


SO YOU 
TH INK YOU KNOW 

THE PEAK DISTRICT-
O.K. WELL PROVE IT! 

These famous climbs are all within easy 
reach of our shop in Sheffield . On Stoney

Middleton, Froggatt, Curbar, Stanage and 
even the Staffordshire Roches. You may know 

them, you might have done them. Why not call 
in, see if you're right and stock up at the same 
time. Whether you're travelling from Leeds, 
Nottingham or London be sure to look us up 
when passing thro' Sheffield . If you're further 
afield then send for our current catalogue 

instead. 

BRYAN G STOKES 
2 High Court, High Street 

Sheffield. 



the 

■ 

that goes on all the expeditions 
The current British Antarctic Survey, the recent 
l3ritish Trans-Arctic Expeditions, the 1953 success
ful ascent ot Everest ... these and many other 
expeditions in the Himalayas, Andes and Antarc
tica, have been equipped with the big bags ... the 
finest in the world ... the Fairy down sleeping 
bags. 

Sir Edmund Hillary wrote: 
"You'll be pleased to know both 
Tensing and I used your bags in 
Camp 9 .• . as a matter of interest. 
Tensing gave me the unsolicited 
testimonial that his N.Z. bags 
were the best he had ever used. 
I don't think there's much doubt 
that your bags are the best that 
can be obtained anywhere in the 
world." 

down sleeping bags 
the lightest and warmest yet made I 

U.K. STOCKISTS: 
Aberdeen F. Diack & Son 
Ambleside Frank Davis 
Birm'gham Frank Davis 
Capel CurigBrennands 
Edinburgh Graham Tiso 
Glasgow Greaves 
Keswick George Fisher 
Leeds 1 Yorkshire Camping 

Shops ltd. 

Liverpool Ellis Brigham 
Llanberis Joe Brown 
London Youth Hostel Assn . 
Pindisports and all branches 

of Pindisports 
Manchester Ellis Brigham 
Newcastle-on-Tyne 

L.D. Mountain Centre 
Nottingham Roger Turner 
Sheffield Bryan G. Stokes 

Internationally renowned products of ARTHUR ELLIS & CO. LTD. 

HEAD OFFICE: Private Bag,Dunedin.New Zealand 
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I Mountaineering 
Equipment 
Suppliers 
Aberdeen 
F. Diack and Son, 
302 George Street. 
Tel. 0224.26952. 

Aberdeen 
Campbell's Sports (S), 
520 Union Street. 
Tel. 0224.20157. 

Ambleside, Westmorland 
Frank Davies (S), 
The Climbers' Shop, 
Compston Corner, 
Tel. Ambleside 2297. 

Aviemore. Scotland 
Speyside Sports (S), 
Tel. Aviemore 629. 

Bangor. North Wales 
Arvons, 
216 High Street, 
Tel. 0248.3849. 

Bethesda, North Wales 
Arvons, 
High Street. 
Tel. 0248.82.401 . 

Birmingham 
Frank Davies (S), 
7 Snowhill Ringway, 4. 
Tel. 021 .236.6816. 

Birmingham 
Y. H.A. Services Ltd., 
35 Cannon Street, 2. 
Tel. 021.643.5180. 

Blackburn 
J and J Kirkham (C) , 
116 Darwen Street. 

Blackpool 
The Alpine Centre, 
193 Church Street. 
Tel. 0253.24307. 

Bolton 
Alpine Sports (S), 
157 Great Moor Street. 
Tel. 0204.25087. 

Bradford 
P & S Outdoor Shop, 
71 a Godwin Street. 
Tel. 0274.21998. 

Brighton 
Sport and Leisure, 
48 North Street. 
Tel. 0273.29539. 

Bristol 
Bryant's Outdoor Centre, 
Colston Street. 
Tel. 0272.23166. 

Cambridge 
The Outdoor Centre, 
7 Bridge Street. 
Tel. 0223.53956. 

Capel Curig, North Wales 
Joe Brown, 
The Climbing Shop. 
Tel. Capel Curig 205. 

Capel Curig, North Wales 
Ellis Brigham (M) (S), 
Mountain Centre. 
Tel. Capel Curig 232. 

Croydon. Surrey 
Pindisports, 
1098 Whitgift Centre, 
Tel. 01 .688.2667. 

Darlington 
J. Clementson (Darlington) Ltd., 
29 High North Gate (C) . 
Tel. 0325.2390. 

Derby 
Powers Sports, 
Green Lane. 
Tel. 0332.48311 . 

Derby 
Prestidge (S), 
350 Normanton Road. 
Tel. 0332.42245. 

Dundee 
David Low Sports Co. Ltd. 
63 Seagate (M) (S), 
Tel. 0382.24501-2. 

Edinburgh 
Graham Tiso {M), 
44 Rodney Street. 
Tel. 031.556.1723. 

Exeter 
Grays Outdoor Shop (C) (S) , 
181 /182 Sidwell Street. 
Tel. 0392.76421. 

Fort William 
Nevisport, 
131 High Street. 

Glasgow 
Greaves (S), 
23 Gordon Street. 
Tel. 041.221 .4531 / 2. 

Glasgow 
Bob Finnie Sports, 
53 Possil Road, C.4. 
Tel. 041.332.0327 

Grantown-on-Spey, Scotland 
Speyside Sports (S), 
47 High Street. 
Tel. Grantown 246. 

Glenbrittle, Skye 
Mike Chalwin, 
Agents for: 
Bryan G. Stokes in Skye. 

Halifax 
The Outdoor Centre, 
3 Princes Arcade. 
Tel. 0422.65549. 

Lancaster 
H. Robinson, 
Mountain Craft Shop (C), 
5 New Road. 
Tel. 0524.66610. 

Leeds 
Centresport, 
Frank Davies, Dave Clarke, 
40 Woodhouse Lane, 2. 
Tel. 0532.31024. 

These shops stock high class Mountaineering, Ski - ing and Camping 
Equipment. 

The shops marked (C) (M) (S) hire out Camping, Mountaineering and 
Ski-ing Equipment. 

Leeds 
H. W. Poole, 
34/ 36 Eastgate (C) (S). 
Tel. 0532.24599 

Leeds 
H. W. Poole, 
2 Wade Street (C) (S). 
Tel. 0532.29374. 

Liverpool 
Ellis Brigham {M) (C) (S), 
73 Bold Street, 1 
Tel. 051 .709.6912. 

Llanberis. North Wales 
Joe Brown, 
Menai Hall. 
High Street. 
Tel. 028682.327. 

London 
Pindisports (S) , 
14/18 Holborn, E.C.1. 
Tel. 01 .242.3278. 

London, Acton, W .3. 
Pindisports (S), 
373/5 Uxbridge Road, W.3 
Tel. 01 .992.6642. 

London 
Robert Lawrie Ltd., 
54 Seymour Street, W1 H 5WE 
Tel. 01.723.5252. 

London 
Y.H.A. Sales, 
29 John Adam Street, W.C.2. 
Tel. 01 .839.1722. 

Manchester 
Ellis Brigham (M) {C) (S). 
6/14 Cathedral Street, 4. 
Tel. 061 .834.0161 . 

Manchester 
J. & A. Sports & Camping Co. (C), 
15 Station Road, Urmston. 
Tel. 061 .748.6408. 

Manchester 
Stubbs Outdoor Sports, 
211 Deansgate 2. 
Tel. 061 .834.7278. 

Manchester 
Y. H.A. Services Ltd .• 
36/38 Fountain Street, 2. 
Tel. 061.834.7119. 

Mansfield. Notts. 
W. Slack and Sons, 
38 Rosemary Street. 
Tel. 0623.24449. 

Newcastle-Upon-Tyne 
Dentons (Denton Cycles) (S), 
227 / 229 Westgate Road. 
Tel. 0632.23903. 

Newcastle-Upon-Tyne 
L. D. Mountain Centre Ltd., 
34 Dean Street (S) (C) . 
Tel. 0632.22139. 

Nottingham 
Roger Turner, 
Mountain Sports (S). 
1 Canning Circus. 
Tel. 0602.47230. 

Oxford 
The Scout and Guide Shop, 
1 7 Tu rl Street. 
Tel. 0092.47110. 
(Branch of the Scout 
Association) . 

Preston 
P.S. D. Sports Dept., 
141 Friargate. 
Tel. 0772.53793. 

Rawtenstall, Lanes. 
C. H. Parsons, 
13 Bacup Road. 
Tel. 07062.6353 

Settle, Yorks 
Cave and Crag, 
Duke Street. 
Tel. 07292.3311 . 

Sheffield 
Bryan G. Stokes, 
High Court, High Street. 
Tel. 0742.27525. 

Stockport 
Base Camp (C), 
89 Lower Hill gate. 
Tel. 061.480.2945. 

Wednesbury. Staffs. 
Tebbutt Bros. (M) (C) (S), 
91 / 92 Walsall Street. 
Tel. 021 .556.0802. 

West Bromwich, Staffs. 
Wulfrun Camp and Sports, 
466 High Street (C) (S), 
Tel. 021 .553.1670. 

Wolverhampton 
Wulfrun Camp and Sports, 
4/5 King Street (C) (S), 
Tel. 0902.27012. 

York 
The Scout and Guide Shop, 
14 Goodramgate. 
Tel. 0904.53567. 
( Branch of the Scout 
Association) . 

CANADA 
Calgary: Alberta 
Premier Sports 
319 - 7th Avenue S.W. 

Calgary : Alberta 
C.Y.H.A. Mountain Sales, 
455 - 12th Street N.W. 
Tel. 283-5551 . 
evenings only ; (C) (M). 
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One man one Mountain, but so 
many things to think about, things 
like quality, weight, warmth, depen
dability, the list goes on. Winter 
climbing places extreme demands 
on the man, the team, and the 
equipment. The experienced 
mountaineer knows what to look 
for, they've been coming to us for 
some time now, to all the others 
we offer the finest in equipment 
and advice . Come in and take a 
look at what we have to offer. Then 
choose your gear, one man's gear, 
the best gear, from the best people. 

I 

Frank Davies 
The Climber's Shop, Ambleside . Tel: 2297 

The 
Mountain Shop 
7 Snowhill Ringway, Birmingham 4. 
Tel: Cen: 6816 

Centre sport 
40 Woodhouse Lane, Leeds 2. Tel: 31024 

Tailor make your own Pack! 
Our 1 71 catalogue contains lots of new ideas, including mountaineering accessories. 

Write for one now to: Karrimore Products Ltd. Bell Street, Haslingden, Lanes. 



NARO MORO RIVER lODGE 

:KENYA'S FINEST 

OUTDOOR CENTRE 

Ideally situated near Mt. Kenya. Climbing, Walking, Riding, 
Trout Fishing and Bird Watching in one of the most 
impressive regions of Africa. Fully inclusive and assisted 
walking and climbing safaris up Mt. Kenya. Porter hire 
service and Mt. Club of Kenya hut bookings. Full board and 
accommodation in comfortable cedar chalets along the banks 
of Kenya's finest trout streams. Also available: Self service 
log cabins and well situated camp site. 

details from: 

The Manager, P.O. Box 18, Naro Moru, Kenya. 

"'Fff . . . ing great, the 
best harness I've ever 

used"' - Pete Minks 
commented after using a 

MOAC IRVINE HARNESS 
on the Eiger North Wall . 

MOAC IRVINE 
CLIMBING HARNESS 

available from all good 
climbing equipment 

stores. 

12- 13 Corn Exchange Bldg., 
Manchester 4. 
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,Annapurna 1 

Maidenfoam &r3. 
1he other se~r ca.!11 
from ~ft1d,5ports. 

Mountain 
Number 13 January 1971 
Price: U.K. Five shillings U.S. One dollar 

Information Page 7 

Filming the Eigerwand Leo Dickinson Page 13 

An Arctic Odyssey Andrew Ross Page 22 

Ozymandias Chris Dewhirst Page 29 

The Nanga Parbat Affair Page 32 

Equipment Notes Dave Pearce Page 34 

Letters Page 35 

New Books Page 36 

Cover Photo: Pete Minks, Leo Dickinson, Cliff Phillips and 
Eric Jones with the equipment they used on their successful 
Eiger climb. Photo: Leo Dickinson 
Colour blocks provided by Ellis Brigham. 

Editor, Ken Wilson. Sub-Editors, Mike and Lucy Pearson. Technical 
Editor, Dave Pearce. American Editor, Chris Jones. Book Reviews, 
Brian Fuller and Paul Nunn. 

Chris Bonington, Robin Campbell, Leo Dickinson, Allen Fyffe, 
Ian Roper, Audrey Salkeld, Doug Scott and Chris Wright (British Isles). 
John Ewbank and Chris Baxter (Australia) . John Amatt, Dick Culbert and 
Brian Greenwood (Canada) . Kamel Guha (India). Peter Habeler (Austria ). 
Alan Heppenstall (Italy). Mick Burke and Dougal Haston 
(Switzerland). Alex Bertulis, Ken Boche, Yvon Chouinard, Steve 
Hackett, Grace Hoeman, Steve Komito and George Lowe (United States). 

Mountain is published and owned by the Youth Hostels Association 
(England and Wales). 

Mountain is published every two months. January, March, May, July, 
September, November. Subscription rates : British Isles £1 1 Os. 0d. 
Overseas: £1 15s. 0d. or $4.50 for six issues, post free. 
All correspondence, editorial and advertising to : 
MOUNTAIN MAGAZINES Ltd. 102a Westbourne Grove, London W2. 
phone: 01-229 1817. 

CAMPING, CLIMBING, SKI-ING EQUIPMENT 

TEBBUTT'S 
91 /92 Walsall St., Wednesbury, Staffs. 

Phone 021 556 0802. Late Night Fridays 8 p.m. 

VERY WIDE RANGE PLUS EXPERIENCED ADVICE 

BRYANT'S OUTDOOR CENTRE 
WINTER LECTURES 1971 
Monday 1st February 

•Sherpas of Everest' 
John Earle of the BBC tells the story of the incredible, unsung Sherpa. 
Don't miss this fascinating illustrated talk. PLUS a film - 'The Elusive 
Volcano of Patagonia'. 
Monday 15th March 
Dave Nicol - leader of the 1970/71 British Patagonian Expedition -
gives a breathtaking description of 'Cerro Torre - the most formidable 
mountain in the World'. 
Both lectures begin at 7.30 p.m. Y.M.C.A. Hall, Trenchard Street, 
Bristol (Opp. The Outdoor Centre) Tickets 6/- each, 5/- each if you 
buy one for both lectures. Parties of IO or more 5/- each. 

Obtainable from 

THE OUTDOOR CENTRE, Colston St, Bristol 1 



Information 
Peak 29 climbed - Dhaulagiri gets second ascent -
New Zealand team climbs five new routes in the Andes 

GREATER HIMALAYA 

NEPAL 
Nampa (22,162ft.) 
John Allen's British expedition 
failed to reach the summit by 
150ft. 
Mentoza (21,140ft.) 
Stewart Rae and Roy Cape, two 
members of a British Army 
party, reached Mentoza's 
summit in October. During the 
descent, Bob Steward was hit 
by falling ice. He was evacuated 
from the mountain by helicopter. 
Peak 29 (25,706ft.) 
Nepal's highest unclimbed peak 
has been climbed by a Japanese 
party. The summit was reached 
by Hiroshi Watanabe and a 
Sherpa. Both climbers fell and 
were killed on the descent. 
Dhaulagiri 1 (26,81 Oft.) 
A Japanese expedition made the 
second ascent of this difficult 
and dangerous peak in October. 
The mountain was first climbed 
by a strong Swiss expedition in 
1960. It had previously defeated 
other strong expeditions and 
gained a considerable reputation 
for difficulty. Last year an 
American expedition, attempting 
a second ascent, was overcome 
by a huge ice avalanche in 
which seven climbers died. This 
year the ascent was relatively 
trouble-free and the summit was 
reached on October 20th by 
Tetsugji Kawata and Sherpa 
Lhakpa Tensing. 
Annapurna South (23,426ft. ) 
A French expedition, led by 
Gerard Devouassoux, climbed 
the peak by the South Face . 
The summit was reached by 
Devouassoux and Maurice 
lgicquel. The peak was first 
c limbed from the north in 1964 
by a Japanese party. 

INDIA 
Padar Himalaya 
The British Ladies· expedition, 
comprising Niki Clough, Janet 
Rogers, Brede Arkless, Audrey 
Whillans and Mary Anne 
Alburger, climbed two peaks 
(17,700ft. and 18,500ft) in th is 
attractive region which lies 
south east of the Nun Kun massif. 
The area holds two impressive 
unclimbed summits : Sickle 
Moon (21 ,500ft.) and Cathedral 
(19,000ft), both of which 
would form good objectives fo r 
future expeditions. 
The news of Ian Clough 's death 
on Annapurna brought the 
expedition to a premature end. 

KARA KO RAM 
K6 (23,890ft.) 
Ed Koblmueller's expedition 
climbed this peak, which has 
had several previous attempts. 

The route taken followed the 
Hushi valley and the Chogalisa 
Glacier on the west side of the 
mountain, an area which had 
previously been out of bounds 
to climbing expeditions. The 
summit was reached by Ditmar 
Entlesberger, Gerhard Haberl, 
Koblmueller and Gerd Pressl, 
adding a further success to the 
Austrians' long list. 

HINDU KUSH 
Koh i Marchech (21,150ft.) 
An American expedition, which 
was led by Jack Dozier and 
included Jeff Dozier, Carl Smith, 
Glenn Denny and Perry Mann, 
made the first ascent of the 
West Ridge on August 3rd. 
The climb was at no point 
harder than 5.6, but a large 
amount of difficult climbing over 
20,000ft. was encountered. 
Koh i Bandaka Sakhi 
(20,800ft.) 
Barry Whybrow's British 
expedition, which had planned 
to attempt the East Face of 
Koh i Bandaka, found the face 
too big and dangerous, so 
attention was transferred to the 
5,000ft. East Face of Koh i 
Bandaka Sakhi. After a route 
had been prepared up two thirds 
of the face, the attempt was 
abandoned because steep and 
extremely loose rock rendered 
further progress too risky. 
Darrah i Mulaw area 
A Scottish expedition, led by 
Alan North and including Ian 
Rowe, Bill Sproul and Bill 
Tauber, lost almost all its 
climbing equipment when a pack
horse was swept away in a 
swollen river during the approach 
march. The climbers were 
fortunately able to obtain new 
gear from a Japanese party, and 
made seven first ascents of 
peaks up to 19,000ft. 
Tirich Mir (25,260ft.) 
Bad weather dogged the highest 
peak in the Hindu Kush through 
out the season and four 
expeditions (two Japanese and 
two Austrian) failed in various 
attempts to climb it. 

Correspondents: Salkeld, Dozier 
Whybrow, Clough and North 

ANDES 
New Zealand expedition bags 
five new routes on 
Blanca peaks 
Throughout the earthquake and 
subsequent devestation, a New 
Zealand expedition continued to 
climb in the area, ascending 
five peaks by new routes in 
June and July. The team 
comprised Jim Jolly (leader), 
Peter Gough, John Glasgow, 
Hugh Wilson, Alex Buchanan, 

John Stanton and Dave White. 
Their climbs were: Pucarhirca 
Oeste, first ascent following the 
western flutings; Jancarurish , 
a traverse from the South Ridge 
to the North Ridge ; Tayapampa, 
a traverse from the East Ridge 
to the South Ridge; Pucarashta, 
by the East Face ; Alpamayo, by 
the North Face and down the 
North Ridge. Bivouacs were used 
on air climbs in place of fixed 
camps. 
The earthquake occurred when 
the party was in Base Camp at 
Lake Pucacheca, having just 
climbed Pucarhirca Oeste . The 
tremor was slight and there were 
no casualties. Only on returning 
to H uaraz several weeks later did 
the party learn of the enormity 
of the disaster. 
North American relief mission 
to earthquake area 
Among many relief efforts that 
were mounted in the earthquake 
area was a 27-member team 
from the U.S. and Canada, 
comprising doctors, nurses, 
climbers, veterinarians and radio 
operators. The project was 
organized within ten days of the 
disaster and reached the area by 
mid-June. Well-known climbers 
involved included John Ricker, 
Jeff Duenwald, Jim Janney, 
Larry Carter, Al Cooper and 
Lou Reichardt, several of whom 
had abandoned their own 
climbing plans in order to join 
the group. 

