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Chouinard Equipment 
from Graham Tiso 

Pitons: 
Knifeblade Standard 58p 
Knifeblade Thick 58p 
Bugaboo short and long 70p 
Angle, ½" wedge 46p 
Angle, ¾'' wedge 46p 
Angle, ¾" standard 50p 
Angle, 1" 54p 
Angle, 1 - ¼" 62p 
Angle, 1 - ½" 78p 

Chouinard Ice Axe with 
hickory shaft. 55, 65, 70 
and 75cm. lengths £10.50 
Alpine Hammer £6.50 
Chouinard / Salewa crampons £9.45 
Chouinard / Salewa karabiner £1.22 
Hexentrics sizes 1 - 7 per set £2.50 
Hexentrics sizes 8 - 10 per set £1.70 
Stoppers sizes 1 - 4 per set 
(wired) £2.40 
Stoppers sizes 5 - 7 per set £1.10 

Postage : 
£15 orders, post free. 
Pitons 3p 
Axe 24p 
Hammer 20p 
Crampons 24p 
Hexentrics 12p 
Stoppers 12p 
Karabiner 3p 

GRAHAM TISO 
44 Rodney Street, Edinburgh 7 
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Sherpa Millet Rucksacks 

Recommended by Walter Bonatti, 
Rene Desmaison, Reinhold Messner. 

Compagnie des Guides and E.N.S.A. in Chamonix. 

Supplied to 123 world-wide expeditions. 

Available from all good mountaineering shops. 

SACS ~111~1~ IIIIIIL ll~L lllllltlll[ 
Boite Postale 109, 74 ANNECV le, France 

America's most compre
hensive line of down-in
sulated sleeping bags. 
Known for superior design 
and workmanship. See at 
your local shop or write for 
catalog: 

TEMPCO, 
414 FIRSTS., 
SEATTLE, WA. 98104 
U.S.A. 

Glasgovv Climbers 

Get to the top w ith top equipment 
made by the top names: 
SALEWA, STU BAI , 
KARRIMORE, DACHSTEIN, 
INTER-ALP, KASTINGER. 

1-1 i;h;a n ge.J?porfs 
5 - 7 Dalmally Street, Glasgow (off Maryhill Road) 
tel. 041.946.9200 
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When the adjectives are exhausted 
and all the dramatic pies printed 
and all the myths exploded and 
people like you are still searching 
for a shop - the right shop - for the 
gear you need to pursue your 
sport maybe you are ready to 
think about Centresport. 

CENTRES PORT 
40,WoodhouseLane LeedsLS2 8LXTel=31024 

6 

BEN NEVIS SUMMIT 
1911 

GET INTO TOP GE.AR 
(Scuse the horrible,:l'O_;;{) 

DISP 
Mountaineering Equipment 
Fort William 
Scotland 
0397-3245 



THE SUIT FOR SPECIAL OCCASIONS 
The Whillans down suit in the Western Cwm of Everest. Designed by Don 

Whillans and perfected on Annapurna and the South West Face of 

Everest, this unique suit is now available to you. Ask your 

stockist for details of this and other outstanding 

gear by Mountain Equipment. 

rook Street, GI 
Derbyshir 

Winter 
courses 

are being held at Pen y Pass 
youth hostel in Snowdonia, 

under the supervision of 
Mr Bill Harrison, a B.M.C. 

Guide, and with a 
maximum of 3 or 4 pupils 

per instructor. 

BASIC MOUNTAINCRAFT 
WINTER MOUNTAINCRAFT 
MOUNTAIN LEADER 

Full details from ROCK CLIM BING 

YHA Adventure Holidays 
Dept M, Trevelyan House, St Albans, Herts. 

Join Dougal Haston 
in 1973 at the 

!Jlternational School 
of Mpuntaineering 

in Switzerland 

.u 
~18i!~,SM. 

t.S.M, o/o 30 Collingwood Avenu 
ndon N.10 

CLIMB THE BEST ROUTES IN WALES 
In an easy going atmosphere and at whichever grade 
suits your ability. Ideal for beginners and advanced 
climbers alike. £20 per week inclusive of full board at 
Wendy's Cafe. 
S.A.E. to: Harris and Peall, Special Rock-Climbing Courses, 
Caer Mynydd, Deiniolen, Caernarvonshire. 

WEST ROSS CLIMBING SCHOOL 
Rock, Ice and Mixed climbing courses, beginners and advanced, 
January to October 1973. Climb classic and new routes in 
Strathcarron, Carnmore, Torridon, Applecross and Skye. Accom 
modation inclusive. 
Brochure from: West-Ross Climbing School, Achnashellach, 
Wester Ross, Scotland 

