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FOREWORD

This journal is published on the 50th Anniversary of the Association, 
and I am delighted to have this opportunity of expressing on behalf of the 
members our grateful thanks to the editors and all contributors for the 
keenness and enthusiasm they have shown in assuring the continuity of 
this publication throughout its history.

We all look forward with pleasure to reading more stories of 
fellowship and high endeavour from our members in the years ahead.

F. MURRAY CAMPBELL, President.

three



5. 0005

EDITORIAL

This, the 50th year of the M.A.M. could well see the start of some of 
the biggest threats which the Snowdonia National Park has yet faced.

The most likely and most immediate threat comes from the plans of 
the C.E.G.B. to gain permission, through Parliament, to contruct some or 
all of three pumped storage schemes at Cwm Penamnen, Cwm Croesor, 
and Cwm Marchlyn above Llanberis. These are three areas of particular 
beauty and relative peace. The thought of disfiguring scars and unsightly 
dam works at Llyn Stwlan raises very serious doubts about the permanent 
damage to be done. The almost ironic point is that the amount of power 
to be obtained is small in relation to general need and the whole principle 
of pumped storage schemes is already being called into question.

Of greater potential permanent damage to Snowdonia, amounting 
almost to an obscenity is the possibility of opencast mining operations. 
There is already a possibility of exploratory excavations in the Mawddach 
Estuary and the Coed Brennig. Rumours abound of anonymous men 
making furtive drillings in the Aberglaslyn Pass and in the old Snowdonia 
copper mines. The prospect of opencast mining in these areas is every bit 
as bad as the same in the Mawddach Estuary. An opencast mine which 
will extract anything worthwhile has to be pretty big. It can not be hidden 
by landscaping slagheaps and trying to plant trees. Again there is an ironic 
side. If every known scrap of mineral in the ground of Great Britain were 
mined we would still need to import 90% of our needs. The only persons 
who can benefit from mining in Snowdonia will be the directors and 
shareholders of the mining companies.

The people who will lose by the schemes will be everyone else, and 
that includes you and I. Unless these schemes are stopped Snowdonia as 
the M.A.M. knows it and as everyone else knows and loves it will cease 
to exist.

Let us hope that our favourite hills can give us as much pleasure in 
the next fifty years as they did in the last fifty.

faur
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1922
Michael Hall

"On March 10th, 1922, Mr. Wallace May addressed a letter to the 
local members of the Rucksack Club, suggesting a meeting to discuss the 
possibilities of arrangements being made for occasional meetings of local 
mountaineers. The suggestion having been favourably received, a notice 
was sent to 24 local climbers, calling a meeting to consider the proposal at 
the Chamber of Commerce on March 24th 1922."

Thus read the first minutes of the Association; and thus, modestly 
though a trifle stiffly, the M.A.M. came into being, largely as a result of the 
enthusiasm of Wallace May. The early records show this meeting to have 
been attended by nine Founding Fathers; as well as Wallace May, there 
were present Frank Wallbank, G. E. Goode, W. G. Gregory, E. W. 
Steeple, Guy Barlow, R. E. W. Pritchard (who became the first librarian), 
J. Charlton, and W. Benwell, all members of the Rucksack Club or 
kindred clubs. Indeed, without the Rucksack Club, where would we be? 
Mr. May was a member of the R.C. and the notice of the preliminary 
meeting was headed "Rucksack Club". From its inception Mr. May was 
careful to emphasise that his proposals were not made for the purpose of 
setting up a body in oposition to existing clubs, but as a social provision 
for Midlanders cut off from the northern centres of climbing activity. This 
principle dominated the policies of the early executive; the earliest activi 
ties were indoor meets, with lectures and social gatherings, and outdoor 
meets came later. This idea has actually survived the creation of the 
independent body known as the Midland Association of Mountaineers, 
and in some guises is with us to this day; it determines, for instance the 
present reasonable policy on elections to membership which declines to 
make climbing ability the sole (some would say any!) entree to the 
Handbook.

Mr. Steeple became Chairman and Mr. May Secretary; together with 
Messrs Wallbank and Pritchard, they formed the first official body, the 
General Purposes Sub-committee. Thereafter all present got down to the 
laying of the foundations with commendable despatch; the sub-committee 
settled down to the drafting of rules, and the title of the Association was 
proposed by Mr. Benwell and seconded by Mr. Charlton. Though at 
the time the "Midland Association of Mountaineers" was nothing more 
than a prosaic definition of the constitution of the emergent body, today 
the wisdom of such a choice strikes deeply. The first General Meeting was 
arranged and invitations to it were widely broadcast; representatives were 
sought from the Alpine Club, the Rucksack Club, the Fell and Rock 
Climbing Club, The Yorkshire Ramblers' Club, the Pinnacle Club, the 
Wayfarers, the Association of Britsh Members of the Swiss Alpine Club, 
the Scottish Mountaineering Club and the Pennine Club. We were certainly 
far from being the first in our particular field.

Indoor meets, as we have seen, came first. The first was at Queens 
College on May 26th 1922, and was given by Mr. A. E. Barker, who had
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been elected the first President and whose subject was "Experiences in the 
Swiss Alps". A handbook was issued and the yearly subscription was fixed 
at 7/6d., with a 2/6d. entrance fee.

The expansion of the Association was relatively rapid. By the next 
meeting the roll stood at forty-three, of whom twenty were the inaugur- 
ators. These forty-three were the Original Members, possessing a subtle 
distinction over those who joined later in the year of foundation. By the 
end of the year there were sixty-five, and the hundred mark was reached 
in the November of the following year. No. 76 was The Rt. Hon. L. S. 
Amery. M.P. The Treasurer spent one pound, sixteen shillings and nine 
pence.

The M.A.M. was quick to be recognised by other clubs. Invitations 
were received to the dinners of the A.B.M.S.A.C. and the Rucksack Club, 
and the relics of the latter suggest a memorable occasion. Mutton formed 
the crux, as it were, of a six-course meal, and George Leigh-Mallory and 
Wallace May responded to toasts. The menu-card is of interest; it has a 
picture of an idealised damsel complete with tiger-lily, laurel-wreath and 
dove, while the younger generation, scantily clad, play at her feet with 
ice-axe and rope.

The first climbing meet was held at Cromford and Brassington, 
followed by a meet at Cratcliff. These meets were led by Frank Wallbank, 
who for his energy was made the first meets organiser, in June 1924. 
However, by that date the M.A.M. had already "arrived"; on April 26th 
1923 a conversazione had been staged, consisting of an exhibition of 
photographs, paintings, geological and botanical specimens, supported by 
a musical offering from "The Lickey Quartet". It is a pity that no one 
made a tape recording.

A measure of the extent to which the Association was feeling its feet 
is indicated by its entry into public life with support for the Access to 
Mountains Bill, and Members of Parliament were duly lobbied.

The possibility of producing a Journal was first mooted in May 1923, 
but was postponed, and it was not until 1933 that the Bulletin appeared. 
This proved to be a thirty-four page journal, the front cover displaying an 
alpine scene complete with dark-bearded mountaineer the work of Kim 
Beck. Under the editorship of Bill Duncan and E. W. Steeple it was 
produced thenceforth each year except 1936 until the war put a stop to it. 
When the time came to resume the series, the Bulletin had become the 
Journal and its Editor was Showell Styles.

The first Journal contained an account of the acquisition and opening 
of Glan Dena in 1945. The unanimity and despatch with which the ar 
rangements were concluded, and the generosity of the membership of the 
time, was certainly most creditable. The hut, formerly Milestone Cottage 
and now Glan Dena, was made ready for opening on 22nd September 
1945. Mr. Grosvenor performed the opening ceremony, and the first to 
step inside was Wallace May. Considering that his was the inspiration that
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formed the M.A.M. and his the constant work that contributed in such 
good measure to the expansion of the M.A.M., no gesture could have been 
more appropriate. In the years that have followed Glan Dena has served 
as a focal point for the Associations' outdoor activities; a full programme 
of Meets has been held there every year, amply supported by those held 
in other parts of the country and abroad.

The opening of Low House in the Lake District recently, brings us into 
the realms of modern history and little can be told that is not already 
known, though again the readiness of the members to find the where- 
withall to bring about the purchase and the great efforts of the working 
parties must receive due acknowledgement.

This article was never intended as a comprehensive history of the 
M.A.M. but a brief account of its beginnings. Since the Association has 
enjoyed only fifty years of life, and those fairly placid and uneventful a 
more comprehensive account would be difficult to sustain. For our 
Association is just not the sort to provide the stuff of history, despite the 
ingenuity of academic historians, and is perhaps best left to pursue the 
moderate course it prefers, with sufficient vitality to maintain its existence, 
to move with the times and yet still to be an antidote to pressurised 
mountaineering.
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GROSSHORN NORTH FACE -

Ray Colledge

The idea of attempting the Grosshorn came when I saw a magnificent 
tele-photo close-up taken from a distant viewpoint. Dennis Davis was 
immediately interested and it became our main objective for 1970.

July 29th saw us arrive in a rather damp Lauterbrunnental. This 
valley has camp sites down all its length, but we settled for the one 
nearest Lauterbrunnen itself. The weather pattern seemed established. That 
is we enjoyed morning sunshine, when the Grosshorn showed brightly 
above the southern end of the valley, and then dense black clouds with 
rain in the afternoon. The Grosshorn and the Breithorn at the head of the 
valley remained reasonably clear of clouds however, all day.

It was a tantalising situation and next morning we tried to shift the 
responsibility by confering with the local mountain guide, who, however, 
refused to make a statement to the effect that such weather would con 
tinue, that is with the Grosshorn staying free of bad weather. So we had to 
take a chance and accordingly packed our gear to drive to the car park at 
Stechelberg at the head of the valley, before tackling the three and a half 
hours hut walk to the Schmadri hut. Fifteen minutes after we had dep 
arted from the car park, heavily laden, the rain came. Not wanting a wet 
hut walk and thinking anyway that the weather pattern had broken, we 
retreated to the campsite and by five o'clock we were in Wengen for coffee 
and gateaux.

Next day we tried earlier, leaving Stechelberg just before one o'clock 
in the afternoon. The hut walk as with many another Oberland hut walk 
is magnificent. From the floor of the Lauterbrunnen valley one sees only 
huge limestone cliffs on either side with the attendant waterfalls, plus of 
course the Grosshorn and the Breithorn at the head of the valley, yet awe 
inspiring as this is, it is only the start to the wonders of this area.

As one ascends in the direction of the Schmadri hut, our destination 
for the night, so more wonders unfold. First the great gash of the Lauter 
brunnental is seen in its true perspective, and then Wengen can be seen 
clinging to the hanging alps above the eastern side. Now the other ski 
resort of Murren appears on a large alp above the western cliffs. Both 
resorts are accessible only by mountain railway or of course walking. It 
is indeed very fine walking country all around, but especially from Murren 
and Wengen.

As we sweated slowly uphill, the usual black clouds rolled up the 
valley. Soon we could see the base of the Grosshorn but light cloud 
obscured the face above. By the time we reached the Schmadri hut how 
ever the mountain was beginning to clear, to give us disturbing views of 
blue ice below the nose, a prominent feature about mid height. Fortun 
ately a thin fluting of snow rose from the upper bergschrund and continued 
halfway to the nose. We could not judge the conditions above the nose.
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We could see three bergschrunds, but only the upper one looked difficult. 
As it was only 4.15 p.m. when we arrived, we dumped our gear and explor 
ed the glacier as far as below the first bergschrund. This enabled us to move 
quickly the next morning without the need to find a way through crevasses.

The/Schmadri hut is a delightful non-guarded hut in an idyllic sit 
uation despite the impending walls above. The Grosshorn face climb is one 
of the best ice climbs of the Lauterbrunnen Wall. Up to 1967 it had had 
about twelve ascents with no British ascent as yet, and so we were quite 
confident that we would have it to ourselves. However British alpinism is 
expanding all the time and so it was barely a shock, though slightly 
annoying, when after dark, we heard voices, English voices, outside. Rob 
Collister and Rob Ferguson had by coincidence arrived to attempt the same 
climb and presumably had the same feelings as Dennis and I. They proved 
to be good ice climbers and good company and so we enjoyed having them 
along. Their late arrival was explained by their having to wait for the usual 
valley rain to stop. -.._....

We vacated the hut at 1.50 a.m. making sure progress over the 
moraine and up the glacier, so that by daylight we had reached the second 
bergschrund. This was crossed without difficulty onto the steeper slope 
above. The third bergschrund was more difficult and above it was the steep 
ice of the main slope below the nose. We climbed this ice until we could 
move out of a shallow groove onto the narrow fluting of snow. We were 
moving together and in no hurry to leave the ice as it was not glassy. 
Dennis had arrived onto the line of fluting when the stonefall occured, so 
unexpected before sunrise. Being still on the ice and seeing the dark objects 
bearing down on my position I urgently needed to skip sideways. The ice 
being quite steep however I could not do this quickly as Dennis was 
unbelayed on very shallow snow at a steep angle, and I would risk pulling 
him off. In fact he could not even give me a tight rope, so I could only put 
my helmet to the stones and cling to the ice. A spattering on the helmet and 
a heavy blow on my right arm and they were past. I had been lucky. About 
150 feet below was the bergschrund but no sign of the other two much to 
my alarm. It was a relief to see Rob Ferguson pull over unharmed. No 
more stones fell that day, as far as we could see.

Dennis and I continued moving quickly together up the snow fluting, 
rather too quickly I suspect in my case as I felt the strain in my calf muscles 
and later developed cramp in one muscle. The two Robs moved one at a 
time, but by running out 150 feet of rope quickly, they stayed near us. At 
least they had a rest whilst belaying. As soon as we reached bare ice we be 
layed on ice screws as the Robs were doing and progress slowed a little, much 
to my relief. Once below the nose we had a choice of routes either the original 
Welzenbach route which goes to the right of the nose, then doubles back to 
the snow rib above the nose itself, or the Feuz/von Allmen direct route to 
the left of the nose straight up via a rock pitch of Grade V. We choose the 
latter because it looked more elegant and because the prevailing cond 
itions suggested it should not be much harder. So we continued directly
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up to enter a steep gully of hard ice where steps were cut. At the top we 
were pleasantly surprised to be able to step onto a short section of easy 
rock. Perhaps because we climbed the gully, we never saw the pitch of V.

A pull over a rock bulge from a short chimney and we were at the 
start of the big ice slope below the summit tower. We had hoped for snow 
but all we got was a thin streak of snow for one hundred feet to give us a 
start. We invited the Robs to go on in front for a while and soon they were 
cramponing up the ice. However the angle imperceptibly increased whilst 
the ice grew more glassy and soon they were cutting steps. The sun had 
appeared for a brief while, but we never saw it again, although we saw the 
glow as it traversed just below the summit rim out of sight.

After gaining some height, we crossed between some rocks and started 
moving towards the left side of the summit tower, and Dennis and I went 
in front again whilst the others had a rest from cutting steps. The ice was 
not only very steep, it was glassy and hard and a few strokes of the axe 
produced a saucer shaped depression instead of a step, as the ice flaked 
away. A peg was difficult to insert as the ice again flaked away. Trending 
left did not encourage cramponing on such ice. Finally my right calf 
muscles began to develop cramp after about 30 to 40 feet of cutting steps 
when standing on small sloping holds. Dennis however would not hear of 
reducing the runout and took over the step cutting completely, running, 
out the 100 feet or more at a time. A sterling effort which took us to the 
rocks above. All this time the usual black clouds presumably dropped rain 
on Lauterbrunnen and most impressive it was from the ice slopes. At one 
time it snowed for half an hour, but then the apologetic little cloud went 
from overhead, leaving us neatly coated white.

From the rocks a very steep corner of ice was tackled by the Robs who 
with some fine ice climbing moved steadily up. Dennis and I followed, 
eventually to hear the man in front shout that he could see frozen snow. 
Evidently the angle had eased at last. As I hung from a last ice peg for 
fifteen minutes I wondered what was happening to slow us down. In fact 
Dennis and one of the Robs were picking their way up less steep, but still 
hard ice, by head torch. A length or two on the snow and then we could 
move together soon to arrive on a ridge about two hundred feet from the

1 
summit. 

The traverse along powder snow on ice just below the ridge required 
care, but the first man finally arrived on the summit at 10.40 p.m. Dennis 
disappeared over the summit in his turn and descended about a hundred 
feet for safety. I prepared to follow. This entailed a partial mantleshelf pull 
up from the north side onto a powder snow covered point of ice, one of the 
smallest summits I have seen. Napes Needle would have been roomy by 
comparison. Having stood up with the ice axe pressed against the ice, I 
slowly shuffled round it until I was facing the way I had come, then lowered 
myself backwards down the south side, feeling very lonely in the darkness 
and shouting frantically to my friends a hundred feet down for inform-
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ation on the lower footholds. It was in fact only a descent of ten feet and 
then easy snow down the south ridge.

It was August 1st., and so our head torches had been seen by the 
Swiss National Fete day revellers in Lauterbrunnen. In fact it was the 
second year in succession that I had missed the Fete due to a bivouac. 
Dennis's wife, not too enthusiastic about mountain activities, had seen our 
torches and assumed that more revellers were fooling about up there.

About two hundred feet lower down was a useful platform of rock, 
enough to seat four people. We spent a reasonably comfortable night 
before enjoying a magnificent dawn, the start of a hot day. The descent 
was fast and easy down frozen snow and finally into the upper Lotschental, 
one of the most remote of Swiss valleys. There followed an idyllic descent 
into the green world of grass, with a stop by a stream to quench our 
considerable thirst. , ,

On arrival at Blatten we found we had an hour to wait for a bus, but 
a nearby bar enabled us to do something more about our persistent 
thirsts. The bus took us to Goppenstein, from where Swiss railways moved 
us round to Lauterbrunnen by mid-afternoon, via Spiez and Interlaken.
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Ray Colledge on the Grosshorn, North Face PHOTO: Dennis Davies
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SOME PERSONAL IMPRESSIONS OF THE 
U.S.A. CLIMBING SCENE

Bob Robinson

I have always been a bit wary of innocent looking letters coming from 
M.A.M. Committee members, and many years ago, or so it seems now, 
when I received a note from John Harwood my suspicions of their ult 
erior motives were confirmed. I had been in the U.S.A. for about a year, 
with what turned out to be more than four more remaining before my tour 
of duty ended. John was delicately blunt, as are all Journal editors (I think 
he was in office as such, I mean as Editor, not because he was blunt) and 
he asked me directly for an article on my experiences in the U.S., in the 
climbing world that is, though he may have had his suspicions, tight- 
lipped though I am. For one reason or another, maybe even because of the 
relative difficulty of communication, I was able to dodge the issue by 
masterly inactivity. But, it happened again, and again I dodged. Now, 
back in U.K., I have found it more difficult to escape, so, in response to 
the fourth request I will attempt to contribute to the Association's suffer 
ing, but blame Dave Roberts not John.

As a matter of fact I am a bit wary also of the nature of the contribu 
tion I am supposed to try to make after reading a rather patronising 
review of our Journal in some other, but snobbish club's more jazzy 
journal which is perhaps the reason for my innocuous title. All I intend 
to do is to give you a few impressions of the U.S. climbing scene. There is 
a lot more to be said, but only on request.