German Andean expedition 
surveys Huascaran after 
the disaster 
At the request of the Peruvian 
Government, a Bavarian 
expedition led by Walter Welsch 
moved into the earthquake area. 
The climbers were asked to 
survey and map the district, and 
to examine Huascaran Norte for 
any evidence of further rock or 
ice falls which might precipitate 
another major avalanche. The 
party had previously been 
climbing in the Cordillera 
Vilcabamba region, and had made 
the first ascent of the South 
Ridge of Salcantay as well as 
repeating the route up the 
North East Ridge. Alpine -style 
ascents of several previously 
unclimbed 5,000 metre peaks 
were also made. 

Nevado Huagoruncho 
(18,799ft.) 
A party consisting of Americans 
Jim Jones and Lief Patterson, 
and Norwegians Jon Tiegland, 
Odd Eliassen and Trond Aas, 
made the first ascent of the 
South East Spur in early July. 
The final 2,000ft. of steep snow 
and difficult rock involved 
14 days of hard work with the 
use of much fixed rope and 

four camps in snow caves. 
A few days later Patterson and 
Jones made the first ascent of 
Nevada lncatana. 
Cordillera Vilcanota 
A twelve-strong French team, 
including the top woman climber 
Simone Badier, visited the region 
in July. Seven peaks (none new) 
were ascended and a new 
route was made on the South 
East Ridge of Puchanta. 

CORRECTION 
H. Adams-Carter has pointed out 
that our account of the 
avalanche which destroyed the 
Czech expedition on Huascaran 
was inaccurate. There were two 
avalanches, not one as stated. 
The first, which started on the 
northern slopes, destroyed the 
Czech Base Camp. It came to rest 
between the two Llanganuco 
Lakes, raising their levels but 
causing little further damage. 
The second avalanche, which 
fell from the western side of 
Huascaran Norte , was the one 
which caused most of the 
damage. The tons of ice crushed 
by the avalanche caused a 
raging torrent which swept 
down the Rio Santa valley at 
unbelievable speed. In a matter 
of minutes, it had covered the 
five miles to Ranrahirca and 
Yungay, and swept away some 
20,000 people. The flood did 
not come to a halt at the 
cemetery, as stated, but swept 
round both sides of the hill on 
which it stood and continued 
down the Santa valley, carrying 
all before it. 

Correspondents: H. Wilson, 
J. Jones and Adams-Carter 

NORTH AMERICA 

ALASKA/ YUKON TERRITORY 
Although many expeditions were 
in the field , poor weather 
hampered first ascent attempts 
in a number of areas. A notable 
exception was Mt. McKinley 
which had some good weather 
and a record number of ascents. 
St. Elias Mountains 
A Seattle expedition reached 
14,000ft. on Mt. St. Elias 
(18,008ft), but bad storms 
eventually forced a retreat. 
The party found its way cut off 
by newly-formed crevasses, but 
a U.S. Coastguard helicopter 
made a timely rescue. An Italian 
expedition attempting the West 
Face of Mt. Hubbard (14,950ft } 
retreated in the face of 
persistent avalanche conditions. 
Sepp Weber's party made the 
first ski ascent of Mt. Logan 
(19,850ft) , via the Logan 
Glacier and the West Ridge. The 
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Information 

Record number of ascents on McKinley-
Harding and Caldwell spend 27 days on The Wall of the 
Morning Light, but use many bolts 

team, which consisted of seven 
experienced Austrian and 
German skiers, used special, 
insulated ski boots by Lowa and 
strengthened short skis by 
Kneissel. 
Chugach Mountains 
Bob Smith and Wendell 
Oderkirk climbed Mt. Marcus 
Baker (13, 176ft. ). 
Peaks surrounding the Hunter 
Creek Glacier were climbed for 
the first time: Steve and 
J. Hackett bagged Hunter Peak 
(7,549ft) and Troublesome Peak 
(7,465ft}, while Grace Hoeman 
made a solo first ascent of 
Mt. Palmer (6,940ft.) after being 
flown in by seaplane. 
Wrangell Mountains 
Ohrenshall and party climbed 
Mt. Sanford (16,208ft) via the 
Sheep Glacier. The expedition 
originally hoped to climb 
Mt. Logan, but was prevented 
from doing so by bad weather. 
Kenai Peninsula 
A Californian team - Bill Briggs, 
Bobbie Day, Woody Stark and 
Dick Webster - spent two weeks 
camped on the Harding Ice 
Field. They made five first 
ascents of peaks over 6,000ft. 
Alaska Range 
A party led by Dave Roberts 
made an unsuccessful attempt to 
climb Middle Triple Peak in the 
Kitchatna Group. 
Excellent glacier and approach 
conditions made Mt. McKinley 
very popular this season. Three 
parties were led up the West 
Buttress by the Alaskan guide, 
Ray Genet. One, comprising 
seventeen people, was the 
largest international party ever 
to climb the mountain. Apart 
from the Genet masses, seven 
other teams reached the summit 
by the West Buttress route. 
Mich Michard got there by 
joining a passing Japanese party. 
Michard hoped to climb all fifty 
American state summits by 
November: McKinley was his 
halfway point. Grace Hoeman 
led the first ladies' expedition to 
reach the summit. Altogether, 
about 86 climbers reached the 
top of the 20,320ft. peak during 
the season. A Japanese party, 
led by Yukio Mimura, attempted 
the West Extension of the 
South Face, but was forced back 
only 300ft. from the summit by 
bad weather. Four of the 
climbers were later treated 
for severe frostbite. 
The experienced Japanese 
Everest climber, Naomi Uemura, 
soloed the peak via the West 
Buttress. He took eight days, of 
which five were spent climbing. 
Finally, McKinley was climbed 
by an Alaskan party led by Tom 
Kensler. The party took the 
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classic Muldrow Route. 
Elsewhere in the range, a four
strong, Alaskan Alpine Club 
party made the first ascent of 
Mt. Gakona (9,800ft.), the 
second highest peak in the range 
east of the Richardson Highway. 
The climb was accomplished 
from the south, via the Canwell 
and Gakona Glaciers and the 
South Ridge. 
Mt. Dall (8,756ft) and three 
nearby unnamed peaks were 
climbed for the first time by an 
Alaskan party comprising Smith, 
Art Ward, Oderkirk, Pat Freeny, 
John Bridge and Charles 
Hilderbolt. 
Two expeditions failed in 
attempts on Mt. Hunter 
(14,573ft. ). Don Stockard's team 
attempted the South Ridge and 
reached 1 O,OOOft., but a 200ft. 
A2 overhang prevented further 
progress. The other team, led by 
Dean Rau, tried the S.E. Face, 
but retreated in the face of 
continual avalanches and bad 
weather. 

CANADA 
The predilection for hard 
climbing expressed in the new, 
ultra-modern Canadian Alpine 
Club Journal seems to herald an 
intensive surge of activity over 
the coming years. As English 
climbers and visiting Americans 
strengthen the ranks of the few 
modern-minded Canadians, a 
more competitive climate is 
arising. The main centres are 
Vancouver and Calgary, each 
with its local stamping ground: 
Squamish Chief and Yamnuska 
respectively. 
This year has seen several new 
ascents and some notable 
repeats. The North Face of 
Mt. Edith Cavel/ had second and 
third ascents, and the North 
Face of Mt. Temple (1969 route) 
was repeated ; the latter route 
was considered far more 
difficult than the former. Local 
climbers feel that visiting 
Americans, unused to the 
conditions, tend to overgrade 
their new mixed routes. 
In the Bugaboos, several of the 
more difficult routes were 
repeated, and the bolt pitch on 
the East Face of Bugaboo Spire 
was completely by-passed. On 
Squamish Chief, most of the 
existing routes had regular 
repeats, and three new ones 
were discovered. 
The following are the most 
noteworthy of the summer's 
crop of new Canadian routes : 
Squamish Chief 
Three new grade 5 routes were 
made. Cannabis Wall (Eric Lance 
and Brian Norris) follows thin 
cracks to the north of Tantalus 

Wall. The most important 
innovation, Uncle Ben (Hugh 
Burton and Steve Sutton), runs 
up the main face between the 
University and Grand Walls, as 
does the third line, September 
Child (Burton, Paul Piro and 
Dick Culbert) . Both the latter 
routes include several expanding 
flakes; all three were done by 
seige and involved numbers _of 
bolts. Cannabis Wall and Uncle 
Ben, which are now two-day 
climbs, have both been repeated. 
Stikine Icecap 
A British Columbia M.C. 
expedition climbed a dozen new 
peaks in this remote part of the 
Coast Range. Other achievements 
included a new route on the 
10,000ft. Kate's Needle and a 
second ascent of the celebrated 
Devil's Thumb, which was first 
climbed in 1946 by Beckey and 
party. The ascent, which took 
40 hours, is one of the most 
difficult in the region . 
Mt. Columbia 
Chris Jones and Graham 
Thompson made the first ascent 
of the North Ridge. The north 
side of the mountain towers 
7,000ft. above the valley floor, 
and the ridge gives 5,000ft. of 
roped climbing (grade 5) . Two 
bivouacs were used. This long, 
mixed climb is one of the hardest 
and most demanding routes yet 
climbed in the Rockies. 
Mt. Temple: North Face 
George Lowe and Jeff Lowe 
made the first ascent of the 
5,000ft. Direct Route (grade 5, 
F7, Al} in nineteen hours. Eberl, 
Abrons and Roberts attempted 
the route in 1969, but were 
forced off the direct line by the 
dangerous hanging glacier that 
threatens the route. This year 
conditions were better. The 
route was mainly climbed free, 
direct aid being used only on an 
overhanging ice cliff at the top. 
North Howser Tower: 
West Face 
Chris Jones, Archie Simpson and 
Oliver Woolcock made the first 
ascent of the obvious line of 
weakness on the face. The route 
(grade 5) finished up an icy 
couloir near the summit block. 
South Howser Tower: 
East Ridge 
Bill Summer and Mike Heath 
climbed the complete ridge 
(grade 4, 5.8, Al). 
Mt. Adamant: North Ridge 
Gary Colliver, Bob Cuthbert, 
Chris Jones and Graham 
Thompson made the first ascent 
of this elegant rock ridge 
(grade 4) . 

YOSEMITE 

27 days on new El Cap route 
All other events in Yosemite 
this Fall were eclipsed by the 
27-day ascent of the Wall of 
the Morning Light, by Dean 
Caldwell and Warren Harding -
a triumph of technique and 
determination. Starting on 
October 23rd, the pair had to 
contend with hard nailing, 
enormous blank sections, a 
four-day storm and the threat of 
an unwanted rescue, before 
emerging on top on November 
18th on nationwide television, 
having completed the longest 
(in time) rock climb ever made. 
The initial line was not that 
adopted on previous attempts, 
but to the right, in an 
unpromising series of rightward 
trending grooves. Progress was 
slow, partly because of the 
problem of hauling 300Ib. of 
gear; not until the twelfth night 
did the pair reach the level of 
previous high-points. Here, they 
were trapped by a four-day 
rainstorm, but their bat tents, 
covered with polythene sheeting, 
kept them fairly comfortable. 
Like all the others made so far, 
this was a hanging bivouac, the 
face being almost devoid of 
ledges. 
The climbers were now in the 
infamous "blank dihedral" which 
had repulsed the earlier attempts ; 
but they were prepared, both 
mentally and technically, for the 
work (consisting almost entirely 
of drilling) necessary to over
come this section. Harding and 
Caldwell had been maintaining 
voice contact with friends on 
the ground, and appeared to be 
in good spirits. However, the 
fact that they had now been 
under way for twenty days, 
making only a hundred feet or 
so a day, and were only two
thirds of the way up, was a 
source of worry both to the 
National Park Service and to 
other climbers in the Valley. 
Nobody had ever been on a wall 
this long : how could Harding 
and Caldwell be all right? The 
very length of time on the wall 
must be obscuring their 
judgement. 
Knowing that the climbers were 
low on food, and that they had 
suffered from the cold, the Park 
Service began preparations for 
a rescue, in case one was 
needed. In an attempt to assess 
the situation on the wall, 
Caldwell was asked, "Do you 
have a rappel route down?" His 
reply was a firm no. To the 
support party this indicated that 
the pair had no intention of 
retreating, but to the nascent 
rescue attempt it meant that 



they were cut off. On the 
morning of November 12th, a 
Park Ranger asked with a bull 
horn if a rescue was wanted, 
but the only reply was, "We 
cannot hear you; your batteries 
must be dead." No new batteries 
were located, and the people 
most concerned in the rescue 
were thus unable to make their 
views known. 
At this point, the Air Force 
declared that its helicopter could 
fly that day, but not the next, 
due to an anticipated storm. 
At once, the rescue, conceived 
from a series of inferences and 
suppositions, was put into force. 
The next morning a group of 
Harding's friends went to the 
base, determined to stop this 
'rescue·, if, as they strongly 
suspected, it was all a mistake. 
Seeing the rescue rope ominously 
lowered over the valley rim, they 
asked, "Do you want a rescue?" 
Caldwell's answer, loud and 
distinct, gave them great 
satisfaction : "A rescue is 
unwanted, unwarranted, and will 
not be accepted." 
The rescue was thus called off, 
but not before it was announced 
that Harding would be billed for 
the cost, for some members of 
the Park Service thought that a 
rescue had been requested and 
then refused. 
Fortunately, the weather held, 
and there was now a good crack 
system to follow. In another 
five -and-a-half days, two hungry 
and weary climbers pulled over 
the top of El Cap for a well 
deserved champagne lunch, 
having completed an 
extraordinary climb. 
Complete technical details are 
not yet available, but it seems 
that between a third and a half 
of the climbing depended on 
drilling - either to place bolts 
and the now familiar bat hooks, 
or for another Harding 
innovation : short aluminium 
rivets that are driven into 
shallow holes. A hanger for the 
rivet is fashioned from a wire 
which is looped into a figure
of-eight and then swaged. It is 
removed by the second man. 
Harding has always done his 
climbs and left the moralizing to 
others, and we can be certain 
that this new route will be 
hotly debated for months to 
come. It cannot be denied that 
living on a vertical wall for 
twenty-seven days is a 
magnificent achievement, but 
doubts are being expressed as to 
the climb's validity. These 
doubts, of course, are merely an 
expression of the old bolting 
controversy : what proportion of 
a climb should involve drilling? 

El Capitan: The Wall of the Morning Light. The routes marked are: 
(a) The line taken by the early attempts on the wall by various parties. Its virtue is the lack of bolting needed 
to reach El Cap Tower (6), but here its chief defect arises: the possibility of joining the Nose route. Above 
the El Cap Tower bolts were used to try to reach the Blank Dihedral (3-4). 
(b) The new Harding/Caldwell route - a completely independent line, involving long stretches of bolting. 
Up to point 1 the climbers used both nailing and drilling (bolts, bat-hooks, etc.). From 1 to 5 was almost 
continual drilling and from 5 onwards six days of nailing took the climbers to the top. 2 marks the site of the 
bivouac which the climbers reached on the twelfth day and stayed in for five days delayed by the storm. 
The rescue was offered when the climbers had reached the region at the top of the Blank Dihedral. 
(c) The North American Wall. Photo: Walter Poucher 

The use of bolts to connect 
crack systems is now 
accepted, but to use them to 
create a route where almost no 
true crack systems exist is 
perhaps another matter. Although 
bolt routes have achieved a 
certain vogue in the Dolomites, 
we are now seeing healthy 
signs of a rejection of this type 
of 'progress", and American 
climbers would certainly profit 
from studying the European 
experience. On the other hand, 
Harding was castigated by some 
for his climb of the Nose of El 
Capitan in 1958; yet this is now 
recognized as one of the 
world's great rock climbs. Is 
Harding pointing the way of the 
future once again? In our next 
issue we hope to publish some 
comments on the climb by 
Harding and other leading 
American mountaineers. 

Although Harding's climb 
dominated the season, there has 
been much activity elsewhere 
in the Valley. Hard, free 
climbing has flourished under 
the auspices of Jim Bridwell 
and Kim Schmitz. Tuolumne 
Meadows continues to develop 
as a free-climbing area and as a 
haven from the increasing 
pressure in the main valley. 
Routes there now number nearly 
a hundred. 
A disturbing trend is the 
increased number of rescues on 
big climbs on El Capitan. There 
have been three this season. In 
early June, Chuck Ostin and 
Elaine Matthews were caught by a 
storm at Camp 6 on The Nose, 
and were rescued by a party 
which rappelled down to them. 
They were suffering from cold 
and exposure! In contrast, the 
second rescue was occasioned 
by heat and drought : English 
climber Brian Robertson, and a 
companion from Colorado, ran 
out of water. They climbed for 
two days to an expected fresh 
supply (left by a previous party) 
at Camp 6, but found none 
there. Too dehydrated and 
tired to continue, they were 
forced to ask for help. When 
rescued - also from above -
they discovered the water just 
forty feet above their high point. 
The third rescue was on the 
West Buttress. In this case, Mike 
Caldwell and Bob Ferguson 
requested help after a heavy 
rainstorm. They were rescued 
from above. 
In none of these instances was 
there any injury, and the 
emergencies appear to have 
arisen through climbers being 
unprepared for all eventualities. 
The cost to the Park Service 
has been considerable ; as a 
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Information 
Ejnar Mikkelsen Fjeld climbed by small British team
Caroline Face of Cook falls to Gough and Glasgow
The Shroud gets a third ascent by Jugoslavs 

result there may be much more 
vetting of teams going on big 
climbs in the future. 
The Upper Yosemite Falls dried 
up over the summer, allowing 
Bugs McKeith and Rick 
Sylvester to produce a climb 
aptly named Via Sin Ague (grade 
5, 5.7, A2) . A zig-zag line up 
the face, it involves predominately 
free climbing, and took three 
days. Royal Robbins and Dick 
Dorworth established Robbin's 
fourth route (grade 6) on the 
N. W. Face of Half Dome. The 
climb, which starts to the right of 
the Original Route, joins the 
latter at the traverse and follows 
it for three rope lengths, before 
taking a separate line on the left 
to the top. Robbins also made a 
solo ascent of a new grade 5 
route on the West Face of the 
Sentinel. It takes a line about 
200ft. to the right of the 
Chouinard/Frost Route. 

SIERRA NEVADA 
Tehipite Dome 
Chuck Kroger, Norm Weeden 
and Curt Chadwick established 
a fine route up the 3,000ft. wall 
to the left of the seven-year-old 
Beckey Route. The climb, which 
took over three days, is graded 6, 
5.9 and A4 : a very fine effort 
for such a remote peak, over 
20 miles from the nearest road. 
The Watchtower 
This 1,000ft. blade of granite 
stands in Tokopah Valley, 
Sequoia National Park. It 
extends into the valley, ending 
in an impressive prow of rock 
less than 75ft. wide. The Tower 
was climbed by Galen Rowell 
and Greg Henzie, who made one 
bivouac in a bat tent (grade 5, 
5.8, A4). 

