes to 
Cairngorm like high level tundra leading up in another mile or so to the 
main summit. The descent was made down a northern spur leading to a 
good track down Gleann Choinneachain which offered irresistable 
opportunities for sitting under waterfalls!
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A contingentof 15 plus dog embarked at Arnisdale at 0900 hours on 
Wednesday on MacKenzie's 'assault' craft (flat-bottomed with outboard 
motor   payload 15 people or one vehicle) and were conveyed to 
Barrisdale on the south shore of Loch Hourn i.e., on the Knoydart 
peninsula. Another perfect day and some just sat and enjoyed the perfect 
peace and beauty of this remote area, while others set off to attempt 
Ladhar Bheinn. Dick Edlington and Edward Rogers set off with determin 
ation towards a fearsome looking arete apparently leading to the summit 
ridge. Their intended route remained a mystery but they confessed later to 
encountering 'technical problems' which persuaded them to abandon a 
summit attempt and return in good time for the boat departure at 
1530 hours. Another party tried the recommended route along a track 
which led into Coire Dhorrcail and worked their way up this beautiful 
corrie towards the Bealach. Unfortunately the clock beat us   to miss the 
boat would result in a 20-mile walk   but three of us, including Eileen 
Munns who had suggested the expedition, managed to reach the first 
summit on the ridge and then get back to the boat some five miles away in 
1 J-hours. A grand day in an area which should be visited again with more 
time.

Visits to the falls of Glomach, broch inspecting and similar attractive 
off-day activites occupied Thursday and that left Friday for a mass assault 
on the Five Sisters traverse. And so by cars up Glen Sheil to the starting 
point of the S.E. to N.W. traverse, and everyone was away by 9.00 a.m. 
The Bealach na Saileag (up the near-vertical grass) was gained in one hour 
and although there had been careful examination of various escape routes 
from various summits everyone (12 and a dog) must have felt that with the 
party on the ridge by 10.00 a.m. and the weather cooler there was a chance 
for all to complete the traverse. This proved to be the case. With 
magnificent and ever-changing views, a breeze and sprinkles of snow to 
refresh us, the route was completed without difficulty at about 6.00 p.m. 
when we foregathered, appropriately, at the Kintail Lodge Hotel. The total 
ascent and descent was 10,000 feet and everyone seemed satisfied and 
pleased to have made this fine route the climax of the week.

BOOK REVIEW 

Hard Rock. Edited by Ken Wilson. Hart-Davis, MacGibbon. £6.95.

To the lay person, photos of rock climbers must often appear to be 
spectacular. The climber who takes photos, however, knows that all too 
often many such pictures are on simple climbs with the ground perhaps 
only a few feet away. Often, too, what the photographer hopes will be a 
first class climbing shot turns out to be dull and unimpressive. It takes a 
climber to judge the true worth of a climbing photograph.

At about the time that climbs now graded hard VS and above became 
relatively popular, so almost for the first time (there had been notable but 
exceptional forerunners) did the publication of photographs of climbers in
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action which were sufficiently good to look spectacular to climbers, not 
just to the lay public. So too did the element of realism   starting perhaps 
with some of the shots in the FRCC and CC journals of the late fifties and 
rapidly progressing through the works of Cleare, Wilson, Dickenson, 
Rosemary Soper and many others; now you could see what the climber 
was doing and also get an idea how he felt about it.

'Hard Rock' is in effect a distillate of some of the best photos taken 
on some of the best climbs of VS and above in Britain taken in the last few 
years even the M.A.M. getting some representation in the photos and 
photographer credits.

The first few pages are a discussion of the developments of hard 
climbing in the U.K., the rest being personal descriptions by many 
climbers of 60 of the best routes in these grades in the country, each 
account being accompanied by the relevant photos.

The overall effect is a bit massive. Photo follows photos relentlessly 
with numbing effect. No sooner than you have absorbed a shot of Ed 
Grindly desperately hanging on on Central Pillar (Esk Buttress) than you 
switch to Mike Kosterlitz looking faintly concerned on Gormenghast then 
to a study of concentration with Terry Parker on Praying Mantis. 
Definitely a a book for dipping into at random times rather than trying to 
digest it in big chunks.

The personal accounts are all good, mostly matching up to the 
quality of the photos and often written with refreshing personal touches. 
Something has been lost from some of the photos in reproduction and 
some are not quite so good, mainly because the Editor has had to take 
what exists in some cases, e.g. Shibboleth, which may be a bit below the 
desired standard. Still, it is churlish to complain at what must be the 
finest compilation yet of action climbing photos taken in Britain, and what 
we have here should be enough for anyone. It is certainly more than 
worthy in following the trend set by 'Rock Climbers in Action in Snowdonia' 
and 'The Black Cliff. Indeed, Ken Wilson, if he did a 'Menlove Edwards' 
in picking Cloggy clean in 'The Black Cliff', has now done a 'Colin Kirkus' 
in flitting from crag to crag picking the gems.