To start at the beginning, or thereabouts, I had made contact with 
Arnold Wexler, a well known U.S. climber and sage in the U.S. equipment 
world and a leading exponent of the teaching of the dynamic technique, 
before I left U.K., I wrote to him when I was a member of the BMC 
equipment sub-committee. Arnold has climbed in the more inaccessible 
parts of the western hemisphere including Peru in the south and the 
coastal range of British Columbia in the north west and, between these, 
in many of the areas in the thousands of miles of mountains along the 
backbone of N. & S. America. He had also much experience of his home 
territory in the Appalachians and Alleghenies in the eastern U.S.

Soon after my arrival in Washington D.C. (District of Columbia in 
case you don't know), Washington being an eastern seaboard city and less 
than halfway between the U.K. and Washington State which has so many 
beautiful mountains, I called Arnold in his office in the National Bureau 
of Standards. (The Bureau has much the same functions as the National 
Physical Laboratory). He introduced me to the only local club, the 
Mountaineering Section of the Potomac Appalachian Trail Club.

Maybe a note on these will help some future visitor. The P.A.T.C. is 
a constituent club of a much larger body called the Appalachian Trail 
Conference which organises the constituent clubs to maintain (which
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includes fighting to preserve) sections of a mountain trail system of at 
least 2,000 miles, extending the length of the Appalachian Allegheny 
chain from Maine to Georgia. The P.A.T.C's responsibilities stretch over 
a two or three hundred mile section of the system mainly in the states of 
Virginia and Maryland. Maintenance includes a lot of trail clearing as the 
trail is below tree level (almost all eastern U.S. mountains are completely 
tree covered) and the upkeep of shelters and cabins. There's a lot more to 
be said about this trail system but this is not the place. As an aside, a 
number of the rock climbing areas are adjacent to the main trail or its 
feeder trails. The Mountaineering Section was sponsored by the P.A.T.C., 
inevitably I suppose because many if not all of the climbers were keen on 
actively supporting the conservation and aesthetic ideals of the P.A.T.C. 
which is now a leader in the conservation movement presently so active in 
the U.S.

For my next impression, as they say, let me try and convey my feelings 
of the social atmosphere in which climbing in the U.S. finds its supporters. 
I am prompted to do this as my views on its acceptance there are somewhat 
similar to those of a new quarterly climbing news letter which the Editor has 
called The Eastern Trade,the word Trade having been adopted, so he says, in 
the sense it was used in Victorian England, that is to describe the lesser 
business classes, particularly the delivery men who used only the rear or 
the special entrances to houses (no kidding). The Editor says quite simply 
that this represents the attitude of U.S. society towards climbers, hence his 
title. However, I would not rate it quite that bad. I would say however that 
in my view the social position of climbing seems to me to be about 50 
years behind what it is in U.K. or the Continent, particularly if we look at 
the folk who pursue the sport. Except perhaps in Yosemite and one or two 
other special areas which have their quota of semi-professional or full-time 
climbers, (even climbing bums), most if not all of the followers are drawn 
from the professional classes. Climbing has yet to become a sport followed 
by almost all society. Maybe I should qualify this further and explain that 
as the U.S. education system seems to make available to all children an 
education to about 'A' level, and as about 40 % of these who reach this 
level go in for some form of higher education the social picture I draw 
could be false. I would emphasise though that by European standards 
there are very few climbers as a proportion of the population and despite 
the vast distances between climbing areas it is remarkable how many 
people know one another, which is no longer the case in the U.K. nor has 
it been for very many years. There are in fact so few climbers that at least in 
eastern U.S.A. it is a rarity by U.K. standards for new cliffs or even new 
routes to be found; there simply isn't the pressure and I never became aware 
of the frenetic searching that seems to take place here.

The greater Washington D.C. area has a population of about 
3,000,000 but there are not more than a couple of hundred climbers of 
whom only about 60 really active ones were in the Mountaineering 
Section. There are about the same number of independent climbers and 
rather more "spelunkers" (cavers to you). What was even more fascin-
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ating for me was to discover that the club had members such as Arnold 
Wexler and some older contemporaries who really remember and had taken 
part in the initial exploration of quite major cliff areas in the late 1930's 
and on through the post-war years and that even I was able to discover as 
a climbing area an entirely new cliff, about as big as Cloggy, on which no 
routes at all had been climbed until 1968.

As a complete contrast, in western U.S.A. the question of discovery 
and choice of areas is rather different as there are so many of them. How 
ever access to these is not by any means easy and by European standards 
extremely arduous in many circumstances. Huts are rare and one's app 
roach has to be more or less on expedition lines, i.e., back packing 
(carrying huge loads) or using mules or aeroplanes and helicopters. Just 
as a matter of comparison, Mt. Rainier, a single ancient volcanic snow 
covered peak in Washington state is about 14,500 ft. high, has a base area 
of about 1,600 sq. miles and carries about as much snow and ice as the 
entire Alps. In the winter of 1970-71 over 1000 inches of snow fell on the 
peak and the base lodge, instead of being snow free, remained surrounded 
by 30 feet high snow banks in late July (and I have the pictures to prove 
that it is of course all bigger and better in the U.S.!)

As a matter of interest the snow and ice caves on the summit have 
been explored extensively and many extend for many hundreds of feet under 
the huge summit plateau. Rainier has one lone climbing hut.

But, let me return to Washington D.C. and the Mountaineering 
Section which, as a club, meets monthly for lectures and business and 
adjourns to a pub-style bar afterwards. This leads me to say that the Sec 
tion has no huts and indeed in the entire U.S. east coast mountain area 
which extends probably 2.000 miles there are only a very few huts which 
climbers could use and 6 of these are on Mount Washington which is the 
east's reply to Rainier and Nevis as a winter climbing area, only it is 
really very much colder than either. Winter temperatures of-50° F. are 
often recorded and the record wind speed on the summit is 231 miles per 
hour. From all this you will see that climbing means camping, but let me 
say that in some areas, despite what I said about back packing, it could 
mean car camping, i.e. ,the car can be driven close or on to the site. As for 
the back packing, it is, let me tell you, damned hard work. When did any 
of you last carry from 50 to 90 Ibs for many hours uphill ? On Rainier I 
carried 49 Ib from 5,000 to 11,500 feet merely to camp out for one night 
to attack the peak unsuccessfully next day. ,...., .   '

Perhaps I have digressed. Let me return to the theme of telling you 
a bit about the sort of climbing that is to be found. I will begin in the 
eastern U.S.A. and in particular in the areas of Virginia and W. Virginia 
accessible to me from Washington.

The piedmont plateau of the eastern U.S.A. and the Appalachian/ 
Allegheny chain are part of an ancient sea bed which was uplifted and 
folded in North-South crests and troughs and in some places cut through
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East-West by rivers. The cutting has left steep sided gorges which offer 
outcrop style climbing with routes of 30 to 100 feet whereas the folding 
and erosion has exposed west facing escarpments of quartzite and tuscarora 
sandstone on some of the mountain tops and on others huge isolated 
blades or flakes of the same rock several hundred feet long and two or 
three hundred feet high in numerous places.

I lived 10 miles west of the centre of Washington D.C. and could, as 
it happens, walk quite easily to the gorge of the Potomac river to climbable 
outcrops (no guide book), whilst there were plenty more from 10 to 20 
minutes by car. These are mainly found in a 7 mile local stretch of the 
gorge. There are other outcrop areas about 1 hour away and yet another in 
quite a famous American historical site at Harpers Ferry of Civil War 
John Brown fame (not our John Brown, silly). Harpers Ferry was named 
after brothers who ran a famous ferry at this beautiful spot at the con 
fluence of the Potomac and the Shenandoah rivers. (The Americans have 
some beautiful river names try the Susquehana, Rappahonah, Del 
aware, Ohio, Mississipi the Indians are to be thanked for these benefits 
to the English language).

The climbing at Harpers Ferry is worth a special mention. The two 
rivers, in cutting through the mountain range, left an outcrop above the 
confluence giving longer climbs of about 250 feet, the top being about 
350 to 500 feet above the river, and as an added attraction the river gap 
which provided one of the earliest pioneer routes to the west and later 
for road and rail traffic, is itself quite beautiful. The railroad in fact 
tunnels through the base of the cliff. As the railroad now only carries 
freight and as U.S. freight trains really are the greatest with their four or 
five locomotives hauling 100 wagons each at least three times the size of 
a U.K. wagon and as these locomotives have the loudest whistles (more 
like foghorns) I have ever heard, the effect of the approach of a train when 
one is on a difficult move has to be given very serious consideration.

This is perhaps the place to add a few more notes on the hazards of 
climbing, at least in the eastern U.S. The U.S. is much further south than 
the U.K. Washington D.C. is about the same latitude as Lisbon. Also the 
continental climate means that it gets very hot it often reaches a steady 
90° and inland the humidity may reach the same figure. For much of the 
year one climbs in a T shirt and jeans or less. The climate also promotes 
the growth of a good supply of aggressive flora and fauna and by aggressive 
flora I mean such plants as poison ivy and poison oak which bring out 
the sufferer who is allergic to their natural oils in an extremely unpleasant 
blistering rash for which the treatment is itself less than pleasant. Many 
people are allergic to these two plants which often appear in profusion in 
climbing areas. The fauna include a wide variety of biting bugs (insects to 
you) and, true to form, the wasps are also bigger and better; also four 
varieties of poisonous snakes of which two, the rattlesnake and the 
copperhead are not infrequently found in climbing areas everywhere. 
Don't fret, bites from snakes are very rare and I met no-one who had
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suffered though I personally saw at least six poisonous snakes during my 
five years visit (and many non-poisonous). The hazards in the western 
U.S.A. are more numerous and also include marauding bears and por 
cupine. The bear problem proves to be bearable if reasonable precautions 
are taken. The ground rules of the game are simple, at least as far as the 
bear is concerned, and it is his concept of them which counts because he 
refuses to argue and there is no referee to listen to an appeal for infringe 
ment. Basically, anything edible left within his reach is legitimately his. 
Generally one excludes live, breathing human flesh from this category 
though there have been two or three very nasty incidents with grizzly 
bears (now becoming rare) in certain areas for quite understandable 
reasons mainly sleeping human beings on a hungry bear's trade route. 
The precautions are simple. Everyone carries a hauling line and a water 
proof food bag which is hoisted on a bar or between two trees to hang 
well away from the tent almost ten feet from the ground. Nothing that 
smells of food is left in the tents or one may have a hairy impolite visitor in 
the middle of the night. Taking these precautions becomes a habit and 
those who observe them have little trouble. The most inconvenient 
visitations occur at meal times i.e., when the bear has misread his Rolex 
(swiped from an earlier camper). On such rare occasions it is often prudent 
to leave him to it, if the initial shouting, noise making and rock throwing 
do not scare him off. Actually, some people are really quite allergic to 
400 Ib. of hungry bear. In fact on a trip to the Olympic peninsula in 
Washington state where the climbing involves a two day back pack trip and 
we had been specifically warned of a marauding bear, one of our group 
was so allergic that he kept us awake with nightmares brought on by 
imagined visitations from one of our hairy friends. In the banter that 
followed, someone observed that we might hit the bear with our ice axes, 
but I pointed out that though he might run off, initially scared, he might 
come back and enquire as to the ownership of the axe in his skull. We had 
no real trouble ourselves but the nearby glaciological station run by the 
University of Washington had suffered so much at the hands and teeth of 
one bear which had found its way across the glacier to raid the garbage and 
anything else available that the bear was shot with the permission of the 
park service. This desperate measure was taken only after the usual trap 
ping and transfer treatment had failed because the bear always managed 
to find his way back from some remote dumping off point. Actually bears 
believe in Darwin and have begun to recognise tin cans by sight as being 
potential sources of grub and bears' jaws open cans as if they are made 
of paper.

Let me say again that the flora and fauna may be a nuisance but the 
observance of fairly simple rules keeps the nuisance value almost down to 
the fun level.

To return to the climbing in the Eastern U.S.A. let me say a few more 
words about the geological background. The eastern mountains are an 
cient and indeed are believed to be among the oldest in the world. The 
average height is about 4,000 feet with one or two peaks reaching up to
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about 6,000 feet in that huge 2,000 mile long bank of peaks. Almost all 
are tree covered. However they were originally about 20,000 feet in height 
and the rock climbing areas exist today only because the complex folding 
accompanied the erosion and exposed the crags and giant flakes I have 
mentioned. The areas are not really very close together though relatively 
numerous. As an illustration I will try and sketch a picture of three of the 
most popular areas in the east and the ones I know best and also be 
cause I want free publicity for the guide book I wrote.

The first is in beautiful West Virginia which proudly calls itself the 
mountain state. Most of the states use an aphorism to boost their 
tourist image and even the car number plates, which are changed every 
year, convey the message, deeply engraved, or rather pressed. W. Virginia 
is relatively little known because it is Appalachian heartland with steep 
winding roads, forests, beautiful river scenery and small upland farms, now 
on a small holding scale by current nationwide standards, and some true 
Appalachian "poor white" poverty. It also suffers from almost un 
restricted mining for soft coal mostly by the disfiguring opencast methods 
pursued by out of state interests i.e., absentee landlords who may not be 
held responsible for rehabilitation of the land, and some basic industries 
which in one area are notorious as being pollution leaders.

In the census of the late 1960's only two states decreased in pop 
ulation, Wyoming and W. Virginia, which has an area about half as big 
as England but a population of less than 2 million. W. Virginia is truly 
beautiful to an out-of-doorsman, and after five years in the U.S. I think I 
carry more memories of it than of any other state. It needs an article to 
itself to do it justice.

The climbing areas in W. Virginia are of the flake and outcrop type 
I have previously referred to and the most spectacular region is on the 
Germany valley, once a prosperous farming area and later a migration 
route to the west. Along one side of the valley the folding and erosion has 
left a long string of disconnected flakes of quartzite, originally laid down 
as horizontal beds but pushed upright by the folding to be several thou 
sand feet high. Erosion has exposed them and cut them down and split 
them into separate areas and the string stretches for about 30 miles along 
the valley. These flakes stand up like giant axe blades and are only a few 
feet thick at the summit. The side faces are extremely steep and the harder 
climbs on these put a premium on arm strength which is necessary msrely 
to stay in place on the climb. The hard sandstone and quartzite, being 
what it is, provides suspect holds and cracks for placing nuts and the 
dreaded pitons used in relative abundance by all American climbers. As a 
parallel, can you imagine Faith, Hope and Charity being pegged by every 
single party? However, the harder climbs are really quite hard and very 
exposed. In several that I have experience of there are belay points from 
which the spare rope, all 150 feet of it, hangs quite free, well clear of the 
face. As for the setting, well, on the best areas of Seneca Rock at Mouth of 
Seneca one overlooks the village rather as Tryfan overlooks Glan Dena
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with the difference that on a hot sumrnsr day with ths tempsrature at 100° 
and humidity way up as well one can also see ths local bar and is buoyed 
up by the knowledge that it has ample stocks of ice cold lager beer. The 
river below has a huge natural swimming pool which is equally welcoming. 
This and other areas in W. Virginia are from 3 to 4 hours away from 
Washington and an easy trip on a Friday evening. Thsre are numerous 
beautiful camp sites and a few simple motels and restaurants in the 
climbing areas accessible by road.

To change the scene let me move to another eastern area about 400 
miles to the north east, in New York State. This part of the Alleghenies or 
perhaps it could be called the southern part of the Adirondacks, has a 
series of escarpment type of outcrops much the same as the grit stone edges 
in situation and aspect, plus excessive vegetation. The best known area 
about 60 miles north of New York City and almost in the Hudson Valley 
is the Shawangunks group. The main faces here extend for about two miles 
and provide a huge number of climbs of all standards, the longest being 
about 350 feet. There is a guide book to this area and it lists about 400 
routes, some of which, the hard men may note, assuming they are aware 
of the U.S. grading scheme, are in the 5'10 + category which, as far as I 
can see, puts them at the extremely severe + level. However, U.S. views 
on pitonage could account for this impression.

During my short stay I regret to say the general recreational charact 
eristics of the area changed because it was discovered by trippers from 
New York city and its main attractions such as easy access by road, a 
delightful camp site and good swimming led to weekend occupation in the 
season by non-climbers, hippies and casual thieves who raid the parked 
cars near the climbs. Thus, for those of us prepared to drive the 300 miles 
from Washington we had to choose our time of year to get value for 
effort. As well as the pain and pleasures I have mentioned let me add one 
more, namely the relative closeness of two excellent German restaurants 
with good high gravity beer to offer to accompany the food. Incidentally 
the journey from Washington was a very easy six hour trip on super 
highway all the way and though the tolls mount up a bit on the turnpikes 
the present journey from London to Low House is much the same.

The climbing in the "Gunks" as the area has been inevitably called is 
really remarkably good. There is no need here to dilate on the excellencies 
of the variety and quality, though I think the casual potential visitor might 
like to know that in the new guide there are about 70 routes in the "very 
difficult" category, 100 at about "severe", 110 "very severe" and 20 
"extremes". Some of the V.S. group are probably extremes. The pressure 
of the climbers on the "Gunks" and the American ethic on the universal 
use of pitons by climbers of all standards of ability has led to a major 
problem which is the serious consideration of the life of the outcrop as a 
climbing area if indiscriminate use of pitons continues. The better climbers 
have at last begun to realise that unless there is a fundamental change in 
the attitude of U.S. climbers to the use of pitons, as distinct from using
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nuts (now becoming very popular) or slings over natural spikes (on the 
whole considered universally to be untrustworthy and risky beyond what 
is acceptable) the rocks will become permanently destroyed. It has been 
proposed in the most serious vein that a new class of "without piton" or 
"nuts only" climbs should be established to persuade climbers of the very 
real dangers to the rocks and climbs are recorded according to the new 
ethic. The matter of climbing ethics gave me the greatest difficulty in 
explaining to my U.S. climbing friends the polar difference in approach to 
the sport as between a U.S. and an U.K. beginner. I quoted Sir Charles 
Evans from the 1972 A.J. to illustrate my point. In the U.S. the tyro, 
reflecting the attitude of U.S. society which universally turns to the use of 
aids and power tools as an adjunct to living, begins his climbing career by 
buying "the lot", by which I mean rope, boots (a variety) tape slings, 20 
karabiners, 20 pitons, a hammer and other trimmings. He has by then 
found a club which will have a training programme or will otherwise 
positively seek instruction on "how to climb". The "how to climb" 
instruction has its pros, and cons. The advantages include instruction in 
belaying technique in which beginners are shown how to cope with a 
dynamic belay, the piece de resistance being the arrest of a dummy man 
falling from 20 feet above his runner. All U.K. clubs could well follow 
suit. There is nothing more instructive as to the inadequacies of the average 
second man's belay and technique than to watch him try and stop a 150 Ib 
log of wood before it hits the ground 40 feet below the runner when releas 
ed from 20 feet above it. The techniques practiced in the U.K., I do 
confess, give me the creeps. Conversely, when one knows one's second can 
and will "catch" you. one's standard as a leader rises quite remarkable. I 
speak from experiences as a leader and a catcher. I have caught at least 3 
leaders in major falls, and let me say that seeing your bader loop out into 
space gives food for instantaneous deep thought!. No doubt the read3r will 
consider this account of U.S. ethics a diversion from what I was saying 
about the "Gunks", but I will refer the disgruntled to the title of this 
article. To end these paragraphs let me remind my readers that the casual 
visitor to the eastern U.S. within 300 miles of N. York should make an 
effort to visit the "Gunks" and as a final reminder let me be specific 
about their location which is 10 miles west of New Paltz which is about 
60 miles (exit 18,1 think) north of N. York in the N.Y. state throughway.