Troll Wall (French Direct Route) or Yosemite (N.A. Wall) 
Fully illustrated lectures on either of these big-wall climbs are 
available this winter. Please write to: Ben Campbell-Kelly and 
Brian Wyvill, 23 Kersal Road, Prestwich, Manchester M25 8SJ. 
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EDITORIAL 
Price Increases in 1973 
Increased printing and postal costs over the past year have 
forced us to raise the price of Mountain to 30p for 1973. 
The United Kingdom and Ireland subscription rate also goes 
up to £2.00. If you are due to renew your subscription after 
Mountain 24, please get your cheque to us promptly: we 
have been greatly hampered in the past by hundreds of late 
renewals coming in over January, which delayed the first 
issue of the year. 
With regard to advertising content, we have often been 
criticized for carrying too great a proportion of 
advertisements to editorial matter. While we have no firm 
policy in this respect, we are committed to increasing our 
editorial content as advertising space grows. This has 
resulted in thicker and thicker magazines, with a 
corresponding increase in postal costs. Some of this postage 
increase must unfortunately be levied from our readers. 
Circulation has grown considerably since Mountain started 
four years ago, and it now stands at 10,000. We are 
therefore now in a position to ask our advertisers to pay 
more for their space as they are reaching more climbers. 
Apart from its not inconsiderable information content, 
advertising finances the maintenance and improvement of 
Mountain's quality, enabling us to provide more colour, 
more photographs and more carefully assembled features. 
We hope you approve this policy and that you will continue 
to support Mountain in the future. In the meantime, please 
let us know if you have any suggestions for the magazine's 
improvement. 



Information 
Winter climbing gains popularity in the New Zealand Alps 
Two climbers killed making film about Freney Pillar disaster 
Jean Afanassief solos Central Spur of Jorasses. Andrej Mroz killed on Noire 

GREATER HIMALAYA 

Kamet (25,447ft.) 
An Indian expedition led by 
Atunu Barua came close to 
making the third ascent of this 
peak in June. Their summit push 
was foiled less than 400ft. below 
the summit when a sudden 
blizzard compelled them to 
retreat . 
The same expedition also 
attempted the East Face of Abi 
Gamin, again without success. 

NEW ZEALAND 

Winter Climbing in the 
Mount Cook Region 
The South Face of Aspiring was 
climbed in May by Bill Denz and 
Limbo Thompson . This was 
possibly the first ascent and 
certainly the second. A first 
ascent was claimed in late 
November last year, but doubts 
have been raised by serious 
inconsistencies in the various 
accounts of the ascent, which 
took place in a storm. 
There can be no doubt, however, 
about the Thompson / Denz 
ascent. The route turned the 
lowest rock band on the left of 
this 2,000ft. face, then traversed 
a series of snow ramps to a 
bivouac below the summit. The 
bivouac was made on an ice 
shelf dug out by the climbers. 
A direct finish up the steep 
summit gully was declined in 
favour of a 200ft. traverse across 
to the South East Ridge just 
below the summit. 
This climb was a prelude to the 
gathering momentum of winter 
climbing in New Zealand. At the 
beginning of June, Denz and 
Alan Jones climbed Hicks. Denz 
then traversed on to Dampier, 
after which the pair made an 
exciting retreat down the face 
between Hicks and Dampier. 
Limbo Thompson and Bob 
Cunningham followed up with 
the first winter grand traverse of 
Mount Cook. They took the 
standard North West Couloir/ 
West Ridge route on to the low 
peak, continued to the first 
(very cold) bivouac at middle 
peak, and then went over the 
high peak and down to the Linda 
Glacier the following day. 
The next major winter climb was 
done by Graeme Dingle and Noel 
Sissons, who made an ascent of 
Mount Cook's difficult South 
Ridge in August, reaching the 
summit on the third day after a 
rather disorganized climb. 
By this time a competitive 
atmosphere had developed, and 
climbers were gathering with 
some obvious targets in mind. 
The ensuing feeling of euphoria 
received a setback, however, 

when Keith Mcivor and 
American Bill Hauck died on 
the Caroline Face of Cook, 
apparently after an 800ft. fall 
from their bivouac site . One body 
was removed by helicopter, but 
the other had to be left on the 
mountain . Two other climbers 
survived a week - long storm on 
Mount Ruapehn; they were 
trapped in an igloo at 8,500ft. 
and were in a very weak state 
when they were finally rescued . 
Finally, there has been keen 
interest in rock climbing, and 
a number of new cliffs have been 
developed, most notably in the 
Karangahake Gorge area of North 
Island. 
Correspondents: Edwards and 
Monteath 

AUSTRALIA 

Mt. Buffalo Gorge 
Mike Stone and Ian Ross have 
climbed Monarch (grade 19), the 
outstanding free problem on the 
south side of the gorge. The 
first pitch (the crux) was an 
overhanging jam crack, while 
the following two pitches led up 
very hard chimneys . This is a 
superb climb in a dominant 
position . 
Correspondent: Chris Baxter 

THE ALPS 

WINTER 1972 

Mont Blanc du Tacul: 
N.E. Face 
The ascent of the Boccalatte 
Pillar, by Mroz, Read and Vala, 
was in fact the second winter 
ascent and not, as was stated in 
Mountain 22, the first . The route 
was climbed by P. Beghin and 
R. Raymond only one day before 
the Mroz ascent, although a 
quasi winter ascent was also 
made in 1967, four days after 
the end of the official winter 
season . 
Scheidegg Wetterhorn: 
N.W. Face 
The first winter ascent of the 
face was made between 
December 21st and January 2nd 
by an eleven -strong team of 
climbers, consisting of Chapuis, 
Feune, Frankhauser, Golay, 
Guinard, Hermann, Houlman, 
Hugli, Kohler, Lavis and 
Oppliger. The party followed 
the standard Niedermann route 
for the first 2,500ft. of the face, 
and then finished up the new 
Japanese route . 