Editing it must have been a pleasurable headache   what not to 
publish must have been a problem indeed. Probably most people will 
query the inclusion of one or two routes and bemoan the omission of 
their own favourites from routes on Mainreachan Buttress in the north to 
the new Cornish discoveries in the south. But that does not matter.

Criticisms ? Well, difficult to find. Some of the potted information at 
the start of each climb is a bit superfluous and on the diagram of Diagonal 
it seems to show the climb finishing up West Rib rather then the usual 
way. On the whole though, the diagrams are clarity itself and useful for 
relating the climbs to the photos, though at 9-inches by llj-inches one is 
hardly going to use it as a guide book. The bottom photo on page 43 
seems to be on its side (compare it with the almost identical one in 
Bonington's "The Next Horizon') Another reviewer has pointed out a 
caption mistake on a photo of the Grooves.
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The price? High, but you cannot expect such quality for less. This 
may be a deterrent for many, put it in the Christmas present class rather 
than a casual buy. Certainly the copy in my local Public Library (on the 
rare occasions I have seen it on the shelves) is getting a well-thumbed look.

And a last thought! The obvious one; who will be the first to do all 
the routes described?

OBITUARIES

PETER N. HOLT

I recall a bitter, wet, stormy day at Gwern-y-Gof Uchaf just after 
Christmas in 1949 when no-one else had bothered to get up. Who should 
appear from Glan Dena but Cyril Machin. Would I like to climb? He 
knew somewhere to climb on a day like that, a chimney near the power 
station, and he knew someone else who would like to come out in such 
weather   Peter Holt.

In course of time I learned that this enthusiasm was typical of both. 
Conditions were never too bad to climb. Bad weather climbing and good 
weather climbing were both valuable experiences and an opportunity not 
to be missed.

I can see Peter's cheerful face peering through a dripping cagoule in 
appalling conditions of driving sleet or rain on Craig-yr-Ysfa, in Llanberis, 
on Scafell, Great Gable and Pillar, and in falling snow on many climbs in 
the Alps. He was at his best on delicate dry rock, but would always respond 
to any opportunity of climbing at any time. Arriving at the Couvercle in 
the early evening, what better than to witness the sunset from the top of 
the Moine?

Powerfully attracted by the beauty and the challenge of wild and 
rugged scenery, Peter was thoughtful and sensitive too, and an artist with 
his camera in the mountains as members in both London and Birmingham 
will remember. He was interested in people and their problems and 
immediately sympathetic to anyone in difficulties. Nothing was ever too 
much trouble. A lost walker was welcomed like an honoured guest as the 
third occupant of a two-man tent near Sprinkling Tarn at three o'clock in 
the morning!

Not long after Peter and Audrey were married, they left the B.B.C. 
for Canada and thence moved to Australia, Tasmania and finally New 
Zealand. They brought up a family of four, and he rose successfully in his 
work as a radio engineer to the point where he was thinking of starting his 
own. business. In February 1974, when he was crossing the Fox Glacier, 
iriferiding to /bin his oldest daughter Jo Anne who was climbing on Mt. 
Cook, he fell into a crevasse and his companion was neither able to get 
him free nor to get help in time.

, We we^e pleased, when Audrey wrote some time later that in spite of 
the difficulties and the fact that they miss him very much, they ''have.the
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support of good friends and are living once more with happiness and 
confidence for the future". Jo Anne, shortly after the accident was the first 
woman (at 17f) to climb the N.E. Face of Sabre, "the longest and most 
difficult rock climb in New Zealand".

Peter once wrote about the pleasure it gave him to run through the 
names in the M.A.M. Handbook, and to remember so many old friends. 
I am sure those friends will wish to join in expressing sympathy with 
Audrey and her family, and in wishing them a very happy life in "a 
Country of great beauty and spirit of adventure".

R.L.B.

MARY LAVALETTE

Mary Lavalette (nee Sollitt) died in January 1975 in hospital at 
Bromsgrove. She was fifty years old.

Mary joined the M.A.M. in 1947, and in her early years as a member 
was very active on weekend meets at Glan Dena and on the Derbyshire 
outcrops, as well as with Cyril Machin's Glen Brittle Meets. She was a 
keen, neat rockclimber and a very competent hillwalker.

After her marriage, and while her children were young, Mary's 
mountaineering interests lay dormant, until the Lavalettes emerged as a 
family unit on the Glan Dena Family Meets. Here Mary displayed a 
remarkable and enviable ability to pick up the threads of the sport and to 
proceed from where she had left off a few years earlier.

Later Mary and Eric took a keen interest in the Low House develop 
ment and enjoyed the Spring Holiday Scottish Meets under John Brown's 
leadership. Sadly it was on a Scottish Meet that Mary noticed the first 
symptoms of her terminal illness.

An intently practical person, Mary's interests included cat-breeding, 
bee-keeping, gardening, dressmaking, and embroidery amongst a host of 
other topics to which she applied her creative talents.

Her very pleasant, winsome personality and unfailing good humour 
made her a delightful person with whom either to work or climb. Her 
presence is sadly missed but we remember her as she always was.

Tt was fitting that when admission to hospital became inevitable, she 
was nursed until the final stage of her illness at the Royal Orthopaedic 
Hospital where she had trained as an Orthopaedic Nurse and 
Physiotherapist.