Changing the scene again, let us move further north to the White 
Mountains in New Hampshire which are about 560 miles from Washing 
ton D.C. a distance which is not beyond a weekend drive, again because 
of the freeway system, provided the drivers work in shifts. Many skiers 
travel this distance by coach and car regularly for a weekend. The centre 
for the climbers is Mount Washington mainly as a winter climbing play 
ground because in the summer time the area becomes drowned in common 
or garden tourists and in any case the crags are only of marginal interest 
for summer climbing compared with the other areas available. But, in the 
winter, things are different. The Forest Service in collaboration with the 
Appalachian Mountain Club runs a base lodge near the road at Pinkham 
Notch where one parks, and a high altitude cabin in one of the major
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cirques in the N.E. face of the mountain. This cabin mothers 8 or 9 
Adirondack style shelters. These shelters have 3 walls and one open long 
side sheltered by a great extended or overhung porch roof. They will sleep 
about 20 people. In the winter they are very very cold because the open 
side is a wall of ice which chills the interior.

Mount Washington is notorious for appalling weather and this 
includes record levels of wind (230 mph) and precipitation. This year, 1972, 
in January, the combined temperature of 26°F and wind speed of 50 mph 
gave a wind chill temperature equivalent to  80°F. This is quite chilly. 
Five hundred inches of snow are not unknown. Accidents have been 
sufficiently frequent for the Forest Service to try to forbid climbing and 
skiing in conditions they judge too dangerous. Skiing in some areas is 
forbidden till the end of March but continues well into the summer. The 
problems in the winter are simple. First of all one has to pack-pack all one 
needs uphill for about 1\ hours on a snow covered trail. Even if the 
weather is sunny, the minute the wind rises the temperature plummets. On 
arrival one may, with luck, find water still running in the stream bed 
between small cliffs of ice. If not, after putting on all one's clothing snow 
has to be melted under the Adirondack shelter, not, of course, in the cabin 
which is merely the centre of operations should for example anything go 
wrong on the mountains. Climbers sleep out. On the whole it can be 
quite pleasant, though if the weather stays bad there is not a lot to do, of 
course. The point I am illustrating is simply that an ordinary weekend of 
winter climbing makes quite weighty demands. Of course, if the weather 
is good life is transformed because the major cirques named Huntingdon 
and Tuckerman Ravines have head walls of Nevis style cliffs, which 
provide excellent snow and ice climbing and this is what attracts us. On the 
last occasion I was there at the end of March 1971, I had 3 days of cloud 
less, windless weather, an almost unique event and in the cirques it was 
warm enough to climb without a shirt. On the top, well that was different; 
duvets were needed very rapidly when the wind picked up. May I add a 
note that 1 slept in a Blacks super Icelandic bag inside another bag and 
wore a duvet, balaclava and woollen underwear and put my boots inside 
the bag. And, I am not expedition minded, I merely wanted to keep warm. 
In fact a tent would have been warmer than the shelter as the ice wall 
radiates "coolth". There are other areas similar to Mt. Washington, but 
it is unique in that it has minimum facilities to make snow and ice winter 
climbing in what may be arctic conditions a realistic and realisable 
ambition.

To end this first account of my impressions let me say briefly that I 
climbed also in southern Texas on the Mexican border, attempted Mt. 
Whitney in the Sierra Nevada (California) but as it was early June I was 
snowed off, made an expedition into the wilderness area of the Wind River 
Range in Wyoming, made 2 attempts on Mt. Rainier, climbed 6 peaks in 
the Canadian Selkirks and Rockies, and visited many other mountain 
areas including Yosemite, any one of which is worth a separate article. 
Climbing in the western U.S.A. and in the Rockies is really rather diff-
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erent from the Alps, if for no other reason than a simple vacation involves 
extensive planning for transport problems. However, if any of my readers 
would like a different climbing experience, and I really do mean different, 
consider carefully the fact that a charter return flight to Seattle or Van 
couver is about £90 return and the further transport costs to enable one to 
see the Bugaboos, or the Selkirks, or the Rockies or Mt. Washington 
would be about £50 (divided say between 4) then the basic transport costs 
are not really very high for the prospects in view. To my pleasant surprise 
I met Austrian and Swiss climbers in the Rockies who had journeyed 
from Europe for the express purpose of sampling a new climbing scene.

I have thousands of lasting impressions of the U.S. climbing scene but 
the vastness of the mountain areas, the wilderness regions still difficult of 
access and the beautiful scenery, as well as my numerous U.S. climbing 
friends, continue to remain very fresh in my mind and make me deter 
mined to return.
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A SHORT WALK IN KASHMIR

By Frank Solari

Someone with a better head than mine for such things might profit 
ably embark on a philosophical discourse on the ethics of revealing to one's 
fellows the existence of some new-found and hitherto unsuspected Eden. 
C. E. Montague has, of course, dealt with the question with his character 
istic mixture of wit and wisdom, but mass travel has grown by leaps and 
bounds since his day and maybe his conclusions should be re-examined 
for the 1970's. The choice seems simple enough to tell or not to tell, but 
the arguments both ways could help to fill out another issue of the Journal. 
Tell and what happens to our Eden? Don't tell but what right have we 
to deny others the delights we have enjoyed ? At the time of writing, with 
war-clouds hanging over Kashmir, perhaps such musings are a little 
academic, but our Editor would be disappointed if I kept to myself the 
story of our holiday there in 1970 and I have an idea that Kashmir is going 
to need all the economic help it can get from tourism, so here goes.

Babs and I had had yearnings to re-visit India ever since our small 
expeditions of 1955 and 1958, but the increasing complexities of life with 
our advancing years had ruled out any thought of organising another 
expedition of that sort. However, the unlikely pages of the Journal of the 
Royal Horticultural Society gave us the idea that it might be possible to 
sample again the delights of Himalayan travel, albeit on a modest scale, 
without having to mount an Expedition with a capital E if we set our 
sights on Kashmir. It was an account of a botanist's trek from Pahlgam 
to Gangabal Lake that caught our attention Kashmir, it seemed, could 
not only provide handsome and accessible country, it could also produce 
and organise all the necessary equipment, food, transport and help to 
relieve us of the task of organising it all ourselves.

Kashmir, as countless British officials discovered during the days of 
the Raj, is a delectable country of striking contrasts. It embraces some of 
the giants of the Himalaya including Nanga Parbat and Nun Kun, and at 
the other end of the scale are the rich forests and rice- paddies of the Vale 
that give some of the best living in all India. The Vale of Kashmir is 
enclosed to the south and west by the Pir Panjal Range, here running at 
13,000 to 14,000 feet and to the east by the tail-end of the Great Himalayan 
Range, with its highest tops at no more than 18,000 feet (Kolahoi) to 
16,000 feet (Haramukh) and passes at around 13,500 feet. The summer 
climate is delectable. The altitude at Srinagar is enough to temper the 
Indian sun, and the local geography seems to ensure that the monsoon 
exerts only a benign influence so that one is neither soused nor scorched 
and everything is greener than across the Pir Panjal in India.

Thus, for generations, British officials had found relief from the rig 
ours of the summer by visiting Kashmir, and Srinagar, already the prin 
cipal city, had grown to provide for the influx. It had also developed a 
prosperous traffic in outfitting the many parties that trekked in the nearby

twenty-six



28. 0028

mountains, but this all came to a full stop in 1947. More recently, with the 
development of air travel, there has been a modest recovery in tourism and 
the trekking tradition is being revived. We were to be provided for by 
Yusuf Chapri, whose father and grandfather before him had trekked from 
Srinagar, and who was keen to show how well one could be fed and. 
sheltered while trekking in Kashmir. But I anticipate.

Our party numbered four Harry and Millicent Whitehouse and 
Babs and myself, and we flew to Delhi with a fuelling stop in Moscow, 
which struck us as the glummest airport we had ever seen. We were glad 
to get a connecting flight to Srinagar and get away from the heat and 
humidity of Delhi as quickly as possible and in less than an hour we had 
landed in Srinagar. Three days of luxurious repose on a house boat on 
Dal Lake interspersed with tours of the floating gardens, the Mogul gar 
dens and the old city were enough to set us up for some exercise around 
Gulmarg, but before we set out we were invited to look over the camping 
gear that was to be our home for three weeks. The whole camp had been 
set up for our inspection and was there anything else the sahibs would 
like ? Yusuf was clearly anxious that we should be comfortable, even to the 
provision of small Kashmir! carpets at the entrance to our tents. We were 
beginning to realise what service could be.

Gulmarg, at about 9,000 feet, is that much cooler and more refreshing 
than Srinagar. It is being re-developed after the years of neglect, and we 
were most hospitably housed in the Highland Park Hotel. From there we 
set out for our first substantial walk to the Frozen Lake at 13,500 feet on 
the high flank of the Pir Panjal. An hour out of Gulmarg we were glad 
to find a tea-tent with tables and chairs at the ready, at Khelanmarg. 
Fresh tea and scones were irresistable, and while we indulged ourselves 
our eyes feasted on the prospect of Nanga Parbat rising sixty miles away 
across the Vale of Kashmir. From the sheep-grazed meadow of Khelan 
marg our way went more or less straight up the flank of the hill, passing 
through several clearly defined zones of vegetation with some familiar 
alpine plants and many more unfamiliar. Eventually, and well on into the 
afternoon, we reached our objective more than a little winded by the 
effort, only to find that the Lake was no longer Frozen but no less pict 
uresque for all that. The return seemed, if anything, even longer than the 
ascent and it began to dawn on us that maybe we had been too ambitious 
for a first day. But the afternoon and evening light over the Vale and the 
mountains to the east of it were reward enough, even if it could not 
entirely take our minds off aching feet and legs.

Back in Srinagar we re-formed, and then set out by taxi for Pahlgam, 
some sixty miles to the south where we joined forces with our camp crew 
headed by Yusuf and team of ponies that were to carry our supplies 
(and occasionally ourselves) for the next three weeks. Our route was to 
take us through the mountains on either side of the Sind valley in a more 
or less northerly direction as far as Gangabal Lake which lies at the foot 
of Haramukh. This is splendidly varied country, that derives its character
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from the no less varied geology that throws up a gloriously colourful 
series of rocks that reminded me in their dramatic shapes of the Swiss 
National Park although on a larger scale. The valleys are green and 
forested in their lower reaches and green and meadowed higher up, be 
coming stony only as one reaches the higher levels approaching the passes 
that tend to be around the 13,500 feet mark. Camp sites are plentiful and 
beautifully situated and we had them to ourselves. Our daily routines 
were luxurious, to say the least. Bed tea served to announce that the hot 
water had been delivered to the ablution tent, and by the time we were 
ready so was breakfast, served by Rajbal in an immaculate white jacket. 
Some mornings we were glad to wear our duvets until the sun had come 
round the hill. After breakfast came packing for the day's march our only 
task being that of stowing our personal gear as the camp crew took care of 
the tents, beds, bedding, and so on. In due course, some two hours from 
reveille, we were on our way with the ponies loaded up and our rucksacks 
very pleasantly but firmly taken by the pony men who seemed to take it 
amiss if we carried them. Two hours on we would halt for a refresher from 
the oversize thermos flasks that Rajbal had been carrying and an hour after 
that would come lunch invariably soup followed by roast duck or 
chicken (yes, hot), and a sweet, all washed down with coffee. Never were 
we allowed to have a cold lunch, and never did it take more than about 
twenty minutes from arrival at our lunch place for the soup to be served. 
Sultana, our cook, would have a fire going in a matter of moments, using 
hot charcoal carried in his kangri and a few deft puffs to bring it to red 
heat. After lunch, an hour or two took us to the next camp site, and 
promptly at 4 tea would be served, usually with freshly baked cakes. The 
resources of the kitchen were even up to the occasion of Harry's birthday, 
for on arrival at Nichinai, at about 12,000 feet after the day's march up 
from Sonamarg, an iced birthday cake was proudly produced and as 
enthusiastically consumed. Dinner was usually a four-course affair, and 
when the supply of fire-wood permitted we sat round a blaze before retir 
ing to our tents for the night.

If one was so minded, the trek from Pahlgam to Nara Nag below 
Gangabal Lake could be done in ten days, but we took the best part of 
three weeks over it to allow for off days, side trips to the foot of Kolahoi, 
and so on. The country is of such varied interest that it would be a crime 
to hurry through it. The valleys above the timber line are fairly exten 
sively grazed by flocks of sheep brought up for the summer by the Gudjar 
shepherds, but neverthe less, we found a wonderfully rich flora to delight the 
eye and set the camera shutters clicking. Spectacular climbable rock 
abounds, as was found by Wilf Noyce and John Jackson during the last 
war when they took RAF aircrew climbing as recuperative leave, and some 
no less spectacular looked anything but climbable.

The weather was kind, and only at Aru at the start and Gangabal 
Lake at the finish did we have any rain of consequence. Once past the 
Sind Valley it seemed that the skies were clearer and brighter, and maybe 
the fact that we were travelling to the north east of a substantial range of
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mountains had something to do with it for it was when we returned over 
the Zigbal Pass to drop down to Gangabal and so into a south westerly 
facing corrie that we ran into our worst spot of weather. And even at its 
worst, it could not be compared with the choicer spots of Welsh or Skye 
weather, although it did give our cook a further opportunity to show how 
he could rise to such an occasion.

Our final descent from Gangabal to Nara Nag was a disappointment 
as it was wreathed in mist so that we missed what must be a splendid 
outlook, but for compensation we emerged from the forest at the road end 
to find our two taxis there waiting to transport us back to Srinagar, bang 
on time. We parted from our camp crew with real regret, having had the 
most cheerfully competent service we could imagine
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SHENAVALL AND CARNMORE

by John Shakespeare

The Easter 1970 Stoats meet at Ben Nevis was one of those meets 
from which one is very reluctant to return home. It left a feeling of frus 
tration at having to break off just when one was reaching a peak of 
fitness and enthusiasm. Thus it was that I decided on a return trip this 
year, so that I could get to grips once more with the snow and ice. I even 
bought myself an ice-axe in preparation.

Then, quite unexpectedly, along came Dave Prentice with a bright 
idea. A friend from Glasgow, named Tony White, whom Dave had met in 
Chamonix, had always raved over a little place in the North-West High 
lands where there was scope for all sorts of climbing. When challenged, I 
had to admit that as long as I had the chance to exercise my new ice-axe, 
I reaily did not mind whether I went to Nevis or elsewhere. Also I was 
quite keen to explore the lesser known areas of Scotland. There is so much 
climbing in the Highlands that it does seem a little narrow-minded to keep 
returning to the same places, even if it is Nevis, the Mecca. And so I was 
persuaded. We would visit Shenavall in March, and hope to get in some 
good snow-and-ice climbing on An Teallach and the surrounding mount 
ains, as a change from Ben Nevis.

I was duly provided with all the necessary literature on the area, both 
to familiarise with the geography and to boost my interest. It was while 
reading through the Northern Highlands guidebook that I noticed a place 
near Shenavall called Carnmore which appeared to be a good centre for 
Summer climbing. Then I remembered being asked by Dave Roberts if I 
would like to spend a week in Scotland with him in the summer, and a 
second plan began to form in my mind. Further reading seemed to confirm 
that Carnmore would be a good venue, and I resolved to put this suggest 
ion to the Hon. Ed. at the first opportunity.

The chance presented itself at the Dinner in February. Towards the 
end of the festivities I sought out Mr. Roberts and began to tell him how 
I had discovered the ideal place for our week in the summer a bothy 
miles from anywhere, where the sun always shone and surrounded by 
enormous crags, and so forth. My description was made all the more vivid 
by large quantities of Pouilly Fuisse '69 and Worthington 'E'. Soon a 
broad grin spread across Dave's face.

"Not Carnmore ?" he said, "I've been trying to persuade someone to 
go there for the last six years".

And so the plans were laid. I would spend one week at Shenavall with 
Dave Prentice in March and another with Dave Roberts at the nearby 
Carnmore in July. Further research into odd journals and books continued 
to fire my enthusiasm for the area. Shenavall and Carnmore are situated in 
adjacent valleys in an area of deer forest between Loch Maree and Loch 
Broom in Wester Ross. The estates are private but are only visited by
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their owners, gillies and guests, during the stalking season, except poss 
ibly for maintenance of the buildings and fences. At Shenavall is a recog 
nised bothy, under the care of the Mountain Bothies Association, but 
on the Strathnasheallag estate owned by Lady McCorquodale. Carnmore 
on the other hand consists of Colonel Whitbread's stalking lodge and the 
outbuildings, in the heart of the Fisherfield and Letterewe forests.

Apart from the other stalkers cottages at Achneigie and Larachant- 
ivore, there are no other buildings in the area, except for the occasional 
ruin, and no permanent inhabitants apart from the animals. Access is not 
easy, especially for unofficial visitors, without Landrovers and boats, and 
paths are relatively few though often very well made. A week's holiday in 
an area like this takes on the character of a minor expedition and has to 
be planned accordingly. Once one has turned one's back on civilization 
there is no turning back. All the necessary food and equipment for the 
week has to be carried on one's back in a large heavy rucksack. The only 
thing which we would not need was a tent, as on both trips we were to stay 
in bothies.

Dave Prentice and I finally hoisted our suitably bulging sacks onto 
our creaking backs one Saturday afternoon in March, after a good drive 
up from Birmingham, and we embarked on the walk into Shenavall. We 
left the car about two miles east of Dundonnell on the famous"Destitution 
Road" which was built during the potato famine of the 1840's to provide 
work for the local inhabitants. Until recently a narrow, twisting, single- 
track affair, the road has now been rebuilt and is disappointingly straight 
and wide more practical but less exciting. The walk itself covers about 
five miles of varied going, via a Landrover track through the trees by the 
Allt Gleann Chaorachainn, crossing the river partly with the aid of a 
rather novel and rickety bridge which leaves one stranded on an island in 
mid-stream; out onto a poor path across the plateau to the east of An 
Teallach and finally down a stream gully to emerge directly above the 
cottage at Shenavall.

On the way we noticed a distinct scarcity of snow on the mountains. 
The winter had been very mild, and we had been afraid that this might 
happen. However, although we were disappointed, we were still keen to 
explore what was to us an unknown land so we were not unduly upset by 
this discovery.

Shenavall turned out to be a five-star bothy situated in a flat- 
bottomed valley, Strath na Sealga, with the broad-backed massive of An 
Teallach rising above it to the north and the deep corrie face of Beinn 
Dearg Mor across the river to the west. It seemed the most peaceful place 
on earth, with the spacious valley surrounded by silent mountains, and 
with only animals for company.

On our arrival we met Tony White and his friend from Glasgow, 
Bruce Rogerson, who we were expecting to see, and a party of poachers 
who we were not.
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The latter had brought back to the hut about ten beautiful seatrout, 
which they had caught in Loch na Sealga to take home to Glasgow. These 
were apparently only a small part of their catch for the day, though they 
were at first a little evasive about their activities;  we might have been 
the Laird's men!

"Och, we nivver caught a fush all day." 

" an' we threw them all back onnyway." 

"Aye, well, we'll just tak' one or twa hame."

In the evening they celebrated by consuming three half-bottles of 
Dewar's between the five of them. (Although there are no cooking or 
eating utensils in the hut there is a set of six whisky glasses.)

