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FOUR OBERLAND PEAKS. 
ERIC BYNE.

" No peak in the district has yet been climbed this season."

This was the disheartening news that greeted us when we 
arrived at Kleine Schidegg, the first contingent of the 
Alpine Club Training Meet. However, foul weather and piles 
of new snow didn't mean off-days for us. All twenty-five of us 
(which includes a good number of very keen S.M.C. men) were 
anxious to get into training, and our leader, Brian Donkin of the 
Alpine Club, was no less keen to give us the chance. So for 
two days we sweated on trainine-walks and ached at long bouts 
of step-cutting on the Eiger glacier. And on the third day, the 
weather at last showing signs of having turned for the better, 
we broke a trail through deep snow down from the Jungfraujoch 
to the Concordia Hut.

For guides we had Andre Roch, the famous amateur from 
Geneva; Fritz Steuri from Grindelwald; and Adolf Riibi and 
Hans Brunner from Wengen. Brunner, in spite of his 53 years, 
is amazingly fast and tireless, and the S.M.C. men nicknamed 
him " the Greyhound."

The following morning, to give the fine weather a chance 
with the snow, we did some rock-climbing on the Faulberg, the 
granite peak that rises above the hut. And at'2 a.m. of the 
next day we were up and breakfasting, bound for the Griinegg- 
horn and the Gross Griinhorn.

It was a marvellous morning and one I shall always remem 
ber. Over the Aletschhorn a brilliant full moon shone down upon 
us, lighting the peaks all around. That steady plod up the 
Gruneggfirn to a col on the ridge between our two peaks was 
a dream of beauty. This, I decided, was what I had waited 
all my life for. But it was very cold on the col and for the next 
500 feet Brunner was cutting steps continuously in the hard 
snow. A sudden sharp stab of brilliance, blinding in intensity  
and we were bathed in golden sunshine and walking on spark 
ling diamonds, onward to the 12,880-foot summit of the 
Grunegghorn.

The summit-ridge is a very fine one, with tremendous 
drops on either hand. There followed a steep descent down
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snow and rock to the col beneath the Gross Griinhorn, and then 
an ascending- ridge of shattered rock beneath whose crags huge 
crevasses gaped. The situations here were superb.

An hour of this brought us to the summit (13,278 feet) at 
9.30. It was bitterly cold, but we were hungry enough to sit 
down for an hour to eat and admire the view. Finch, in " The 
Making of a Mountaineer," describes this view as being almost 
unique in the Alps, and it is certainly very wonderful. But 
storm-clouds were sailing up to Monte Rosa and the Matterhorn, 
and Brunner looked anxious.

" We go," said he. " Bad storm coming."

And go we certainly did. Not for nothing had he been nick 
named " the Greyhound."

On the way down we met others ascending. W. H. Murray 
(author of " Mountaineering in Scotland ") and his party asked 
Brunner's opinion of the weather and, having heard it, wisely 
turned back. Brunner flogged us along. The wind was now so 
fierce that it was all we could do to stand up on the Griinegg- 
horn ridge. The last section, off the ridge and down the glacier, 
was a horrible business, for the snow was almost thigh-deep. 
One plunged along with a mind dead to everything except speed. 
We staggered into the hut, the first party back, at half-past 
three, and were shortly followed by two other parties. Half- 
an-hour later a terrific thunderstorm broke. Lightning danced 
along the ridges and rain thrashed down furiously. All the 
others were caught in it and came back looking like the pro 
verbial drowned rats.

It was decided that night that we should return to Jung- 
fraujoch the following day and, weather permitting, attempt the 
Monch.

We left Concordia at 3 a.m. It seemed a long, long way 
to the Joch, but Brunner kept us plodding along and we were 
the first to reach there, at seven. An hour later, after a quick 
breakfast, we set off for the Monch. The south-east ridge, 
rising opposite the northern buttresses of the Trugberg, was our 
route of ascent. Owing to the abnormal weather of the past 
six weeks it was a pure knife-edge of snow all the way up, very 
steep and firm. Hans plugged tirelessly ahead. The summit- 
ridge proved to be sensational, but there was no wind and we 
arrived without difficulty on the summit (13,468 feet) at ten,
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after only two hours' climbing. The views were clear and 
indescribably magnificent, but it was obviously very windy to 
the south for a great plume streamed from the peak of the 
Finsteraarhorn. Later parties, less fortunate than ours, found 
themselves in cloud on the summit and missed that tremendous 
view.