SUMMER 1972 

British Climbers in the Alps 
A rather mediocre alpine season 
frustrated the plans of many 
British parties by keeping them 
confined to the well-known, 
conventional routes . There were 

some adventurous souls 
however, and as a result the 
stock of Swiss ice faces still 
awaiting British ascents 
dwindled further. 
Interest in solo climbing seems 
to have declined after last 
year's boom, and only two new 
routes have been reported so far. 
Accidents continue to occur with 
disturbing regularity: three 
climbers were killed on the 
Matterhorn , two on Les Courtes 
and two in the Sella group ; there 
were also some dramatic rescues 
in the Mont Blanc group. 
The following notes are concerned 
mainly with the best achievements 
of British alpinists during the 
season. In addition to the routes 
mentioned there has been the 
usual quota of ropes up most of 
the popular Grandes Courses, 
but from now on it will not be 
our policy to provide detailed 
coverage of the more 
conventional routes; reportage of 
the full lists will be left to the 
ACG Bulletin . 
Mont Blanc: FrAney Face 
Three ropes climbed the Central 
Pillar: John Yates and Dave 
Morris, with one bivouac; Alan 
McHardy and Pete Minks, with 
two bivouacs. The latter pair 
were delayed by threatening 
weather conditions. Having 
reached the Col de Peuterey at 
dawn, they waited until midday 
in an igloo they had found, 
before moving over to bivouac 
at the foot of the route. The 
following day they climbed to 
the top.of the Chandelle in thick 
mist, bivouacked, and completed 
the route on the third day. 
Alan Burgess and Alan Dewison 
climbed the route with one 
bivouac. 
Mt. Blanc: Brenva Face 
The Pear has been soloed by 
Jean Afanassief. The first solo 
ascent took place in 1959 when 
Carlo Mauri climbed the route. 
Aig. Blanche: North Face 
Rob Collister and Rob Ferguson 
made an ascent in three hours. 
They then continued up the 
Peuterey Ridge to the summit of 
Mont Blanc. 
Aig Noire 
Polish climber Andrej Mroz was 
killed by stonefall while 
descending the East Ridge after 
adding a new variation to the 
Ratti/ Vitale route . 
Aig. du Midi 
The shooting of a mountain film 
on this peak in May gave rise 
to an ironic tragedy. The film, 
organized by Lothar Brandler and 
Pierre Mazeaud, featured the 
famous Freney Pillar disaster of 
1961 , in which four climbers diedJ 
and Bonatti, Gallieni and 
Mazeaud himself survived. 
During the making of the film, 

two of the players, Walter 
Grimm and Milan Doubek, both 
noted climbers, died when they 
fell into a crevasse and were 
buried by snow. 
Walter Grimm (27) was one of 
Austria 's best rock climbers, 
and Milan Doubek (30) was a 
noted Czech mountain photo
grapher and climber. Doubek 
leaves a wife and three children. 
Aig. Charmoz: West Face 
Australian John Fantini and 
New Zealander Paul Caradine 
made the third ascent of the new 
Cordier Route in twelve hours. 
The pair reported favourably on 
this 2,000ft. ED inf. climb, 
comparing it in quality and 
difficulty to the West Face of the 
Petites Jorasses . A number of 
British climbers also tried the 
route, but their attempts failed 
when the weather deteriorated. 
Grandes Jorasses: 
North Face 
Two members of a five-man 
Japanese party were lost during 
an ascent of the Walker Spur. 
One fell off a bivouac ledge near 
the top, his body narrowly 
missing a British party (Rouse 
and Carrington) lower on the 
route. The other fell into a 
crevasse during the descent. 
Jean Afanassief made the first 
solo ascent of the Central Spur. 
Aig. de Leschaux: N.E. Face 
Adrian and Alan Burgess made 
an ascent of the Cassin Route. 
This is only the second time that 
this difficult mixed route has 
been climbed by a British rope . 
The pair took ten hours to 
climb the 2,500ft. route. The 
first 1,000ft. is on steep ice and 
the rest on steep rock with 
pitches of 5 sup. and 6. 
Petit Dru: West Face 
A dramatic rescue took place 
on the Bonatti Pillar. Nigel Lyle 
had sustained a serious foot 
injury after a fall on the first of 
the red walls. After waiting two 
days a helicopter arrived and 
hovered level with the climbers 
to throw a line. When Lyle was 
attached the helicopter rose 
and swung him clear of 
the face . Lyle's partner, Mick 
Geddes, abseiled down the route 
to join rescuers approaching 
from the Flammes de Pierre . 
Les Droites: North Face 
The first British ascent of the 
Couzy Route was made by Cliff 
Phillips and Paul Braithwaite . 
The climb was done in a day, 
with a bivouac on the summit. 
The route, which lies up the spur 
to the right of the North Face 
Direct, is looser, more difficult, 
but slightly shorter than the 
similar North East Spur. 
Les Courtes: North Face 
Two British climbers, Graham 
Groarke and John Skelton, fell to 
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Above: The north face of the Gletscherhorn in June. A. The Original 
Route (Welzenbach, Schulze and Drexel. 1932); B. The Direct Route 
(Jaun, Reiss and Etter. 1945); C. The British Route (Rouse and 
Carrington. 1972). Photo: Rab Carrington. Below: The North Face of 
the Trollrygen with the new Drummond Route marked - - - - - -. 
Photo: Doug Scott 
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Rouse and Carrington climb a 
new line on the Gletscherhorn 
North Face 