We made ourselves at home in the hut, which although almost devoid 
of furniture is well-built, clean and dry, with three separate upstairs bed 
rooms, and spent the evening listening to the yarns of the poachers, sitt 
ing round a blazing fire in the main 'living-room'.

The next day dawned fine and bright. While the poachers prepared to 
return home we decided to take advantage of the good weather and walk 
up An Teallach, despite our lack of fitness. An Teallach consists of several 
ridges radiating roughly from the highest point, Bidein a'Ghlas Thuill, 
with the south and east ridges, the principal ones, curving to form a horse 
shoe surrounding a very deep corrie. Our aim was to complete the traverse 
of this horseshoe from south round to east. The first stage, the steep rise 
from Shenavall to Sail Liath, the first point on the ridge, was a struggle. 
Two thousand eight hundred feet in less than two miles is a tall order for 
a Sunday morning, However, once on Sail Liath the walk was really fine.

At first broad and rolling, the ridge became narrow and jagged, and 
involved some very enjoyable scrambling around Corrag Buidhe, Lord 
Berkley's Seat and Sgurr Fiona. The weather was superb all morning and 
most of the afternoon, although to the east, in the Fannich Forest, a 
great mass of cloud hung all day and snow was obviously falling quite 
heavily. We strolled on in our shirt sleeves, soaking up the sun, and enjoy 
ing splendid views of the whole area as far as the Torridon hills away to 
the south, and out to sea, the misty humps of the Hebrides.

On Sgurr Fiona we found ahead of us on the ridge three other people 
who must have come up from Dundonnel just for the day. Later they dis 
appeared, presumably heading back to the valley, and we were not to see 
another human being all week. We also came across what appeared to be 
the tracks in the snow of a dog, which followed the ridge from Sail Liath 
to Sgurr Fiona. At first we thought it might be accompanying the other 
climbers, but they did not appear to have a dog with them, so we concluded 
that it must have been a mountaineering fox.

From Bidean a'Ghlas Thuill and the east ridge we could look back 
across the corrie to the face of Sgurr Fiona and Corrag Bhuidhe a great
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steep black face seamed with snow gullies and ledges. The snow and ice 
in the gullies appeared to be in sound condition near the top but faded out 
completely towards the bottom of the cliffs. The snow line, even in this 
dark corrie, was high above the loch at the bottom. The view finally con 
firmed our fears that 1971 would have to be written off as a bad year and 
that we would probably never need our ice-axes. That apart, the spectacle 
of this great precipice of Torridonian sandstone falling from Sgurr Fiona 
down to Loch Toll an Lochan, 1,700 feet below, was really impressive. 
A fine mountain indeed.

The weather began to break as we continued along the ridge to the 
last 'nail' of the horseshoe, Glas Mheall Liath, where the ubiquitous red- 
purple of the sandstone gave way to a pale grey cap of Cambrian Quart- 
zite. Finally it began to rain as we made our way down into the corrie to 
return to Shenavall. The rain, however could do little to mar an excellent 
first day in which we had taken in no fewer than eight tops above 3,000 
feet on the circuit of the ridges.

That night was clear and frosty, and the Monday dawned even more 
fair than the Sunday. We set off up the valley towards Achneigie where 
there is a stalkers cottage belonging to Lady McCorquodales estate. On 
the way we saw our first deer, but not before they had seen us. There was 
a group of about twenty, a few hundred yards away, running for the river 
and the sanctuary of the further bank. Once across they felt safe enough 
to stop and watch us and to resume their grazing we had so rudely 
interrupted.

We saw tracks of other animals, notably some large pussy-like 
paw-prints which we attributed to wildcats. Bruce assured us that we 
needn't be too frightened as wildcats only rarely attacked humans! Half 
expecting to be suddenly confronted by a pride of ravening lions we 
pressed on and reached Achneigie without being mauled.

Bruce was a very interesting companion as he had studied the natural 
and geographical history of the Highlands in some detail. He was con 
stantly interjecting little items of information which made the walks all 
the more interesting. Apparently in the days before the Clearances and the 
coming of the 'great sheep' and the deer, large areas of the Highlands were 
covered with forests of Caledonian pine. For various reasons, not un 
connected with the introduction of sheep and deer, many of these forests 
have died away. Some indeed were deliberately destroyed by fire as part of 
the campaign to eradicate the wolf from Scotland. In Strath na Sealga, 
which is now virtually treeless, we found traces of the old forests in the 
form of ancient tree-stumps and roots embedded in the peat in the valley 
floor. In fact some of the old stumps, washed out of the ground by streams 
and rivers, had come to rest on the shores of Loch na Sealga, where they 
have become the principal source of firewood for Shenavall.

From Achneigie we continued round the bend in the valley and on to 
Loch an Nid, where we arrived at around lunchtime. Having dined, we
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crossed the river by the outflow from the loch and headed up the mount 
ainside to the southwest. Soon we came into a wide corrie where we found 
the most remarkable glaciated slabs. Flat as a billiard table but tilted up 
by about thirty degrees they were about two hundred yards across: the 
distance from top to bottom, though difficult to estimate, must have been 
more than a quarter of a mile. Near the top we found a few loose rocks 
which provided us with a unique and spectacular trundle.

Higher up, in the snow, we stumbled on a ptarmigan quietly dozing 
under a boulder. Bruce's attempt at stalking it around the rocks was not a 
great success as the bird soon tired of the game and flew away grumbling. 
However, it did provide us with an amusing diversion from the endless 
upward plod.

Eventually we gained the snowy summit of Mullach Coire Mhic 
Fhearchair where we ate our afternoon tea and enjoyed the customary 
superlative views, particularly of the nearby cliffs of Bienn Tarsuinn. From 
this we turned north again and headed along the ridge which led back 
towards Shenavall. This section of the walk was very tiring, starting with 
a steep and precarious descent on powder snow and loose scree, followed 
by a steep rise to Sgurr Ban and a trying descent on more awkward rocks 
to Loch a'Brisidh. By that stage, Dave and I were beginning to regret our 
lack of fitness, so while Bruce and Tony continued over Beinn a'Chlaid- 
heimh to drop down into the valley near to Shenavall, we took the longer 
but less arduous alternative. We descended straight away to the valley, 
crossed the river, and picked up the path we had taken in the morning, 
back via Achneigie to Shenavall where we arrived exhausted, at about ten 
p.m., after a fourteen mile-day.

In the latter half of the week we made an excursion to Carnmore 
lasting three days. The first day was reserved for the eight mile walk 
between the bothies, which was made carrying the now familiar heavy 
sacks. Fortunately it was not a very difficult walk. The first part, across 
Strath na Sealga and along Gleann na Muice Beag was fairly level and 
was followed by a gentle rise up Gleann na Muice Beag. At the head of 
this glen the path reared up sharply to a high plateau and once there, half 
of the journey and all the uphill going was behind us.

Before descending from the plateau we walked over to the summit of 
Sgurr na Laocainn. From this summit the cliffs of Torr na H' lolaire fall 
away abruptly on the southwest, and as we reached the edge, the most 
magnificent view was revealed: Carnmore lay directly beneath our feet, 
1,600 feet below, the buildings looking like a child's toys scattered on a 
green carpet. Nearby was the dark mysterious Dubh Loch, separated by a 
causeway from Fionn Loch, which stretched away into the distance to 
wards the sea in the west. Rising beyond Dubh Loch was the confusion of 
summits and ridges which Bruce called the 'Central Ridge' and further 
still the three-mile long escarpment of snow-capped Beinn Lair. To the left 
was the saddle-backed mass of Slioch and in the dim cloudy distance to the 
south the mountains of Torridon. As a first view of Carnmore it was
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unforgetable, and it took us a long time to absorb it all. Eventually we 
tore ourselves away to return to the path and descend from the plateau 
to Carnmore.

The accomodation situation in Carnmore is a little delicate. Climbers 
and other itinerants are tolerated rather than welcomed, and that probably 
only because it is impossible to keep them away. The house itself was 
locked, shuttered and barred as was to be expected. The nearby 'gillies' 
huts were very nearly as impregnable. Apart from these, there were two 
toolsheds, and a barn a short distance away. Bruce recommended the 
toolshed, but being a toolshed, it was full of tools. An hours work, how 
ever, sufficed to find alternative homes for the tools and to establish a cosy, 
if cramped and draughty, home for the four of us. As the weather by now 
was deteriorating we felt we would need all the shelter it could afford us. 
When the wind blew the short-comings of our new home became apparent 
and we had to use a wind-shield on our gas stove, even inside the shed. 
We slept poorly that night but at least we succeeded in keeping warm 
and dry.

The next day, in indifferent weather, we made a circuit of the 'Central 
Ridge' and A'Mhaighdean. This gave a pleasant and not too strenuous 
walk of about six miles during which we saw enough to show us what a 
fine climbing centre Carnmore is.

As the weather failed to recover the heights it reached earlier in the 
week we spent the remaining two days making an early withdrawal to 
Shenavall, and thence to civilization. A much-needed bath at the Dun- 
donnel Hotel brought to a close the first chapter of my double holiday and 
I eagerly awaited the opening of the second in July.

To reach Carnmore directly instead of via Shenavall, Dave Roberts 
and I decided to approach it from Poolewe in the west. From Poolewe a 
private road leads to the north-western end of Fionn Loch, where a boat 
trip of four miles or so takes one to the Carnmore jetty. This is one of the 
routes used for taking visitors and supplies to Carnmore, and for ferrying 
away the deer culled in the stalking season. The area of the jetty at Carn 
more is in fact littered with the tibia of deer, their lower legs apparently 
being chopped off before the carcasses are loaded onto the boats for the 
journey down the loch.

Not having a boat, however, we had to obtain permission from, and 
pay the princely sum of £1 to, the estate factors, in order to drive halfway 
up the road and park the car at Kernsary, from which point we had a walk 
of about eight miles to Carnmore. There is only one other established 
route, by a pony-track from Letterewe on Loch Maree, but this in turn 
can only be reached by boat across the loch or by an enormous walk 
from Kinlochewe.

The path from Kernsary led us at first through an area of embryo 
forest, through a new deer-fence, then along a steadily deteriorating trail 
following a winding stream. Soon both path and stream gradually petered
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out and we found ourselves surrounded by cloud on a boggy, trackless 
moor. Following the compass and groping our way through the cloud we 
managed to find another path which appeared to lead in the right direct 
ion, and this led us to where the pony track from Letterewe comes through 
Strathan Buidhe.

By this time the cloud had cleared, and a little further on we caught 
our first glimpse of the 'Promised Land of Carnmore'. We could see 
across Fionn Loch to where the white house lay, surrounded by towering 
crags and mountains. From then on, it was a gentle downhill trot of 
about three miles round the head of the loch via the causeway to the 
house.

We arrived tired, but not too exhausted, for the eight-mile walk had 
been a comparatively easy one, with little rise and fall to trouble us. 
Carnmore was much as it had been in March, the only signs of subsequent 
activity being repaired fences and replenished fuel stores. On this occasion 
we decided to make our house in the barn rather than the toolshed, so 
we strolled down to inspect it. It turned out to be quite a roomy apart 
ment, with separate and clearly defined sleeping and living areas, the 
latter including a 'kitchen' equipped with two makeshift tables.

In addition, the barn had other occupants. Shortly after our arrival, they 
returned to the barn after their day's climbing. Ted and Reg were Sassen- 
achs from the Glasgow area, up for the week. Both knew the area quite 
well, and Ted, as it later transpired, had been involved in several of the 
early ascents on the surrounding crags. We spent the evening chatting with 
our barn-mates, dining on the best fried steak, and finally went to sleep in 
the 'bedroom' straw full of hopes for the morrow.

The Carnmore area was only discovered by rock climbers in the 
1950's, and most of the obvious lines were climbed in that era, notably by 
Mike O'Hara of Cambridge. Subsequent exploration has been sporadic, 
but has resulted in the addition of some fine, and hard, climbs by such 
people as Carrington, Jackson, Cram and Isherwood.

The crag we selected for our first climbs was Maiden Buttress, a small 
crag on CarnanBan, overlooking Loch Fuar Beag. There are seven routes 
on the cliff of up to 390 feet, of all grades up to V.S. All were first climbed 
by O'Hara in 1955, six of them in the space of ten days.

We started on a route called 'Dishonour', a 'v. diff' which for conti 
nuity and interest must bear comparison with any other route of it's 
grade anywhere. The rock, a form of gneiss, was superb; really rough, 
hard, and clean, bearing a marked resemblance in appearance to some of 
the Cornish cliffs. In fact while climbing on the crag I couldn't get away 
from the impression that I was in Cornwall, with the wind buffeting 
around the corrie sounding at times just like the sea crashing on the 
rocks below.
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We followed Dishonour with Ecstasy, a severe highly recommended 
in the guidebook. Its first pitch was a real cracker, so much so that the 
rest of the climb seemed an anticlimax, but it was a fine route all the same.

Pleased with our first days efforts we returned to the barn with 
thoughts of venturing onto the big crag the following day.

Carnmore Crag rises to a height of 800 feet directly behind the barn. 
It has about thirty routes of all grades, but with a preponderance of 'very 
severes'. The centre and right flank of the crag are split at half-way height 
by a grassy 'Central Bay'. This detracts somewhat from the visual im 
pression of the cliff but when one considers that there are climbs of 350 
feet both below and above the break, it hardly seems to matter from a 
climbing point of view. There are good climbs, such as Red Scar Entry, on 
the lower wall, which is a jumble of steep walls, ribs and grooves. The real 
gems and the hardest climbs, however, are found above the Central Bay 
on the upper wall, which consists of huge clean-cut grey walls and roofs. 
The classic route is Dragon, put up by the pioneer O'Hara in 1957, a very 
steep sustained climb on perfect rock. More recent, and harder, additions 
include Gob, by Haston and Robin Smith, Cram's St. George, and 
Abomination, by Cunningham. Near the right hand end of the upper wall 
is the hardest route of the area, Carnmore Corner. This is just like 
Cenotaph, but twice as big, and reputedly twice as hard. It repulsed a 
number of parties before being finally conquered by Carrington in 1968.

Dave and I, however, were attracted by another feature of the crag, 
the great buttress which bounds the central break on the left and runs the 
full height of the crag Fionn Buttress. In the words of the guide book  
"This is the great central nose of the crag and is a memorable feature of 
the region. It is climbed by      one of the finest climbs in Scotland". 
The climb in question is itself simply called Fionn Buttress and was first 
climbed by O'Hara two weeks before Dragon. The guide book goes on: 
"The climb is steep, exposed, and on perfect rock. The difficulties are sus 
tained".

The route followed such an impressive line that it simply asked to be 
climbed. The morning of our second day was so fine that the decision was 
made for us. The first pitch was a good tricky slab without any protection 
for the first sixty feet or so, just as an hors d'oeuvre. The second turned out 
to be a little scrappy and vegetated, but the third was another steep, clean 
slab, at times really thin, and made even thinner by our poor navigation. 
As we got to grips with the dlimb, I began to feel that I was elsewhere. 
This time it wasn't Cornwall, but the Dolomites, probably just because of 
the size and steepness of the crag. The beauty of a climb on this scale is 
that each pitch is a new discovery. Features of the crag which are barely 
visible from below become whole pitches, only revealing themselves when 
one actually reaches them on the climb. This is an experience which is 
completely missing on many of the smaller crags in England and Wales, 
where it is sometimes possible to see practically every hold from the road.
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Slowly the climb introduced itself to us. By the fifth pitch we began 
to feel really involved with it. Up to that point, it had been merely good, 
but it quite suddenly became magnificent. The route had led us up into a 
sheltered bay beneath a huge overhang which was the one feature of the 
buttress clearly visible from below. The fifth pitch consisted of climbing 
up to the overhang, traversing below it to the narrowest point, then 
climbing straight over it. This spectacular move went completely free on 
perfect jug-handles with two bomb-proof runners under the lip of the 
overhang. As if that wasn't enough, the next pitch was an eighty foot 
traverse across a gently overhanging wall to the very nose of the buttress 
with 350 feet of clear Scottish air below. This really was a pitch straight 
out of the Dolomites. At the end of the traverse we found Ted and Reg 
sitting in the Central Bay, just below and to our right, having recently 
finished Red Scar Entry. We held a shouted conversation with them, and 
we were so enthusiastic that they resolved to climb Fionn Buttress them 
selves the next day.

We still had over three hundred feet of climbing above us, however, 
so after posing for photographs we carried on. There was one more hard 
pitch, then the rest of the climb was pure delight, following a plumb-line 
to the top of the crag on perfect rock, with the late afternoon sun on our 
backs. At the top Dave and I both agreed that Fionn Buttress was one of 
the best routes either of us had ever climbed. If Fionn Buttress was "one 
of the finest climbs in Scotland" then it was no disgrace to the rest.

The following day, Ted and Reg set off to climb the same route, as 
they had promised, but by the time Dave and I were ready the sun was 
already high in the sky and the day was fast becoming a real scorcher. 
We were at a loss to know what to do as it seemed that any other climb 
after Fionn Buttress would be an anticlimax. In the end we set off for a 
crag below Beinn Lair, but it was so hot that we never really got further 
than the loch.

We found an old rowing boat in a small pool near the causeway 
between Dubh Loch and Fionn Loch. It was full of water and half sub 
merged, but we succeeded in baling it out, and spent a pleasant quarter-hour 
rowing round the pool. We crossed the causeway, and after some 
deliberation about whether our consciences would allow it when we should 
be climbing, we peeled off our clothes on a little shingle beach and dived 
into the loch.The icy-cool waters gave a beautiful respite from the scorching 
heat of the sun. Refreshed and bathed, we emerged from the waters to sun 
bathe for the remainder of the afternoon. Later we strolled back to the 
barn, watched our friends high on "F.B." and saw a number of monstrous 
eagles wheeling around the crag. It had been a perfect rest day.

Unfortunately the fine weather was too good to last. The next day the 
rain poured down incessantly, and we were forced to confine our activities 
to the barn. This was most regrettable as it was our last full day at the 
"Carnmore Hilton". On the Friday we had to return to civilisation as the 
road out to Poolewe was due to close for repairs.
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And so we left Carnmore, having climbed three superb routes without 
really doing more than to scratch the surface of the wealth of climbing in 
the area. From the road out from Poolewe, near Loch Tollaudh, we caught 
our last view of Carnmore Crag, Torr na H'lolaire, and the surrounding 
mountains sinking in the sun.

After these two holidays, Shenavall and Carnmore have taken a high 
place on my list of places to be revisited, along with others such as Skye, 
Chamonix, and the Dolomites. With such superb walking and climbing, 
the beautiful peace and isolation the fascinating flora and fauna, and the 
added attractions of swimming, sunbathing, rowing, and even fishing, who 
can resist the lure of Shenavall and Carnmore ?. If anyone else wants to go 
and discover the place for themselves, let us know, I'm coming with you!.

(me too Ed.)
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AROUND MOUNT KENYA

by Roger High.

One of the chief reasons for accepting a job in Africa was the 
possibility of earning a trip to Mt. Kenya. The fact that the job was in one 
of the flattest dullest parts of Africa did not deter us but for nine months 
Ingrid and I had to fight not to lose all the fitness we ever possessed. We 
managed a holiday in S. Africa where the Drakensberg put a bit of altitude 
into us. Even so, by the time we were ready for the journey north we were 
not sure we would be able to complete the walk in to the mountain let 
alone climb it.

