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THE NORWAY MEET, 1961
SHOWELL STYLES

To call it the Norway Meet implies a recurrence at regular
intervals, and the implication is not without basis. While they have
not the annual popularity of the Fort William Meet and the Skye
Meet, the M.A.M.'s official gatherings at Oye, in the Sunnmore Alps,
have numbered three; one in 1949, one in 1954, and the latest
from June 22nd to July 5th, 1961. On each occasion our base has
been the hospitable Hotel Union, a place which might be called "the
P.y.G. of Norway" by reason of its association with great names of
the past like those of Slingsby, Oppenheim, Patchell, and Kynaston.
Norwegians have elephantine memories, and the letters M.A.M. are
deeply inscribed on the memories of Herr Dahl and his co-partners
in catering, so the Association is always sure of a warm welcome.
Fourteen M.A.M. members joined the Meet, but augmentation
took place, partly from members' wives and (more largely) from an
organisation if that is the right term called the Beddgelert Custard
Pie Society, of which one of our senior members is President. Keen
mountain-walkers form the backbone of the B.C.P.S. and their
cheerful company was a welcome addition to the expedition. In all,
twenty-seven people gathered at the Hotel Union, roughly divisible
into a dozen assorted climbers, ditto walkers, and a fluctuating
residue of potterers and fishermen.
The voyage out, with the trip ashore to explore Bergen and the
holiday-cruise atmosphere on the northward-bound coastal steamer,
was a little spoilt by cold wet weather. We were told that up to the
date of our arrival Norwegian weather had been the worst on record
and was now much improved. Our hopes that we had got in on the
ground-floor of the usual good Sunnmore climbing weather were,
however, to be frustrated. Of our ten days at Oye, three could be
called fine. The rest were cold and rather gloomy, with rain or snow
high up. Against this we could set the keenness of an energetic party
determined to get the most out of the holiday; a keenness which led
sixteen people (including three of the B.C.P.S.) to do a "training
walk" up Saksa, 3,520 feet, on our very wet first day.
The Sunnmore Alps are low by Alpine standards, 5,000 feet or
thereabouts being the usual height. But they are steep and sharply
peaked and hold glaciers between their jagged rock ridges, and you
climb the whole 5,000 feet starting from sea-level. Saksa, a small peak
easy to ascend, has a spectacular chasm 2,000 feet deep between its two
main summits and on a clear day has a fine view of the blue-green
fjords winding beneath the Sunnmore mountain-walls. On this
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occasion there was no view and the training-walkers had to be
satisfied with treading snow and getting soaked to the skin.
The summit view from Slogjen (described by the enthusiastic
Slingsby as the finest in Europe) compensated for Saksa's blanketing
mist. Slogjen, 5,210 feet, was climbed on the second day by a party
of eleven, in weather varying between sun and cloud. In normal
summers a Crib-Goch-standard peak, it was made more interesting
by the quantity of late snow on the ridge, which was deep and soft.
The rope was used on the upper ridge and the final rocks. The west
face falls sheer to the fjord, and the only complaint made about the
view was that this precipice was so steep that none of it could be seen
from the summit.
By now it had become obvious that there was not going to be
any climbing on the "tiger" routes. Snow plastered the harder ridges
and made Moderate rocks Difficult. Luckily we had with us no
representative of the modern school that sulks when it can't set its
P.As on a V.S., and on the third day the warmest and sunniest
day of the holiday a party of ten crossed the fjord by the ferry to
ascend Miendalstind, 4,200 feet approx., a charming peak which is an
epitome of Norwegian climbing: fjord crossing, birch-scrub slogging,
glacier-bashing, snowslope-kicking, rock-ridge scrambling, and
summit basking. From this summit (where hot sunshine enabled due
basking to take place) more than a hundred other summits are in
view, and one might safely bet that not one of them was being
climbed that day. Herein is the peculiar cachet of mountaineering
in Sunnmore fairly early in the season: you have the mountains to
yourself. Throughout our stay,we met no other climbers on our
peaks. The snow was virgin, the rocks unsoiled by waymarks, the
lower slopes often trackless. Nothing here is "laid on" for the
climbing tourist except good food and lodging. Even the maps are
pretty dim. Until you reach your summit and find a cairn there,
you are pioneering your route.