their deaths while attempting the 
Swiss route. 
Aig. du Triolet: North Face 
Adrian and Alan Burgess made 
the first British ascent of the 
North Face Direct. This route 
was first climbed by a Franco/ 
Swiss team using siege tactics. 
The Burgess twins made their 
ascent in 16 hours with a 
bivouac on the summit. First a 
55° ice slope was climbed to 
reach the rock buttress. This 
gave sustained grade 4 climbing 
on iced-up rock, with some 
pitches of grade 5 near the top. 
The overall impression was of 
insecurity, few stances and some 
danger from rock-fall on the 
lower icefield. Two Czech 
climbers also did the route at 
the same time as the Burgess 
team. 
The Greloz/Roche route had a 
number of ascents, one by 
Fantini and Caradine in a very 
rapid 3½ hours. 
Aig. d'Argentiere: N.E. Face 
Dougal Haston and American 
Chick Scott made a new route to 
the left of the Messner route. The 
2, 700ft. TD route is on a steep 
ice face rather to the left of 
the normal North Face. 
Mont Blanc du Che~on: 
North Face 
Dave Wilkinson and Dave Hill 
climbed this route in six hours, 
taking the Direct Finish. 
Dent d'Herens: North Face 
The Welzenbach route was 
climbed by Dick Renshaw and 
Joe Tasker. During the ascent, 
Renshaw took a 60ft. fall . 
Another ascent was made by 
Wilkinson and Hill, who took 
14 hours after encountering 
considerable difficulty on the 
summit rock slabs which were 
dangerously iced. 
Matterhorn: North Face 
A Japanese party made the 
second ascent of the Bonatti 
route. Bill Cheverest, a well
known British climber, was 
killed, reportedly attempting the 
Schmid route. An ascent of the 
Schmid route was made by 
Renshaw and Tasker. 
Grand Cornier: North Face 
Rob Collister and Rob Ferguson 
made the first British ascent of 
this short but steep ice face in 
five hours. The route had an 
ascent in 1957 by an Oxford 
University rope, but the climbers 
concerned (Burgess and Sadler) 
were Americans. 
Eiger: North Face 
John Yates and Dave Morris 
made an ascent of the 1938 route . 
Gletscherhorn: N.E. Face 
This face had three British 
ascents during the season : 
Adrian and Alan Burgess made 
the first British ascent of the 
Direct route; Alan Rouse and Rab 

Carrington made a new route to 
the right of the Direct route, 
reporting it to be steep and 
difficult ice climbing (see 
photodiagram) ; finally, Rob 
Collister and Rob Ferguson made 
the first British ascent of the 
classic Welzenbach route on 
the left-hand side of the face. 
Ebnefluh: North Face 
This was climbed by the 
Burgess twins and by Carrington 
and Rouse. Both the Ebnefluh 
and the Gletscherhorn present 
equally problematic descents. On 
the Ebnefluh, one can descend 
one's ascent route or the equally 
difficult North Ridge . 
Otherwise, the safest and least 
arduous way from both peaks is 
to traverse across to 
Jungfraujoch and use the railway 
to descend (price approx. 
£3.50). Finally, one can make 
the long walk south to the 
Rhone Valley, followed by a 
lengthy road circuit back to 
Lauterbrunnen. 
Gspaltenhorn: North Face 
The first British ascent of the 
Schatz route was made in 
fifteen hours by Dave Yates and 
Will Barker. The route and the 
mountain are at a rather low 
altitude, but the climb is 
nevertheless considered to be 
one of the most difficult mixed 
courses in the Bernese Alps. 
In its present condition, Yates 
and Barker found it harder and 
more serious than the 
Walker Spur. 
Doi den horn: North Face 
This elegant ice face was climbed 
by Jack Firth, Tom Herley, Wilbur 
King and Jim Duff. 
Torre Venezia: Tissi Route 
Eric Jones made a solo ascent in 
four hours. 
Fleischbank: East Face 
Alan McHardy and Geoff Douglas 
made the first British ascent of the 
very difficult and celebrated 
Schmuck Kamin, one of the 
finest rock climbs in the 
Kaisergebirge. Pete Livesey and 
John Sheard made a later 
ascent. Both parties reported 
that the route was an excellent 
outing - rather more difficult 
than the Sudostverschneidung 
(South East Diedre) . 
Lamsenhuttenturm 
Livesey and Sheard also climbed 
the Buhl route on this mountain 
in the Karwendal and reported it 
to be loose and unpleasant. 

Other ascents 
In addition to the routes 
reported, the following major 
climbs have also had ascents by 
home teams during the season : 
Route Major; Red Sentinel; Aig. 
Noire, West Face (Ratti/ Vitale) ; 
Bonatti Pillar; Petit Dru, North 
Face; Petites Jorasses, West 



The Drummonds in twenty day epic ascent on Troll Wall 
The mountaineers who were awarded Olympic Gold Medals 
Read and Adams make hard new climbs on Scafe/I East and Dove Crag 

Face; Les Droites, North East Spur; 
Les Courtes, Central Spur; 
Trio/et, North Face; Meije, South 
Face; Ailefroide, North West Face; 
Pie Sans Nam, North Face; 
Lyskamm, North Face; 
Lenzspitze, North Face; Piz 
Badi/e, North East Face. 