Our sources of information about the area were very limited, but 
thanks to a friend and colleague living near Nairobi we were able to 
contact members of the Mountain Club of Kenya. He also arranged hotel 
accommodation in Nairobi and bunk-house at Naro Moro, at the foot of 
the mountain and for us to meet the Mountain Club Members at their 
monthly dinner evening which by good chance coincided with our day of 
arrival.

With all this assistance climbing the mountain would be a mere for 
mality! However, after the last minute chaos involved in leaving a country 
the final day was a complete anti-climax.

Our connection flight was 4 hours late and we missed the flight to 
Nairobi. We spent the night at the best hotel trying to gain our revenge by 
eating ourselves silly at the expense of the airline. Frantic telegrams and 
telephone calls went out to try to rearrange everything. Finally we arrived 
30 hours late, furious at having missed the meeting.

We were fortunately able to contact John Sinclair, the retiring sec 
retary in the morning and he brought us maps, guide books and two 'gaz' 
stoves. We soon learnt that we needed more time on the mountain than we 
were left with. It was October 1st., and at the tail end of the north face 
season. Conditions had been none too good and the south side was badly 
iced up; descent that way could be dangerous. Kami Hut, the usual base 
for the Firmin and the other north face routes was a two day march.

Forsaking safety for speed we settled on a taxi to take us to the 
mountain. Two or three hours of rolling cultivation brought us to Naro 
Moro.

At last, in the morning, we had our first glimpse of the mountain but 
only a tiny peak swathed in clouds and set on a huge base like an upturned 
saucer.

A drive of almost 20 miles took us into the National Park and forest 
belt where it was still early enough to see two buffaloes. On the return 
journey we were to have leopard tracks for company on our walk down 
through the forest and to be frightened by very leopard-like barks and tail
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tips scampering through the bamboo. Later we were relieved to see similar 
ones attached to Colobus Monkeys, but now we shouldered our packs and 
enjoyed the wild jungle surroundings. Creepers trailed from trees as in all 
good Tarzan films.

After the forest, the renowned "vertical bog" we found to be no more 
than 30 degrees, but pock-marked by huge ooze-filled elephant tracks. 
With disaster imminent with every footstep we wound our way through.

About this time the mid-day mists chose to descend and before long 
the soaking rain added to our burdens. We dared not ask our porters the 
way otherwise they would claim to be paid at guides rate. However, by 
virtue of their fitness they had led the way up to now in any case; now they 
cunningly decided to shelter from the rain. A little further on we too 
Slipped into a cave but out-manoeuvered ourselves by being unable to see 
when they moved on. >;

The path was clean through the giant heath and to the short descent 
through the triffid-like giant groundsel and lobelia. Our night was spent 
in Klarwill's hut in the Teleki Valley but, before reaching it, we were 
greeted by a cheery group at the Teleki Hut who sat us by their fire to dry 
us and fed us on soup to warm us. Then volunteers took our sacks the 
half hour to our shack where we thankfully rested to the strains of scuffl 
ing mice.

The morning was crisp and clear and the mountain was revealed in all 
its splendour with the twin summits of Bation and Nelion bristling with ice 
gullies and rocky spires, beckoning, at last within reach. In high spirits we 
set off for Kami Hut. At about 15,000 feet the first col brought us into 
painful contact with reality. Shortly before the descent the porters rejoined 
us in the mist and helped us by taking our loads over the next 15,000 foot 
col. Even so we were desperately tired and suffered headaches and sickness. 
The porters left the same day to leave us in solitude in magnificent sur 
roundings at the foot of a northern spur of Bation.

That night the corrugated walls of the hut echoed to the strains of 
excited mice celebrating the arrival of a fresh supply of nourishment. The 
ragged edges of thick foam mattresses bore witness to past famine. The 
mice of Kami fell into two classes; the inside dwellers and the outside, but 
in these times of plenty there were no social barriers and indeed mountain 
robin, hyrax, and mouse intermingled with gay abandon.

In the morning Ingrid was nearly caught refreshing herself with the 
frozen waters of the nearby tarn, by a couple of early risers bent on comp 
leting the week-end circuit of the mountain. They had spent the night in 
Two Tarn'Hut at our first col., where they reported there were neither 
foams nor mice, supporting my theory that the number of mice varied in 
the proportion,of the thickness of the.foams; space-age mice who cannot 
be without their home comforts.

' In a spare moment we had been catching up on the literature, such as 
it was, and read dark tales of the symptoms and effects of pulmonary
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oedema, from which one could recover if transported immediately to the 
valley with continuous administration of oxygen. Help was available for 
this task at the touch of a knob by radio (if the batteries were not flat). The 
radio was installed at Top Hut, minutes away, except by foot when it is 
three hours. Our headaches felt worse and we decided to conserve our 
energy for the walk out.

After a night punctuated by the swish of a bamboo cane at passing 
intruders the lure of the mountains got the better of us and a late start 
found us at the foot of our training climb on Point Dutton. The guide book 
barely makes mention of its existence, but the hut log book showed that 
a little attention had been paid to its northern ridges and there was a vague 
reference to a route on the northern side. However the north-east face 
presented a clean and inviting aspect and was closest to the hut. Our chosen 
line lay up the centre of the face to the right of an obvious chimney.

Since we had reached the foot of the cliff without passing out we 
decided we could risk a brief separation from the oxygen cylinders and zig 
zagged up the lower ledges. The climbing was very pleasant at about 
severe standard until about level with the foot of the chimney when 
steeper rock, capped by overhangs leading diagonally rightwards, barred 
the way. A short traverse led to a thin rib, giving fine airy climbing with no 
protection. In fact the holds diminished to such an extent that a peg had to 
to be placed at one point to safeguard the rest of the pitch. The way led 
rightwards under the overhang to a stance. Ingrid tiptoed up nodding 
approval of the route chosen.

After a pitch or two more we found ourselves enclosed on three sides 
by over-hanging walls, but the issue was neatly dodged by a short crack 
and a traverse out left. The slabs above were easier and led to the edge of 
the face and the foot of the final tower protecting the upper ridge. A brief 
clearing in the mist, which had descended even earlier than usual an hour 
or two ago, allowed me to look past the tower across the north face and up 
to the summit. The angle of the north face invited me to turn the tower 
on that side and make straight for the summit, however no sooner had I 
set foot on the snow than the problem took on altogether different pro 
portions. The show was soft and wet and the slabs underneath smooth, 
holdless and deceptively steep. My boldness turned to diffidence then to 
deference and I returned bemused.

The tower itself was uncompromising. Such was the deception to the 
north that I had to take a second look, but to no avail. The mist was all 
around us and thicker than ever. Time was suddenly against us. There was 
nothing for it but to retreat, but which way?. The North Face?. That 
would be nothing short of suicide in such snow. Our route up ?. Belays had 
been poor and peg-cracks almost non-existent, so abseiling would be pre 
carious. The answer was the ridge on which we now stood and which we 
still thought was a standard route.

Ingrid felt her way cautiously down. It was slow going and after a 
short way I thought I could make out a line of weakness across the north
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face which would gain us an easy gully descent. But yet again it was a snare 
and delusion from which it was difficult to extricate myself. By this time I 
was beginning to grow apprehensive and to cast furtive glances at likely 
bivouac ledges. The Moment of Truth came with tropical haste as the light 
failed. The mist should have lifted by now to reveal a full moon, but did not.

At nearly the altitude of Mont Blanc the chosen shelf was regained, 
reconstructed and occupied with much engineering and loss of heat, so 
that we could squeeze together. Our equipment dangled from slings and we 
remained tied on as we over-looked our climb. The mists cleared and the 
bright moonlight filled the steep amphitheatre and shone on the freezing 
tarn and shimmering hut below. In the hut remained the bivouac sac, stove 
and food, left behind on this day of the short training climb!. In rota 
tion we shivered, slept and nibbled at provisions throughout the night. 
Ingrid sat snug in her superior duvet and feminine endurance. For my part 
it was with considerable relief and some surprise that I watched and 
admired the beauty of the dawn and in joy photographed the first ray of 
sunshine.

The descent went slowly, without a hitch and included one abseil from 
a rather doubtful block. To set the seal on our good fortune the mists 
returned by 10.00 a.m. and snow started falling as we reached the hut. 
For the first time we were able to do justice to the ample provisions.

Out timetable dictated that tomorrow we must set out for the 
Firmin Route or else we must give it up. But at about midnight it was 
Ingrid's metabolism that gave up and she had to make several sorties out 
side, the last two of which must have been particularly unpleasant in the 
prevailing weather conditions of wind and snowfall.

Both had improved by morning, but an attempt was out of the 
question with clouds already building up again by 8.30 We decided to 
salvage the rest of the holiday by climbing Point Lenana, the third highest 
summit of the mountain at 16,380 feet. It lies separate from the main 
peaks of the mountain and can be reached by an easy snow plod from the 
Teleki valley. From our side an ascent by the Gregory Glacier makes a 
much more interesting proposition.

We were away by 6.00 a.m. in freezing conditions. Striking across 
verglassed moraine was tiring as it was impossible to keep a rhythm, as we 
made straight for snow slopes to the left and fitted crampons. It was sheer 
delight from there in super-firm snow and we were able to admire the 
complex north face of Mt. Kenya. The Firmin Route was clearly 
visible.

For 1,000 feet the going was superb and easy, so much so that Ingrid 
dropped her camera case to give me the chance to repeat part of it. The 
snow soon softened making the crossing of the bergschund rather more 
hazardous. However, this was the only difficulty on the climb and we 
had occasional views of the twin peaks only a few hundred feet higher
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and seemingly so near. To the north were incised gorges leading through 
to the distant plains, ten thousand feet below.

By lunch-time we were back in the hut and preparing for an early 
departure. With luck we would be fit enough to walk out, but our loads 
needed lightening and various items of worn-out equipment and clothing 
were left as well as at least two days provisions.

The effort and expense of getting to and from this unique mountain 
had been well worthwhile but we felt we had been cheated of our attempt 
at the main peak by the inefficiency of an air-line.
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THE LONGEST PUB CRAWLIN BRITAIN

by Stan Crawford.

The Pennine Way has been called the longest pub-crawl in Britain 
but that's putting it ----- mild(!) In fact it is the first long distance 
walking route in England, mostly trackless, four fifths of its length rising 
above the 1,000 foot contour. From Kirk Yetholm in Scotland it links, 
via all eight northern English counties, the Cheviots on the border, the 
Pennines and the Dales, with Edale in the Peak District.

The tale starts when Janet read an account of the Way, based on a 
route plan of Tom Stephenson's in 1935.

"You'll never walk 270 miles in one go," I challenged (She's vulner 
able to a challenge!)

Half the fun was in the preparation. We talked Phil and Peggy Smith 
into joining the walk. We must have offered Green Shield stamps. We 
planned it as a fortnights holiday in July, travelling to the northern end on 
a Friday; leaving caches of food and clothing en route; and spending 
thirteen days walking south with two days rest in reserve. We declined 
carrying camping equipment that distance as we were approaching middle- 
age and lazy with it, so the twenty-seven mile stretch of the Cheviots from 
Kirk Yetholm to Byrness without known accomodation would have to be 
walked on the first day a distinct incentive to start with to getting fit. 
Anyway, from up north to down south was bound to be downhill all 
the way.

We assured one another that navigating across 270 miles of unknown 
terrain with maps and compass would be a mere technicality. Also when 
walking south, the 1" Ordnance Survey maps must be orientated by reading 
upside down (map or navigator, according to ability ----- another mere 
technicality).'. When I found I had been elected navigator I was immedi 
ately concerned about our compasses. They all pointed north and were 
obviously useless as we wanted south and 1 couldn't buy one anywhere. 
However with Janet's magnetic personality I'd get by with a little help 
from my friends.

The day of departure dawned and we sped north into Scotland. We 
heard the sound of the pipes that night (the sound came from the plumbing 
in the bathroom). Early next morning we despatched the driver, Stella, 
and the car homeward via Byrness to help lighten our first days loads and 
we started.

Variety and contrast were features of the way the views of distant 
hilltops piercing a sea of morning mist over the Scottish lowlands  
finding traces of Roman roads and camps sunset reflected in the pink 
Cheviot screes following narrow ribbons of sunlight along the fire-breaks 
of 300 square miles of dense border forests, the largest tree plantations in 
Britain and the two-foot viper which Janet accidently brushed with her
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boot on Lord Shaw Common. We photographed it and left it hissing in 
dignantly at us the Parish Church of St. Cuthbert's at Bellingham with 
it's stone slab roof, Chinese cannon (gun, not clergyman!) and its fascinat 
ing tale of Long Pack Tom.

The magnitude of our precious Roman Heritage is nowhere better 
revealed than on Hadrian's Wall on which the Way travels from House- 
steads fort and museum to Thirwall Castle. Merely being imbued with 
atmosphere and significance to the Roman monument alone justifies 
undertaking the Pennine Walk.

The Way goes by the Maiden Way to Slaggyford where we enjoyed 
typical and spontaneous rural hospitality often to be repeated; to Alston 
the highest market town (1,102 feet) in Britain. It was at Alston that Peggy 
and Janet went on Strike. We had walked about 86 miles in four days, and 
they demanded a rest day. Agreement was both unanimous and instanta- 
ious. We pottered around Alston's coffeehouses and also discovered that 
the parish church was named in honour of St. Augustine who exorcised the 
devils from Fiends Fell, erected a cross and re-named it Cross Fell, the 
highest summit (2,930 feet) ascended on the Way. We collected samples of 
fluorspar on Cross Fell and admired the skyline of the Lake District when 
the summit was suddenly blown clear of swirling cloud, and descended to 
Dufton. Then we ascended High Cup Nick, an extraordinary gorge hewn 
from dolerite crags and we passed the five torrents of Cauldron Snout and 
High Force as we followed the deciduous and flower-strewn banks of 
Teesdale in thunder, lightning and heavy rain.

The Way crosses the River Greta by a natural limestone arch called 
God's Bridge. Alternatively a loop of the Way leads to Dicken's "Dothe- 
boys Hall", and the museum and the castle at Bowes. At Tan Hill there 
was no room at the highest pub in England nor was there food, so we left 
it at opening time, stone cold sober and continued to Keld where we 
tried eleven places for accomodation before we settled gratefully at the 
Youth Hostel. Usually we only 'phoned for accomodation twenty-four 
hours ahead, which minimised being committed in advance to fixed 
mileage per day.

We passed by Kisdon Force in Swaledale and Thwaite, over Great 
Shunner Fell and into Wensleydale where the bar of the Green Dragon Inn 
provided access to Hardraw Force, the highest unbroken falls above 
ground in England with a natural auditorium and bandstand for comp 
etitions, and a path to tread behind the veil of water.

We descended out of the cloud layer covering Dodd Fell into the 
limestone country to Horton-in-Ribblesdale where becks disappear under 
ground in swallow holes and acid moor gives way to green pastures. Pen- 
y-ghent, in swirling cloud (2,273 ft.) imposes the steepest gradient of the 
Way. We reached Malham Tarn, the highest lake (1,229 feet) in the Pen- 
nines in a setting of woods and limestone cliffs three hundred million years 
old. Until two hundred years ago its outflow ran over the edge of Malham
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Cove from a notch in the centre a fall higher than Niagara's but the 
stream found a weakness and disappeared underground where it met 
limestone at the North Craven Fault and now re-appears at Aire Head 
Springs, two miles south. From the top of the Cove we saw Iron Age 
field enclosures, as we trod the limestone 'pavements' of clints cut by 
grikes. Grikes are fissures worn by rainwater (slightly acid) in the alkaline 
rock, and some rare flora are preserved in the recesses beyond the reach 
of grazing animals.

Nearby stands Gordale Scar an impressive gorge created from a 
collapsed cave. Below Malham we escaped from a field of rampant 
bullocks and crossed the drumlin country of Thornton-in-Craven where 
the rain washed us like flotsam into the hotel for lunch.

We experienced some rain during nine of our fourteen days. Parti 
cularly wet was the crossing of Ickornshaw Moor in steady rain. Not 
recognising a damp patch ahead I sank knee-deep and was still sinking 
when I threw my weight forward and grasped firm ground in front. The 
trustees of the Widow's Fund breathed another sigh of relief. We nearly 
abandoned the Way when we stood in a doorway for fifteen minutes 
chilled and soaked eating glucose and deliberating ----- the only stop 
during eighteen miles that day, past Withins Height with its Bronte society 
plaque, past the Halifax Reservoirs at Walshaw Dean and into Hebden 
Bridge. We preferred hotel accomodation for its standard of comfort and 
not least a sybaritic hot bath on arrival.

The fourteenth day demanded more stamina, involving twenty-seven 
miles of peat hags to Crowden-in-Longdendale via Stoodley Pike, Black- 
stone Edge and Black Hill, the highest point in Cheshire. The last day's 
walk crossed the dam of one of the 200 reservoirs in the Gritstone Pen- 
nines and led us over Bleaklow and the broken edge of millstone grit on 
to Kinder Scout, where the west wind blew so fiercely that it drove spray 
high into the air from the Kinder River as it fell over Kinder Downfall. 
The river's sand wound clean and firm underfoot between walls of black 
peat, we passed Crowden Head ----- checked the last compass bearing - 
- - - - located and descended Grindsbrook and crossed it on a fallen tree 
trunk to Edale, so characteristic of a natural route unspoiled by the civil 
isation to which we had finally returned.

I recommend the walk to all who care to undertake it. The four of us 
will probaly do it again some day.
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THE SOUTH FACE OF THE DIBONA

by Ingrid High.

It was my first climbing visit to the Alps. The weather had been quite 
good during our first two weeks spent in the Chamonix area, but we had 
not done many climbs. We then had a day out with a French family. They 
realised our dilemma and when they went home the same evening they had 
left us a small sketch of a route, The South Face Direct (T.D.), on the 
Dibona in the Dauphine. With them they took the main reason for our 
few climbs (who by the way does not speak any French and they did not 
speak much English). We told Paul and Carl Fatti about our sudden trans 
formation and they willingly joined us; to add another part of the mount 
ains of Europe to their touring that summer.

We travelled south the following morning. In Grenoble a necessary 
stop was made to buy maps and we also enjoyed an unbelievable ice 
cream confection before negotiating the last bit of the road. We stopped 
at Les Etages and had a meal at the roadside with the last sunlight on the 
tops of Les Ecrins.

We had hoped to walk up to the Soreiller Hut the same afternoon, but 
instead started early the next morning. We took a few days food supply 
with us while Paul and Carl walked light, intending to be down by the car 
again the same evening. They soon forged ahead not only because of 
lighter burdens. It is a steep path which goes on and on. But the good 
scenery as the valleys open up on the other side of the main valley gives 
good excuses for stops. When we arrived at the hut which lies right at the 
foot of the slender, perfectly shaped peak of the Dibona, Paul and Carl 
were already a few pitches up the route.

After a long rest we set out to try the normal route up the peak, but 
could not after some half hearted attempts locate the start. So we sat 
down outside the hut to watch Paul and Carl. The mists came down, and 
they were soon lost to us. Just before sunset they arrived back at the hut. 
They had found the route finding difficult, so they had finally given up and 
abseiled down the vertical (if not overhanging) West Face. They had a cup 
of tea (showing an amazing capacity for putting sugar in tea by using f of 
our whole supply for three days). Thus refreshed they dug their torches out 
and set off down to the road.