COLORADO 
Longs Peak 
Bill Forrest made the first solo 
ascent of The Diamond in three 
days in September. He followed 
the first four pitches of Yellow 
Wall and then forced a new 
direct line to the summit. This 
was the third solo attempt on 
The Diamond. 

CASCADES 
Dragon's Tail Peak 
Mark Weight and John 
Bonneville made a new route 
of 21 rope lengths in August 
(grade 5, 5.9) . 
Colehuek Peak 
Weigelt and Julie Brugger made 
a new route of 18 rope lengths 
(grade 4, 5.8). 

Correspondents: Hackett, 
Hoeman, Greenwood, Culbert, 
Bertulis and Jones 
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GREENLAND 

Watkins Mountains 
The main event of the 1970 
season was the successful first 
ascent of Ejnar Mikkelsen Fjeld 
in the Watkins Mountains of 
East Greenland. The problems 
associated with climbing this 
peak, named after a famous 
Danish explorer who spent many 
years in Greenland, were 
anticipated to be more of access 
than of mountaineering : the 
mountain lies about 40 miles 
inland from the central section of 
the inhospitable Blosseville 
Coast, notorious for its chaotic 
and unpredictable pack ice. 
This prediction was borne out by 
the experiences of Andrew Ross's 
party : the climbers waited three 
weeks in Scoresbysund for the 
ice to clear sufficiently for them 
to cross the sound and make the 
280 mile boat journey to 
Wiedemann's Fjord. Incredibly, 
the trip took only four days, and 
the ascent of the 1 0,000ft. peak 
was achieved with no great 
difficulty in a further six days. 
On regaining the coast, the 
climbers were well behind 
schedule and had insufficient 
fuel for the return to 
Scoresbysund. They therefore 
sailed 150 miles south to the radio 
station at Nordre Apoutoteq and 
refuelled before turning north 
towards Scoresbysund. 
After two days, the party reached 
Kap Tupenier. 
Here, the pack ice closed in and 
a storm sprang up. The boat -
fortunately of the unsinkable 
variety - was swamped, and the 
food and fuel supplies were lost. 
15 hours later, the party managed 
to beach the boat, and after 
another 24 hours established 
radio contact with the Danish 
authorities. The requested air 
drop of food, fuel and a replace
ment outboard motor was 
impossible, but a Danish supply 
ship, the Perla Dan, which was 
in Scoresbysund, sailed south 
and rescued the expedition seven 
days later. 
Ejnar Mikkelsen Fjeld has for 
some time been considered the 
highest unclimbed peak in 
Greenland and the Arctic. 
However, this claim must remain 
unconfirmed until parties have 
further explored the many high 
peaks of the Watkins Mountains 
and established their exact 
hierarchy. (See article on page 22.) 
Staunings Alps 
Nine expeditions flew into 
Mestersvig on Malcolm Slesser's 
charter flights. 
Two groups operated in the 
Bersaerkerbrae and Mel/em 
Glacier regions, where two new 
routes were done. However, most 

of the activity was in the 
Alpefjord region, New ascents 
were made in Schajjhausersdal 
(Ladies' Scottish Climbing Club), 
on Norsketinde (Claude Rey), 
and on other Vikingbrae peaks 
(Wolfgang Weinzerl) . 
Further afield, a University of 
Dundee expedition was based on 
the Dalmore Glacier, supported 
by helicopter, while a party from 
St. Andrew's made several first 
ascents in north-east Nathorst's 
Land. The latter party noted that 
collapsible sea canoes were a 
useful and safe means of 
fjord travel. 
A Northumbrian party led by 
Alan Gray made several new 
ascents in Lyell's Land, which 
had not been visited by 
mountaineers before, and a 
scientific party led by Keith 
Miller made several ascents in 
the Ros/in Glacier area. 
Other Areas 
A Spanish expedition, led by 
Jose Aranda, based itself on the 
Avantgarden area of 
Schweizer/and, north of 
Angmagssalik. The return to the 
coast at the end of the season 
was made by the route found by 
Derek Fordham's 1969 
expedition. A party from the 
Bergschule Oberallgiiu, Munich, 
made a crossing of the inland 
ice from Godthab to Angmagssalik 
in June and July, and a group 
from the Explorers' Club, New 
York, enjoyed some 'glacier 
climbing' at Narssarssuaq. 
Correspondent: Derek Fordham 

NEW ZEALAND 

Caroline Face climbed 
New Zealand's celebrated 'last 
great problem·, The Caroline 
Face of Mt. Cook, was climbed 
in early November by Pete Gough 
and John Glasgow. The pair, 
who had just returned from a 
highly productive season in the 
Andes, made fast time, climbing 
the 7,000ft. ice face with only 
one bivouac. The difficulties 
included two ice cliffs, which 
demanded artificial climbing, 
and some steep slopes of green 
ice near the top (see Mountain 9, 
p.7, for a fuller description) . 
The face received its second 
ascent a few days later by 
Graeme Dingle and George 
Harris, who were to have 
accompanied Gough and 
Glasgow but arrived too late. 
The Caroline Face appears to be 
the most demanding climb in the 
Antipodes. A notable achieve
ment, it was accomplished in 
good style and seems equal in 
difficulty to the hardest ice routes 
in the Western Alps. Its ascent 
confirms the abilities of the 
dynamic new school of New 

Zealand alpinists, who, unfettered 
by the old Everest mentality, 
have achieved remarkable results, 
not only in their own mountains 
but also in Europe and the 
Andes. One could point to the 
1969/70 Patagonian expedition 
that climbed ten new peaks in 
the Northern Ice Cap region, and 
to the recent Andean expedition 
with five new routes to its credit 
in the Cordillera Blanca. 
In Europe, there was Dingle and 
Murray Jones·s achievement in 
climbing all the six great north 
faces in one season and, hardly 
less notable, John Fantini 
(an Australian member of the New 
Zealand Alpine Club) had a 
remarkable season which took in 
six major climbs in the Western 
Alps and twelve in the Dolomites, 
including the Walker Spur, the 
West Face of the Dru, the 
Phillip /Flamm and the Brandler/ 
Hasse, to name but four. 
New Zealand climbers certainly 
seem bent on making their 
presence felt. 

THE ALPS 

SUMMER 1970 
Mt. Blanc: Brouillard Ridge 
Louis Audubert made a solo 
ascent in July. 
Grandes Jorasses: 
Tours de Jorasses 
Italians Machetto, Calcagno and 
Cerruti made a new route on the 
1,800ft. rock wall on the south 
face of the Tours de Jorasses. 
The latter, a rock tower, is a 
satellite of the main peak, on 
whose south side it lies. 
The team attempted the route 
several times before success was 
achieved. The final climb took 
two days, includes several 
sections of Grade 6 and A2, and 
deserves to become a classic. 
Grandes Jorasses: 
The Shroud (L'lnceul) 
This very hard ice route - one of 
the most serious in the Alps -
had its third ascent in July by 
Jugoslavs Janka Azman, Jancz 
Brojan and Zvone Kofler. They 
completed the climb in three days. 
The Shroud has had a 
chequered history. After 
numerous attempts by various 
climbers, Parisian Roland 
Travelini eventually claimed a 
solo first ascent in 1965. This 
was disputed however, and the 
recognised first ascent was 
finally made in winter 1968 by 
Rene Desmaison and Robert 
Flematty. The second ascent was 
made the following summer by 
four Czech climbers, including 
Ivan Bartel who was a member 
of the ill fated Czech Peruvian 
Expedition this year. 



Important new routes in the Dolomites-
First sight lead of Wall of Horrors, Britain's most feared outcrop route
Maestri rapes Cerro Torre with 1,000 bolts 

Aig. du Triolet: North Face 
Jukio Shimamura and Willi Moser 
repeated the difficult Contamine/ 
Lachenal route in July. 
Shimamura was a member of the 
team that made the second 
ascent of the Harlin Route on 
the Eiger in March. 
Balmhorn: North Ridge 
A Swiss trio - Siedhoff, Trachsel 
and Lauber - made the first ski 
descent this summer. 

Continental climbers have been 
particularly active in establishing 
new routes in the Dolomites this 
summer. Some are given below. 

Cront di Mezzo: E.S.E. Side 
(Catinaccio Group) . Germans 
Heim, Ruf, Scholtysek, Stiebritz, 
and Wudi made a free route 
(Grade 5) on a 2,000ft. face. 
Catinaccio: Central Summit 
Sereno Barbacette made the first 
solo ascent of the Livanos route 
in June. 
Rochetta Alta: North Face 
(Bosconero Group) . A three-day 
first ascent was made in July 
by Germans Brauman and Vehse. 
They used 56 pitons and three 
wedges, but the second ascent 
party says that the route should 
be considered a very difficult 
free climb. 
Daint de Mesdi: East Edge 
(Sella Group). The first ascent 
was made by Steinkoetter and 
Rossi. The grade varies between 
3 and 5. 
Campanile dei Zoldani: 
East Face 
(Moiazzi Group) . Two Italians, 
Prioli and Ogrisi, made a seven 
hour ascent of a 2,000ft. face 
(Grade 5 with sections of 6inf.). 
Spiz d'Agner, North Summit: 
West Face 
(Pala Group). The first ascent of 
the 2,600ft. face was made by 
Enzo Cozzolino and Corsi in 

July. The climb (Grades 5 and 6) 
took nine hours. The peak, which 
lies to the west of Monte Agner, 
is difficult to reach, and thus 
retains many worthwhile 
unclimbed problems. 
Seconda Pala di San Lucano: 
South West Face 
The 1st, 2nd and 3rd Pale di 
San Lucano lie in the remote 
and romantic San Lucano 
Valley, to the north of Monte 
Agner. In early July, Allesandro 
Gogna and Leo Cerruti made a 
new route of nearly 5,000ft. on 
the 2nd Pala (Grades 5 and 6, 
with 45 pitons) . 
Punta Chiggiato: South Face 
(Antelae Group). Cozzolino and 
Corsi climbed this 2,000ft. face 
(Grades 5 and 6) in two days in 
early July. The total climbing 
time was 12 hours. 
Punta Serauta: 
South East Face 
(Marmolata Group) . Bartolo 
Fontana and Livio Zanrossi 
laboured their way up a new 
direttissima in eight days of 
continuous climbing. Some 
bivouacs were made in 
hammocks. 
The route falls into three 
d isti net sections : 600ft. of 
Grade 4 and 5 free climbing ; 
1,600ft. of Grade 6 and A3 
climbing ; and a further 600ft. 
of Grade 4 and 5 free climbing. 
70 pitons, 130 bolts and 1 0 
wedges were used to batter the 
wall into submission. Not a hot 
favourite for the classics! 
Marmolata di Rocca: 
South Face 
A new climb has been established 
up the walls to the left of the 
Vinatzer route by Allesandro 
Gogna, Bruno Alemand, Alberto 
Dorigatti and Almo Giambisi. 
The line is over 2,500ft. in 
length (Grade 6 and A 1 ). The 
total climbing time was 26 hours. 
The final half of the route 
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follows the superb arete to the 
left of Reinhold Messner·s direct 
finish to the Vinatzer route - an 
arresting line, that has pleaded 
for a route for some time. 
Punta Civetta: 
North West Face 
Sepp Mayer! and Leo 
Breitenberger established a very 
difficult new route to the right of 
the Aste/Susatti route. They 
took four days on the climb 
which is graded 6 sup. and A3. 
Punta Jolanda: 
South Face Direct 
(Brenta Group) Giacomo Bozzi, 
Andrea Andreatti and Marcello 
Rossi climbed the face in eight 
hours. (Grade 5 with 15 pitons 
and 3 bolts). 

CORRECTIONS 
In the Alpine and Norwegian 
notes of Mountain 12 we made 
two errors. Jim Cooper, not 
Roger Baxter-Jones, climbed the 
Trio/et North Face. Lee and 
Lockwood, not Scott and Bolger, 
made the second ascent of 
Hoibakk"s Chimney. Apologies 
to those concerned. 

BRITISH ISLES 
The second ascent (and the first 
led on sight) of Almscliffs 
famous Wall of Horrors, by 
20-year-old student John Syrett, 
enlivened an otherwise dull 
autumn season in Britain. 
Syrett, who started climbing less 
than two years ago, took the 
Wall in good style after an 
inspection from an abseil. 
The Wall of Horrors, which is 45ft. 
high, has gained its reputation 
from a combination of extreme 
difficulty and no protection -
a 'chop route' in fact. The first 
ascent was made in 1960 by 
Allen Austin after several 
attempts and one ascent on a 
rope. Since then the Wall has 

erless 
ineers 

millarmitt 
MillarGloves 
192 BroadhurstGardens 
London N.W.6 

frightened off some of Britain's 
best gritstone climbers. 
After the initial difficulties, 
Syrett was able to hang on jams 
for nearly 15 minutes and fix a 
secure runner before making the 
crux moves. Having broken one 
reputation he went on to 
establish another, by climbing 
a very difficult overhanging 
chimney at Brimham. 
This route, The Brutalise,, is 
considered more difficult but 
less serious than the Wall of 
Horrors, but involves some very 
painful ' rib jamming'. 
At Cheddar Gorge, Pat Littlejohn 
and Martin Chambers made a 
free route, The Crow, up the 
wall to the left of Coronation 
Street by linking the first two 
pitches of West Route 
(previously A2) with the finish 
of Shangri-La. The new section 
is reported to be very hard. 
In Pembroke, a large party of 
climbers including Biven, Howell, 
Cannings and Perrin, climbed 
Stack Rocks, two well-known 
sea stacks near the Castlemartin 
army camp. 
At Swanage, Malcolm Boater 
and Paul Deketelaere pegged 
across the roof of Blacker's Hole 
in two A3 pitches and climbed 
extreme rock above to establish 
Laughing Arthur 320ft. 
Finally at Anglesey Paul Denny 
made the first solo ascent of 
another big roof - The Big 
Overhang - in just over three 
hours. 

Cerro Torre climbed 
As we went to press, news came 
through that Cesare Maestri 's 
expedition had climbed Cerro 
Torre by bolting up the South 
East Face. 1,000 bolts were 
placed with the help of a 
pneumatic bolt gun. More 
details in the next issue. 
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photo: Leo Dickinson 

Filming the Eigerwand 
by Leo Dickinson 

"God 's playing skittles with his disciples," commented 
Cliff Phillips, as the aerial bombardment started again. The 
alley was the boulder-strewn Second lcefield of the Eiger; 
we were the skittles. Cliff, poised beside Eric and myself on 
the little scree-covered platform, continued to hurl insults at 
the heavens as the stones hurtled past. Pete started to 
climb back towards us. Time loitered, switched into slow 
motion as we watched anxiously. High above, another 
volley started, the rocks tumbling with hypnotic grace, 
tracing the gentle parabolic path of death. Then they were 
spattering the rock around us, and the act switched back 
into normal speed. Pete swung off on to an old piece of rope 
cemented into the ice. I filmed, concentrating all my 
energies through the viewfinder, curiously oblivious of my 

own exposed position . Surely I was safe, immune -
doesn't fate protect all photographers in dangerous 
situations? Besides, this wasn 't Vietnam. These thoughts 
flashed through my mind, before .. . 

As I slowly regained consciousness, I felt the searing pain 
in my shoulder and remembered the stones. Reassured as to 
Pete's safety, I relapsed into misery, a misery compounded 
of pain, self-pity, disinterest in the climb, and anger at our 
previous optimism and confidence. I wanted nothing more 
than to get out of the situation . 

It took us a day and a half, traversing over to the Japanese 
route, bivouacking in a big wet cave, and continuing down. 
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I had time to think, to remember - and to revise my 
opinion of the Ogre. The doom-merchants had warned us 
of the probable fate of those who dared set foot on the 
mountain. The facts were on their side. At the Hinterstoisser, 
I glanced down at the ledge where the unlucky Germans 
died forty years before. So far, we had been more lucky, 
but the long, macabre death roll haunted me. The ghosts 
and memories of those past climbers - Brewster, Harlin, 
Kurz, Carruthers, Sedlmeyer, Sandri - kept eternal company 
with the swirling wind. It was indeed a dangerous place. 

* * * * * 
Dear Alan Whicker, 

Would you like to do a 'Whicker's 
World' on the Eiger? 
Not bloody likely ! 

Buf he did pass the letter on to Tony Essex, the head ofj 
Television Documentaries, who wasn't quite as sceptical. 
The project was simple - to climb the North Face of the 
Eiger and film it. But first I needed a team. Eric Jones and 
Cliff Phillips were obvious choices, and Pete Minks assured 
me that he could climb ice, although his sum total of ice 
experience was one ascent of the Bonatti Couloir on the 
Dru. (Nevertheless, as he pointed out, it was twice as much 
as mine - I had only got half way up.) 

After several weeks in Chamonix, the four of us looked a 
little scruffy as we clumped into von Allmen's expensive 
hotel in Grindlewald . 
'Tm looking for some friends," I began . 
Eyeing us with distaste, the manageress snapped, "No friends 
of yours would be in here." 
I hadn't time to explain that our friends were television 
tycoons. The hotel's reception committee was hostile, like a 
crowd of fat monks faced with a horde of wild, invading 
Huns. "Why is my friend Christian Bonington not here?" 
asked Herr von Allmen. "Ach, so you think you can make a 
film, do you? Lothar Brandler has tried, and failed. How 
much climbing experience have you got?" 
"Oh, a few weeks'," said Eric, airily. The hotel proprietor 
retreated, outraged, and refused to speak to us again. 

By-this time we'd had enough of warnings, disbelief and 
discouragement. Everybody in Wales, England, and now 
Grindlewald and Kleine Scheidegg, had told us we were 
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Top left and right: Cliff Phillips slips while descending an ice slope 
low on the face. The fall was a serious one as the climber was 
unable to brake effectively. Luckily he was able to stop himself within 
a short distance of a cliff. Photos from 16mm. film by Dickinson. 

Bottom left: Eric Jones climbing the steep rocks to the left of the 
Ice Hose, which is the dark gully on the right - devoid of ice. 
Photo: Leo Dickinson 

being foolhardy and rash. Only the TV men had confidence 
in us, and even they had nearly failed.us at one point: 
I got a Telex message which read, "Project becoming 
wasteful, tiresome, inefficient ... present inclination forget 
the whole thing ... " But by that time we had the cameras 
and film, and a little bit of paper wasn't going to stop us. 
I told them so, and an apologetic Telex arrived the next day. 

Our early excursions on to the wall came near to proving the 
Jeremiahs right. Cliffs Welsh training - he had even thrown 
himself off Dinas Mot in preparation - stood him in good 
stead. Now he seemed bent on his test-to-destruction 
programme again, on extracting the last fragile fragments of 
life from his frail body. He slipped on a steep snow/ice 
slope. Unable to brake with his Terrordactyl, he fell. 
Mesmerized thro'tJgh the extremities of the Zoom lens, I 
watched his death dance down the slope, assuming he must 
die. When he hit the ledge, 200ft. below, he would bounce 
over the edge and hurtle 500ft. to the screes, mercifully 
out of sight ... a natural cut. But the ledge stoppedlhim. 
He spun round and yelled up to me: 
"Did you get it?" 
"Of course, idiot! Stunts like that will go down a bomb with 
the viewers." The film went back to Yorkshire: they liked 
the rushes and asked for no retakes. 

Obviously, the film was going to be unscripted. If someone 
died while the camera was out, it went on film; if the 
camera was in the sac, it didn't. It was simple. The film 
was our raison d'etre. Falling climbers were to:be:expected, 
but a falling camera would mean we had failed. A camera 
dropped from the Traverse of the Gods would fall free for 
4,500ft. There it would hit the First Pillar: there it would 
cease to be a camera. Fortunately I never dropped it, 
although I often felt like throwing it. 

Bad weather, and our adventure on the Second lcefield, 
followed. As my shoulder healed, we felt our determination 
strengthen. Finally, we were ready. 