On Miendalstind the only incident of note, beyond the fact that
everyone declared the day a perfect one, was a joint act by the
Robinsons pere etfils. Peter ("Tiny Tim") Robinson having plunged
off the summit ridge by way of a steep snow couloir, Peter (A. H.)
Robinson sought to emulate his offspring by following on the crest
of a small avalanche. His faithful hat chased him down on a lesser
wave of snow. There was no casualty.
While Miendalstind was being trampled on, a large walking party
consisting mainly of B.C.P.S. did the long walk up the Langeseterdal
and over the snow col at its head, descending to Oye at 7.30. A
creditable piece of work.
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The fourth day was dullish, with showers. By common consent
this was devoted to a tourist expedition up and down the Geiranger
Fjord by all except Harold Sutcliffe, who made a lone journey up
to Patchell's Hut on the Slogjen-Smorskredtind col and thence down
the Langeseterdal. The world-famous Fjord echoed to the clicking
of many camera-shutters, and a few gleams of sunshine assisted the
mass photography. There was some grumbling when the Seven
Sisters waterfalls proved to have only five of their number on view,
and it was never discovered whether the missing two Sisters had been
taken away as souvenirs by Americans or merely diverted to hydroelectric uses.
As often happens after a voluntary off-day, the next day was
unrelievedly foul. Heavy rain and dense cloud made climbing
impossible but it was a good day for Bridge. After lunch a party
went up the scenic Norangsdal behind Oye, to look at the 4,000-foot
rock-wall of Staven, still unclimbed (does Joe Brown know about
this ?) and Peter Robinson the Younger used some of his inexhaustible
energy in reconnoitring the beginning of the route up Jakta, the peak
opposite the hotel. The route involves the crossing of a torrent that
comes down the precipice, and this was in spate and impassable.
Some light relief was provided by a reporter from the Sunnmore
Post who turned up at the hotel and persuaded one or two members
of the party to put on their climbing rig and be photographed. We
later obtained copies of this newspaper. The caption beneath the
photo was translated for us as follows: "SOME OF THE BIG
CLIMBERS FROM ENGLAND WHO ARE VISITING OYE
THIS SUMMER. EQUIPMENT IS IN ORDER AND THEY ARE
READY TO TAKE UP THE FIGHT WITH THE MOUNTAINS".
Next day the fight was taken up in sunny weather that got
everyone out on the hills. The chosen peak was the sharp Velleseterhorn, 4,998 feet, and twelve climbers made the ascent by what they
claimed as "a first winter ascent in summer," the route being up a
couloir that is normally steep rock at this time of year but now was a
thousand-foot snow-gully. Some thought this a better day than
Miendalstind, and the climbing was probably of a higher order.
The walkers, a party of twelve, chartered a small motor-launch and
had themselves landed at the hamlet of Standal some distance down
the fjord, whence they crossed a delightful pass to the west of
Miendsalstind. This was the one occasion on which the leader of the
Meet actually led anyone. Having buckled himself up here and there
by falling downstairs ten days before the Meet, he had persuaded a
Norwegian doctor to bind his ribs together with adhesive tape and was
thus enabled to lose the walkers in some of the steepest and densest
birch-scrub in the district.