We found bunk-space, bedded down and had a reasonable nights 
sleep.

The next morning we drew all the advantages of this route. There is 
no snow on the Dibona, so there is no need for an early start. In a empty 
hut we had a nice sunny breakfast. Then I put my P.A.'s on and we 
strolled the 50 yards or so across to the start of the route. The weather was 
beautiful, not a cloud in sight. The rock had already started to warm up. 
Later on it became really hot and we realised too late that there would 
have been advantages in an earlier start!.
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It was pleasant climbing of a consistent standard on a nice rough 
granite. We passed the first "graded" difficulty, a traverse, with no 
trouble at all, came to the next, a groove, which also went. Then we had 
our first bit of trouble which would follow us most of the way, route 
finding. We had to traverse rightwards to get across onto the overlapping 
slab on our right. We had followed its left wall slanting leftwards from the 
bottom. This traverse was not mentioned in the guide book as any special 
difficulty so we tried to find an easy way. But finally we had to use the 
place where the pegs were. A delicate overhanging traverse using the peg 
as an aid, a hard pull up (on enormous jugs though) and a swing across and 
we were on the easy angled slab. (This move was probably as hard as the 
similar one on Sheaf). From then on though the climbing was easier, route 
finding remained the difficulty due to the misleading description in the 
English guide book.

We had a look at what we thought must be the grade VI crack which 
is the crux of the climb, but unfortunately one could just walk along a 
wide ledge to the easier route. We succumbed. It was past noon then and 
we were still far from the top. We came to yet another wide ledge where 
again our route and the easier route took different lines. This time we 
could not find either.

Sick of this trouble Roger fought his way up some cracks in the 
middle of the face, topped by an over-hang. He came up and told me to go 
on with it and stop looking. It was a struggle, mostly in cracks and a clean 
pull-up over the overhang. Fortunately Roger was belayed close by. We 
later learnt that this was a harder variation of the route. We saw some 
people on it the next day, and seen from below their situation when getting 
over the overhang was fantastic. They seemed to have a clean drop 
straight down to the hut. I never looked down when I was there fort 
unately.

From then on the climbing was easier. The afternoon was getting late 
and we were now on ground we had not seen from below. The peak leans 
away northwards and narrows down to only a few tens of feet. Pitch after 
pitch went by and no tops were visible. We should have been able to move 
together if only I had not been so tired. Almost with the sunset we reached 
it. We reckoned that Paul and Carl had been fortunate in straying off 
the route.

The way goes down northwards; some easy climbing gets you down 
to a little col, and from there on it is easy snowfields all the way down. 
They were made interesting though through my P.A.'s. I had to do most 
of it in a glissade fashion more traditional than standing.

The hut was full that night. We were the only non-French among well 
over a hundred people.

I was too exhausted to do anything the following day. We had a slow 
walk in the sun watching other people on the south face of the Dibona and 
taking too many pictures of that spectacular peak.
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Lovers Leap Crag, California, Dead Tree Direct 
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CALIFORNIA TIMES THREE

by John Harwood

Although Yosemite is, by far, the best known climbing area in Cali 
fornia, the "Golden State" has much more to offer climbers than that one 
valley. All along the length of the Sierra Nevada range are numerous crags 
offering routes of all lengths and difficulty. In this article I will describe 
visits to three different areas, each yielding a distinctly different type of 
climbing day.

YOSEMITE VALLEY

The huge tower of Washington Column stands on the north side of 
the famous valley, conveniently near to the various tourist amenities. Al 
though dwarfed by its massive companions, El Capitan and Half Dome, 
its summit rises some 1,500 ft. above the valley floor. The clean smooth 
rock of its south face, teemed with overhangs, offers an obvious challenge 
to the climber and it was Layton Kor who eventually forced a way up in 
1964. His route had gained a high reputation in the years following and, 
as it faced the sun, we thought it would be an ideal climb with which to 
open the "big wall season".

The cold grey light of dawn found Dan, Jim and myself crunching up 
and down on the frosty ground, eating breakfast. The usual ritual of sort 
ing gear followed till we were off, threading our way between the vestiges 
of the last winter snow-storm. By eight in the morning we had scrambled 
up to the foot of the climbing and arranged our food, water and clothing 
into the two haul bags.

Jim set off up the first pitch, the sound of an occasional grunt or ring 
of a piton, indicating his progress. When we borrowed the main haul-sac 
we had agreed to carry it on the initial 400 ft. section to Dinner Ledge in 
order to save wear. Thus, the third person had the onerous job of jumaring 
up the rope with it on his back (it contained most of our 5 gallons of water 
amongst other things!). While Dan was thus delightfully employed, I de- 
pegged and then set off up the next pitch. This gave awkward but easy (A2) 
nailing and was followed by a further pitch of difficult free climbing. We 
had now reached Dinner Ledge, the bivouac spot which sported a fine 
ledge complete with bushes and a garbage pile. Up above loomed the over 
hang barrier and it was customary to climb two pitches above the Ledge 
before descending for the night. We drew lots on who was to do the 
climbing and I lost which gave me the task of photographing the activities. 
One hundred feet above, a twenty foot roof was surmounted using the only 
three bolts on the climb. These had been placed by Kor and were thus well 
spaced! Although the climbing was spectacular and strenuous, technically 
there were no demanding moves. From a sling belay, Dan started on the 
next pitch which also boasted an overhang. A sling was in place over the 
lip and Dan thankfully grabbed at it. Unfortunately all was not quite as it
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should have beefrand he fell earthwards vainly clutching the treacherous 
nylon. Without pause he went straight back and surmounted the roof. Jim 
looked distinctly uneasy as he shifted in his etriers. From a piton at the end 
of an arch, Dan was able to pendulum across a smooth wall to a pedestal. 
By the time Jim had joined him it was practically dark and I was just able 
to see the end of their trailing rope to fix it in place for the morning.

As we munched our evening food, the wind which had plagued us all 
day began to die down. We got into our bivouac gear, with the lights of 
Yosemite Village twinkling down below, satisfied to have carried out the 
first day's plan. The next day, however, would be a long one and we knew 
that speed was important because of the short days in March.

A cold uncomfortable night followed and there was little to keep us 
sitting there in the morning. As soon as it was light I began to prusik up the 
fixed line. From another belay in slings I warmed myself hauling the sacs 
while the others came up. It was my luck to get the next lead, an awkward 
diagonal arch which turned out to be the hardest pegging on the climb. An 
hour later I'd reached a belay and could relax in the morning sun. The 
climb was now opening up and two easy aid pitches took us to some 
superb free climbing. Our old enemy the wind was increasing rapidly and 
the climbing went slowly. Jim got bogged down at one point, complaining 
of a shortage of bongs, so much so that Dan, in his impatience, threatened 
to jumar up his hauling line! As evening approached we climbed the last 
three pitches, of mainly free climbing, to the summit of the Column. With 
only half an hour of daylight left we made haste to find the way down. Our 
tired limbs gave us little help and it wasn't long before we were spread- 
eagled in various undignified positions on small cliffs or loose vegetation, 
having hopelessly lost the path. Dan elected to remain where he was, by a 
solid looking tree, and we left all the down gear with him for the bivouac 
while we pressed on down. Three blind abseils and more desperate 
scrambling eventually brought us to the forest where our problems really 
began. The blackness was so intense that one could walk right into stand 
ing trees or trip over huge logs. We felt our way to the road, eventually 
reaching it at about midnight pretty well exhausted. As a final straw Jim 
discovered that he had no petrol in the car and the park rangers turned up 
just as we were trying to syphon some out of the service station's pumps.

TUOLUMNE MEADOWS

Yosemite National Park covers an area about the size of North 
Wales and the valley is only a small part. The majority of the park con,- 
sists of the High Sierra; mountain plateaux and peaks between 8,000 and 
13,000 feet high. This is great country for the climbers and walkers alike 
with a climate that compares favourably with the Dolomites.

Our plans for this particular week-end were to repeat one of Warren 
Harding's climbs on Mt. Conness which at 13,000feet or so was the highest 
peak in the area. Unfortunately a series of afternoon thunderstorms had
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struck the park with monotonous regularity during the proceeding fortnight 
and, since our particular climb took the only crack on the face, we decided 
to seek an alternative.

Thus it was that early next morning we were wending our way along 
the trail leading to Budd Lake in the heart of the popular Cathedral Range. 
By seven we had reached our camp-site and were busy breakfasting and 
sorting climbing gear. Our target for the day was Matthes Crest (a kind 
of super Crib Goch) with steep sides and a ridge which was only two feet 
thick in places and offered climbing up to V.S. As we approached the ridge 
over a pass between the Echo Peaks, Dan pointed to a clean white face 
directly below the highest part of the Crest. This looked an excellent way 
of starting the day, particularly as it didn't seem to have been climbed. An 
hour later and we were at its foot and roping up, mercifully free of pitons 
but with a full complement of English nuts. Straight up the middle of the 
face ran a corner-crack which we followed at a sustained H.V.S. standard 
until just short of the summit. There Dan did one of his 'specials' by 
traversing into a hanging crack on the right which he thought looked more 
aesthetic. From his grunts I gathered that it was more than just aesthetic 
and, indeed, it turned out to be the crux of the climb a vicious hand-jam 
problem. All this brought us to the highest point at about lunch-time when 
we eagerly devoured our space sticks and M. & M.'s (both musts for the 
serious Californian climber). Unfortunately we could have done with a 
gallon of iced beer as well but there was no refreshment stand in sight.

Back along the ridge we could climb rapidly as, except for the occas 
ional difficult descent, most of the climbing was about V. Diff. But it was 
all extremely spectacular with tower after tower to be turned or occasion 
ally climbed over. One particular step was rather memorable as one strode 
across a six foot gap between parts of the ridge only six inches wide with 
the 500 foot vertical drop either side, providing food for thought. Certain 
ly it was much more spectacular and difficult than the Cuillin Ridge but, 
even so, after about a dozen pitches our dehydrated state was getting the 
better of us and we struggled on in silence. Eventually it ended and we 
were able to stagger back to camp for the usual evening fight with the 
mosquitoes. To Dan's amusement I managed to lose the opener to my 
corned beef can and spent a singularly unsuccessful hour opening the tin 
with a Chouinard knife-blade. The beef that I squirted so liberally over the 
surrounding rocks in turn provided an irresistable attractant for a regular 
army of voracious, and decidedly ill-humoured ants which caused a tact 
ical retreat to the safety of my sleeping-bag in the lee of a very smoky fire. 
Eventually when we'd run out of wood, we turned to sleep praying that the 
bears didn't pinch our remaining food during the night.

Next morning the mosquitoes gained revenge on me before I could grab 
my deterrent but I squared things with the insect world by settling scores 
with those ants which remained. Meanwhile Dan, who was immune to in 
sects on account of his natural aroma (he'd been in the mountains four 
weeks), set off for Cathedral Peak carrying the spare food. This left me with
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the ropes, krabs, pitons, harness, camera, etc., but I got my own back by 
finding no less than five shiny karabiners which someone had dropped. We 
had designs on a crack line Dan had seen several years before and, sure 
enough, his memory hadn't failed him for, on rounding a bend, we could 
see the great sweep of the west face split straight up the middle by a single 
appalling fissure. I felt ill and even worse after I followed the first sustained 
wide jam crack. Imagine a holdless 3-7 inch crack, nearly vertical, and with 
no resting places and that sums up the first 250 feet of climbing. Then the 
crack, which had been at least H.V.S. steepened and I fingered my pitons 
expectantly. However, holds appeared and we pulled through a series of 
overhangs in true Gogarth fashion. Dan led the last hard pitch in fine 
style. It began as a jam crack and then became a vertical layback; some 
bridging and a friction slab led left until a gigantic stride around the 
corner put him in an easy groove. As Dan is six foot three and long in 
limb, the actual mechanics of the stride proved a bit awkward for me and 
were eventually solved by a controlled jump coupled with a very tight rope.

Five hundred feet of easier climbing now led towards the summit of 
Eichorn Pinnacle with only one minor hold-up. This occured when I was 
enticed out onto a difficult ramp by an ancient piton and, after several ex 
citing moments enlivened (from Dan's point of view) by whimperings from 
me and the ominous roar of a circling Mountain Rescue helicopter,! was able 
to reach a resting place and use several aid pitons to get back to more 
reasonable ground. The pinnacles summit provided just enough room for 
us, a book to sign and a solid-looking bolt for rapelling.

Spread out before us stood peak after peak, nearly all of which sported 
at least one face worth climbing. The possibilities for future climbs were 
dazzling but, for the moment, our thoughts turned to the descent and the 
walk back to the road. By evening we had reached Tuolumne Meadows 
again and could view the prospect of the next day with the calm satis 
faction born of a successful week-end.

LOVERS LEAP CRAG

The nearest peaks of the Sierra Nevada to my home lay near to the 
shores of Lake Tahoe and rose to a modest 11,000 feet. Besides offering 
numerous walks in summer and ski tours in winter these mountains pro 
vided some fine rock climbing. The most popular of the cliffs was Lovers 
Leap, a mile long range of cliffs rising at its highest point, 700 ft. above the 
base. The general angle was high but many holds were provided by hor 
izontal dykes which, in places, were large enough to offer a comfortable 
stance!. Nearly all of the climbs were free and the nature of the rocks 
allowed the frequent use of natural belays and nuts thus providing what 
the Americans called 'wild' and 'fun' climbing as opposed to the strenuous 
horrors of Yosemite. For me this was the place.

After climbing most of the best routes on the cliff, Bob Grow and 
myself started looking for a new way. At the highest point on the cliff an
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enormous dead tree stood out and, just below, a faint line of flakes could 
be seen on the smooth wall. These flakes began at an enormous diagonal 
rake which bisected this part of the crag. Our first plan, therefore, was to 
climb to the rake (called the Slash) by another route, go along this and 
then try the flake line.

After a couple of hours we had reached the Slash and traversed up to 
the appropriate place taking care at one point which Bob reckoned was 
the home of some rattlesnakes. A short traverse onto the upper wall took 
me to a suitable belay at the base of the flake line from where I could watch 
Bob's lead pretty well. He took one look at the next pitch and handed over 
to me so all my scheming was in vain. However, the pitch turned out to be 
a real joy with handholds always appearing when most needed. In spite of 
its impressive nature the standard was only H.V.S., if very sustained. True 
to form, the crag provided a nice little ledge after 140 ft. just as I was 
fingering my etriers for a belay. Another good pitch took Bob to the 
summit where he emerged exactly at the dead tree to which he belayed. 
We were well pleased the way things had turned out and christened the 
climb Dead Tree Direct.

However the last word had not yet been said on this particular part 
of the cliff. Some time later Bob and I were back again to try a huge corner 
on the main face. The line was very impressive (like two Cenotaphs on top 
of one another) but the rock was uncommonly smooth and the prospect 
of large amounts of aid put us off. While we were debating what to do Bob 
spied a magnificent-looking jam crack to our right. It looked like aid but 
if there were dykes then who knew ?.

The first pitch led up to the foot of the crack via a groove blocked by 
several overhangs. The negotiation of these roofs provided me with con 
siderable interest and I was pleased to note that Bob had a similar amount 
of bother. Bob started up the second pitch via a strenuous overhanging 
layback but, after placing some protection, came back. The whole thing 
looked hopeless; a smooth jam crack going as far as one could see with 
at least two roofs en route. I felt as though I was beginning an unclimbed, 
double-sized Ferdinand. However, things were much better when I was 
actually climbing. I struggled up to the first roof. The crack looked very 
smooth above and I expected quite a bit of aid climbing but was amazed 
to find after only one piton that I could free climb again. Every 15 to 20 
feet one could, with a little imagination, find a resting position and unfor- 
seen dykes, although small, provided just that little bit to stop the climb 
becoming desparate. After 110 ft. another perfect little ledge provided a 
belay from where I brought Bob up the pitch which he described as the best 
he had ever done. He led on, a full rope length, up a shallow groove of 
slightly easier but still excellent climbing on perfect gabbro-like rock. His 
belay, however, was no good at all and he warned me not to fall while I 
was climbing which spoiled my enjoyment somewhat. This also meant 
that the next pitch, although quite easy, went very carefully as I traversed 
left and then up to reach the Slash. Our good luck, of which we had had
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more than our fair share that day, now ensured that we had emerged onto 
the Slash just at the foot of our original climb so that we could now link 
the seven pitches together.

Dead Tree Direct thus became elongated and, as we later saw from the 
foot of the crag, provided an absolutely direct way up the highest part of 
Lovers Leap. I've always found that there's a lot of chance whether new 
routes turn out to be any good and so we couldn't really take any part 
icular credit for the climb except that we just happened to be the first up 
it!. So ended the best first ascent either of us had ever made and it will 
remind me always of the superb free climbing which California can offer.
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OBSERVATORY RIDGE

by David Roberts

Many a climb has been planned in many a pub. However the almost 
deserted bar of the Milton Hotel cufside Fort William was failing to pro 
vide an atmosphere conducive to decision making. Darts followed beer; 
beer followed darts; the guidebooks lay open on the table. Slowly Obser 
vatory Ridge advanced its claims and desultory arguments for other 
routes faded. Marshall's guide suggested four hours in good conditions; 
dough's guide suggested four to fourteen! !. They agreed that the steep 
lower third was the variable bit; if covered in powder snow it could be 
very time consuming; presumably Clough catered for that, Marshall did 
not. I tried to recall the only two accounts I had heard of the route. 
Murray on an early ascent gripping and slow, greatly hampered by soft 
snow; Roger Wallis and Mal Cochrane slow at least. Both parties fin 
ished by hacking a chain of steps up the upper reaches of Zero Gully by 
torch and moonlight. However do we not live in the crampon age ?. And 
had we not seen ourselves two days before that the lower part was fairly 
free of snow ?.

An early start. Ram Patel Jones (known as Baf to his English friends) 
woke me at an hour the existence of which I refuse to acknowledge; or was 
it Guru Willison; I couldn't tell. Instant breakfast, taking hours  
instant porridge, instant cold boiled eggs, instant coffee and the slowest 
toast in town.

Eventually away from our caravan (yes, caravan) and the drive to 
Achintee. Boots on, agony; and the toil started. It was good weather, 
promising even better. The weight of the incredible amount of gear we 
cautious mortals load ourselves with for winter climbing grew heavier and 
ourselves hotter. Baf and I just shed sweaters etc., but Graham involved 
himself in yet another round of the vest game. He has a range of sweaters 
worn as shirts, shirts worn as sweaters, shirts sewn together and items of 
underwear, which are calculated in various combinations to be ideal for 
all climatic conditions from the Persian Gulf to Siberia. Pride of the 
collection are two vests, one as worn in 1970 by a certain climber on a 
certain hill in the Himalayas and the other his trench vest. Whether the 
trench was at Normandy, Ypres or Mafeking I do not know. The point 
is that adjusting these can take time. He had been seen two days before, 
half naked in the snow in agonies of indecision as to which one to wear. 
However he walks twice as fast as Baf and three times as fast as me, so it 
all worked out well.

As we approached the halfway plateau Baf's knee began to trouble 
him, confirming fears voiced previously that a long day might not do it 
much good. Eventually, as we dropped down slightly on the rough path 
into the Allt a Mhuillin it became apparent that Baf would ha veto hobble 
back to Achintee; it took him three hours in fact. He was given the car-
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keys, his share of the food, carefully measured, and the spare deadman, 
and we swapped my long-handled axe for his short one.