We emerged from the Railway Window at 4.0 a.m., bent 
under huge packs. We had already climbed and filmed as 
far as the Second lcefield, so we made quick time. The 
snow was much deeper than before, and conditions were 
harder and colder. The Hinterstoisser had changed, and the 
weight of snow on the ropes had prized some of the pitons 
loose; they dangled forlornly on the handrail. Verglas just 
beyond the traverse boded ill for the rest of the route. 
We reached the Swallow's Nest at 7.0 a.m. The Ice Hose 
was no problem, but the normally easy slabs above were 
now dangerously iced, and Eric had a hard time leading 
them. Time raced by alarmingly, and it was already 11 .0 a.m. 
when we reached the second icefield. Traversing right to 
our precious cave on the Japanese route, we spent the 
day making ourselves at home and retrieving the food and 
equipment we had left during our previous retreat. 

Everything was iced up: the whisky bottle was encased in a 
block of ice, like the toothpaste tube in the advertisements. 
Eric painstakingly chipped it out, and revelries commenced. 
To harass me (I had a horror of bad meat), Eric suggested 
that the ham was 'off', and before we could stop him Pete 
had grabbed it, held it to his completely defunct nose, 
pronounced it unfit, and chucked it overboard, to our great 
dismay. Far below, in the Wet Cave by the Difficult Crack, 
two Scots lads were amazed to see the ham whizzing past, 
followed at intervals by odd gas cylinders andymarmalade. 
We rose at dawn. Packing the camera and the rest of the 
gear always took a couple of hours, but eventually we were 

back on the Second lcefield. Von Allmen had mentioned a 
series of ledges on the rocks above the icefield, and we 
hoped they would allow faster progress; but they were so 
verglassed as to be unusable. The steep slope of the 
icefield ran straight up to the rocks without a recess, so 
traversing along the top was difficult and slow. Following 
Eric, I rapidly expanded my knowledge of ice technique. 
Then I belayed, and Pete climbed up to me. I asked him 
to keep climbing until he almost banged his nose on the 
lens of the camera. Despite his lack of experience, he was 
wonderfully at ease as he tiptoed about nonchalantly on 
crampon points. This pattern continued : twenty roped 
pitches of traversing and tensioning along the top of the 
icefield, filming as we climbed. It seemed to go on for 
ever. 

By the time we got near the Flatiron the sun was high, and 
its warmth was loosening the stones above. They cascaded 
into the Spider, spewed out of the bottom and strafed our 
route. To continue would have been lunacy. We decided to 
cut a ledge and bivouac there. It took us four hours' hard 
work to make a platform. 

I had kept a bottle of brandy in reserve for serious 
situations, and after our slow, difficult progress and hours 
of chopping, morale had sagged a little. The brandy did a 
magnificent job on our empty stomachs, and we grew 
carefree and lightheaded. After dark we radioed Bob 
Brigham and Tony Johnson, who were in the Scheidegg bar. 
The background chatter and chink:of glasses only served 
to heighten the unreality of our position: a tiny pinpoint of 
humanity in that vast white space. Beneath the starry skies 
the hills stretched far into the night, their icy tops floating 
above the deep milky mist in the valleys. Our isolation was 
immense. That night was fantastic: the precariousness of 
our lonely situation, the vista of mountains like a dream 
before us, the snugness of our bivouac, the warmth of the 
brandy inside us, and, inevitably, our companionship, were 
the essence of what one climbs for. And the fact that we 
had fought so hard to achieve it was an integral part of the 
pleasure. You wouldn't get the same satisfaction by taking 
the train up the Jungfrau on a similar night: it would be too 
easy. When you got bored by the view you 'd just pop back 
to the hotel in your fur-lined boots. For us, the situation 
went on. We didn't like to think of the next day's efforts : 
for the moment, experiencing that crystalline night was 
more than enough. The stars swung on their way, and we 
slept beneath the diamond skies. 

The small size of the ledge added to our packing 
difficulties the next morning. Minks's casual strolling around 
without crampons kept me on edge: I fully expected him to 
slither off and shoot down the icefield, but his confidence 
in his balance was not misplaced. It was three pitches to the 
Flatiron; we found it littered with ropes and pitons left by 
the Japanese on their second ascent of the Harlin route. 
The grade 5 chimney was easy, but the heavy ice on the 
normally easy section to the top of the Flatiron made that 
unexpectedly difficult and time-consuming. It took us over 
two hours to reach Death Bivi, and that left us with a 
problem: should we continue and risk a poor bivouac in 
the Ramp, or stay where we were and be certain of a dry 
and comfortable night? We decided on the latter. While 
Eric prepared the site, Cliff and Pete started to fix ropes 
across the Third lcefield. The weather report came through 
on the radio - it was bad. However, the outlook seemed 
good enough to us, so we decided to press on. By this 
time we had grown sceptical about weather reports: 
Geneva airport must hold the world record for innacuracy. 
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Left: Starting the Second lcefield. The Flatiron and the Ramp are 
clearly seen in the top left of the photo. The terraces above the 
Second lcefield, tried by the climbers, form an alternative way of 
reaching the Flatiron. Photo: Leo Dickinson 

I wanted to film Pete and Cliff, but the camera refused to 
function: condensation had jammed it. The film stuck in the 
gate and the precious Zoom lens was opaque with 
moisture. I struggled with it for four hours, running it till it 
stopped, putting it in the sun, extending the lens to 
maximise the effects of the sun's rays, and gradually losing 
my temper. Future parties will no doubt marvel at the sight 
of 600ft. of cine film hanging down the face, tied to the 
pitons of Sedlmeyer and Mehringer. But eventually it 
worked, once again recording our actions for prosperity. 

Morale remained high as a result of this third good bivouac, 
and we were determined to aim for the top, whatever the 
weather. We made fast progress on the fixed ropes next 
morning, and soon I was filming Pete on the Ramp. The 
verglas added enormously to our difficulties. The grade 4 
pitch at the top was heavily iced and looked formidable, and 
he thought that the variation pitch (grade 6) looked easier. 
Pete led it with a full sac. He kept shouting that it was hard 
and announcing that he was about to fall off, but somehow 
he didn't. The rest of us jumared: the pitch was like an 
XS on Cloggy, and just as steep. As I arrived at the top, 
I saw Pete about 50ft. above tackling an ice bulge which 
dripped with gigantic icicles. He was laybacking up an 
icicle, with the front points of one crampon barely gripping 
the ice wall level with his shoulder. We watched, 
hypnotized, as he levered and scratched his way upwards. 
Reaching the top, he flung his ice axe over the bulge into 
the smooth ice of its dome. As he started to pull up, it 
eased out .. . in desperation he smashed his Terrordactyl in, 
and slowly pulled up on that, until the bulge was level with his 
stomach. From this position, cutting a step in the steep, 
hard ice above was a Herculean task, but he managed it. 
After watching this display, the rest of us jumared up. 
Even that was difficult, for you can't get a proper grip with 
crampons on very steep or overhanging ice. I believe they 
had the same problem on Annapurna - and after all 
the Eigerwand is ·only half as hard ' as that! 

I was worn out by these efforts, and felt disconsolate as I 
climbed slowly up to the Brittle Ledges. From here, the 
Ramp appeared to continue upwards, offering an escape to 
the North Pillar, although at a reasonably high standard of 
pegging. This was apparently the point of no return, for 
no one has ever retreated from here in poor condition . And 
conditions were definitely deteriorating. Clouds had 
gathered, and rain started to fall. The distant thunder 
approached rapidly. We huddled on the brittle ledges, 
making the most of their minimal shelter, worrying about 
our position . Exhausted, I slumped into a doze as the 
thunder crashed around us. Suddenly the other three leapt 
into the air, jerking convulsively. I couldn't understand what 
had happened. Then I, too, was jarred into complete 
wakefulness as the lightning struck again . My ice axe flew 
one way and I fell the other, against the ropes. We 
shivered, waiting for the next discharge to come stabbing at 
us out of nowhere, wondering if we could avoid it. Even 
Cliff was shaken. Instead of taunting "Odin, you've 
missed us," he changed his tune to an abashed "Perhaps it's 
Arthur * - he's giving us the Golden Handshake." During his 
technical monologue on the arc gap that we were in, we 
suddenly realized that it was our crampons that were 
causing the trouble. Never have I seen climbers lose their 
crampons, krabs, pitons, hammers and axes so quickly. 
We threw them all to the end of the ledge. 

The rocks overhung above us, affording us at least some 
shelter from the teeming rain . We decided to bivouac on the 
• Arthur de Kuzel - killed in a thunderstorm on the Grand Capucin a few weeks before. 

narrow ledges, for if we could stay dry our potential 
survival time increased to about 4 or 5 days. Furthermore, 
we had to keep the camera dry. It was an uncomfortable 
night. I cushioned my feet on a huge polythene bag full of 
snow, which Eric had collected so that I wouldn't have to 
move in order to make a brew next morning. We had so 
much sugar that I used two pounds of it in that brew, to 
give us energy: it was surprisingly drinkable, and nobody 
complained. 

The' climb up to the Traverse of the Gods seemed quite 
difficult, and the Traverse itself, practically a walk in good 
conditions (or so I'd been told - I'd never been there 
before), was as hard as the Second lcefield. Towards the 
end, just before the Spider, the exposure was tremendous: 
you could see the whole route stretched out below ... a 
cine-photographer's dream. The climbing and filming were 
time-consuming and, despite our early start, the sun was 
striking the top of the mountain by the time we reached the 
middle of the Spider - one of the most dangerous places on 
the route. Stones fell occasionally, and we began to grow 
apprehensive. Pete climbed up the ice slope above us, 
cutting steps and showering us with ice chips. The higher 
he went, the harder they hit us. In our tense, anxious state, 
we were irritable, and he soon came in for some heavy 
criticism. It was a ridiculous situation : four outraged people 
yelling furiously at each other in the middle of nowhere. 
But eventually we realized the pointlessness of our anger 
and found our tempers again. 

The others followed Pete into the exit cracks, and I was 
left alone in the line of fire . Idly glancing up, I was 
horrified to see a huge rock, hundreds of feet above, 
toppling over and coming straight down towards me. As it 
bounced off the cliff, it shattered and burst into fragments, 
all heading for me. The time-honoured phrases flashed 
through my mind : "This is it - I'm going to die." As the 
bits clattered around me, I made futile attempts to dodge 
them, but I felt the sharp stabs of pain as the smaller ones 
hit me. Then came a heavy blow which knocked me off my 
feet and left me, stunned, hanging from my ice peg. 
"Leo's been shot! " yelled Cliff, but I didn't appreciate the 
witticism. As if to increase my misery, Minks began 
chopping again, and the ice chips cascaded down on me. 
My shrieked complaints were in vain. By the time I reached 
Eric, I was exhausted. I had been bruised by big rocks, 
jabbed by small ones, and showered in ice chips. I was 
thoroughly fed up and depressed, and I had lost all desire 
to film the Eiger. 

Lack of protection neatly complemented difficult climbing in 
the exit cracks. Pete forced up them to the Corti bivouac, a 
tiny pedestal leaning against the wall as if glued to it. 
The others joined him, leaving me below, swathed in 
ropes, with all the sacs. My misery returned, and with it 
paranoia . Poised on front points in the pitch dark, I hated 
the whole situation, and not least the others who had so 
skilfully dropped me in it. They hauled the other sacs up, 
but of course mine couldn't be hauled as the camera, 
tucked into the lid, would have been damaged. I was too 
exhausted to climb : they just hauled me up too, dumping 
me and my sac unceremoniously in one corner of the tiny 
ledge. It was chaotic. Sacs, ropes, gear and climbers were 
piled in a jumbled heap. As we slowly gained control over 
the confusion, we thought about that day. It had been 
tiring, but we had some good film, and there were only a 
few pitches left. 

Cliff found a bit of black material sticking out of the snow 
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Left: Eric Jones 
crossing the Third 
lcefield on the fourth 
day. 
Photo: Leo Dickinson 

Top right: Pete Minks 
leading the grade 6 
pitch on the Ramp. 
Dickinson is seen 
filming him in the 
bottom left-hand corner 
of the picture. 
Photo: Eric Jones 

Near right: Phillips 
jumaring up the 
grade 6 pitch. 

Far right: Minks 
starting up the Exit 
Cracks. 





Eric Jones climbing the Exit Cracks late on the fifth day. In the background the Spider is bathed in evening sunlight. Photo: Leo Dickinson 

and, investigating, chipped away carefully. It turned out to 
be a 'corpse bag·, abandoned by a rescue party - a grisly 
reminder of the Eiger's notoriety. When he threw if off, it 
flapped down into the gloom like a great, black bird of evil 
omen. I started thinking about Corti, after whom the place 
was named. Leaving his stricken companion, he had climbed 
on alone, trying to get out. But on this little ledge, where we 
hung from our belays, he stopped, unable to go on. 
I wondered what thoughts went through his mind as he 
sat there for three days, hungry, exhausted, alone, and 
slowly dying, before Hellepart's merciful intervention. 
I felt more sympathy for the man than ever before. As far as 
I am concerned, he climbed that route - did everything 
necessary to claim, in his words, "the first Italian ascent". 
After all, what's three pitches and a snow slope after 
11,000ft. of climbing? 

The acoustics up there were uncanny. Eric dropped a 
saucepan, and we could hear its tortuous path down the 
exit cracks, the Spider, and the rest of the face. All sounds, 
however small, were caught and magnified in the great 
bowl of the upper wall - even the tinkle of a cowbell 
drifting up from the placid meadows 7,000ft. below. It was 
like being in the centre of a giant ear. 

Very little food was left, and our second brew only amounted 
to a couple of mouthfuls each. We fell quiet, immersed in 
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our solitary thoughts. Thirstily, I dreamed of beer, millions 
of gallons of it, or even lemonade, or a tap with me lying 
open-mouthed beneath it for eternity. The thought of food, 
real food, tormented me. Steak and chips, roast beef ... 
What on earth were we doing here? Down below there 
was food, drink, birds, beds, comfort - everything that 
makes life worth living. But for five days we had 
systematically gone out of our way to torture ourselves 
with exhaustion, danger, hunger, cold, thirst, and a million 
other discomforts to get to this ridiculous place where we 
had nothing. What for? It was stupid ... my tired brain 
couldn't reason it out. · 

I slumped forward. Immediately Eric fell back into my 
precious space, leaving me doubled up. I pushed and 
complained, but he pretended to be asleep. I was furious. 
Trivial things assume enormous importance at times like 
this. Each of us was obsessed with the idea that others 
were more comfortable than himself. However, I knew Eric 
was a restless sleeper and, sure enough, he moved after an 
hour and I got my space back. We were miserably cramped, 
but at least we were warm: as well as all our ordinary gear, 
we were wearing all the stuff we had kept for emergencies. 
It no longer mattered - at least, not if we didn't allow 
ourselves to relax. We were so near the top that there was a 
danger that we might grow careless on those verglassed 
final cracks . 

1 

Anyone can load a cine camera, standing out of the wind on 
flat, solid ground, in reasonable temperatures. Here, there 
was no flat ground: we were on a 60 ° ice slope, the 
temperature was below freezing, and the wind was so 
strong that I couldn't even stand up. I dropped the first reel, 
and the second simply blew away. Swirling spindrift filled 
the eye piece. Both wind and camera seemed to have minds 
of their own . Eric shielded me, and the third reel mercifully 
caught in the sprockets. No camera was ever designed to 
work under these conditions, but there was something 
wrong with this one - it worked, after a fashion. On fast 
motion it sounded like an animated cartoon, so I decided to 
use this speed on the assumption that it fitted the situation ... 

A Yeti would perhaps be rather better equipped than we 
were, but there probably wouldn't be much in it. On second 

SUMMARY 
Eiger, North East Face, 1938 route. Bernese Oberland, Switzerland. 
September 5th-10th 1970. Cliff Phillips, Pete Minks, Eric Jones and 
Leo Dickinson. The first time that the route has been climbed and filmed. 
Various preliminary attempts resulted in successful filming up to the 
Second lcefield. There was then a six -day climb (starting from the 
Railway Window) with a further bivouac on the descent. 

Glasgow University Exploration Society presents 

THE WHITE SPIDER 
An illustrated lecture on the history of the Eigerwand 

by Chris Bonington 
featuring the first British ascent and the first direct ascent of the 

dangerous North Wall. 

THURSDAY, FEB. 25th 7.30 p.m. Woodside Halls, Glenfarg St. Glasgow. 
Tickets 45p from Greaves, 23 Gordon St. Glasgow. 
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An Arctic Odyssey 
by Andrew Ross 

Since I was eight and my grandfather held up a stump of a 
finger and described an awful accident with a polar bear 
(though some said, unkindly, that it was a train door in 
Swindon), I had wanted to go on an Expedition. With the 
family tradition - Ross of Antarctica and so on - it seemed 
bound to happen. But it didn't. 

As time passed, crowded with foetid examinations and the 
rituals of accountancy, the idea festered and was almost 
forgotten, yet lingered and finally persisted. Then, one hot 
June day, as I wearily studied yet another balance sheet, 
something appeared over the edge of the page. A dog, two 
dogs. Four, then eight. A sledge. And a driver - an Eskimo. 
A tiny dog team was racing down the edge of the page, 
weaving round the dark stains of rotting ice, the grim 
figures I was supposed to be adding up, striking out boldly 
for the clear, fast ice and the distant mountains. The driver 
called shrilly to the team, through the scream of the 
Polar wind: llli ! llli ! llli ! Come on ! Come on ! Quite 
suddenly I realized that the time had come. Something had 
to be done. 

At the time, I stood no chance of being invited on an 
expedition. I knew a few people in climbing circles, but the 
major qualifications for getting on an expedition seemed to 
be experience and knowing the right people. It would take 
years, and I wanted to go now. If you are in that kind of 
situation, there is only one thing to do: run your own. And 
be the leader too. And, since you want the whole hoary hog, 
make it an epic. 

The very phrase 'Polar Mountaineering' has an epic ring 
about it. Casting around, I began to unearth a mystery: 
Greenland's Icy Mountains, a tantalizing mixture of Arctic 
and altitude, so little known and so bogged down in ancient 
story-book pictures of igloos and Eskimos. What were they 
really like? Why were there no colour photos of these 
mountains? And why did nobody, but nobody, know 
anything about Greenland, particularly the spiky East Coast? 
The answer to all these questions was stunningly simple: 
since 1930-35 - the heyday of Gino Watkins, Wager 
Chapman and Courtauld - the region had had no visitors. 
And its peaks, the 12,000ft. Watkins Range, the highest in 
the Arctic, had barely been seen, let alone climbed. In the 
Scott Polar Library, in Cambridge, I found a small black and 
white photo taken by Watkins from a bi-plane. Here was 
the dramatic evidence at last. A range of superb mountains 
on the Blosseville Coast. Peaks without name stretched to 
the horizon under the magnifying glass. One was 
particularly striking - a giant etched in charcoal on to 
the sky. 

Day by day, as the information trickled in, I waited to 
come across that snippet to say that the whole thing was off. 
Surely some huge machine of an expedition had churned 
over the region by now. But there was none - none, that is, 
until July 12th, 1969, and the Daily Telegraph: "Scots 
attempt Arctic Peak". Dr. Malcolm Slesser had beaten us 
to it. He was boating down the coast (our plan) , and 
attempting Ejnar Mikkelsen Fjeld (10,700ft), the highest 
unclimbed peak in the Arctic (our giant). And then, just as 
suddenly: "Alastair Allen, the Cambridge explorer, left 
England today leading a ten-man international sledging 
party over the Greenland Ice-cap to Ejnar Mikkelsen Fjeld 
the highest . . . " 

Two expeditions in the same year, after thirty years of 
silence! My misery was profound, but I phoned Slesser. 
" Don't worry laddie," he said, "we haven't a hope in hell." 
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And he was right. Neither he nor Allen succeeded. In the 
worst weather ever experienced in East Greenland, they 
were lucky and indeed highly resourceful to succeed in 
returning alive. Throughout the summer, the Arctic sea ice 
blockaded the coast for a thousand miles, and blizzards of 
winter ferocity scoured the ice-cap. Neither party even saw 
the mountain. Clearly, polar mountaineering offered room 
for epics quite apart from those associated with the climbing 
of an unknown mountain. 