Care was needed for the descent. The snow of the knife- 
edge was rapidly softening, and there was one bad slip when 
the crest broke away. It was ably checked by Hans, however, 
and we were back at Jungfraujoch by noon. And so down again 
to Kleine Scheidegg, with faces ravaged by sun and wind, in 
time for afternoon tea.

Kleine Scheidegg had been semi-deserted when we left. 
Now it was crowded with people, mostly Swiss, attracted by 
the good weather. There was music and wine in the Gasthiibe 
of the hotel that night, and dancing with the waitresses in their 
best dance-frocks was a notable contrast to our hob-nobbings 
with the frozen peaks. Next day the second contingent of the 
Meet arrived in a downpour. I greeted Pip Styles, who had 
travelled out with Graham Brown and others. The new arrivals 
were off for training on the Eiger glacier the following morning, 
while we others, under the leadership of Adolf Riibi, did some 
rock-climbing on the pinnacles of the Rothstock, under the 
Eiger. Riibi's method was to show us the routes and leave 
us to climb them while he wandered about on the faces keeping 
near at hand in case of trouble. Riibi is a magnificent rock- 
climber, and was one of the guides who risked his life in 
attempting to rescue the German climbers who were stranded 
on the Eigerwand.

Two days later, with Donkin as leader and Steuri as guide, 
our party left to try the Wetterhorn, and we hoped the 
Schreckhorn. Neither peak had been ascended that season, but 
we were hoping the renewed good weather would hold. Fritz 
Steuri is a charming- man of 40 and the finest guide in the dis 
trict. He lives in Grindelwald (whither we were bound on our 
way to the Wetterhorn) and is a crack ski-er, having been three 
times Olympic Champion. I was surprised to learn in conversa 
tion with him that he had lived in Birmingham for 18 months, 
at Moseley Village, and knew the city quite well.

The day was blazing hot and Grindelwald was like a fur 
nace. We loaded up here with our four days' food and then 
set off for the Gleckstein hut. Instead of crossing the Ober 
Grindelwald glacier we traversed round the Wetterhorn by
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means of a marvellous shelf-track some three feet wide, with 
sheer drops of more than a thousand feet on one side. I 
enjoyed this walk, but never have I been so glad to reach a 
hut. My heavy rucksack literally made me buckle at the knees 
and I felt quite drained of all moisture. But the Gleckstein 
hut is so wonderfully situated that it is well worth the climb in 
itself.

At two in the morning' we were off. Steuri led the first 
rope and I climbed with Donkin. The snow-line was almost 
down to the hut and the route proved intricate. At first the way 
was up a huge and steep snow-slope lying on what is normally 
an impassable belt of slabs. The cold here was intense and my 
feet began to lose all feeling; but near the top we came to rock 
and the scrambling on this restored the circulation. We emerged 
on the col below the final ridge, and paused to take a mouthful 
of food and admire the breath-taking views down to Grindel- 
wald.

The summit-ridge was steep snow topped by a cornice. 
Steuri flogged a passage through this, and we stood on the top 
of the Wetterhorn, 12,149 feet.

For such a huge bulk of a mountain the Wetterhorn has 
a surprisingly small summit. It tilts steeply away to tremen 
dous drops, so that one looks straight down upon the chalets 
of Grindelwald. We sat here in brilliant sunshine for over an 
hour, enjoying the truly amazing views. We could see what 
Steuri assured us was Mont Blanc, and nearer at hand the 
Mittelegi Ridge of the Eiger looked most impressive. At 8.15 
we turned to the descent.

Our way of ascent was now impossible as a way down. 
Already avalanches were growling down that great snow-slope. 
We had therefore to make a rather more roundabout route by 
way of a wide couloir further to the south. It was easy enough, 
but the snow was in vile condition, and thigh-deep. Floundering 
and slipping in this stuff soon soaked me to the waist. The place 
was steep enough to make such slips undesirable for safety's 
sake, but Donkin, who never slipped himself and seemed quite 
tireless, checked all my slides with absolute steadiness.

The Wetterhorn was to be the last peak of my short season. 
A Fohn wind prevented all possibility of doing the Schreckhorn, 
or indeed any other peak, and we returned to Kleine Scheidegg 
for some final high jinks in the Gasthiibe, including rather too 
much wine with the guides.

But the homeward train journey sobered me.
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