Our deepest sympathy is extended to Eric, Ruth and Paul in their 
great loss.

B.L.

seventy-seven

.



78. 0261

J. CLINTON PARSONAGE

It is with great regret that the Club learned of the death of Clinton 
Parsonage on January 15th, 1976, at the age of 69. A number of us will 
know of his cheerfulness and of the struggle he made to keep going and 
keep his interest in Glan Dena during this last year in spite of undergoing 
a number of operations.

Clinton's interest in the hills took him to Capel Curig in the late 1920's 
when he stated at the "Guest House", an original center for M.A.M. 
meets in those days. It was here that he met a number of our early M.A.M. 
members and in 1929 was invited by them to join the Club. He joined in 
Club activities until the outbreak of the war when he abandoned his 
climbing activities for the duration.

After the war he returned once more to North Wales, this time 
staying at Williams' Barn where he met Tommy Clutterbuck and others, 
who were on a working party. He again joined in M.A.M. activities. He 
later took a keen interest in Glan Dena and on one way or another has 
spent the last thirty years giving it his spare time and expertise. The Club 
will miss greatly the enormous contribution he made to the smooth 
running of the hut. We are particularly grateful to him for the good 
relations he built up with the local authorities.

The hills and Glan Dena were not Clinton's only interests as, apart 
from his work with the Birmingham Corporation, he found time to give 
his services to his church, St. Margaret's, where he was Church Warden 
for a number of years. The Crescent Theatre also took up some of his time 
when he became its Stage Manager.

Clinton was a quiet man who did what was necessary with as little 
fuss as possible. He will be greatly missed, both at Glan Dena and in 
Committee.

F.M.C.
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GEOFFREY REDMAN

Geoffrey Redman will be remembered by his many friends in the 

M.A.M. for his charm and extremely friendly personality.

His early death at only 58 came as a great shock although his health 

had been failing for some time and had compelled his early retirement as a 

professional engineer with the Midlands Electricity Board.

He joined the M.A.M. in 1944 and was a most active and enthusiastic 

member being particularly keen on rockclimbing. He took part in many 

outdoor meets in Wales, the Lake District and Scotland, He also climbed 

in Norway and the Alps. With the Holiday Fellowship he had climbed 

the Wetterhorn and the Rimpfischorn. He also led parties of the 

Electricity Board trainees on climbing expeditions.

In addition to his mountaineering accomplishments he was also an 

active walker and was a member of the Quinton Branch of the Youth 

Hostels Association and served on the Committee of the Ramblers 

Association.
He had several hobbies and was particularly fond of Mozart and 

Bach's organ music. He was also a keen photographer and took some fine 

photographs on his mountaineering expeditions; in addition to these 

interests he was a very knowledgeable botanist.

He will be greatly missed by his many friends and to his wife Rosemary 

and his sons Charles and Philip we extend our deepest sympathy.
F.H.R.

HOWARD H. VAUGHAN

Howard Vaughan first joined the Association in 1930 and was thus 

one of its senior members. He was a keen rockclimber and in pre-war days 

climbed with the M.A.M. in Wales, Derbyshire and the Lakes.

seventy-nine



80. 0263

He is also remembered for his interest in Bridge and in those days he 
was one of a school who were to be seen at Ogwen Cottage enjoying a 
friendly rubber after a days climbing or arguing the pros and cons of 
auction v. contract. The 'school' also included Arthur Hackett and Frank 
and Daisy Wallbank.

In the early post-war years Howard was not so much seen in M.A.M. 
circles but his interest in mountains continued through his membership of 
the F.R.C.C. and he became very attached to the Lake District.

However, he re-joined the M.A.M. in 1948, attended our Meets, 
especially Joint Meets with the F.R.C.C. under Geoff Barkers leadership, 
and he got to know some of the younger generation of 'hard' climbers and 
occasionally enjoyed days on the crags with them.

Howard had a wide knowledge of British mountains and knew the 
best approach to many of them. He also knew a lot about railways and on 
hearing of a proposal to visit a remote Munro by public transport he could 
at once quote train timings and connections, platform numbers and even 
the dates when timings altered or trains were withdrawn.

Following his retirement a few years ago he lived at Troutbeck near 
Ambleside and it was there that he died suddenly, on Christmas Day, 1974.

The sorrow of his passing, suffered by his wife Clare and his family is 
shared by his friends in the M.A.M.

J.G.B.

We also record with regret the deaths of Mrs. J. E. Grosvenor, 
E. V. Hollis and L. J. Smith.
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Our thanks go to the following clubs who have kindly sent us copies 
of their Journals.

DEUTSCHER ALPENVEREIN

CLIMBERS CLUB

FELL AND ROCK CLIMBING CLUB

LANCASHIRE CAVING AND CLIMBING CLUB
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The Editor wishes to thank all those people who have rallied round 
with articles and photos and who have therefore helped to prevent him 
writing the whole thing himself under a series of pen-names. Special 
thanks are due, as previously, to Peter Wild for his expertise in helping to 
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