I began to feel that the whole idea was begging a disaster. 
Wager, the Everest mountaineer, was the man who had been 
nearest to the peak, and that was on a geological mission 
in 1935. He had retreated in defeat, after spending three 
fruitless weeks attempting to penetrate the crevasse 
barriers on the great Kronborg Glacier, still some forty 
miles from the mountain. How to overcome these 
crevasses, and how to cross a further forty miles of unseen 
country, were merely preliminary problems. Where the 
mountain actually lay, how to approach it and, lastly, how 
to climb it, were major problems that had also to be solved. 
The enlargement of the photo came as a shock: although 
taken from seventy miles away, it showed that the 
mountain was immense. 

By now, a first proposal had been printed on an 
unsuspecting company's duplicator, and circulated to three 
friends. All accepted the invitation and the expedition was 
born. We decided to approach the mountain by boat. The 
sheer horror of hard work such as sledging was not for me. 
Boating had to be easier. It soon became apparent that the 
boat would have to be smaller than we thought, and the 
journey was going to be considerably longer. In fact, 17 feet 
and 500 miles respectively. The journey had only been done 
once before. In 1899, a bold Norwegian named Andrup, 
with three companions, had rowed along the length of the 
coast, drifting in the ice with the Gold East Greenland 
Current. 

The time had come for the committee meeting of that 
august and eminent body, The Mount Everest 
Foundation. Livingstone and Scott gazed down sourly from 
the wall. In the great committee room, the only sound 
came from a grandfather clock - a ponderous Tchink, 
Tchunk, Tchink, Tchunk'. Round the table sat the thirteen 
great men of mountaineering, solemn, all-knowing and 
vaguely bored, each with an identical green pencil. Eric 
Shipton, using his to scratch his bald dome, leaned-forward 
slightly, blue eyes gazing enquiringly, and murmured, 
"Greenland?" as though the word were slightly unfamiliar 
to him. "So you·want to go to Greenland?" I let them have 
it, straight between the eyes. I talked, showed them the 
pies (they loved all the photos, of the boat, of us, of me 
aged eight, and our one photo of the mountain), explained 
every last detail, and talked some more. They gave us the 
grant. We asked for a peanut and got it. 

So now it was ours - the strange magic of Greenland and a 
mountain to climb. At the traditional 2.0 a.m., we left 
Scoresby Sund and drove off into the night ... an Arctic 
summer night, full of astonishing sunshine and silence, 
a new dimension. 

The Eskimos at Kap Brewster came out to meet us, kayaking 
effortlessly over the swell. These were the last people we 
would see for over two months but, despite this and roast 
coffee, bear steaks and beans, we were anxious to leave. 
The settlement is in a desolate place, overhung by black, 
misty cliffs and_screechy gulls, and we had to turn the Cape 



The Danish supply ship Thala Dan in the harbour at Scoresbysund. The boat calls at the small settlement once a year. This year it brought a 
Royal Party - Crown Prince Henrik and Princess Margarethe of Denmark. The expedition was invited aboard for a cocktail party before setting out 
across the Fjord. This photo was taken at 2 a.m. The visibility is so good that mountains of 6,000ft. can be seen quite clearly over 100 miles away 
at the other side of the Fjord. 

into the open sea. Following a break in the ice as big as a 
motorway, we passed Turner Island by teatime: Slesser 
spent his whole expedition last year trying to get this far! 
We drank a wee dram, for this was undiscovered 
country; a blank on the map. We were really on our own 
now. No names to the capes, no names to the bays; great 
glaciers tumbled anonymously from nameless mountains, 
as far back as the eye could see. We felt like trespassers 
anxious to get through to a name on the map, aiming for 
Kap Dalton, a hut and a home. But in Greenland it's not 
just 'travel when you can'; when the weather's good, 
you go like hell. So we were off. Around the cape, across 
the bay, under the awesome Bartholin's Glaciers, then out 
and away across the sea to Ewart's Cape, and a fast clear 
run to De Reste Bugt. Then came fog - blank, silent fog, 
which arrived so suddenly it was frightening. Eight miles 
out to sea: the compass swung lazily round the card, 
sulky at being brought so far North. We drove slowly for 
five hours, the sea silky and deadly cold; a strange fantasy 
world, with icebergs looming like demonic hobbyhorses. 

We were now over 250 miles down the coast. It had taken 
nearly four days of continuous travel, and we were feeling 
the strain of being so remote, so completely helpless on the 
sea. The sea-cliffs were beginning to boil up with spray, 
and we were very cold. As we came into Wiedemann's Fjord 
late at night, we suddenly realized that it was all over. This 
was the closest we could get to the mountain by sea, yet 
we were so preoccupied with the problems of the last few 
days that we had reduced the matter of the mountain to a 
mere 'incident' that would intervene before we were once 
again back at sea. But things looked different from the beach. 
The wind blew a stiff gale of sleet off the sea, and the mist 
hung low over an ugly, boulder-strewn glacier. Our 
mountain lay forty miles beyond. It was a discouraging 

sight, and our camp-site on the beach was dark and wild. 
Pete hauled out the Scotch from the depths of the boat. 
Gone were the niceties of measured cupfuls. We watched, 
fascinated, as he removed five layers of clothing and 
exposed the two hairs on his chest (he was always trying 
to increase the score to three). Too late, we realized that 
the golden liquid was gurgling down his throat in great 
drafts. In a frenzy, we leapt forward to claim a taste of 
civilization. 

We sorted some gear for the morning's sledge haul over the 
glacier. It was more than 110 miles, there and back - not 
quite off-the-road -and-on-to-the-crag stuff. Graham had 
been saying that he would never shoot a Polar Bear: they 
were fighting for survival, the last majestic creature to 
surrender to the helicopter machine-gun. Then it happened. 
Half-a-ton of bear, brim-full of curiosity, was standing 
about fifty feet away. I was intrigued by its nose, like a 
great black teacup, when I realized its tiny black eyes were 
directed at me. In steel-soled waders, I was forced to a 
sprint, running for my life on a stony beach. I tripped and 
fell. Christ! the thing was running. I could hear something 
snorting, nearly treading on my tail. It had to be the direct 
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Top: Halfway up the Kronberg Glacier as the mists start to clear. Ross anxiously scans the distant Watkins Mountains for a sign of Ejnar 
Mikkelsen Fjeld. Bottom: The Borgtinde, a fine unclimbed peak of over 10,000ft. Photos: Peter Lewis 

line, XS, on a small sea crag ("leaders should beware of 
falling into the arms of a bear"), and then a run for the 
tent. Graham, the great white hunter, stood ready, shoulders 
back, rifle cocked - and only one boot on. He fired , and the 
bear got it in the neck as he came round the rock. "Again," 
cried Nigel, as the bear got up. But the rifle had jammed. 
Graham swung it round, holding the barrel , while Pete 
levelled the shotgun. Things were getting desperate. But the 
bear dived for the sea, dying fast. For two hundred yards he 
extended the agony of his life. Our guilt was profound. 
There was no majesty in his death - just a majestic creature 
seeking his own time and place. He was the first living 
thing we'd seen in three weeks. And we'd killed him. The 
heartbeat of the Arctic . He finally sank, and the ice bobbed 
where he died . Deep in the misery of a fearful killing, we 
bagged up. As Nigel said : "Early to bed, we might have 
been dead." We left for the mountain first thing in the 

• I 

morning. 

We had so much gear that we couldn't get it all on the 
sledge. We had to carry the sledge itself in any case, since 
the first section was over unimaginably desolate moraine. 
We set off in a heavy drizzle. The loose, broken rocks, 
littered with brown, muddy pools, were designed to trip 
one up, and each of us was carrying a load of over 901b. 
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This was no place to have an accident - a thought which 
haunted us increasingly from now on. We made three 
journeys over the five mile long moraine, before tackling 
the ice. A thick mist raced past us, heading up the glacier. 
We set off, hauling the sledge across the rock-hard ice. Two 
miles higher up, we halted, and Graham and Nigel returned 
to collect more equipment. Leaving the sledge, Pete and I 
climbed further up, on steep runnelled ice, looking for a 
camp site on the left bank. The sheer exertion of heaving 
901b. packs over one three foot ridge after another, for half 
a mile, was killing. Pete turned sour : "This may be an 
expedition, but I'm damned if I'll be the yak." Thanking the 
gods for a mutiny, we chose a camp site in a pile of 
boulders. The others appeared over the horizon, dragging 
the sledge like Scott and his mate. At the sight of the great, 
grey desert before us, they mutinied too, and we burrowed 
into holes, like tiny insects in a vast and alien universe. 

For three days we ploughed through the soft snow. We 
camped in the mist, still without even seeing the mountain. 
We had no inclination to continue. Greenland's vastness 
was overwhelming, and the nervous strain of believing in 
progress was too great. The remoteness of the mountain 
was accentuated by the absence of the radio: it had been 
left at base because of its weight. Being 300 miles away 



Above: Camped in the shadow of Ejnar Mikkelsen Fjeld. The height 
differential from the glacier is approx. 7,500ft. and the mountain is 
about 12 miles away. Photo: Andrew Ross 

from the nearest person is one thing; not even being able 
to talk to that person is quite another. 

At 4.0 a.m. the weather cleared. In a moment, our 
visibility increased from nine yards to ninety miles. On our 
left, nearly thirty miles away, rose the East Face of the 
Li!loise, deeply seamed with 4,000ft. snow gullies. From the 
hundred pinnacles on its thirty mile long ridge, a series of 
snow plumes danced like a superb line of cavalry charging 
into battle. Before it, fifteen miles away, we could see rows 
of crevasses, chasms good enough for pot-holers. 

Behind us, the Borgtinde complex presented an eight mile 
wide face topped with ice-cap cornices. But in front of us 
stood our mountain - and what a mountain! Rising 
10,700ft. above sea level, it was the highest for miles, and 
was completely surrounded by ice. Our one thirty-five year 
old photo hinted at a gully on the East Face, so we went to 
have a look. Two days later, as we stood under the great 
glacier which tumbles 7,000ft. from the mountain to 
collide with the main Kronborg glacier - itself a near
Himalayan affair, some twelve miles wide - we began to 
wonder. This was big, really big, and we were very far from 
home. We were the first people in the world to stand this 
close to the mountain. It was unnerving. We were almost 

certainly beyond help if anything went wrong. But we had 
no excuse for not going on. The weather was uncom
promisingly good, the tall heat standing for miles inland, 
and anyway the climbing was what we were here for. But 
7,500ft. of mountain, standing in the shadows, was 
impressive to the pit of the stomach. 

After an eerie night on a creaky serac which pinged and 
ticked with cracks, we plodded into the 2.0 a.m. twilight. 
The tributary glacier splits the mountain into a beautiful, 
twin-peaked affair, but the left side held massive snow
fields high on the rock faces. It had an avalanche look, so 
we looked elsewhere as we went into the first serac 
barrier. After a day ringing with hard pegging, we gladly 
retreated. The only feasible route, a spidery bridge of 
crumbling soft snow, about eighteen inches wide and 
fifteen feet long, spanned an indigo blue crevasse. But up 
there again in the cold dawn, a penny would have rolled 
along its steely surface. We flashed into the second serac 
barrier, and worked it out by noon, when a quick axe to the 
Mars bars brought rewards where teeth failed. Supercooled 
air - liquid oxygen on the lungs - scoured like a Brillo pad. 
The third serac was kicked to death. 

Then came the long, high snow fields the mind forgets. 
Hour by hour we trod bootprints with the patience of 
repairing a broken zip. Three times we felt we'd had enough. 
Graham peered into my face, whirring a cine camera : 
"Look tired, you bastard." I beamed steadfastly, refusing to 
reveal how exhausted I was - sheer bloody-mindedness. 
I felt sick at him for trying to intrude on my agony. We 
munched on biscuits and shredded nerves. The day passed. 
Interminably, the south col between the peaks unfolded its 
wrinkles, but slowly it revealed a view of utter magnificence. 

Blue peaks curled into the horizon, so many that it was hard 
even to count the ranges. In the clear, dry air, we could 
pick out routes on mountains thirty miles away, and count 
icebergs in the sea sixty miles off. Around the curvature 
of the earth you could choose anything you liked: nothing 
was climbed. Nothing, that is, but one, Gunnbjorn's Fjeld, 
the highest in the Arctic, once reached by sledging up its 
backside, a long haul from the ice-cap behind us. But the 
Lilloise and the Borgtinde are quite unclimbed; their solid 
rock faces, seamed with snow gullies, saw at the sky with 
incredibly sharp teeth. Greenland's icy mountains. 

We felt scared about the weather. Tiny black smudges 
rippled and disappeared on distant peaks, bruises from the 
wind. We turned to our mountain. The final ice face still 
remained - over 1,400ft. at 50 °, and already we were faint 
with exhaustion. The food had gone and we craved for 
sleep. The sun spiralled relentlessly hour by hour, but it was 
intensely cold. We pegged over the 'schrund separating the 
face from the col and, as Nigel and I pressed on up the face, 
I comforted myself with the thought that a fall would carry 
me clear like a 6,000ft. Olympic ski-jump. 'Ping!', in that 
vague hallucinatory world the bus conductress punched 
another ticket, as another ice peg went in. The ice was 
tacky and the screws squealed. After four hours, on front 
points all the way, we dug an alcove under the summit 
ridge and rested. 

I fell asleep in the snow, totally unable to concentrate. 
The others seemed to be in poor condition, their eyelids 
sagging horribly. We were well-nigh scuppered. The 
slightest mistake would have us sliding off. I screamed at my 
mind to be in control, but in the searing brightness of the 
Arctic sun it sought refuge again and again in sleep. The 
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Above: The view from the summit of Ejnar Mikkelsen Fjeld looking 
back down the 12 mile wide Kronberg Glacier to the sea about 
45 miles away. The Lilloise Mountains (about 9,000ft.) are on the 
right. The summit obelisk - still unclimbed - is about 50ft. high. 
Photo: Nigel Robinson 
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sun had not set for five weeks: the strain wasiappalling. 
Seen through aching eyes, the snow began to turn black. I 
wondered how dark the sky would get as the storm clouds 
shunted up on the Lilloise: black, I hoped, really black. I 
felt, we all felt, utterly exposed. Now, at the furthest point 
of the expedition, with not a living soul for hundreds of 
miles and the last camp site five miles away, we were 
perched like fragile canaries watching a great black tomcat 
of a storm approach : an ominous situation . 

We rose to go on, and the ice steepened to 55 °. The wind 
howled over the top, skittering ice down the face. Another 
twenty-five feet. On hands and knees we peered over the 
top. The wind buffeted our faces, now numb with shock, 
and tears froze on the rim of my goggles. The true summit -
a rock obelisk - lay about a quarter of a mile along a ridge, 
over thickly -snowed cornices. We argued as to its 
feasibility, but decided against it. Over the Lilloise the 
clouds were thick - and 53 miles is a long lead out. A 
camera shutter creaked : a splendid pinnacle, a view. Its 
lifework done, it died. We plummeted down the face like 
parachutists leaving a plane. 

In 78 hours, climbing the mountain, we had had six hours' 
sleep. The prospect now was grim. Flicks of snow drifted in 
the w ind. Before reaching the shore, we still had to cross 
the badly crevassed area around Camp 111 , followed by 
eighteen mi les of concrete glacier and then that appalling 
moraine. It took us four days, suffering the agony of snow, 
then sleet, driving straight into our eyes. Then came rain, 
sol id, unforgiving rain. It could have been Wales. It could 
have been Hell. Each man was withdrawn, living in his own 
dream world . Gradually, the expedit ion lost joy. 

When they say the retreat is t he dangerous bit, mult iply by 

three for Greenland. For Greenland is extravagant with her 
dangers. This was the point at which we realized how lucky 
we had been in comparison with Slesser. So far, we had 
always met with navigable sea ice, and we couldn 't 
understand why it was called "the Arctic nightmare" - it 
was rather pretty. At worst, a square mile or so of broken, 
brash ice bobbed in the water. Our Polar Dory would 
steadily plough through and, provided one didn't drive too 
fast, would clear its own path . It was the hard water ice, low 
in the water, which did the damage. With a clunk, the Dory 
would shudder, and the great nod of ice would slowly dip 
under water, turn upside down, and rise under the stern, 
clawing the bottom with jagged teeth . A small gash in the 
hull soon became an ugly white wound of torn fibreglass. 
Unhesitatingly we drove into a field of white crystal ice -
easy stuff, only a year old and fragile . It made a fine sound, 
splintering on contact. The field was a big one, but the 
channels were pretty good. Then the chunks of water ice 
grew more frequent, and suddenly we ran out of channels. 
It took us a minute or two to realize that we had bought it. 
We lifted the engines out of the water and suddenly heard 
the roar of the ice shifting and crackling in the swell. 
Some giant floes began rolling heavily, descending on 
other luckless floes nearby. The noise was frightening : we 
had to shout to make ourselves heard. The pack was closing 
in on us. Thousands of tons of ice moved around us in 
different directions. Big bergs ground on irresistibly in deep 
currents, piling up floes on the prow ; smaller bergs of a 
mere two or three hundred tons tumbled uncertainly in the 
swell , while the debris from collisions, the water ice and us 
were propelled by the wind - now a stiff gale. Then a bear 
came shuffling round a berg . He seemed as preoccupied 
as we were with staying alive, and stared curiously for a 
while before shuffling off. Relentlessly, the ice continued 
to screw us round . 

4.10 a.m. we were still going, but a crisis seemed to be 
approaching. An ugly, cauliflower-shaped berg pounded its 
way towards us. As it rose from the water, a huge slot of 
green, rock-hard ice was momentarily exposed, before 
being engulfed by a t idal wave of water and ice as it 
plunged down again, smashing an overhanging nose deep 
into the water. We were being drawn into the slot under the 
huge ice overhang. We watched the berg go up, and 
waited until it started its downward plunge, when the stern 
of the boat would swing into enough water for the engine. 
The engine had been cold for four hours. This burn had 
to be good. A roar broke out and we escaped from the 
crushing trap. We nearly cried with relief and drove back 
into the pack. By morning we were free. 

And so the retreat went on. We added three hundred miles 
for the lack of a tank of petrol, ran out of fags, whisky and 
patience. But the September storms wait for no man. The 
wind and sea lost patience with us and for seventeen hours we 
fumbled up to our waists in a maelstrom of Arctic water. 
The Dory was a good friend, and refused to sink. As the sun 
rolled unweariedly round the sky, we paddled ; survivors on 
the chance of a wind and the slightest of tides. And we sang 
about a wild rover, no, nay never, no more. We suffered less 
that we might have done, and live to cast a hoary eye. 
A hundred miles from home, they came to pick us up. But 
honour was satisfied . As Perla Dan lurched and shuddered 
her way through gales force 8, 9, 10 and 11 , it was only we 
four and the captain who could happily sit up with a crate 
of Scotch, drinking to the longest open boat journey ever 
known in the Arctic, and singing songs I wish I could remember. 