Correspondents: Collister, 
Baxter, Rouse, Burgess, Geddes, 
Cuthbertson, Campbell-Kelly 
Barker, Firth, Coffey and 
Livesey 

Mountaineering and the 
Olympics 
It may be of interest at this 
time to record the fact that five 
Olympic gold medals have been 
awarded to climbers over the 
years, though it is puzzling to 
know what criteria the Olympic 
Committee used to make the 
awards to a sport which is 
(superficially, at least) 
stubbornly uncompetitive. 
General Bruce received a medal 
in the 1924 Olympics at 
Chamonix for his leadership of 
the 1922 Everest expedition ; 
Toni and Franz Schmid received 
theirs in the 1932 Olympics at 
Los Angeles for their ascent of 
the North Face of the Matterhorn ; 
and in the 1936 Olympics at 
Berlin Oskar and Hettie 
Dyhrenfurth received medals 
for their climbs in the 
Karakoram during the 1932 
International Expedition, and 
for establishing a woman's 
height record of 24,000ft. with 
the ascent of Sia Kangri West. 

NORWAY 

Trollrygen: North Face 
Ed Drummond and Hugh 
Drummond (no relation) 
established a difficult new route 
up the Troll Wall. Entitled Arch 
Wall (4,500ft., Grade 6, A5) , it 
takes a line between the French 
and the Rimmon routes, crossing 
the French route at the Great 
Terrace. From here a 100ft. 
pendulum was employed to 
gain a crack system, which led 
up through the Great Arch 
directly to the summit. The 
climbers took supplies for 
twelve days, but seven days of 
storm (sleet, snow and rain) 
delayed them and the total 
climb took twenty days. 
Although they conserved their 
rations they had to climb 
without food or water for the 
last three days. They arrived at 
the top in a very exposed 
condition . 

BRITISH ISLES 

LAKE DISTRICT 

Borrowdale Area 
Ray McHaffie and Jeff Allison 

made a girdle traverse 
(330ft., VS) from left to right 
on Dale Head Crag in Newlands. 
On Grey Buttress, also in 
Newlands, McHaffie and Les 
Kendal climbed a route called 
The Mangler (140ft., XS) , which 
takes the extreme right of the 
crag . The climb has a crack pitch 
which is said to be harder than 
Post Mortem. 
McHaffie also made solo 
climbs of three new routes : The 
Axe (1 00ft., VS) and The Noose 
(1 00ft., VS), on a crag in 
Watendlath; and The Hawk 
(300ft., VS) on Raven Crag in 
Combe Ghyll. 
On Great End Crag Colin Read 
and John Adams climbed 
the system of interlinking 
grooves and corners up the 
main wall left of Great End 
Pillar. The climb was called 
Nagasaki Grooves (300ft., XS) ; 
five pegs were used on the 
main pitch . Also on this crag 
Jeff Lamb repeated Aragorn, 
cutting all the aid and 
upgrading the route to XS. His 
second was unable to follow! 
Buttermere 
Read and Adams have made a 
variation finish to High Crag 
Buttress (80ft., HVS) and 
repeated Gethsemane, dispensing 
with the aid sling and 
protection peg. 
Three new climbs were 
developed on Honister Crag 
near the Honister Pass. This is 
a rather grassy cliff with three 
obvious corners. Colin Taylor, Ian 
Roper and Neil Allinson climbed 
the left-hand corner (Seraph, 
260ft., HVS) , and Roper and 
Taylor climbed the grooved arete 
to the right of the right-hand 
corner (Straw Dog, 240ft., HVS) . 
More recently, Roper and Jack 
Soper did a line on the central 
corner (Black Star, 300ft., HVS). 
This gave a very worthwhile 
route with a second pitch that is 
"harder and better than Saraband 
on Green Crag"; the escape on 
the final pitch involved some 
difficult route-finding . 
Pillar 
Bob Bennett and Royann 
Lavender made a direct 
eliminate through Nook and 
Wall. (Devil's Entrance, 
200ft., VS). 
Scafell 
Bill Young and Ian Singleton 
repeated Central Buttress 
Girdle and The Gripe, reporting 
that the former was a fine route. 
Young, with Alan Jackman, also 
repeated Geodesic and 
Saxifrage Ridge on Black Crag. 
On the East Buttress Read and 
Adams climbed a new 
route between Hell's Groove 
and Trinity, crossing Holy Ghost. 
They named it Incubus (200ft., 

HVS) . Three pegs were used on 
the first pitch . The same pair 
also added a direct finish to 
Morning Wall up the overhanging 
crack above the stance of 
pitch 4. Finally, Read and Adams 
made the second ascent of 
Doom Watch, cutting all the aid 
and resting points out of the 
final pitch . 
Dove Crag 
A neilv route has been made 
between Dovedale Grooves and 
Hiraeth. Phobus (270ft., XS) 
starts to the right of Hiraeth, 
takes a straight line up through 
its traverse and continues 
between the two routes to 
finish up the book-like corner 
avoided by Hiraeth . Read and 
Adams were the climbers and 
they used one peg for aid on the 
first and last pitches. 
Langdale 
On Raven Crag, Pete Livesey 
has cut out most of the aid on 
Kaisergebirge Wall, after placing 
one aid sling from an abseil. 
John Hartley and Richard Sagar 
squeezed two small routes on to 
East Raven (Brown Streak, 
11 Oft., VS; and Schizen Wall, 
120ft., VS) , and also climbed the 
left flanking wall of the middle 
section of Middlefe/1 Buttress 
(Shield Right Hand, 1 00ft., VS). 
On White Ghy/1, Rob Matheson 
and another made a route called 
Tapestry (200ft., XS), which 
takes no less than five overharrgs · 
to the right of Eliminot. The 
route was repeated later by 
Pete Livesey, under the 
impression that it was a first 
ascent. Livesey also repeated 
Peccadillo on Deer Bield Crag, 
without employing the lasso 
tactics used on the first ascent. 
On the same crag Read and 
Adams repeated Matheson 's The 
Graduate without resorting to 
the peg on the first pitch . 
It seems this was the third 
ascent, as Les Brown and Ken 
Jackson first climbed the 
route in the mid 'sixties but 
left it unrecorded . 
Dow Crag 
Livesey, with Roger Baxter 
Jones, repeated two more of 
Matheson's hard routes -
Catacomb and Holocaust -
reporting both to be very good 
climbs. Holocaust was said to 
have a very hard (5c) and very 
bold first pitch . 

