MESSAGES FROM PAST PRESIDENTS.
In the following pages will be found a short message to
the members of the Association from each of its Past
Presidents.
It is just over ten years since the M.A.M. came into
being.
In the spring of 1922 a few enthusiasts, chief among
whom was Mr. Wallace May, issued an invitation to those
likely to be interested, asking them to meet together and
consider the advisability of forming an Association of
Midland Mountaineers. This meeting took place on the
5th of May, and it was unanimously decided that such an
Association should be formed.
The first formal meeting was held in the basement of
Queen's College, Paradise Street, on the 25th of May, to give
the members an opportunity of coming together before the
interval of the summer months. The membership at the
start was 42.
When the Association met for the Winter session of
1922-3, the meetings continued to be held in the basement,
which was perhaps more suitable to a Society of Cave
Explorers than of Mountaineers.
The lectures and other activities of the Association
aroused such interest that by the commencement of the second
Winter session the membership had risen to nearly 100, and
the meetings were held in the large hall of the Queen's
College, where the accommodation was in every way superior.
We had many delightful lectures during those early
days, illustrated by excellent lantern slides recalling to us
memories of happy days we ourselves had spent in the
mountains, and rekindling the fire of our enthusiasm.
It is 85 years since the Alpine Club was formed at the
suggestion of a Birmingham man, Mr. William Mathews,
and just as he deserves the gratitude of all subsequent

members of the A.C. and of all mountaineering clubs that
followed it, so another Birmingham man, Mr. Wallace May,
deserves our gratitude for the formation of the M.A.M.

A. E. BARKER,

(President, 1922-24.)

I am glad to learn that the M.A.M. has decided to
publish a Bulletin giving from time to time information about
the varied activities of the club. It will be much appreciated,
and I heartily wish it a good start and a permanent success.
It will be of interest to all members and especially useful
to the less experienced ones, not only in suggesting new
expeditions but in many other ways.
It is particularly true of climbing holidays that they
can be enjoyed in planning beforehand, in carrying out at
the time, and in remembering afterwards. I should like as
one of the older members to emphasise the last point, one
not likely to be appreciated fully by young climbers. No
holidays leave such lasting recollections as those spent on
mountain climbing. The slow progress of a strenuous
expedition seems to fix in the memory every incident of the
journey, whether associated with pleasure or discomfort, and
in each case the happenings can be vividly recalled years
afterwards with never-failing enjoyment. The pleasures of
other sports are felt mainly at the time these sports are
indulged in, and are for the most part forgotten afterwards.
But mountaineering holidays are lifelong pleasures.
W. E. SUMPNER,
(President, 1924-25.)

Story ?

Lord bless you, I have none, Sir.

Incident? I have not gone about looking for incident,
and can be duly thankful that I have none worth recording.
I love the summits, and I love the valleys. Mountains
and hills may be in one's nature, or they may not: to one

the bare beauty of an upland valley may exceed all the leafy
loveliness of the midland plain, when to another it has no
appeal.
Recently I drove over the Plynlimon pass, where the
road climbs gradually on a shelf of the hillside, till the
summit is reached and a new vista disclosed : a glorious
road ! And yet one of my friends hates that road he
can't see round the corners and doesn't know what is coming.
Is that where the difference between us lies?
Incident ? Yes, there is one which in this moment, I
remember. I stood supreme upon a rock, the other person
on the rope was slipping and sliding on the glacier towards
a crevasse that yawned below . and I, (Heaven forgive me),
derived a miserable personal satisfaction from knowing
myself the superior being, the master of the situation.
Let it be to my credit that I have realised the loathsomeness of my offence before this moment. It has not
merely come to me when I find myself slipping and
floundering at the end of your Editorial rope, while you,
Mr. Editor, are snugly and smugly anchored above grrrr!
J. A. OSLER,
(President, 1925-27.)

WHY DO WE CLIMB?
There is no question, I suppose, that we climbers are
asked more often than why we like climbing. The simplest
reply is because we do. It can be supplemented by asking
our interlocutor why he, or she, likes trying to hit an
inoffensive little ball lying on the ground, or riding about
excitedly in attendance upon a pack of dogs who are enjoying
a fox hunt, or slaughtering fattened pheasants, as the case
may be. Or it may be followed up by bidding them come
and discover for themselves the joys of mountaineering.
But disposing of the questioner is not the same thing as
disposing of the question. Is there nothing more in climbing
than an idiosyncrasy, a particular taste in sports like a taste
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for caviare or Boer tobacco? We know that there is much
more, and for once in a way it may be worth while trying to
analyse it, and consider what it is in ourselves that finds its
peculiar satisfaction in the mountains.
We can, of course, justly claim that no other sport can
give more complete and all round satisfaction to the craving
of our muscles for exercise, or give our lungs and eyes more
of their need for pure air and light. And the higher we go
the more do the red corpuscles in our blood multiply ! No
holiday can send us home more completely recreated in body
as well as refreshed in spirit.
But it is the latter element that matters even more,
perhaps, than the former. It is even more on the spiritual
than on the physiological side that climbing responds to
deep-seated needs. It appeals to our sense of exploration
and of conquest. Every mountain is a challenge and a
voyage of discovery. In their fullest sense these joys can
only be attained by the first conquerors. Few of us are
privileged to share the emotions of the great generation of
mountaineers who first opened up the Alps, of Mallory and
Irvine on the summit ridge of Everest, or of Smythe and his
comrades on Kamet a prelude we hope to greater things
before the summer is over. But in some degree that thrill
comes to us with every climb, even the most hackneyed.
Besides, which of us but has his own discovery, voluntary
or involuntary, of some variant even on mountains where
every conceivable route was entered in the guide books years
ago ?
Nor is the challenge one which can be taken up without
the thrill of danger. The perils of mountaineering are often
absurdly exaggerated. But what remains, and lends its
savour to the pleasure of the high hills, is the subconscious
sense of danger ever present yet reduced to its very minimum
by skill and prudence, the sense of elation in our triumph
over the weapons with which the mountain pits its strength
against its human adversary.
If to our combative instincts the mountains are our
opponents, to our aesthetic senses they are the objects of our
delight and worship. The plains and the sea can show us