SUMMARY 
East Greenland, Watkins Mountains: Ejnar Mikkelsen Fjeld 10,700ft. 
The first ascen t, by a British expedition. Andrew Ross, Graham Williams, Nigel Robinson 
and Peter Lew is. Long approach in an open boat, fo llowed by a 45 mi le march inland. 
Climbing about Alpine difficile, mainly on steep ice slopes. August 1970. 
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Ozymandias 
by Chris Dewhirst 

Lacking the blessings of an El Cap, the climbers of southern 
mainland Australia centre their aspirations on the vertical 
granite of the North Wall of Mt. Buffalo Gorge. Situated 
200 miles north -east of Melbourne, and rising 750ft. at its 
highest, this wall is the local Mecca for would -be 
Chouinards. 

The first ascent of the North Wall was made in 1966, up 
the only line that would offer predominantly free climbing. 
The 750ft. route, Emperor, was an impressive and hard-won 
achievement. That winter, three companions and I tackled 
another route on the face ; we called it Fuhrer. None of us 
had had much pegging experience, and our climbing gear 
was generally inadequate. We had no perlon ropes, one 
chromolly piton (used eight times) , and hadn't even heard 
of a Rurp. The snow had not yet begun to melt. We had a 
four-day epic in bitter conditions, but the experience was a 
good introduction to the 'ins and outs' of pegging. 

After Fuhrer, attention was centred on the Mt. Buffalo area. 
The highest and best section of the North Face was still 
untouched, and observers were quick to note the possibility 
of a magnificent route here. In anticipation the line was 
named Ozymandias, after Shelley's poem. The two existing 
routes, although of high quality, were obviously inferior to 
this, the main line of the face. 

Attempts began in earnest. At the end of 1966, three of the 
Fuhrer team returned, with a new companion, to launch the 
first attack on Ozymandias. We pushed up barely 200ft. 
before realising the hopelessness of our situation. This was 
no place for inadequate equipment. 

A second attempt, by a different team a year later, was 
foiled only 50ft. higher by the sheer technical difficulty of 
the initial 300ft. corner with its awkward crack. 

Shortly afterwards, that travelling legend from the north, 
John Ewbank, appeared on the scene. He teamed up with a 
Victorian climber, Chris Baxter - a powerful combination. 
(In fact, John Ewbank with anybody would be a powerful 
combination.) Misfortune struck the pair, as it had done 
earlier in the year. They forced a route to about 350ft. 
with some inspired pegging, but a combination of bad 
weather and psychological let-down made retreat 
imperative. 

Nine months later, as early as the weather would permit, 
Chris Baxter and I headed for Mt. Buffalo Gorge in Chris's 
beat-up VW. Our attempt had been born of optimism. We 
were perfectly prepared : 75 krabs, 75 chromolly pitons 
(including 16 bongs) , 2 pairs of Jumars, and six months' 
psychological conditioning saw to that. 

The epic descent into the Gorge began before dawn next 
day. Five long abseils, several hundred feet of scrambling, 
and two hours later we were at the foot of the main face. 

Opposite page : 

The North Wall of Mt. Buffalo Gorge. The 
bottom of the gorge is reached by abseiling 
and climbing down the ridge in the 
foreground. The routes marked are: 1. Emperor 
750ft. Grade 18. M2. 2. Fuhrer 460ft. M4. 
The original and direct starts are shown. 
3. Tyrant 630ft. Grade 10, M5. 4. Ozymandias 
930ft. Grade 14, M6. Photo: Chris Baxter 

At 7.0 a.m. I started up the first pitch, and half an hour 
later was belaying on a small ledge with 80ft. of M3 pegging 
behind me. Chris followed quickly on Jumars while I 
hauled the sacks. Above us loomed the initial 300ft. crack. 
The fun began . . . 

Chris led through, and with magnificent reaches put a 
difficult 120ft. M4 pitch behind him in an hour and a half. 
A hanging belay from two bolts on the right wall was his 
reward . Above, things looked hard. The corner crack was 
virtually closed, and the pegging was fiery. A dozen 
knife-blades, a couple of bolts to avoid horribly loose 
flakes, and a swag of poor large blades and angles, 
brought an 18" ledge to hand. This sustained, rope
stretching M5 pitch was a slow lead. 

Chris led a short free pitch and pegged on up to the small 
yellow roof that marks the route's halfway point. A wild 
hammer blow split the end of his thumb and, after a little 
more halfhearted pegging, he abseiled down for the night. 

Our boudoir was a 45 ° grass ramp which necessitated 
hammocks. Our food - salami, cheese, and chocolate -
repulsed us, and we marvelled at the hardness of the 
Yosemite lads who can stomach such stuff. Food being out 
of the question, I turned to our large water supply in happy 
anticipation. Ugh ! Despite his previous announcements, 
Chris had forgotten to wash out the former detergent 
container. 

Inspired by the early morning sun on the wall, Chris quickly 
Jumared to his previous high point to finish the pitch. 
I lazily rolled over in my sleeping bag and fell out of my 
hammock. Chris pegged another 40ft. before I was forced 
to get up and follow him. Cleaning the pitch was no 
problem, and I soon realised why he had complained about 
my sleeping bag belay. Knife blades sprouted behind loose 
and expanding flakes, and I was most thankful to be 
following on the 'old faithfuls'. As I made an exit around 
the roof, it was great to see Chris hanging from his belay 
below an immaculate corner. This sheltered a beautiful 
¾" crack leading to the main roof. 

I soon lost my smile when the grinning oaf informed me 
that we only had one ¾" angle left. If you have ever had 
to peg 70ft. up a ¾" crack, using larger angles virtually all 
the way (without being able to get a hero loop round any 
of them}, then you will know how I felt. I made another 
hanging belay, and Chris followed, yanking out the pegs. 

A short pitch across the wall ... exposure ... knife blades 
behind an expanding flake . . . a sky hook ... a tremendous 
belay on the plummeting arete, perched between heaven 
and hell. After bringing me across to relative comfort, Chris 
continued. A series of dirty, overhanging cracks above an 
incredible abyss led into the main roof. Six drills and one 
snapped drill holder went before Chris got two belay 
bolts in and was hauling the sacks. 

The next pitch, through the roof, looked hard and 
dangerous. The old nervous system was really keyed up, 
and the sound of my first peg rattling down the rope just 
as I left it didn't help relax me. Flared cracks and loose 
blocks to nasty placements. Then my progress was barred. 
I tried to place a bolt in a desperately awkward situation, 
and snapped the drill barely half an inch in. The broken 
drill bit refused to budge from my holder. We were in real 
trouble as far as bolting was concerned. Tiring fast, I 
realised it would have to be a bat hook. Surprisingly, 
it held. Minor panic enabled me to place a few more bongs 
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Above: Chris Baxter and Chris Dewhirst. 

Left: Dewhirst leading the initial 300ft. 
corner. 

in greatly flaring cracks. Some 
frightening angles creaked and moaned 
... but finally a bomb-proof 'Long 
Dong' in a horizontal crack let me 
breathe again. 

Chris didn't know what was going on. 
I could hear him singing, a thousand 
feet below. The tune changed as one 
of his Jumars went hurtling into the 
depths, trailing an etrier. I belayed 
on two 2½" bongs ... and got hanging 
belay blues. Chris laboured up, cursing, 
on prussic knots. 

It was getting dark as Chris led what 
promised to be the final peg pitch 
across a diagonal crack. We had only 
one problem: the crack was consistently 
2½" wide, and we only had four bongs 
to fit it. Two of them were my belay. 
Chris tried everything from jammed 
hammer handles to treble-stacked 1 ½" 
angles, but his final solution 
incorporated dangerously tied-off larger 
bongs, and the knocking out of aids 
behind him to make the next move. 
Even then, one of the belay bongs had 
to be sent into the fray. Having to place 
aids merely to follow slowed my 
seconding down considerably. 

I needed two pitons to start the next 
pitch, and then free-climbed a deep 
chimney, in the dark, to a good ledge. 
Chris blundered up with the packs, 
swearing, and stopped 30ft. below me. 
We slept. 

Next morning, one more pitch led us to 
the top and a champagne breakfast. 

SUMMARY: 
Australia, Mt. Buffalo Gorge, North Wall. 
Ozymandias (920ft, Grade 14, M6). 
First ascent 18th- 20th October, 1969, 
by C. Baxter and C. Dewhirst. 
Australian grading works as follows: 
Free: Grade 1 to infinity. (Present hardest is 21. 
Cenotaph Corner would be 16 or 17). 
Artificial (called mechanical in Australia): 
Grade 1 to infinity. (Present hardest is M7) . 
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The Nanga Parbat Affair 
The controversy surrounding the first ascent of the Rupal Flank 
of Nanga Parbat continues with increasing bitterness 

Ever since the publication of Dr. 
Herrligkoffer's article in Bunte and Reinhold 
Messner's statement in Alpinismus 
(reprinted in Mountain 12), the Nanga Parbat 
controversy has raged on in the German 
climbing press. In reply to Messner's 
accusations, Herrligkoffer issued a further 
statement on August 18th. It appeared in the 
October issue of Alpinismus. The main 
points are summarized below. 

(1) "Messner's assertion that I agreed to his 
solo summit bid is essentially untrue. It 
would be more true to say that in the course 
of the radio conversation Messner and I 
agreed that red rockets would mean no 
summit thrust. During this conversation I 
repeated myself several times, as we were 
having speech distortions caused by 
atmospheric conditions. I repeated my 
remarks to make sure that Messner under
stood my meaning. Certainly no solo attempt 
was agreed upon. I explicitly confirmed that 
any summit attempt should be made by two 
ropes - Reinhold Messner and Scholz, 
followed by Kuen, Maendl and Baur. On the 
26th of June I gave no indication that these 
plans should be altered. In no circumstances 
could I have agreed to a solo summit attempt 
in menacing weather with its attendant 
increased risks." 
(2) Here, Dr. Herrligkoffer refutes the charge 
that the red rocket precipitated the tragedy 
which befell Gunther Messner. He points out 
that Gunther started up the mountain 
without either rope or the correct bivouac 
equipment, and that his condition on reaching 
the summit left much to be desired. The 
ensuing events - the harrowing bivouacs, the 
avalanche which killed Gunther Messner, and 
Reinhold 's "distressing" return journey, could 
not be held to hinge on the sending of one 
rocket. "The consequences were not as a 
result of the red rocket, but despite it." 
(3) "It's true that in base camp we had two 
rockets with red labels and two with blue. We 
were therefore under the impression that we 
could send a blue signal. We fired a blue
labelled rocket, but it turned out to be a 
red one. We were about to send the other one 
when we noticed the small, barely legible 
print which revealed that, despite its blue 
label, the rocket was in fact red. We had not 
noticed this small print when we inspected 
the rockets at midday. We therefore had no 
blue rockets to send. 
After firing the red rocket we relied on the 
weather experience of the climbers in Camp 5, 
and waited to see whether their own 
observations could differentiate whether the 
report was true or not. Baur told me later 
that on the morning of the 27th the weather 
was excellent and they believed the report 
was untrue. After that they did not think any 
more about the report. Reinhold Messner got 
up at 3.0 a.m. and announced that he would 
climb as high as possible to a point where he 
could still return to Camp 5 without a 
bivouac. Gunther Messner and Baur in the 
meantime should rope the first hundred metres 
of the Merkl Cracks. 
Of the solo summit attempt, Reinhold 
Messner had said nothing." 

In the same issue, Alpinismus published an 
account by Max von Keinlein, which was also 
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signed by Hermann Kuhn, Gerhard Baur, 
Elmar Raab, Peter Vogler and Gunther Kroh. 
The relevant sections ran as follows. 

The controversial radio conversation took 
place on June 26th at 14.00 hours. Reinhold 
Messner advised Herrligkoffer that the 
monsoon clouds were already visible, but 
that their approach rate was difficult to 
estimate. The planned summit attempt of two 
teams, which was to take place after the 
Merkl Cracks had been equipped with fixed 
ropes, would require 2-3 days. Reinhold 
wanted to go to Camp 5 the same afternoon, 
with his brother and Baur, in order to have 
two possibilities the following day. There 
being no radio link with Camp 5, Reinhold 
suggested to Herrligkoffer that, in the event 
of rapidly approaching bad weather (which 
would almost certainly have ended the 
expedition) , he should make a solo attempt 
on the summit, to clinch success before it was 
too late. Dr. Herrligkoffer answered 
immediately : "Reinhold, that is what I hoped 
you would say ; you have guessed my own 
thoughts." Alternatively, in the event of good 
weather, the original plan of fixing ropes and 
making a conventional summit bid was to be 
followed. 
Reinhold then proposed that he be advised by 
rocket signals of the weather report that 
evening when he was at Camp 5 : red for bad 
weather, green for good. Herrligkoffer went 
away for a couple of minutes and then 
reported that there were only red and blue 
rockets left. So the agreement was : red for 
bad weather, blue for good, and both if the 
weather was likely to be changeable. In the 
event of a bad weather forecast, Reinhold 
would make his solo summit bid the next day. 
He put this quite clearly and, from the 
answer, we took it that Herrligkoffer 
understood and approved the idea. They 
recapped on the signals. The agreement was 
quite clear. Finally the other camps had a 
quick word, and the next radio call was 
fixed for 18.00 hours. 
Around 18.00 hours Base Camp reported that 
the weather forecast was good, and we all 
expected a blue rocket to advise Camp 5 of 
this, at the agreed time of 20.00 hours. We 
were shocked when a red rocket went up. We 
waited for a long time for a second rocket but 
none came. Reinhold left on his solo attempt 
at 3.0 a.m. There was no plan for Gunther to 
follow him. The following morning we asked 
over the radio why the red rocket had been 
fired. Herrligkoffer said he had mistaken the 
red rocket for a blue one and was as surprised 
as we were by the mistake. He found that he 
had no blue ones left to fire. 
The expedition members generally agreed 
later that the red rocket alone was responsible 
for Reinhold's summit bid. At no time up to 
the end of the expedition did Dr. Herrligkoffer 
propound another story or show any 
astonishment at Reinhold's actions. 
The reasons of motive behind the sending of 
the red rocket left us all in different minds. 
None of us would care to postulate on that. 
All we can say for certain is that if the blue 
rocket had been fired, Reinhold would not 
have gone alone, and the course of the 
expedition from this moment would have 
taken a different turn. 

Dr. Herrligoffer's counter-statement 

(Gegendarstellung) of August 18th is 
essentially false. So, too, is the circular 
letter to various expedition members, headed 
"Red rockets on Nanga Parbat". What 
Herrligkoffer is hoping to achieve by this 
false statement is not clear to us. 

On October 9th, Herrligkoffer issued a 
further statement, in reply to points raised 
in the above account and to comments 
made by Alpinismus. 

(1) At the time of the vital radio 
conversation, Kroh and Vogler were in camps 
without radio sets ; their statement can 
therefore be disregarded. Raab had previously 
supported me in my recollection about the red 
rocket, and only later did he withdraw his 
support. That leaves only four members 
supporting Messner's account. The expedition 
numbered eighteen members. 
(2) Alpinismus referred to Messner's 
account as an "authentic report". This is an 
untrue description. Messner merely put his 
own case, which differs from the recollections 
of the rest of the team and myself. 
(3) In the editorial introduction to Messner's 
article in Alpinismus, my letter to Messner 
was described as a "threat". A reminder of a 
voluntarily signed contract is not a threat. 
(4) In von Keinlein's statement it is stated 
that there was general agreement among the 
members of the expedition afterwards that 
the shooting of the red rocket started the 
whole chain of events. It further stated that 
I never propounded a different version nor 
was I astonished by Reinhold"s solo summit 
bid. Since Reinhold"s " Red Rocket" article 
was first published, expedition members have 
been divided over this version and are no 
longer "equally agreed" about Messner's 
account. It is untrue to say that I agreed with 
Messner's version, just because I said 
nothing else. I said over and over again that, 
after firing the red rocket, we wanted to 
fire a blue one so that the climbers in the 
top camp would not waste the fine weather. 
Early in the morning, when we saw movement 
in the Merkl Cracks, it seemed that the wrong 
signal had been disregarded and become 
unimportant. So in my first article I hadn't 
mentioned it at all (this presumably refers to 
a report sent back to Germany while the 
expedition was in progress) . On the evening 
of the 27th, when I learnt for the first ti me 
from Baur of Reinhold's and Gunther's climb, I 
was not astonished but just dismayed that 
such a summit attempt had not been discussed 
with the expedition leaders (Herrligkoffer and 
Michel Anderl, the climbing leader) . 
Moreover, I heard from Baur that Reinhold 
had said that he would only climb as far as he 
could while still remaining near enough to 
Camp 5 to return the same day. 
(5) When talking about the disastrous 
consequences precipitated by the rocket, 
Alpinismus concealed the fact that they had 
already agreed to print my counter-statement 
of August 18th. Thus they prejudged the 
affair and did not allow alternative opinion 
to be published at that time. 
(6) As for my "not offering condolences to 
Messner's partners" : when in Rawalpindi, I 
wanted to send a telegram to the parents but 
found that Reinhold had already done this a 
few hours earlier. (A South Tyrolean paper, 



Herrligkoffer - under fire . Kuen - position enigmatic. Scholtz - mysteriously quiet. Messner - did he plan a traverse? 

Dolomiten, said that Herrligkoffer had 
completely overlooked this duty.) Under these 
conditions I thought it better not to compound 
their grief by sending another telegram. 
Instead, I hoped to visit the parents 
personally when we returned, but was 
prevented from doing this immediately by an 
illness - a lung infection which kept me weak 
throughout the whole of July. By the middle 
of July, Reinhold Messner was staging 
regrettable attacks against our expedition, 
which had to be cleared up before I could 
visit the parents. On the 5th of August, I 
wrote to the parents of our comrade Gunther, 
conveying my heartfelt sorrow at their great 
loss. 

Felix Kuen commented on the charge that 
there was no representative of the expedition 
at the Memorial Service for Gunther at his 
home town of Villnoess, Northern Italy. 
I had seen Reinhold in the clinic two-days 
prior to this memorial service and he said 
nothing about it. Werner Haim would have 
had the opportunity of taking part, as he was 
working at this time as a guide in the 
neighbourhood of Messner's home, but 
likewise he knew nothing about the service. 

Following our summary of the published 
matter (Mountain 12), Dr. Herrligkoffer 
wrote to Mountain, referring us to his 
counter-statement and his further reply to the 
van Keinlein letter. He also refuted 
Mountain's criticism of his medical 
shortcomings. 

It is unfair to suggest that I am not 
interested in high altitude medicine after 
nine overseas expeditions. For several years 
I have undertaken blood tests, circulation 
tests and electro-cardiograms on the 
expeditions I have led. I have made 
contributions to medical thinking and 
research. For example, my idea of using 
Anabolene as an antidote for altitude sickness 
way back in 1961 was novel at the time 
it was suggested. 
In reprinting the Messner account from 
Alpinismus, Mountain did not give a balanced 
report. It would have been better to have 
included a word from Felix Kuen, who differs 
with Messner on several points. -

Apart from the statement about the Memorial 
Service and the short passage in the following 
Press Release, there has been no published 
statement by Kuen, and we have received no 
further comment from him. 