NORTH WALES 

Clogwyn du'r Arddu 
A gird le traverse of the upper 
section of The Far East Buttress 
has been developed by Dave 
Cook and Jim Perrin . Entitled 
The Republican (390ft., HVS) , 
the route takes an ascending line 
which starts above the diedre 
of Jubilee Climb, crosses Bauble 

and The Orb and finish es up the 
arete to the left of Sceptre . 
Ogwen Area 
Martin Boysen and Ginger Ca in 
added a companion route 
to Hades on the right wall of The 
Devil's Kitchen . Gehenna (200ft ., 
HVS) takes the steep wall to the 
left of Hades, but at a 
surprisingly amenable standard -
considerably easier than its 
companion route. 
On the lower tier of Ga/It yr 
Ogof, Perrin and Cook 
climbed the impressive corner/ 
groove line above Green Gully, 
on the steep rock to the right 
of Chalkren Stairs. Joe Brown 
and Don Roscoe had previously 
made probes in this area 
(putting up Curate's Egg and 
Roseda Wall, respectively), but 
it was left to Perrin to get the 
plum pitch - a fine 130ft. 
jamming crack "reminiscent of 
Grand" (Samson, 230ft., XS). 
Moelwyns 
On Craig yr Wrysgan, 
Perrin and various partners 
discovered three routes on th e 
steep rock to the left of Space 
Below My Feet. Gethsemane 
(1 00ft., VS) climbs the obvious 
green corner and was reported to 
be a good pitch ; The Green Wti/1 
(11 Oft., HVS) takes a very steep 
line 30ft. left of Gethsemane; 
and The Wanderer (150ft., HVS) 
girdles the area, starting next to 
Space Below My Feet and 
working left across to The Green 
Wall - a sort of mini Cromlech 
Girdle in reverse . Perrin also 
added a new left-hand start to 
Space Below My Feet. 
New Limestone Crags 
Up to now most of Wales' 
climbs have been on harder rock, 
but the development of a 
number of limestone cliffs 
along the North Coast further 
increases the choice of climbing 
within easy reach of Snowdonia. 
Both the Great Orme and Little 
Orme's Head, and the nearby 
Craig y Forwyn (south of 
Llandulas, 907.767) , were to 
have been described in a guide 
to North Wales limestone, which 
Rowland Edwards was preparing 
from the Climbers' Club. 
However, various financial and 
editorial problems have led the 
club to postpone the project 
indefinitely, and plans are afoot 
for a cheap interim guide which 
should be available in the near 
future. In the meantime we are 
taking the opportunity to 
publish this detailed news item 
for the winter season. 
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Above: The Amphitheatre at Little Orme. Rowland Edwards and Ken Toms can just be picked out making the 
first ascent of Quietus. The gardened tracks of Big Flake and Quietus are obvious at the top of the photograph . 

Little Orme's Head 
The sea cliff dominating the 
front of the hill at the east 
end of the Llandudno prom has 
been the scene of sporadic 
exploration since 1967. At that 
time tentative probes were made 
by various teams led by 
Isherwood, Cannings and Biven, 
but enthusiasm was not 
maintained. In 1969, Cliff 
Phillips and Rowland Edwards 
resumed explorations, and these 
have continued, mainly spear
headed by Edwards, until the 
present time. In all, eighteen 
routes have been established. 
It is unlikely that Little Orme 
will ever rival Craig Gogarth in 
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popularity. The rock is limestone 
of widely varying quality, and 
instead of being a single 
precipice the cliff is really a loose 
collection of walls separated 
by very steep slopes of grass 
and rubble . At the foot is a 
large but inaccessible boulder 
beach . The walls on either side 
have been eroded by the sea and 
are smoothly concave, making 
sea traversing impossible. Access 
to the cliff therefore presents 
considerable problems. There are 
five main approaches, depending 
on the climb one is planning : a 
descent down a spur at the 
extreme left side of the cliff, 
followed by a traverse to reach 

the routes at that end; 
alternatively, on the right side, 
there is a grass terrace (reached 
from the Llandudno beach) 
which leads to an abseil point 
giving access to the boulder 
beach ; finally, there are about 
three fairly obvious descents 
from the top of the cliff, all 
involving abseils. 
These complicated and not 
unserious access problems, 
coupled with the fact that 
there is nothing obvious about 
either the quality of the 
climbing or the lines of the 
routes, lead one to suppose that 
a certain amount of optimistic 
patience will be required before 