One more push brought Graham and I to the first snow which was 
below Obsevatory Gully, above the C.I.C. hut. We stopped and studied 
the ridge, now visible. The steep lower section did not hold much snow. 
Higher a succession of snow patches, seemingly impossibly steep and bro 
ken at first by rock bands, led up to the final rime clad rib which merged 
into a delicate tracery of mist spilling over the edge of the summit plateau. 
We decided to go towards the bottom of Zero Gully, a vertical strip of 
fluted green and white ice, and traverse along a snow band onto Obser 
vatory Ridge. Graham stopped to put on his gaiters. I plodded on up soft 
snow and wet rock to the last boulder in the snow. Graham joined me, mut 
tering. He had omitted to act out another scene in the vest game and left his 
long-Johns off. To put them on now would involve taking off those newly- 
donned gaiters, to say nothing of breeches etc., so what the hell!.

I was famished. Graham said he did not really want anything, but 
nobly ate a marmalade sandwich to keep me company. We got out the 
gear, repacked the sacs and made our way into the bay from which springs 
Zero and traversed steep snow onto a ledge on the crest of the ridge. 
Roping up time. I balanced gingerly in my snow steps, lashed myself to a 
pair of rather unsatisfactory spikes and watched Graham traverse round 
a corner and out of sight. Reassuringly fast; no trouble with powder snow 
here. I joined him and led on. The rock was showing well through the snow 
which really only lay on the ledges. A pull up a crack to a traverse line, a 
mantelshelf, a doddle really. Above, the ridge steepened and we followed 
a groove line right of the crest. There were signs of a struggle crampon 
scratches on the rock, abseil slings on some of the stances what was 
higher up?. It was hot; very hot. We were going fast and there was no 
wind. Balaclava and helmet were too much. I stowed the former away with 
my gloves, I did not need those either. They were my reserve pair, and I 
thought with regret of the brand-new Dachstein Mitt I had dropped while 
in Gardyloo Gully, two days previously, and had watched steadily van 
ishing into the mist. We gauged our progress by noting how high we were 
in relation to fixed points on North-East Buttress and Tower Ridge. We 
watched a slow party labouriously clearing and cutting their way up the 
Little Tower.

The angle eased; rock vanished into snow out with the sticks. 
Graham pointed out three ptarmigan sitting on ledges like three orn 
aments on shelves, kidding themselves that they were completely invisible. 
Well, they were nearly. Traces of steps, filled in by newer snow showed 
faintly here and there, giving a line to follow. Snowy grooves followed 
snowy aretes. I moved up into a snowy corner. The snow petered out and 
the rock reared up, clean but black and wet. With a contortion I managed 
to tuck away my axe, slapped a runner on and bridged up the corner. 
Small sloping footholds, black and unfriendly, wet cold cracks for the 
fingers. Stop and think! Step across right and up; the top of the rock
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meged into a snow slope scrape and scrape again no holds under the 
snow. A sprawling mantleshelf and a scamper up the snow until the axe 
was produced again. How much rope was left, where could I belay?. A 
little rock outcrop poked through the snow. A horizontal crack took a peg 
with no trouble. To judge by the marks on the rock someone else had 
recently had the same idea.

In the memory, pitch merges into pitch. We carried on following in 
part of the vague line of old steps. Steep snow, then rock patches, long 
runouts. Black cloud boiled up behind Cam Mor Dearg and a snow 
shower passed over. The sky cleared again; a few rays of sun peeped over 
the summit plateau near the top of Tower Ridge and cheered us up.

Graham led up snow to a small tower of rock. The route was not 
obvious. He pulled up and came down, then traversed left and round the 
side and up. I followed up to the tower. It was steep; I stepped left, then 
down. My foot skidded off an icy hold and I grabbed frantically at the 
rock; no time for a second man to indulge in fancy antics here. I congrat 
ulated Graham on his lead of that pitch; I thought it hard. I forged on.

"I could do with that food now" shouted Graham, "we've got plenty 
of time." We were going well, we had levelled with the team on Tower 
Ridge. A few pitches ahead I thought I could see the point where we trav 
ersed into Zero Gully for the last 500 feet. I wanted to go while the blood 
was up - - - - knock it off, kill it dead, get to the top. But Graham was 
adamant. I ground to a halt at the end of the rope in the middle of snow. 
Away to the right some rock peeped out of the snow. I traversed to it 
and scraped out a slippery stance. Blast! ! forgotten the pegs. Graham 
came up and handed one over which I banged home. We ate sandwiches 
(cheese this time) and Christmas cake. My eyes wandered across Zero 
Gully, which flaunted bare ice at us at this level and on across to the Orion 
Face, where dribbles and bosses of ice separated thin patches of seemingly 
vertical snow. How had Smith and Marshall got up that?. The sight re 
inforced my view that Robin Smith's death in the Pamirs was one of the 
great tragedies of British climbing. Beyond little figures trudged to the top 
of Carn Mor Dearg and the sky was blue.

As if to compensate for his previous poor appetite Graham ate at 
high speed and then carried on up the snow ridge. I tried to repack my sac, 
pay out his rope, eat my cake and also hang onto my belay sling all at the 
same time, and watched him. It was all rather deceptive; sometimes 150 
feet of rope seemed to cover no distance on the ground, sometimes we 
seemed to go enormous distances in one run out.

Eventually Graham followed a curving line left below an iced up 
steepening of the ridge and found himself in Zero Gully. He surveyed the 
scene and called me up. I swiped at my belay peg a couple of times and 
looked regretfully as 45p. of Clog Kingpin went spinning away into the 
depths.

The snow in Zero Gully was hard and steep, but had an odd unsafe 
feel to it, yet excavation showed only harder snow beneath and no ice. It
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was impossible to drive the axe in very far. The top was in sun, which 
loosened little bits of ice and snow trickles which slid down on us. About 
forty feet up ice bulged obviously out of the snow at a slight narrowing of 
the gully walls. On the far side of the gully snow covered rock at a reason 
able angle looked feasible. Thump! in with the axe and kick, kick; kick, 
kick; a couple of steps and move up; and again; and again. The ice 
looked steep and very hard, so I took to the rocks on the left. In retrospect 
this was a mistake. It would probably have been better to go through the 
Houdini-like contortions needed to transfer crampons from sac to boots 
back at the stance and take the ice direct, ignoring the rock altogether. 
The rock turned out to have a layer of ice between it and the snow and 
under that it was very compact with small holds and never a crack for a peg 
runner. I thought of Graham with a belay such that he had to lean on it 
to keep it on and the fact that my only runner had fallen off. 1 thought of 
what bouncing down steep ice and rock can do to you and what a long 
way it was to the bottom of Zero Gully. I felt rather lonely and sublimated 
my apprehension by hacking away the ice with axe in one hand and hammer 
in the other. Slippery holds slowly appeared and height was made with 
their aid and with the occasional step cut in the ice at the side of the gully. 
Graham tactfully suggested that I cut the ice into smaller pieces before 
dropping it on him, so at the top of the bulge where the ice sloped back 
under snow again I cut a couple of steps and found that at arms length the 
snow seemed deep enough to hammer our already battered and splitting 
deadman in so that the top was more or less flush with the snow surface. 
Above, a smooth slope led to another icy narrows. The question was, 
what lay beneath the snow, just more firm snow or ice ?. If the latter we 
would just have to clear the snow off and cut and crampon up it. I was 
certainly going no further on the rock. It was at this point that Graham 
asked me if I had a torch, meaning that he had forgotten his and that we 
were both revising our estimate of how long the last bit would take us. 
He came up and I loaded him with slings, pegs, and screws. He cut a 
couple of steps into the centre of the gully and gingerly started up it. After 
a few feet it was solid snow again, with indeed those traces of old steps 
which had been missing for a while. In remarkably short time he was at 
the end of the rope and in a little cave below and to one side of the next 
ice. The reassuring rising note of the hammer gave confidence and I 
asked him what the next section looked like.

"Another ice-bulge I save them for you" and then? "looks like the 
the end of the world." Enigmatic. I joined him and saw his point. From 
the top of the ice the gully seemed to lie back and it and its retaining walls 
just vanished.

The sun was long gone now and it was getting cold. A line of steps ran 
diagonally across the ice bulge. Just a matter of cleaning them out and 
shaping a few for handholds. Above was more hard snow and, now in 
sight, the apparent top. I belayed to two handy spikes in the side wall of 
the gully, the first good natural belays for the last 1,000 feet or so. Graham 
charged past and vanished round a slight bend in the gully. A shout told
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me he was up and over the rim no cornice. The rope was tight and I 
kicked up the steps as fast as I could, legs heavy as lead, toes sore from 
kicking and palms bruised from driving in the axe.

Graham was pulling hand over hand and I sprawled suitably sack like 
over the top. It was 8.30 p.m. Far away lights twinkled remote in the dark 
valleys, but we alone were in the sun still, which hung on long enough to 
bathe us in cold, slightly pink light. We ate mint cake and chocolate and 
thought about the climb. We crossed over the summit, hurrying to ident 
ify the top of the Red Burn while it was still light enough and then dropped 
wearily down into the dark trough of Glen Nevis.
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ARRAN   1971

by John Brown

"There are three groups of mountains, containing between them ten 
peaks of over 2,000 feet, all in the northern part of the island in a 
relatively small area of approximately 12 square miles. It is this 
concentration of jagged peaks rising out of the sea that makes 
Arran 'the most arrogantly brilliant feature'' of the Clyde and pro 
vides the finest ridge walking in Scotland. Several of the mount 
ains have precipices and overhangs to tax the skill and courage of 
the most experienced mountaineer; all have easy routes of access.

The ten principal peaks are:

Goatfell ... ... ... ... ... 2,866ft.
Caisteal Abhail (the forked castle) ... ... 2,817 and 2,735 ft.
BeinnTarsuinn (the transverse hill)... ... 2,706 ft.
Cir Mhor (the great comb) ... ... ... 2,618ft.
Beinn Nuis (hill of the human face) ... 2,596 ft.
Am Binnein (the small hill)... ... ... 2,172 ft.
Cioch na h'Oighe (the maiden's breast) ... 2,168ft.
Beinn a Chliabhain (the cradled hill) ... 2,141ft.
Suidhe Fhearghas (Fergus's seat) ... ... 2.081ft.

Thus are the mountains described in the official guide to the Isle of 
Arran 'The most arrogantly brilliant feature of the Clyde.' Not all will 
agree with 'arrogant' but it may have been this description which prompt 
ed the 1971 M.A.M. Scottish Meet to see that every one of these peaks 
(and a few more besides) were conquered and that every one of the mag 
nificent linking ridges was traversed.

Thirty three members and friends arrived on or about 29th. of May 
at the Douglas Hotel, Brodick, one of the very few places on the island 
which can take a party of this size. In addition, Mr. and Mrs. Neil Ferrett 
and family were staying locally and E. Hambly and son plus boat and 
Tom Meredith (F. and R.C.C.) turned up after a brisk sail across the 
Clyde from Fairlie.

It was one of those holidays on which one was urged by the unsettled 
forecast to do and see as much as possible 'toe/ay' and, as the good weather 
fortunately persisted despite contrary signs and portents, a fairly ener 
getic time was had by all. The area, new to most of us, offered a wealth of 
delightful ridge walking which kept us so busy that there was no thought of 
rock climbing until the last day of the one week Meet when a party went 
to the Rosa Pinnacle.
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It was perhaps natural that after a long and tiring journey some 
would want to spend the first day gaining a respectable height without too 
much effort. Thus a large party walked up the beautiful Glen Rosa and up 
onto the col leading over to Glen Sannox. Lesson 'one' was soon learnt! 
Distances in Arran are deceptive and heights from sea level of course  
greater than one thinks. The Glen Rosa track, about six miles on the map, 
must be at least 25 % longer due to bog diversions and burns to be jumped. 
By the end of the week members were tending to avoid the Glen which 
they considered was suitable only for the training of Olympic steeple 
chasers. However the view from the col made up for everything and some 
of the party, eager for more punishment descended by Glen Sannox and 
the coast road; others even more masochistic returned by Glen Rosa, 
while two more followed the ridge round to Goat Fell and descended by 
the tourist route to Brodick.

A party of late arrivals who had missed the boat and been benighted 
on the mainland 'enjoyed' only part of the Glen Rosa slog and then made 
their way north-westwards to the cradled hill, Beinn a'Chliabhain, known 
to most Sassenachs as Ben Chilblain.

The following day found a number of M.A.M. parties on the A'Chir 
ridge, a delightful scramble on the main ridge running N.N.E. from Beinn 
Tarsuinn to Chir Mhor. Some members found it rather more than a 
scramble in one or two places and were glad of the support, moral or 
otherwise, of the only rope in the party wisely provided by Stan Craw- 
ford. Don't be misled by the word 'scramble' in Scottish guidebooks. 
Take a rope!.

Other fine days were spent traversing the Castles (Caisteal Abhail), 
the Witches Step and Fergus's Seat (Suidhe Fhearghas) on the northern 
flank of Glen Sannox; and of course, following a day's traverse northward 
over Goatfell, the Stacach, North Goatfell and Mullach Buidhe, few could 
resist the stimulating experience of scrambling over Cioch na h'Oighe 
(the maiden's breast) before descending to Glen Sannox and tea.

All the main ridges and summits were traversed in one day by a party 
consisting of Dick Edlington, Cliff May, Peter and Kath Fairhurst. Here 
is their log!

Glen Rosa Car Park ... ... ... 0810 hours
Beinn Nuis ... ... ... ... 2596' 1005  
Beinn Tarsuinn ... ... ... ... 2706' 1040 ,,
Beinn Chliabhain ... ... ... ... 2141' 1105  
A'Chir Ridge ... ... ... ... 1145  
CirMhor ... ... ... ... ... 2618' 1245  
Casteal Abhail ... ... ... ... 2817' 1340  
Witches Step ... ... ... ... 1420  
Suidhe Fhearghas... ... ... ... 2081' 1445  
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Glen Sannox ... ... ... ... 200' 1520  
Cioch na h'Oighe ... ... ... ... 2168' 1645  
AmBinnein ... ... ... ... 2172' 1720  
N. Goatfell... ... ... ... ... 2659' 1810  
Goatfell ... ... ... ... ... 2866' 1850  
Glen Rosa Car Park ... ... ... 2025  

Fine views were enjoyed during a day spent walking the western Arran 
hills of Beinn Bhreac (2,333') and Beinn Bharrain (2,368'). These were 
climbed from the west coast hamlet of Pirnmill whose postmaster, unable 
to leave his shop unattended, very kindly gave us the run of his kitchen 
and the materials for a brew up a sort of "do it yourself" tea service for 
parched climbers.

Arran offers much for the naturalist, especially the ornithologist. 
Ray Turner logged a very extensive list of species seen during the Meet 
including golden eagles which he was able to observe from a 'grand stand' 
seat on Beinn Nuis.
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DIE OU TRANSVAAL
by Dave Hughes

The traditional climbing areas of South Africa are the Western Cape 
and the Drakensberg Range in Natal. Consequently the climber in Johan 
nesburg appears to be rather poorly placed. In fact nothing could be 
further from the truth as there is plenty of good climbing less than an hour 
and a half's drive away and if one is prepared to travel a bit further afield 
some very big and serious routes can be found. The Transvaal also has the 
added bonus that the weather is ideal for rock climbing the whole year 
round.

The nearest climbing is in the Magaliesberg range. This is a range of 
hills about 40 miles north of Johannesburg running in an east-west dir 
ection. The southern escarpment presents a continuous line of cliffs for 
about 30 miles varying in height from 150 to 300 feet while the northern 
slopes are more gentle, although they are criss-crossed by gorges (or 
kloofs) cut by the northward flowing rivers. It was through an intimate 
knowledge of the passes and kloofs in the Magaliesberg that the Boer 
commandos managed successfully to elude the British in the Anglo-Boer 
war.

The scope for climbing is enormous but access is limited, being 
dependent on the goodwill of the farmers. A considerable amount of effort 
and money is expended by the Transvaal Section of the Mountain Club 
of South Africa to maintain this goodwill and in the purchase of land 
which will guarantee rights of access. Memories are long and one area is 
still forbidden because in the thirties one gun-happy climber shot at a cow.

The atmosphere of the Magaliesberg climbs is more akin to Tre- 
madoc or Borrowdale than the harsher mountain world of Scafell or 
Pillar. It is all very pleasant and relaxed and if you do not feel like climbing 
you can just lie in the sun or swim.

The development as elsewhere in the world has been sporadic. There 
was a lot of intense activity in the late thirties with Dick Barry and J. 
Langmore being two of the leading lights. Previously Barry had shown 
himself to be an outstanding climber in Britain, getting a long way up 
Dier Bield Buttress and finding the Grooves Traverse variation to Hiatus 
on Gimmer. Not only did Barry and Langmore pioneer some very fine 
lines but the standard of their routes was very high. Even today some would 
still be graded Hard Very Severe by British Standards. One route of 
Barry's, although by no means his hardest, is named Coffin and is certainly 
a route of character. On the second pitch one has to fall across or straddle 
a chimney. One intending leader misjudged the width of the chimney and 
went plunging head-first into the void beneath. The next big advance came 
in the fifties with many good routes being opened up throughout the 
Magaliesberg. Two of the best routes of this period were Bob Davies' 
Red Column and Cederberg Traverse. The latter is a very bold route 
which threads its unlikely way through a series of overhangs. .,,

' V5
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There was then a lull while climbers from the University of Wit- 
watersrand and an Anglo-South African team known as the "Syndicate" 
filled in detail, and it took the visit of Tony and Robin Barley in 1968/69 
to introduce the new techniques and attitudes currently prevalent in the 
English climbing scene. In the Magaliesberg alone they put up over forty 
new routes of a very high standard. Unfortunately the modern hard man 
approach grated on some of the local climbers especially when they 
snatched a line Bob Davies had been trying. To rub matters in they named 
it the Poacher. The situation was not helped when Tony Barley published 
his own guide as the Mountain Club jealously preserves its rights in this 
area. It would appear that the Fell and Rock and the Climbers' Club are 
not the only organisations to experience this kind of trouble. However, 
much as it may be regretted, progress and modern technology cannot be 
held back and the younger generation led by Paul Fatti fully equipped 
with nuts, bolts, chocks and tapes are already chipping away at the aura 
surrounding the Barley routes.

Further north again than the Magaliesberg, also running in an east 
west direction, lies the Waterberg Range. The most popular venue is 
Krantzberg at the western end of the range. It is possible to reach Krantz 
berg in about four hours from Johannesburg and drive right up to the 
campsite. It is normally very dry and it is necessary to bring your own 
water to augment natural supplies. The escarpment here ends abruptly in 
a smooth sheer face over 600 feet at its highest point. The rock is hard 
sandstone and the routes are steep, continuous and very serious. There are 
some really fine lines. Black Eagle which is about 600 feet long bears 
comparison with any of the classic routes on Clogwyn du'r Arddu. In the 
best possible taste the crux is reserved for the last move round an overhang 
with an unbroken plunge to the scree below. The great test-piece is the 
Barleys' Armageddon which has recently had a second ascent by Paul 
Fatti. Another superb line is Bob Davies' Swift Crag which was a very 
bold lead for 1959. Twice the opening party retreated from the crux pitch 
by means of a fearful abseil before solving the problem, with judicious 
mechanical aid. After the day is over it is wonderfully relaxing to sit 
around a wood-fire in the cool of the evening braising meat and quaffing 
wine or beer as the mood takes you.