Finally, on November 7th, Herrligkoffer issued 
a Press Release condemning Reinhold 
Messner for his consistent attacks both in 

public (at lectures) and in print. 
Herrligkoffer lays the blame for the 
catastrophe on Messner. To support his 
accusations he quotes from an article on the 
subject by Hias Rebitsch with whom Messner 
is stated to have discussed the expedition 
before he left, and on his return. 
Herrligkoffer uses this article to suggest that 
the traverse of Nanga Parbat - up the 
Rupal Face and down the Diamir - had 
always been Reinhold's aim and that he had 
discussed its possibility with Rebitsch before 
the expedition took place. 
Herrligkoffer states: 
" To justify his secret descent plan down the 
Diamir Face - against the expedition 
leadership and his comrades, he needed an 
·embarrassing situation'. To provide this, 
Reinhold Messner answered for an error 
which however provided him with the alibi 
for his plan." 
Herrligkoffer then quotes Kuen's account of 
the shouted conversation above the 
Merkl Cracks. 
Kuen states: 
" Reinhold shouted that he and his brother 
were on there way down the Diamir Face. 
To my question enquiring whether every 
thing was all right, he replied 'Yes'." 
Herrligkoffer's Press Release goes on to cite 
further evidence to support the assertion that 
the traverse was planned by Reinhold and 
ends with a startling new piece of evidence 
which is presumably supported by Felix Kuen . 
"Gunther and Reinhold called for help (from 
the ridge above the Merkl Cracks) on the 
morning of the 28th June (the day after their 
summit climb) at between 6 a.m. and 9 a.m. 
At 10 a. m. Reinhold stood alone on the ridge 
and explained to Kuen that everything was 
all right. Kuen did not see Gunther at all. 
Reinhold was then seen to bend down and 
lift something up. His movements afterwards 
suggested that he was carrying a heavy 
rucksack - yet neither Gunther nor Reinhold 
had taken a rucksack or anything similar on 
their summit climb." 

The Press Release ends here. There is no 
mention in any of Herrligkoffer's statements 
of Peter Scholz, Kuen's ropemate, who is 
presumably the only other person who 
could confirm this incident. 

The unsavoury argument continues in a 
welter of attack and counter-attack, causing 
considerable animosity in German and 
Austrian climbing circles. What at first 
seemed to be emotional bitterness on the 
part of the grieved and angry Messner now 
emerges as a serious charge against 
Herrligkoffer's leadership . 

The von Keinlein letter adds greater authority 

to this charge, although none of the climbers 
have spelt out their suspicions clearly. 
Do they believe that Herrligkoffer deliberately 
sent the wrong rocket? Reinhold Messner 
is famous for his high-speed solo climbing 
and could have been counted on to clinch a 
quick success. If he believes that the solo 
plan was put into action deliberately, then 
his subsequent anger about the death of his 
brother is more easy to comprehend, despite 
Gunther's impulsive action in following him. 

Herrligkoffer, for his part, contends that he 
never sanctioned a solo climb, that the 
rocket incident was a regrettable mistake. He 
seems to imply that the Messner brothers ( or 
perhaps only Reinhold) had let their ambition 
run away with them at the expense of 
prudence. That all along they had intended to 
get to the summit first, and had planned to 
attempt a high-speed traverse of the 
mountain. Herrligkoffer's final charge, made 
four months after the disaster, is not clear, 
but he seems to imply that Gunther Messner 
was already dead or close to death when 
Reinhold started to descend the Diamir Face. 
Felix Kuen's part in the controversy is 
something of an enigma . 

Clearly, both are very serious accusations, 
and the spate of confusing evidence does 
not help in making a balanced judgement 
on the affair. One might observe that in a 
well-run expedition such an unpleasant 
dispute would never have reached the press, 
but would have been resolved long before 
the climbers returned to their home country. 
The most damning indictment of the leader 
is that eight members of the expedition 
should have felt so outraged by his public 
account that they felt compelled to break 
their contract and denounce his version 
in print. 

We have attempted to report and comment on 
this controversy as fairly and honestly as 
possible. If we have misrepresented any 
argument, we apologise. For our part, we 
regret that such a successful expedition 
should be marred by an incident of this 
nature, and we hope that the disputants will 
try to resolve their differences as soon as 
possible. 
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Equipment Notes 
by Dave Pearce 

Discard Kernmantel Ropes after 50 days' use, says B.M.C report. 

B.M.C. Circular No. 604 

The British Mountaineering Council Equipment Sub-Committee 

Life of Kernmantel Ropes 

Recent tests have shown that some kernmantel ropes are liable to a serious 
loss of performance in use in British conditions. It is not yet known 
whether all makes of kernmantel are subject to this kind of deterioration, 
but it has been observed in both Edelweiss and Viking ropes, the only 
makes so far tested. The cause of the deterioration is not yet known, nor 
is it clear whether it is related to time or to the amount of use. There is no 
observable indication of the loss of performance which has been found 
to be serious after 50-100 days of use over a period of two years in 
British conditions. 
Until more is known of the performance of kernmantel rope under British 
conditions and / or remedial measures are taken by the manufacturers, we 
suggest that kernmantel ropes be discarded after two years or 50 days' 
use, whichever is the earlier. 
There is no evidence that hawser-laid ropes to B.S. 3104 (which use nylon 
in a different form from that used in kernmantel) are subject to this kind of 
deterioration. 

Life of Kernmantel Ropes 
B.M.C. Circular 604, quoted in 
its entirety above, sounds 
preposterous and vague. What 
are the "'tests"' mentioned? 
What evidence does the B. M. C. 
have for its assertions? What are 
the facts underlying th is 
peculiarly nebulous statement? 
The situation as it stands is 
easily summarized. The B.M.C. 
has performed some static tests 
on Kernmantel ropes of known 
history. A disturbingly high 
proportion showed losses of up 
to 50% in tensile strength, when 
compared with new ropes. 
The Council was thus presented 
with a nice moral problem. 
Insufficient tests had been 
carried out to permit any useful 
statistical analysis, and tensile 
strength is not easily compared 
with energy absorption, the 
characteristic important to the 
climber. Furthermore, nothing 
was known about the cause of 
the deterioration - whether it 
was due to abnormal conditions 
of use, batch variability, or some 
characteristic inherent to the 
ropes. And yet the B.M.C. could 
hardly remain silent, for life 
might be at stake. 
Having issued the preliminary 
circular (described by one 
committee member as " carefully 
drafted to avoid saying too 
much"), the Council initiated 
further investigations. The 
National Engineering Laboratory 
will shortly have a dynamic 
testing rig which will measure 
energy absorption directly. Joe 
Griffin, who will direct the 
tests, is a member of the B.M.C. 
Equipment Sub- Committee. He 
is also on the staff of the N. E. L. 
and is the author of the B. M.C. 
report on pitons. With respect 
to the present situation, he has 
commented : " This field is the 
greatest area of uncertainty as 
regards climbing equipment". 
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W. H. Ward, Chairman 
20th July 1970 

In 6- 12 months, the B.M.C. 
hopes to have more facts to 
go on. 
Factors believed to contribute 
to the deterioration of ropes are : 
(a) Abrasion. Here the type of 
rock climbed on is important. 
Since nylon fibres are so fine, 
rock particles embedded in the 
core wreak considerable damage 
- hence the golden rule of not 
standing on one's rope. 
(b) Exposure to light. 
(c) Repeated wetting. This 
appears to have a deleterious 
effect and is believed to induce 
a chemical change in the nylon. 
The services of a physical 
chemist will be required to 
elucidate the problem. 
Whilst not externally obvious, 
there are enormous differences 
in the construction of kernmantel 
ropes made by different 
manufacturers and also by the 
same manufacturer over a period 
of time. Thus the core may be of 
stra ight fibres, the fibres may be 
twisted, the strands may or may 
not be plaited, and so on. Each 
permutation produces a rope 
with different properties. 
Hawser-laid ropes, on the other 
hand, do not vary so much, for 
on ly a narrow range of 
characteristics can be manipulated 
if fle xibility is to be maintained. 
Tests on this type of rope were 
made by the U.S. Army about 
three years ago, involving ropes 
which had been in use for 
periods ranging from a few days 
to fifteen years. The results 
showed a remarkably large 
scatter, but led to the recom 
mendatidn that ropes should be 
discarded after two years. Both 
hawser- laid ropes and nylon tape 
show a 25% reduction in 
strength after 50- 1 00 days' use. 
In view of all these findings, one 
feels that the B.M.C. circular 
should have covered more 
ground, and it is noteworthy that 

the wording of the circular did 
not meet with the approval of all 
the committee members. 

Ascendeurs - a warning 
" While climbing Detritus, a new 
route on the Little Orme, I had 
to abseil 200ft. down and was 
hanging free about 150ft. above 
the sea. As I always do when 
abseiling, I tied a precautionary 
knot in the end of the rope. 
When prussiking back up, I 
moved the knot up once, but 
then forgot to do so for about 
50ft. Suddenly the ascendeurs 
slipped and down I went. As I 
was in a sit-sling, only my nerves 
got a severe shock when I hit 
the knot, but I hate to think 
what would have happened if 
I'd not tied that knot." 
Roland Edwards, quoted above, 
was using 'Cloggers', the 
prussiking devices made by Clog 
Equipment. In the course of his 
work as a climbing instructor at 
Plas y Brenin, he had already 
discovered that ' Cloggers' were 
prone to slip on hawser-laid rope 
- hence the cautionary measure 
of moving up a knot below the 
ascendeurs. Since Jumars also 
appear liable to slide on 
hawser-laid rope (albeit less 
readily) , the moral is not to rely 
on ascendeurs alone when 
ascending hawser-laid rope. As 
far as is known, ascendeurs of 
both types are reliable on 
kernmantel ropes. 
As an alternative to knotting the 
rope behind one, Edwards 
suggests tying a prussik knot 
above the ascendeurs and 
attaching it to them. The knot, 
which can be pushed up as one 
progresses, will then check a 
fall. 

Karrimor Haul Bag 
On a major rock route the haul 
bag is an item of paramount 
importance. A large part of the 
climbing time is spent in 
hauling, an activity which puts 
much strain on both bag and 
climber. In situations where both 
progress and retreat may take 
several days, one relies on the 
strength of the haul bag no less 
than on the rope. 
The Karrimor Haul Bag is to my 
knowledge the best such bag 
commercially available, and 
incorporates several excellent 
features. It is made of 8oz. 
proofed nylon, which stands up 
well to the rigours of hauling, and 
has shoulder straps which permit 
the bag to be carried as a normal 
rucksack. The straps fold away 
into a small pocket during 
hauling, leaving only two small 
buckles on the base of the bag 
exposed. The bag comes with a 
fibreglass dome which is well 
worth the 1 ¾lb. weight as it 

covers up the mouth of the bag 
- always a potential snagging 
point - and greatly eases the 
effort of getting the bag around 
the lip of overhangs. 
A material's resistance to 
abrasion is vastly increased when 
the material is foam backed. 
I therefore recommend lining 
the bag with Karri mat prior to 
packing. Being a firm, closed-cell 
foam this will minimize the 
wear caused by poor packing of 
sharp objects, and will not absorb 
water. 
The haul line should be attached 
to the bag via a karabiner. It is 
then possible to open the bag 
whilst keeping it attached to the 
haul line, simply by slipping one 
strap off the karabiner. At present 
the bag lacks a loop under the 
base for attaching a drag line 
or, in a two-haul system, the 
second haul line. This can prove 
somewhat of a nuisance and, 
whilst one can always do the 
job oneself, we could look to 
Karrimor to make good th e 
omission. 
Another defect that needs 
attention is the splitting of the 
seam stitching - a fault which 
developed on a bag tested for 
sixteen climbing days on big 
walls. The splitting was stopped 
by adding retaining webbing 
round the girth, but a more 
effective protection might be a 
strip of webbing covering the 
vital seam. 



Letters 

Mountain's Brave New World 
Dear Sir, 
A publication which reports 
with such emphasis and impact 
as Mountain should provide for 
criticism and reply. Otherwise it 
runs the danger of degenerating 
into dogmatism and conditioning 
of the kind commonly called 
propaganda. We are sure that 
you realize that many climbers 
have severe reservations, often 
verging on despair, concerning 
the underlying attitudes and 
philosophy of the magazine. 
Mountain , by its spectacular and 
dramatic content, has a con
siderable influence on beginners. 
Hence the importance of 
ensuring that some kind of 
attempt should be made to 
represent the mountaineering 
picture in all its breadth and 
depth especially in view of the 
rapidly increasing number of 
people involved. 
There are many who believe that 
a magazine which depends for its 
existence on advertisements, 
such as a recent one showing a 
small girl wearing modern gear, 
and pronouncing suggestively 
'I am going to be a good 
climber', is not only of dubious 
merit, but also shows a sick 
insensitivity all too reminiscent of 
commercial television at its worst. 
This is the kind of materialistic, 
competitive, institutionalised 
indoctrination which leads to 
the conformism, stagnation and 
suppression of individualism, 
characteristic of our society in 
general. Many climbers are aware 
of the proximity of 1984. 
Mountain , through its Brave New 
World approach, is willingly 
contributing to this frightening 
prospect. 
Anyone who can refer to the 
Rock and Ice as a myth is not 
only sadly misinformed but is 
also missing the point of modern 
mainstream mountaineering. The 
Rock and Ice was a living, 
thriving group loosely 
co-ordinated which could and 
probably has died as easily as it 
grew. The phenomenon is 
typical of hundreds of similar 
groups. Perhaps the most recent 
example is the Yosemite scene. 
What the scenes had in common 
was a spontaneous, exiting way 
of life : the Rock and Ice was a 
product of, and a response to, 
working-class life in Northern 
England, enriched with its local 
flavour. Yosemite was a way of 
life responding to middle class 
America, again containing a 
distinctive and unique flavour. 
The fact that both scenes 
produced fine climbers and set 
trends which have unprecedented 
significance is merely an 
indication of the richness of the 

I ife style. In neither case w as 
there a conscious intention. 
The physical performance was 
rarely the sole preoccupation of 
individual climbers so much as 
the enjoyment of freedom, 
individual initiative and self 
assessment. 
Living in the valley contained 
elements of some meaningful 
existence, epitomised by the 
freedom of big wall climbing. 
The climbers had a common 
binding hatred of the boredom 
and suppression of the com 
mercialist rat-race. Its blatant 
disrespect for nature and human 
creativity was symbolised by the 
immutable augury of camera 
laden tourists, rarely walking 
more than a few minutes from 
their precious polluting machines. 
What may be difficult to believe 
for climbers who are still 
obsessed with the out-moded 
life style of the London office, 
North Wales at weekends and 
the Alps for a few weeks in the 
summer, is that the Yosemite 
scene is being crushed by the 
oppressive forces of the 
conformist middle class 
institution. Climbers were jailed 
this Fall in Yosemite on charges 
of contravening the recent law 
forbidding the forming of groups 
of more than six people around 
one camp fire, for singing and 
for failing to provide identifica
tion when asked. One remark 
from the arresting ranger was 
"This is not a people's park, it's 
a National Park'. 
It seems to us that your 
criticism of Dennis Gray's book, 
Rope Boy, accusing him of 
' living in a world he doesn't 
understand' is totally unjustified. 
Dennis through his wide 
experience of human problems 
throughout the world has a keen 
understanding of the expanding 
threat to human dignity. He 
hopes that organic individuality 
and communal understanding, 
typical of climbers, could help to 
offset the sterilizing trends. 
Perhaps the staff of Mountain 
should take a break, travel 
around the world and see for 
themselves what climbing is and 
always has been. They may stop 
trying to make a spectacular and 
dramatic sport and find them 
selves asking the question : 
Is it too late to stop 
mountaineering becoming a 
commercialized rat-race, where 
individual spontaneity and 
creativity are overwhelmed by 
mechanistic ego tripping rituals, 
sponsored by manufacturers, 
approved by social do-good 
institutions and propagated by 
the mass-conditioning of the 
press media ? 
An objective look at the North 

ROCK CLIMBING IN SNOWDONIA 
Special courses run by 
Al Harris and Pete Crew 
Write for details enclosing S.A.E. to 

Crew and Harris, Bigil, Dinorwic, Caerns. 

Wales scene would not inspire 
much optimism. 

Yours faithfully 
Rob Wood 
Bugs McKeith 

Editorial Note: Clearly this letter 
raises several important issues 
which readers may care to pursue 
with further correspondence. We 
would like to clarify one point 
at this stage. The New Books 
section carries the personal 
opinions of the reviewers and 
is not linked to editorial policy 
or comment in any way. The 
editor was in fact wearing the 
hat of a private individual in 
reviewing this book - a fine 
distinction, but an important one 

Australian Grading Systems 
Sir, 
The report by your correspondent 
Chris Baxter in the May issue 
makes it appear that one system 
of grading is used throughout 
Australia. (See also page 30.) 
Until quite recently adjectival 
systems were used, and although 
several areas have adopted the 
numerical system it is by no 
means accepted (or understood) 
by all those who purport to use it. 
A grading system of such 
implied accuracy is difficult to 
correlate between areas, and 
experience shows that any 
system which claims a high 
degree of accuracy is 
unworkable. 
The situation is further confused 
by the fact that users tend to 
subdivide the already large 
number of grades, referring, for 
example, to "a good 12" or 
" a poor 12". One of the 
advantages claimed when the 

ACCOMMODATION 

system was introduced by John 
Ewbank in his Rock Climbs in 
the Blue Mountains was that (in 
comparison with other systems) 
there would be no mild/ hard, or 
inferior/ superior, subdivisions. 
It was claimed that "this system 
is the simplest used so far, to my 
knowledge, in the world ". 
Limitations of the system are 
demonstrably apparent even in 
this first description of it by its 
originator when, having stated 
that the grading includes 
consideration of several factors 
such as technical difficulty, 
exposure, length, quality of rock, 
protection, etc., he went on to 
say that in any given description 
of a route all these factors would 
be specifically mentioned in 
words if they were relevant. 
It would seem also that the 
system is not making effective 
use of the lower numbers. For 
example, Hocus Pocus (on 
Mount Piddington) , graded 8, is 
comparable to a climb like 
Spiral Stairs on Dinas Cromlech 
- an average ' Difficult'. It would 
not be easy to justify seven lower 

-grades. (A recent first ascent 
description graded a walk along 
a grassy ledge as grade 1 !) 
It is worth pointing out that the 
reference in your correspondent's 
report to "some of the more 
sophisticated English systems" is 
misleading, because these 
numbers are a refinement used 
in pitch grading of well -known 
routes within an overall system 
of adjectival grading. 

Yours faithfully, 
Frank Dowlan 
Tony Wood 
John Hoskins 
Bob Watt 

CARN DEARG M.C. GLEN DOLL HUT. Sleep 16. 316d nightly. Excellent mountain
eering district. Contact lain Forbes, clo 34 Johnstone Avenue, Dundee. 

It can't happen to you! 
But you could come across an 
accident and have to summon help. 

The Mini Flare is designed for 
a crisis such as this and brings 
Aid for the asking ! 