nature in all its richness of colouring and texture. But only
the mountains can give us the joy of form and outline ; only
among them does the Great Architect of the Universe fully
set out the infinite variety and majesty of his designs.
Interwoven with all these emotions there is something
else, an element of the moral, mystic or religious which
mankind has always associated with the great mountains
and the ascent towards them, and which runs through all
languages. In every tongue I know moral and spiritual
qualities are praised and condemned in terms of elevation.
More than two thousand years ago the poet Simonides
described Virtue as dwelling on her craggy summit unscaleable except by toilful sweat and valour. Olympus for the
ancient Greeks, Kailasa for the Aryan conquerors of India,
Fujiyama for the Japanese, have ever been the home of
divinity; and who has seen the snowy summit of Olympus
floating in the midst of a deep blue sky but has known that
the ancients were right. To all who climb above all if they
ever climb alone there come moments of exaltation, of
cleansing from self, of oneness with the mystery of Nature,
which are their vision of the divine. That is why all true
mountaineers are in some degree mystics, and why there is
something more than an ordinary common interest in sport
that binds together the brotherhood of those who find their
strength in the everlasting hills.
L. S. AMERY,
(President, 1927-29.)

KITTY.
Because I have been a president I am required to write
about three hundred words that is my punishment. Among
the hilarious epistles of other past-presidents mine I know
must not be heavy. So I will write of Kitty my Kitty ;
the Kitty I love; my companionable, my colourful Kitty.
Mine is not like others, drab, dolorous, dull; she is just
different bright, even brilliant and amusing. Not everyone
likes my Kitty, which is to say tastes differ. I must tell you
about Kitty.
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Kitty is my pet name for my climbing boots and the
rest of my kit. Just as the thoughts of a fisherman away
from the stream are of his tackle and the fish he hasn't
caught, so mine in the Midlands are of the things I shall
need when I go to the hills, or to the Alps, now so remote.
Every mountaineer should be fond of his Kitty.
Whereas in the kit of most M.A.M's the car comes first
(and last), in my case, and I think rightly, boots are the
chief and perhaps the largest item. I would speak lovingly
of my boots. They are reminiscent of pleasant places we
have trod. Why not divide your climbing career into the
currencies of your climbing boots which when past active
service, could be elevated in your den to the head of tablets
recording their honourable achievements ?
How beautiful
are the boots of the mountains. About these I could be really
sentimental. Of course, when you go light you can dispense
with all the rest of the kit, but boots you must always have
except when bathing. If there is one drawback to bathing
among the hills it is that you have no kit to think about
before and after. For a climb you have a rope, for an ice
slope an axe: how much of fascination is due to them!
With bathing, at least in the hills, it is the converse.
I begin to think the Editor will not allow me space to
talk about all my kit, so I will just briefly mention a few
items necessary for the equipment of a modest mountaineer.
First, Boots, six pairs. For rock climbing: three pairs
(not exceeding /Ibs. per pair); one old and comfortable,
one in the prime, getting comfortable, and another in reserve
being broken in on muddy meadows. Scrapers (i.e. shoes
with sharpened cricket spikes at the edges), which need to
be wrapped in cotton wool and carried to the base of the
rocks, are not indispensable for most climbs. In the same
category are rubbers and scarpetti. For the Alps: one
strong pair, large enough to house your feet and three pairs
of thick stockings ; quite comfy from the outset and shod
with impressive clinkers: one pair of ski boots lightly
nailed ; one pair of crepe soled boots for winter ski-ing.
Dancing shoes you don't see them in the Alps if you go to
bed at the right time unless you are good at early starts.
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About garments, all I want to say is that nethers are of
doubtful indispensability (depending somewhat on avoirdupois) and of outers you may dispense with everything
except a bit of colour and some variety. In the hills let's
be bizarre it is a tonic ; joyously you are convinced that
you are not working. Per contra, among our hills a
consultant's suit is or would be as foreign as a Tiroler's hat,
and much more depressing. I wonder the Scots enthusiasts
when in Wales don't don kilts; like shorts they would
improve our style on the rocks. Parti-coloured patches fore
and aft, as well as on shoulders and elbows, belong to the
gully period, which is already historical.
It is clear I am too garrulous. I must restrict myself to
Ski, Ski-sticks,
enumerating Ropes, Axe, Crampons;
Ski-skins, Ski-tips ; Rucksack, Camera, Compass, Aneroid,
Field-glass or Telescope (not to be used in spotting the route
taken by guided party); .Lantern, First-Aid Outfit (to
obviate its need) ; Cookers and stuff to cook ; Maps of all
the mountains of the earth ; Books on mountains, mountaineering and mountaineers so numerous that you can't house
them all and will have to give most of them to the M.A.M.
library. Exclusive of Maps and Books cost ought not to
exceed £1,000; weight o.oi tons without a porter.
Mountaineering is a responsibility, and expensive like
Therefore a good Kitty is
It also is for life.
marriage.
desirable, even essential.

WALLACE MAY,
(President, 1929-31.)
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