as a climbing area. 
All but two of the routes are 
free (with the odd peg) , but 
Detritus and The Diamond 
involve difficult artificial 
climbing. Of the free climbs, those 
at the left end of the cliff (the 
Amphitheatre) are perhaps the 
most valuable. The cliff here is 
basically a steep slab which 
gradually gets sheathed in a 
covering of grass. Clean rock 
emerges again after 300ft . at a 
final barrier of overhangs. The 
five routes involved (Rabble 
Rouser, The Big Flake, Quietus, 
Tarterean and Quoin) look rather 
unimpressive from above, but 
once one is embarked on them 
they are both impressive and 
inescapable. 
On Quietus, the route -finding 
was so difficult that Edwards 
placed an old piton solely to 
indicate the way for other leaders. 
Once the grass is reached, the 
routes follow gardened paths up 
to the final barrier of overhangs. 
The quality of the climbing is 
said to be remarkably good, 
despite the vegetated 
surroundings, and the feeling of 
seriousness and commitment is 
well maintained. Just to the right 
of the Amphitheatre is the 
Central Wall, the main section of 
the cliff, where a 350ft. undercut 
sweep of rock rears out of the 
sea, vertical and almost 
inaccessible. The only route here, 
Detritus ( see article on 
page 14), employs an abseil 
and a long, aided traverse 
to reach the centre of the cliff, 
before striking upwards. A 
considerable amount of aid was 

used, and only time will tell to 
what extent this was justified. 
One thing that is certain, 
however, is that Detritus is a 
major line, equal in seriousness 
to the biggest climbs in Wales, 
and the Central Wall as a whole 
is probably the biggest expanse 
of undeveloped rock still 
available close to Snowdonia. 
Further to the right again, the 
cliff breaks up into terraces and 
walls above the central boulder 
beach. There is an upper tier 
which is easily reached by 
straightforward abseils once one 
has located the descent points. 
The free climbs here include 
Rapunzel, The Bender and Awk's 
Route, all of which are 
recommended. The lower cliffs 
have less satisfactory lines, 
although a combination of Sickle 
and Rapunzel provides a worth
while excursion . 
The cliff as a whole is subject 
to rigorous bird protection 
regulations during the nesting 
months, and it is essential that 
climbers restrict their activities 
to the autumn and winter 
seasons if goodwill is to be 
maintained . 
It will be interesting to see 
whether Welsh climbers take to 
this sea cliff with the same 
enthusiasm that they showed for 
Anglesey's demanding climbing. 
The cliff is certainly big enough 
and steep enough to merit 
serious investigation. 
Great Orme's Head 
The climbing here differs 
markedly from that of Little 
Orme. The cliffs are conventional 
limestone scarps, averaging 
100ft. in height. They are 

situated both above and below 
the road that circumvents the 
peninsula, starting from the west 
end of the Llandudno prom. 
Access presents few problems 
and exploration has therefore 
taken place sporadically over a 
long period. Near to the toll-gate 
are a number of caves with flat 
roofs that give good pegging 
practice on wet days. Just 
beyond, the extremely steep 
Pier Buttress has been broached 
by a number of aid routes which 
unfortunately employed bolts 
and bat hooks. Further along 
again, another tier of cliffs, with 
obvious free lines, culminates in 
a fine buttress that actually 
overhangs a bend in the road . 
None of these cliffs are really 
to be recommended because of 
the dangers to cars and tourists 
from falling rocks. 
About a mile further on, the road 
reaches its highest point near a 
tea shack and an old lookout 
building. There are a number of 
buttresses below this area that 
are worth investigating. Light
house Buttresses 1 and 2 each 
have impressive and difficult 
aid routes. Beyond, St. 
Tudno's Buttress has been the 
focus of some worthwhile free 
climbing, with six routes of VS 
to XS, averaging 120ft. These 
were developed by Rowland 
Edwards with various partners. 
Further round again, the Hornby 
Cave cliffs have eleven routes of 
VS to HVS, averaging 1 00ft. 
These were mostly the work of 
Dorset expert Bob Shepton and 
his friends. 

LITTLE,ORME'S HEAD 
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Above: A map and photo giving the general position of the routes and 
descents. It is important to note that this information has not been 
checked. Descents: A. A steep grassy rib to reach routes 1 and 2. B. 
Steep grass slopes and a rock rib with a short abseil to reach routes 3 to 
6 . C. An easy grass couloir and a short abseil to reach routes 9 to 12. 
D. Two long abseils for routes 13 to 15. E. Traverse a grassy terrace and 
make one long abseil for routes 7 and 8, and 16 to 1 B. 
The Routes: 1. Rabble Rouser (690ft., VS); 2. The Big Flake (580ft., VS) ; 
3. Quietus (750ft., XS) ; 4. Tartarean (560ft .. HVS) ; 5. Quoin (590ft., XS) ; 
6. Detritus (640ft., HVS, A3); 7. Sea Crack (200ft., HVS); 8. Sickle 
(500ft., HVS) ; 9. The Bender (200ft., HVS) ; 10. Kittie's Groove (130ft., 
HVS); 11 . Gillie's Groove (150ft. , HVS); 12. Rapunzel (240ft., HVS) ; 13. 
Awk's Route (350ft., XS) ; 14. Thale (260ft., HVS); 15. Thule (280ft., 
HVS); 16. The Diamond (450ft., XS, A3); 17. Rhiwledyn (500ft., VS) ; 
18. Shazam (220ft., HVS) . 
Below: A plan of the St. Tudno's cliffs on Great Orme. A. Lighthouse 
Buttress 1; B. Lighthouse Buttress 2; C. St. Tudno's Buttress; D. Hornby 
Cave Cliffs. 1. Central Pillar (200ft., A3); 2. Hippodrome (285ft., A3); 
3. Fresco (240ft .. HVS); 4. Ivy Wall (165ft., XS); 5 . Freudian Slip (250ft., 
HVS); 6. The Fugitive (200ft., XS); 7. St. Tudno' s Chimney ( 150ft., VS) ; 
8. Stretcher (120ft., HVS). 