Make sure you have some with you. 
Available for as little as 9/- each from : 

F. Diack 302 George Street 
Aberdeen ABl-1 HL. 
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New Books 
New German compendium of hard Alpine rock climbs 
The East Face of the Grand Capucin - one of Wolf Jurgen Winkleis 
magnificent collection of photos in ' Im Extremen Fels' . The 
accompanying line diagram is shown below, reproduced at about 
half-size. 
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Im Extremen Fels (100 hard 
rock climbs in the Alps) 
by Wolf Jurgen Winkler and 
Walter Pause 
BLV Verlagsgesellschaft. 
Munich: 28 D.M. 
For several years now, these 
publishers have been producing 
a series of books covering some 
of the finest climbs in the Alps. 
Perhaps the best known in this 
country is Erich Vanis's 
Im Steilen Eis, which deals with 
fifty great north face ice routes 
and is a much treasured item on 
many an alpinist's bookshelf. 
Now a new work has been 
published, also in German, 
dealing with the great rock 
climbs of the Alps. As the title 
implies, the climbs covered are 
all hard (grade 4 to 6 sup.). They 
span the whole Alpine chain, 
although the bias is under
standably towards the eastern 
(German-speaking) end of the 
range. 
The areas covered are as follows : 
Dauphine (five climbs) ; 
Mt. Blanc Group (twelve climbs) ; 
Switzerland (fourteen climbs) ; 
Dolomites (thirty-three climbs) ; 
Tirol (fourteen climbs) ; rest of 
Austria (twenty-two climbs) . 
As far as the text is concerned, 
there is, of course, the language 
problem. However, as many of 
the climbs are now described in 
English guidebooks, the 
difficulties are not insurmountable. 
The book's chief value lies in 

its 100 superb illustrations, the 
result of much painstaking work 
by the talented young German 
photographer, Wolf Jurgen 
Winkler. Here, there is no 
language problem. Each photo 
depicts a particular cliff or 
mountain, together with the 
route described in the text. The 
photos perform their allotted 
task perfectly, all but five being 
in crisp focus. Most have been 
taken under ideal conditions, 
with oblique sunlight picking out 
a maximum of important detail. 
Bearing in mind the difficulties 
of being in the right place at the 
right time, Jurgen Winkler's 
achievement is magnificent and 
his work alone would justify the 
price of the book. 
Each photo has an accompanying 
line diagram showing the route 
in question, and the diagrams 
thus contain further vital 
information about the hard 
sections and main features of 
the climb. 
The same technique was used in 
Vanis's book, but was not so 
successful as many of the 
diagrams differed in position 
from the photos. No such defect 
is present here. 
The history and main difficulties 
of each climb are covered in the 
text, but the basic details of 
length, location and first ascent 
are also tabulated in an easily 
decipherable fashion. 
Most of the obvious choices in 
the Western Alps are included 
and such routes as the West 
Face of the Petites Jorasses, the 
Central Spur of the Grandes 
Jorasses and the North East Face 
of Les Droites are particularly 
welcome in view of their relative 
lack of exposure. In the 
Dolomites one might pick out 
the routes on Monte Agner, 
Rochetta Alta and Marmolata di 
Rocca as coming into the same 
category and in the Tirol the 
inclusion of routes in the 
Kaisergebirge and the Karwendal 
is of great value. 
There are some rather notable 
omissions : the West Face of the 
Petit Dru, the Comici route on 
the Cima Grande, and the 
Phillip/Flamm on the Civetta, 
to name but three. Nevertheless, 
most of the great routes are 
covered, and a whole host of 
routes in the Eastern Alps, with 
impossible names, are brought 
into fresh focus with the aid of 
the photos : beautiful, sunlit 
aretes ; sombre, challenging 
walls ; and magnificent, curving 
grooves - enough to set many a 
jaded alpine palate tingling afresh. 
Pause and Winkler are to be 
congratulated on a superb book 
wh ich, despite the language 



The Ulysses Factor: a contrived 
myth 

problem, I would unreservedly 
recommend to anyone who 
wants to climb the finest rock 
climbs in the Alps. 
Ken Wilson 

Im Extremen Fels: 100 hard 
rock climbs. 
Im Steilen Eis : 50 great ice 
climbs. 
Im Schweren Fels : 100 classic 
rock climbs. 
All are available from : Gaston's 
Alpine Books, 134 Harrow Road, 
Middlesex. Send £4.1 Op or 10 
per book (post free). 

The Ulysses Factor 
by J. R. L. Anderson 
Hodder and St oughton: 501-
J. R. L. Anderson's book is an 
ambitious attempt to present a 
novel theory on some aspects of 
mountaineering and sailing. He is 
interested in small-boat ocean 
sailors and explorer-mountaineers, 
and a half of the book consists 
of studies of nine sailors and 
three climbers. The remainder 
develops aspects of his idea : a 
description of his type-figure, 
Odysseus/Ulysses ; the explora 
tory urge in history and its 
explosion in particular cultures ; 
the way in which the decreasing 
scope for major exploration has 
led to the rise of today's 
"Conquistadors of the Useless" ; 
the suggestion that the 
exploratory urge was, and 
hopefully still is, in analogy, or 
as example, or in some way or 
other, "a survival factor" ; the 
effects of sponsorship on 
modern explorers; attitudes to 
nationalism and observations on 
crowding. 
Anderson is a sailor and may be 
a little bit at sea with modern 
climbing. He includes a number 
of well-known post-war climbers 
in an index to Twentieth Century 
adventure but his studies are 
of Shipton, Tilman and Herzog. 
Clearly these three don't 
represent recent mountaineering 
in the way that his sailors -
Knox-Johnston, Chichester and 
Lewis, for example - can stand 
for sailing achievements through 
the last decade. Had he known 
of the new wave of solo climbing, 
or noticed the criticism of siege 
tactics, he would have been 
eager to discuss these matters. 
I found the argument of the 
book unconvincing. The 
chapter-headings - the 
anthropological approach, the 
type-figure, Mutation, 
Malignancy in the Factor, and 
so on - suggest that a profound 
theory drawing on a wide range 
of disciplines is going to be 
advanced. But I could not 
discover this theory except as 
generalisations with which we 

would all agree. What exactly is 
" the Ulysses factor"? J. R. L. 
Anderson doesn 't know. 
Sometimes he implies that it's 
a genetic factor ; elsewhere he 
states that it's seldom directly 
inherited. The factor is complex. 
It has psychological, even 
spiritual, implications. It also 
has philosophical implications 
as well as philosophical 
mutations. I have gone tirelessly 
backwards and forwards but I 
can not catch the factor. 
Really, at almost any point, it 
would be possible to substitute 
"the exploratory urge" for the 
Ulysses factor without loss of 
meaning. But Anderson can't 
do this because he wants to 
exalt a particular type of 
explorer. His idols are the loners 
of big mountains and vast seas 
and - quite rightly, I think -
he's not going to let astronauts 
or outcrop climbers try to claim 
the same status. He admires 
active old men and he makes 
effective use of Tennyson's 
Ulysses. He might have done 
better still with the Odysseus of 
Kazanzakis but he doesn't 
mention him. He would despise 
Joyce's Ulysses; he doesn't 
mention him either. 
I wish that Mr. Anderson had 
been a behaviourist. His subject, 
after all, is behaviour. I don't 
think it essential to his purpose 
to find a specific Ulysses factor 
and on the evidence I see no 
reason to believe that there is 
any such thing. The dozen 
qualities he lists as found in his 
Ulysses-types are - with one 
glaring exception - the qualities 
more or less necessary for 
success in exploration. They are 
also the qualities more or less 
necessary for success in many 
other enterprises. But I am 
surprised that amongst them 
there is not one that relates 
remotely to a taste for the beauty 
and magnificence of the natural 
world ; and it is astonishing to 
me that this beauty is never 
really considered. I'd have 
thought that what divides the 
great explorer from other great 
men is the fact that he uses his 
abilities in the wildest 
environments. And that he does 
this because he enjoys the sense 
of wonder the natural world 
inspires. 
The glaring exception referred 
to above is "strong sexual 
attraction". Anderson reasons : 
"If the Ulysses factor is 
important to human survival, 
one would expect it to be 
accompanied by strong sexual 
attraction," And later: "For the 
effective transmission of the 
factor it was necessary that 
women should respond to the 

CAM PTO URS 
Inclusive holidays at Interlaken in the heart of the Bernese Oberland, and only a few miles 
from Grindelwald. Professionally arranged for lightweight campers, walkers and climbers. 
Luxury coach from London. Superb first class camp on the shores of Lake Thun. 13 days 
less than £19, June to August. Camping equipment for hire if required. Write or phone for 
free brochure to :-

Cranleigh Travel Centre, Stocklund Square, High Street, Cranleigh, Surrey. 
Tel. : 04866 3981 . Member : A.B.T.A. 

excitement of the Ulysses 
impulse, directly, in mating 
readily with men in whom the 
factor was strongly developed ... " 
This is good news for the 
hard men. 
In spite of these complaints the 
book is of great interest. 
Climbers will probably enjoy 
the material on sailors most but 
Anderson touches on many 
intrigCJing questions. His heroes 
contend for titles in a rather 
exclusive field: they are amongst 
the few groups of people who 
have found a perfect and 
significant form of expression 
and they go as near as men can 
go now to being whole men. 
The book, I think, glorifies a 
myth; but it is a useful and 
important myth because in 
some obscure fashion it extends 
our values and our 
consciousness. 
Harold Drasdo 

Walks and Climbs 
in Romsdal, Norway 
by Tony Howard 
Cicerone Press: 28/-
For the many who become jaded 
by their annual visits to the 
Alps, information about Romsdal 
will be welcome. Tony Howard 
is to be congratulated on 
producing such an up-to -date 
guide within one year. 
Romsdal contains some of the 
hardest and longest rock climbs 
in Europe, but there is also a 
fine assortment of climbs of 
lower grades (not to mention 
the superb mountain walks), 
which are within the capabilities 
of most competent British teams. 
The lower grade climbs are 
mentioned in this guide and 
often described in detail, but 
sometimes one has to be content 
with very cursory notes. The 
harder routes, on the other 
hand, are always fully described : 
indeed, it seems that the harder 
the route, the more detailed the 
description. 
Some indication of the 
descriptions that had not been 
thoroughly checked would have 
been valuable, but one is 
clearly warned that caution 
should always be exercised in 
route-finding. Due emphasis is 

given to the fact that rock 
climbing in Romsdal is very 
much in its pioneering stage, 
and parties attempting routes 
of any standard there will often 
be reminded of this. 
It is pleasing to see the 
introduction to Andalsnes by 
Odd Meringdal, the town's 
Tourist Director. This, together 
with the historical notes written 
by Arne Randers Heen and the 
geological and biological notes 
by Borre I. Gronningsaeter, 
confirms the interest shown by 
the local people in the 
compilation of the guide. The 
assistance given by the local 
tourist office and local firms is 
also acknowledged. 
One's main regret is that so 
excellent a volume must 
inevitably be outdated in a 
short time by the developments 
which can confidently be 
predicted over the next few 
years. 
Alan Heppensta/1 

The Alpine Journal 1970 
Edited by Alan Blackshaw 
Alpine Club : £2.10 (soft cover) 

£2.75 (hard cover) 
The second issue of the journal 
in its new form maintains the 
global coverage of mountaineering 
developments for which it is 
widely respected. Twenty-one 
short articles, usually well
illustrated, recount tales of 
explorations and new climbs in 
many ranges; extreme ski-ing and 
some less serious aspects of 
mountain history, together with 
an Apollo view of the Himalaya, 
cQ.mplete the coverage. The 
Himalayan explorations point out 
the possibilities for the 
adventurous, and the articles on 
the Theodulpass and the rise of 
the G.H.M. (the French A.C.G.) 
are intriguing, while from all 
accounts extreme ski-ing seems to 
come close to sky diving or 
suicide. The sheer bulk of the 
material is daunting, and even 
indigestible, but no serious 
mountaineer can ignore it. 
It is a pity that Alan Blackshaw 
is retiring as editor. One hopes 
that his successors will do half 
as well. 
Paul Nunn 

Edinburgh Corporation Education Department 

BEN M ORE CENTRE FOR OUTDOOR PU RSUITS 
by Dunoon, Argyll. 

Applications are invited for the post of Resident Cook at the above Centre. 
The wage is £11 .17.8d. for a 35 hour week plus overtime rates for weekend work. 
There will be a deduction of £2.13.0d. for board and lodging. 
Applications, giving details of age and experience, to the Domestic Bursar at the Centre 
as soon as possible. 
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FOR THE 
WHITE 
OPEN 
SPACES 

photo: B. Peel 

gear from 
YHA Services 

Call and see our dazzling range of equipment and clothing 
for winter sports, ski mountaineering and ice climbing. Or 
write for our free illustrated catalogues and order by post. 

..... 
UYHA Services 

29 John Adam Street, London WC2N 6JE 
35 Cannon Street Birmingham B2 5EE 
36/38 Fountain Street Manchester M2 2BE -----~ YHA, 29 John Adam Street, London WC2N 6J E 

ase send "Equipment for Skiers" 0 
"Equ;pm,nt fo, Ct;mb,,, (Nck ",equked) I 

I Name . . . . . . .. . . an~.Ca~e~s :· . . .. .... .. ... . ~ . .. . . .. . .. ... . . .. . 

t: ...... .... .. ...... .. ................ ....... .... d ...... . 
.. . ................... . .. ..... .. .. .. . .. ........ . . . M711 -----38 

COLD? 
Not me! 
( In my Poi ntf ive) 

So you're showing off in your new 
POI NTFIVE duvet. As warm as 
toast beneath all that finest quality 
down. We told you it was great! 

Call and see our selection of duvets 
and sleeping bags - both the 
famous POINTFIVE range and 
MOUNTAINEER - including the 
NEW Annapurna. 

It's going to be a cold hard winter 
for those without a duvet I 

Menai Hall, Llanberis, North Wales. 
Tel: 327 

The Climbing Shop, Capel Curig, North Wales. 
Tel: 205 



THE 
ALPINE 
CENTRE 
CLIMBING & MOUNTAINEERING 

EQUIPMENT 

193 CHURCH ST. BLACKPOOL 
TEL: 24307 

PEAl{LAND DAYS 
ROGER A. REDFERN 

A book of personal relationship with the countryside 
of the Peak District by a well-known authority on the 
area. 

Illustrated £1 .70 

STILL THE REAL 
LAl{ELAND 
A. H. GRIFFIN 

Written for the enthusiast and the connoisseur who 
enjoy discovering unspoiled beauty and feeling the 
spirit of lonely places. 

Illustrated £1 .75 

COUNTRY TALK 
J. H. B. PEEL 

A selection of his most popular fortnightly essays from 
The Daily Telegraph. 

Line drawings by B . S. Biro £1.80 

ROBERT HALE 

THREE OF THE BEST 
FROM BLACKS 

This- is the latest addition 
to the Blacks range of 
'Mountain Tents' -the 
New Tunnel Tent made 
from Blacks Orange 
'Stormpruf' cloth with 
fibreglass hoop ends and 
twin alloy ridge poles. 
Sleeve entrance with 
drawcord, sewn-in 
groundsheet, snow 
valance and sleeve 
ventilators. 
7ft. x 4ft. 3in. x 3ft. 3in. 
high. Weight 12½ lb. 
£33.10.0. (£33.50) 
For 1971 we are 
continuing the range of 
sleeping bags and out
door clothing but with 
some minor alterations 
and additions, giving 
improved comfort and 
insulation against the 
elements. 
Norseland Sleeping Bag. A nylon covered and lined bag of 
overlap tube construction giving maximum insulation and 
expansion . Filled with our No. 1 top quality down. 
£14.16.0 (£14.80) 
Alpine Duvet. Virtually two down filled Duvets sewn together, 
giving wide front overlap. Complete with hood. In Red nylon . 
£19.19.0 (£19.95) 

Write now for your Free 1971 Blacks of Greenock catalogue 

rD ••ss . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • _· _· _- _- _- _- _- _- _- _- _- _- ___ • • • ,.:,:: 1 
Branches at:- London, Birmingham, Bristol, Glasgow, 
Leeds, Manchester, Nottingham, Sheffield, Stoke-on- Trent 
and Sutton, Surrey. - 39 



CASTOR Fully leather lined climbing boot with 
padded ankle shafts. Padded, bellow tongue with 
water-protecting wrap-over. Hinged heel. Hand
welted double stitched leather sole covered with 
Vibram Montagna sole. Black only. £10-4s-0d. 

VISIT BRADFORD'S 
LEADING CLIMBING SHOP 
P. & S. OUTDOOR SHOP 

GREPON Handsome climbing boot in brown 
high grade amphibious skin. Tall fully leather lined 
and ankle shafts. Full bellow and padded tongue. 
Heavy w elted leather soles, fully screwed and 
covered w ith Vibram Montagna soles. £12.3s.4d. 

For all the best in climbing equipment. Stockists of 
Helly Hansen, Blacks, Tiklas, Point Five and Peter 
Storm Anoraks, Duvets and Waterproofs. See the new 
ranges of climbing Sacs by Brown Best and Karrimor. 
New Norwegian winter woollies and ice climbing gear 
just arrived. The P. & S. Special mountain tent at 
£16.12.6 (P.&P. 10/6) still offersthefinestvaluefor 
money obtainable. 

Available only from 

GABELHORN Attractive reverse leather high al
titude climbing boot. Fully leather lined, padded 
ankle shafts, w ater-protecting wrap-over. Hinged 
heels and elastic leather snow/ w ater resisting tops. 
Close welted four tier leather sole fully screw ed, 
covered with Vibram security Montagna soles. 

£16.10e.0d. 

P.&S. OUTDOOR SHOPS 
71a GODWIN STREET, BRADFORD. 

Tel. 21998 

4/6 ALLERTON ROAD, 
FOUR LANE ENDS, BRADFORD. 

Tel. 47108 

Send for catalogue and nearest stockist P. & S. CAMPING CENTRE (BARNSLEY) LTD. 
E H PRICE & Co (Cambridge) Ltd OLD MILL LANE, BARNSLEY. 

Tel. 5838 
10 ST BARNABAS ROAD CAMBRIDGE 

40 

Scottish Hindu Kush Expedition - British Karst Research Expedition -

ANNAPURNA SOUTH FACE EXPEDITION - Imperial College Hindu 

Kush Expedition - ,British Speliological Expedition to the Himalayas -

First Ascent of The Scoop of 

Strone Ulladale - East Green

land (Watkins Mountains) 

Expedition - British Women's 

Himalayan Expedition - Man

chester Expedition to the 

Himalayas - United News-
Mountain Equipment 

papers Andean Expedition to El Toro - British Patagonia Expedition. 

FILMED ASCENT OF THE EIGERWAND - Ulster Afganistan Expedition 

- Ulverston Mountaineering Club Himalayan Expedition-INTERNATIONAL 

EXPEDITION TO THE SOUTH WEST FACE OF EVEREST. 

clust a few of the climbers that have used our gear in 1970 and will be 

using it in 1971. 



Fisher 
POSTAL SERVICE 

Borrowdale Road, Keswick 
Tel. 72178 

Sets sent for inspection. Special 
reduced rates for bulk orders from 
Education Authorities, Rescue Teams, 
Outdoor Centres etc. Guaranteed to 
give complete weather protection. 
Erksons' Jacket (right) Opens down the front 
with press stud fastening. Three large pockets. Price: £5. 7.6. 

Erksons' Overtrousers (right} Press studs at 
the ankle, draw cord at the waist. Complete 
protection. Price: £2.17.6. 

Erksons' Parka (below ) Completely waterproof. 
Ideal for use at schools or any hard wear. . . Price: £3.19.6. 

Suit with Jacket and Overtrousers . . Price: £8. 5.0. 

Suit with Parka and Overtrousers . . Price: £6.15.0. 

All garments in Orange. Sizes : Small / Medium/ large. 

Postal Charges : Five Sh illings extra. 

ERKSONS 
Fishers introduce the new Norwegian al/
weather suits by ERKSONS. Compare the 
prices and quality with others on the market. 

FANTASTIC VALUE 

@ Printed by Sawtells of Sherborne Limited Dorset and published by Mountain Magazines Ltd. 102A Westbourne Grove, London, W.2. 



Cliff Phillips, Pete Minks and Eric Jones at the Swallow's Nest bivouac on the Eiger. 
Right: Leo Dickinson filming during training. 

There are plenty of problems involved in climbing 
the North Wall of The Eiger. Making a film at the 
same time doubles them. Doubles the time on the 
face, doubles the fatigue, doubles the risk, doubles 
the cold, the thirst and the hunger. The last thing 
you want to worry about is your equipment: it has 
to be better than best. So, naturally, it ALL came 
from 

ELLIS BRIGHAM 
12-14 Cathedral Street, Manchester M4 3FU 061-834.0161 
73 Bold Street, Liverpool L1 4HD. 051-709.6912 
The Mountain Centre, Capel Curig, North Wales. Capel Curig 232 
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