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Next day the walkers pottered and fished. It was cloudy and
dull again, but four ropes of climbers toiled on to the Brekketind glacier
and made assaults on various facets of the mountain. Brekketind,
5,155 feet, is one of the grandest of the Oye mountains with its three
fine glaciers and the serrated ridges that separate them, and it was a
pity that heavy cloud and bitter gale-force winds interfered with routefinding and climbing. One rope made two attempts to force a way
up the main peak before wind and cold drove them back. Another
crossed a nick in the ridge and descended the farther glacier into the
Langeseterdal. Dick Edlington and Peter Robinson the Younger
had the best climbing, up a steep snow gully and along a narrow ridge
to a viewless summit which they later identified as the peak's second
top, Lille Brekketind. Geoffrey and Mavis Mottram and A. H.
Robinson took another route but had to retreat when Robinson
Senior incurred a slight leg injury from a falling rock. For most, an
energetic but rather disappointing day.
The following day being Sunday, four of the climbers set off to
do the "Sunday walk" across wild mountain country to BjSrke at
the head of the Stor Fjord. This walk is so called because only on
Sunday can one catch a boat back to Oye from Bjorke. It was a day
of low cloud and rain, and the walkers saw little of the fine scenery
except the frozen lakes and snow-wastes of the pass. The descent of
Bjorke, down a steep and broken face diversified by a huge waterfall,
was hard to find in the thick mist. But a recent development in the
shape of new hydro-electric constructions came to the aid of the
party. A frail wooden ladder or staircase had been made for the
workmen to ascend the 1,000-foot precipice, a down this the hardy
mountaineers came, suffering slightly (they confessed) from vertigo.
There were 2,020 steps.
The next day was our last full day at Oye. It began by promising
better weather but quickly turned to mist and rain, notwithstanding
which a party of four went up to attempt the Kynaston's Ridge of
Smoreskredtind, one of the finest rock-climbs in the district. In two
ropes, they got up the first few pitches in a snowstorm, and then were
forced by high winds and bitter cold to retreat. Meanwhile, another
party were doing the "Sunday walk", this being made possible on a
Monday by a second party of eight cruising to meet them at Bjorke
with the invaluable motor-boat. They had better views than the first
lot and came down by the ordinary route instead of the 2,020 steps.
A third enterprise was in progress during these events. Cliff
May was making a successful attempt to climb Jakta solo. At 5,225
feet, Jakta is the highest peak in the immediate neighbourhood of
Oye. Though it has no glacier and no spectacular rock ridges, it is
uniformly steep everywhere and requires careful route-finding.
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Its western precipice falls almost vertically for 5,000 feet to the fjord,
and is unclimbed. The ordinary route, by which Cliff ascended,
involves a tricky crossing of a waterfall midway in its vertical drop,
where a ledge offers passage in dry weather. It took Cliff an hour to
construct a causeway of boulders from the end of which he could
leap to the further bank. Thence there was difficult route-making
up what he later described as "super-Devil's-Kitchen terrain",
followed by steep snow to a col, a rock-wall of Difficult standard,
and the final boulder slope to the summit.
This effort raised the total bag of peaks to five. Not, perhaps,
an impressive achievement, but in the circumstances of bad weather
and a short stay not entirely discreditable. That the Meet had been
a happy and successful one in every other way was proved in no
uncertain manner when Madge and Peter Robinson opened the
hospitable doors of Landsdowne in November for a Norway Reunion
and Slide Show, and 25 of the 27 who were on the Meet turned up.
For the record, the 27 Norway (1961) Meeters were: Mrs. Ivy
Thompson, Mr. and Mrs. Oeoff. Mottram, A. H. Robinson, Arthur
Lane, Harold Barratt, Howard Vaughan, Dick Edlington, Cliff May,
Phil Smith, Harold Sutcliffe, Brian Ward, Dale-Smith, Showell
Styles (leader), these being all M.A.M. members and Dale-Smith in
addition President B.C.P.S.; guests were Madge Robinson, Mrs.
Arthur Lane, Marjorie Dale-Smith. Mr. and Mrs. Edmund Knight,
Mr. and Mrs. Grindlay, Eve Price, Pamela Williams, Audrey Getty,
Muriel John, Robert Cheney, and Peter Robinson Junior.