At the eastern end of the Waterberg range, just north of Naboomspruit 
the routes are even more impressive although perhaps lacking the elegance 
of those at Krantzberg. The escarpment here is 1,000 feet high and the rock 
lies in a series of horizontal bands with few vertical breaks. As a conse 
quence of this the routes are long, strenuous and the route finding intri 
cate. The most notable climbs are The Prow, Hanglip Frontal and Zim 
babwe Frontal. Dick Barry opened Hanglip Frontal and Zimbabwe 
Frontal in a single week-end just before he was killed in the Drakensberg. 
He left no details of the routes and the gripping accounts of the attempts 
at second ascents are a fitting tribute to an amazing climber. Even today 
both routes would rate as good V.S. The drawback with this area is that 
the natural lines tend to be widely scattered and in places the quality of the
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rock is poor. Even further north again some 300 miles from Johannesburg 
at Blouberg is reputed to lie the rock climbers paradise. Sheer vertical faces 
of clean rock stretch out for some two miles and range in height from 600 
to 1,000 feet. A small spring provides water and there are pools to bathe 
in. Unfortunately the tales of a six hour walk to the camp site have been 
sufficient so far to dissuade someone brought up on the gentle walk to the 
Wastad or Shepherd's Crag. Nevertheless the descriptions certainly indicate 
the area is well worth a visit providing inertia can be overcome.

Although the main Drakensberg range lies in Natal the escarpment 
stretches 200 miles north into Eastern Transvaal marking the edge of the 
High Veld. In theory this should provide unlimited scope for the rock- 
climber but in practice apart from sporadic bursts of activity the region has 
been neglected. This is possibly due to the fact that the rock is very veget 
ated and good natural lines are few. The most popular area is Wolkberg 
at the north end of the escarpment where the Transvaal Section's Club 
Hut is sited. The view over the Low Feld some 4,000 feet below is truly 
magnificent and there is much of interest. The earliest gold mines of the 
Transvaal are close at hand and there is trout fishing for the less energetic. 
There is even the attraction of an unclimbed cliff protected by an apparent 
ly impenetrable primaeval forest. The drive to the hut is an adventure in 
itself. The road is just a forestry track and fifteen streams have to be 
crossed. The vegetation also abounds with snakes and it is was with some 
trepidation that I once crawled under a car to help tie up an exhaust 
knocked off on a boulder. Unfortunately the actual rock climbing is not 
sufficiently outstanding to compensate for the long drive from Johan- 
nesberg.

The other climbing areas of note in the Transvaal are at Wilgespruit 
and The Hell. Wilgespruit is about 80 miles from Johannesburg and is 
notable for a very hard Barley route, The Key. Unfortunately it is guarded 
by a bilharzia infected river which is a great disincentive to the neurotic. 
The Hell is about 100 miles from Johannesburg and as its name implies 
is blazingly hot even in winter. Devotees such as Paul Fatti are very 
enthusiastic but others are more muted in their praise.

Perhaps the atmosphere of Transvaal climbing can best be guaged by 
an account of an ascent of Swift Crag at Krantzberg. This is not one of Tran 
svaal's hardest climbs nor was it a desperate epic but it was a day full of 
pleasure, even if most of the'pleasure was somewhat retrospective.

Brian Honey and I collected our gear together and strode out across 
the meadow white with the frost of a Transvaal winter morning. Our respect 
tive families made the appropriate sounds of good-bye and then went back 
to sleep or lighting fires depending on their different metabolisms.

Phil was supposed to accompany us but in the cold light of dawn the 
attractions of his girl-friend triumphed over the challenge of the mount 
ains. As I stumbled up the scree I was left to ponder on the anomaly of 
two married men abandoning their responsibilities at the first opportunity
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while a young bachelor was full of fond concern. Thirty minutes later we 
stood at the foot of the climb sorting gear. Brian the optimist was all for 
the minimum while I having read the account of the first ascent was all 
for the lot. Eventually we compromised on two tape etriers, four pegs and 
the usual array of slings and chocks. I must say I thought we were a bit 
thinly equipped for the pitches of A2 we expected to encounter.

Above our heads the rock leaned out in a series of bulges split by an 
obvious crack line which formed the route. The start was somewhat to the 
left of the main crack and followed a meandering line to avoid an initial 
bulge and an eagle's nest. The first two pitches were supposed to be easy 
but as always in this situation we found ourselves battling. It was cold, the 
ledges all sloped the wrong way and I ended up traversing at the wrong 
height. Eventually we found ourselves in a grassy overhung niche with the 
problem of gaining a steep slab. A judiciously placed peg enabled holds on 
the slab to be reached although at the first attempt the peg came out 
rather prematurely. On the slab you were only too conscious of the 
seriousness of the undertaking. The rock fell away beneath your feet for 
200 feet while up above 400 feet of rock bulged over your head. The slab 
ended with a short traverse to the left to the foot of a vertical recess, the 
back of which was split by two cracks. On the first ascent the left hand crack 
had been climbed using pegs but the Barley's had apparently managed the 
right hand overhanging-crack free. This was all that is worst in gritstone. 
A high right hand-jam, pull up on the jam with no real footholds and 
hope for a good hold above. There was that agonising moment when I did 
not think I would quite make it and then I was over the bulge and jam 
ming awkwardly over a series of blocks to a small airy stance. A very 
ancient sling was still tied round a chockstone, evidence of Bob Davies' 
early attempts. With a shudder I looked down at the drop and decided 
nothing would induce me to retreat. We were now under the long over 
hanging crack marking the crux of the climb. Brian set off and ground to a 
halt about 30 feet up where he had to get out of the crack to avoid a roof. 
At this point he forgot his former optimism and sent down for the two 
tape etriers. Then followed a period when he lay gasping and muttering 
half under the bulge and half over. By this time the shadow of the cliff was 
beginning to push down towards the camp site and I realised that the 
afternoon was progressing. Friends passed underneath and shouted 
various advice and I prepared myself mentally for a night out. Suddenly 
Brian elevated himself over the bulge and I thought he was up while he 
thought he was off. Fortunately my assessment of the situation was more 
accurate and he continued, out of my sight now, to battle away up to the 
stance. It was now my turn but by cunning use of slings I managed to 
circumvent the more extreme difficulties and even removed all the gear. 
I was reminded of a rainy day on Penamnen Groove many years previous 
ly when a horrified observer had told me "The slings are for protection not 
to climb up!".

Above the rock bulged even more formidably but the route escaped to 
the right up a series of walls and ledges. As all the ledges were occupied by
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vultures' nests this required considerable care. By now the sun had gone 
down and the camp fires had started to flicker in the dusk. We completed 
the last pitch in the dark and stood coiling the ropes and contemplating 
our next course of action. We decided to try and descend as far as possible 
and then sit and wait for the moon. Fortunately Brian had a good sense of 
the direction and we were making slow but steady progress when suddenly 
torch light cut through the gloom and our friends appeared. For some 
unknown reason they had taken pity on us and decided not to drink our 
beer. Thus it was only about three quarters of an hour later that we strode 
into the firelight to be greeted by shouts of abuse and by the wide staring 
eyes of my daughter. She did not say anything but I am sure she thought 
the whole thing very stupid.
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OBITUARIES

H. W. OWEN, M.B.E.

Hugh Wynn Owen had been a member longer than most of us, having 
been elected in 1928. His career as a Civil Servant subsequently took him 
to Guildford, Llandudno and Hereford, and for his services he was 
awarded the M.B.E. On his retirement he settled in Conway, within sight 
of the Welsh hills he had loved from his boyhood, for he was born at a 
farm on the slopes of Snowdon, near Llanberis.

Tall and of spare build, he was quiet in manner and reserved in company 
but in conversation he was knowledgeable with a wide range of interests. 
He had climbed in various parts of Britain and in the Alps, and one of his 
pleasures was to collect a small piece of rock typifying the mountain he 
had been up. He was also a lover of books, music and steam railway 
engines, especially those of the old L.N.W.R.

Each year recently he had spent a week of the early summer at Glan 
Dena, walking his favourite hills, and he would have been there again 
this year, but for his death in May after a short illness.

We extend our deep sympathy to his wife in her bereavement.
B.B.

C. E. RODGERS

Members will have learned with deep regret of the death on 27th July 
last year of Mr. Christopher Rodgers. Chris, as he was known to everyone, 
joined the M.A.M. with his wife in 1948.

He was always an outdoor man and in addition to his interest in 
mountaineering was a member of the Hamstead Lawn Tennis Club. He 
was also interested in gardening, and in his large garden in Handsworth 
Wood he built a model railway.

On being elected to the M.A.M. he soon showed that he was a keen 
active member, who loved being on the mountains.

Although, on his own admission, he never aspired to being a 'tiger 
on a rope', he was a very safe man to be with on any expedition. He was 
an expert with map and compass and was never in doubt about the best 
way back to base, however bad the conditions might become. He led two 
enjoyable and successful meets to Fort William in 1968 and 1969.

But not only was he a keen mountaineer, he was a very good friend 
of the Club. He was an engineer of great ability and he put this ability at 
the service .of the M.A.M. from the first year he joined. He did a great 
deal to keep Glan Dena in repair and serviceable and helped on many 
working parties.
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He also had a big hand in obtaining and transforming Low House, 
into the very comfortable "Mountain Hut" that it is today.

All those friends of his who were at his funeral heard the Rector pay 
a glowing tribute to the work Chris did for the Handsworth Parish Church. 
He was an elected member of the Parochial Church Council for many 
years.

He was also very generous with his time on the administrative side 
of the M.A.M. He was elected Hon. Assistant Treasurer in 1956 and 
to the Glan Dena Hut sub-committee in 1957. In 1965 he accepted the post 
of Hon. Treasurer and held this position till ill-health forced him to resign 
at the A.G.M. in 1971. In all these activities he had the loyal support of 
his wife Winifred.

Their three children have all joined the M.A.M. Their daughter Jean 
served on the committee for 2 years prior to her marriage, and their son 
Edward is an active member who has recently led meets at Low House. 
Their younger girl, Barbara is generally to be found at both indoor and 
outdoor meets.

Few other families can have contributed so much to any club as the 
Rodgers family have to the M.A.M. Chris will be sadly missed by the Club, 
as well as by his many friends, and we extend our sympathy to his wife, son 
and daughters in their great loss.

P.L.

1
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Hugh Wynn Owen, (with Phillip Pethybridge).

Chris. Rodgers
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LETTERS.

Winifred Rodgers has written to the members of the M.A.M. via 
Murray Campbell.

56 Hamstead Hill,
Birmingham, 20. 

Dear Murray,

May I say a few words of appreciation to all our friends in the 
M.A.M.; to those who wrote to Chris to cheer him in his long illness; to 
everyone who dropped in from time to time, either while he was at home 
or in hospital; to these who lightened his job as Treasurer and eventually 
took over from him and to all those who showed their friendship at his 
funeral.

Over many years Chris and I and our family have spent many happy 
hours walking, climbing and week-ending with the M.A.M. in Wales, 
the Lake District and Fort William and I know he greatly missed the 
Monday lunches when eventually he had to give them up. Nothing gave 
him greater pleasure than to help in any way that was within his power, so 
may I say thank you once again to everyone for their great kindness and 
for all that their support has meant to him.

  Yours very sincerely, 

Winifred Rodgers.
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1970   1971.

The most noteworthy event to be noted in this Journal is the 50th. 
Anniversary of the M.A.M., the inaugural meeting being held at Queen's 
College on 5th. May 1922. Strictly speaking a review of 1970-1971 has not 
caught up to the Jubilee Year but this is the 1972 issue and it is convenient 
to mention it. Fifty years is a long time in the time scale of Mountain 
eering Clubs; the majority are under twenty-five years of age. Compar 
isons are odious and it would serve no good purpose to try and compare 
the history of the M.A.M. with that of anyone else. Suffice it to say that 
if as much satisfaction can be derived by members in the future from their 
membership as has been derived in the past then we can look ahead with 
pleasurable anticipation.

The generally high standard of domestic climbing has continued, 
largely due to the consistent efforts of a small number of people e.g., Chris 
Perry, Vie Slater, Bob Burns with various others in various combinations 
doing routes such as Britomartis, The Groove, Vertigo, Mangoletsi and 
Blitzkrieg. The hard route scene was bolstered by the reappearance of 
John Harwood from California who restarted in Wales with The Wasp 
and the Great Corner on Llech Ddu. By contrast the Lake District was 
less well patronised by the rock climbers the notable exception being 
Graham Willison taking advantage of his northerly base to work through 
the Lakes VS.'s and XS.'s with an enviable speed.

Scotland seems perhaps to be more popular than of late (a particular 
bee in the Editor's bonnet). John Brown's early summer meets in Inch- 
nadamph and Arran were very successful and individual parties have done 
interesting routes e.g., the Fatti brothers, Roger High, Dave Thomas, 
Graham Willison, Ron Harrison, John Shakespeare and David Roberts 
in various parties, recording climbs like Revelation, Trapeze, King Cobra, 
Scimitar (Ardgour) Fionn Buttress, Hammer and Pause. Winter climbing 
has its devotees though not without thrills one party made a gripping 
retreat from the Little Brenva Face on Ben Nevis in 1970 by abseiling off 
their ice axes and 1971 saw a benightment on the Tower Ridge.

1970 was a bad weather year in the Alps with perhaps a low level of 
activity as a result. Quite a variety of parties went there and in the true 
M.A.M. tradition good times were had by all without spectacular results. 
Ray Colledge did the North Face of the Grosshorn and a few good routes 
e.g., the Scarf Arete, were done in the Dolomites. Paul and Carl Fatti 
visited Norway on their way home to South Africa and did the sixth 
ascent overall and the first of the season of the Rimmon Route on the 
Trolltind Wall, in very wet conditions. Paradoxically they suffered seri 
ously from thirst. 1971 gave better weather and a very high standard of 
activity by British climbers in general, a fact not really reflected by mem 
bers activities. Still, there is always next season.

We had, in fact, another anniversary, in 1970, the Silver Jubilee of 
Glan Dena. At the appropriate meet there was an attendance of 50, of

eighty-one



83. 0083

whom 14 were at the opening of the hut 25 years previously. For the huts 
1971 was quite a year, with Bob Jeals' long planned extensions to Low 
House getting under way, the first obvious sign being an extra window let 
into the wall above the kitchen sink. Work on the big barn is continuing. 
1971 was the year that, at last, mains electricity was brought to Glan Dena. 
A marathon of replumbing and rewiring by Clinton Parsonage, and his 
team will ensure, we hope, that the eternal winter bogey of burst pipes will 
at last be laid.

Lastly, in these days of Women's Lib., surely we may look to the 
emergence of a powerful squad of lady members leading hard climbs. The 
signs are encouraging. Seconding, at least, a select few have been seen on 
Lot's Groove, Mur-y-Niwl, Bow Shaped Slab, Sheaf, Longlands, and 
Zig-Zag on Castle Crag. Next we look to them to do the leading.
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BOOK REVIEW

The Black Cliff by Soper, Crew & Wilson. Pp. 158 with 111 photographs. 
Price £2.50 Kaye & Ward, Ltd.

There is no question but that this book is unique. No-one has written 
such a study of a British cliff before and quite likely no-one will ever 
again. This prompts the obvious question "Why do it now ?" Presumably 
the test of any book written other than for instruction is whether or not 
it is enjoyable and conveys well its argument. In this case the exercise 
seems to be supremely worthwhile, which is in itself an answer to the 
question. But the true answer lies in the cliff rather than in the intrinsic 
merit of the book itself. Cloggy stands alone. No other cliff has so con 
sistently carried on its flanks the hopes, struggles and advances of British 
rock climbers its story is the story of rock climbing over the last 40 years. 
More than that Cloggy has an atmosphere all its own to use terms most 
unfashionable in climbing circles, it has mystery and romance.

So much for the reasons what of the words and pictures? The 
history of the cliff is carefully documented with a wealth of detail pains 
takingly presented. The activities of everyone who has played a part in the 
cliffs history is described. One reads of Longland, Kirkus and Harding  
especially interesting perhaps is the chapter covering the period after the 
Second World War and before the advent of Joe Brown. Brown is right 
fully given full credit for his enormous part in post-1950 developments and 
Crew and Soper draw attention to the fact that it was as much attitude as 
ability that enabled the Rock and Ice to revolutionise rock climbing. Peter 
Harding quite likely had the technical ability to do several climbs later 
done by others but he did not and it took him many months of careful 
plotting and thought to do all the existing routes. It took Brown three days!

Later developments are thoroughly recorded in an agreeably ob 
jective style. In this case the authors are also the history makers but there 
is no excess of modesty nor over-amplification of the facts due to 
familiarity.

As a purely photographic essay it is very good indeed. Perhaps some 
thing has been lost in reproduction in places but this is more than made 
up for by some shots of historical interest e.g., Linnell on Piggot's Route 
and Brown on Llithrig (yes, that is history now) and pictures of unusual 
places e.g., The Hand Traverse. The only colour picture is on the dust 
jacket, in which, strikingly, almost the only colour is the red of the climbers 
sweater and socks the Black Cliff indeed!.

And what of the results ? So neatly is the cliff dissected on paper that 
one need never again wonder what is round the next overlap or where the 
next crack leads to; a loss, really. The authors give the year 1959 as the 
year Cloggy became a cliff for the masses. Yet in 1960 and 1961 one 
remembers sunny days in which Sheaf or East Gully Grooves were the 
hardest routes done, climbs like Carpet Slab and Slanting Slab were
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awaiting their third ascents, the Pinnacle had not been girdled and the 
sight of a team on Llithrig or Diglyph made one stop to watch. This is the 
Cloggy one thinks of with an affection reserved for no other cliff, rather 
than todays crowded scene. How right Dennis Gray is when he writes 
"Todays novices who do routes like Longlands almost as soon as they 
start to climb will never know what it meant to complete one's first Cloggy 
route." I feel that this book can only help to lay the myth whose existence 
partly gives it its reason for being written, which makes one all the more 
pleased to have climbed there a decade ago. But surely the Black Cliff can 
rise above books and crowds.

To anyone who has an interest in the history of the development of 
Welsh rock-climbing, in the state of the sport at present and in its ethics 
and above all to anyone who has climbed on Cloggy and felt its special 
fascination, this is a most valuable and rewarding addition to the climbing 
literature. D. M. R.
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NEW ROUTES. 

LAKE DISTRICT

BIRKS CRAG, HAWESWATER.

Blue Horizon 120 feet Hard Severe

On the right hand flank of the crag about 80 yards from the other 
routes, a mass of rock with two large overhangs rises out of the jungle. Left 
of this an obvious rib runs the full height of the crag. Start on a grass ledge 
to the left of, and just above the foot of, the rib.

(1) Step across to a dirty groove on the right of the rib, and up this to a 
good ledge, then up the short wall on the left to a large foot hold on the 
rib. The block in front of the climber at this point is loose. Move up care 
fully to good foot-holds above the block. Traverse up left into a chimney, 
up this and exit left. Find a way up easier ground to the top.

First ascent 27th. September 1969.

P. J. Hull,
J. R. Shakespeare,
D. M. Prentice.
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