'We must do something 
about Little Orme' 
by Nigel Horne 

As gravity's grip is weakened through technological aid, the 
twin sports of climbing and falling off are definitely 
becoming safer. Those who find that, despite thei r high 
tensile gear, they still hit the ground too hard should take 
heart. The new, foam -backed, full-body armour should be in 
the shops by Christmas, in brightly -coloured, glass
reinforced plastic. 

Climatic dangers are on the decline too . Most climbers are 
now better informed about the hazards of inclement weather. 
For those whose education in this sphere is incomplete, I 
recommend a week's course at our National Mountaineering 
Centre, where all fo rms of outdoor discomfort are on offer 
in doses not quite lethal. Anyone who fails to conclude that 
those adventures not organized personally, are best avoided 
altogether, is beyond help as fa r as I am concerned. 
The last remaining danger to the rock -climber lies in the 
evil intentions of other rock-climbers. Anyone who has 
found himself tricked into leading four grades above his 
personal best can testify to the insidious nature of this 
particular hazard. It is important to realize that the more 
skilfully you avoid the simpler forms of the danger, the 
more vulnerable you become to its subtle extremes. For 
instance, whoever could begin to conceive the misery 
unleashed by the simple sentence : " We must do something 
about Little Orme" ? 

As we walked over the top of the Little Orme and down the 
convex grass slope beyond, I wondered how on earth we 
were going to reach the foot of the cliff, wherever it was. 
Soloing down damp, vertical grass has never appealed to 
me ; I might do it as a last resort when leaving a cliff, but 
it's not one of my specialities. 

By the time I reached the foot of the huge blank buttress, 
almost all my composure had gone, and I had come to view 
the whole business as nothing more than a long drawn out 
attempt on my life by those I once considered my friends. 
At this point the plotters made one of their few grave 
tactical errors: they allowed me a glimpse of the route. 
"Three months it's taken to get that far, " they said, pointing 
out the most featureless area, one tenth of the way up 
the face. 
During the hours I spent on my gale-swept belay, nothing 
much seemed to happen, so I had time to perfect my excuses 
for never coming back. I think I remember the rope going 
out about a foot after the first hour, and I definitely took in 
a few inches just as it was getting dark. These manoeuvres 
finally resulted in a short length of rope being fixed - I 
wouldn't mention it were it not for the fact that it was the 
only reason I returned the next day: the pitons securing it 
were mine. 

The rope enabled us to reach a small cave in the centre of 
the face. From there we were able to continue gardening 
the line - placing bolts for belays, there being neither 
stances nor natural anchors on the face. 

I've always held that the term 'fixed' is a bit dubious when 
applied to a rope above a big drop. It was more than a 
little optimistic in this case, too. Some distance along our 
little ropeway, I was struggling past a small arete when 
suddenly one of the pegs behind and below me pulled <?Ut, 
solving the problem in a flash. Two seconds later I was in 

the cave, secured to four pegs and two bolts. A passing gull 
gave a watery chuckle and sailed away on the updraught. 
The cold on the belay was bearable, but it did tend to send 
you to sleep after a while. Occasionally, during a lull in the 
gale, 1 would hear the hard ring of a hammer, far, far 
14 

below. After a life-time, Cliff came up to declare the 
preparatory work complete. 
The following day we were joined by Rowland, Minks and 
Leo, amongst others. Dickinson had his two -way radios, 
which meant more gear to carry. The first section of the 
route is a very exciting piece of climbing - a long, rising 
traverse on widely -spaced bolts, with a rurp, followed by a 
skyhook move, before you can start. This is the crux of the 
first pitch and it has resulted in two leader falls so far. From 
the last bolt, a short pendulum leads across to the foot of 
the second pitch. The belay is a large bolt and there is no 
stance. The position is indescribably awful, because the 
drop discourages you from looking down and the stream of 
big blocks and other debris from above discourages you 
from looking up. 

The third pitch is symptomatic of the disease at present 
afflicting a handful of British climbers - a chronic over
functioning of the neck muscles. Phillips looked like a 
terminal case as he picked about in the back of a horrible
looking crack, performing a sort of sand dance in the 
ensuing stream of hard core and dust. Somehow he managed 
to stay on and divert the torrent of rubble on to my head. 
The lads on the headwall of the cave were also doing thei r 
bit, and birds' nests and grass began to appear in the sky, 
drifting down in a hypnotic way. 

"What are they screaming about up there?" I wondered . 
Minks prussiked down with a message : " Switch yer radio 
on, berk." That was why we weren't hearing anything! 
From that point on we were treated to a programme of 
hoots, curses, clicks and bangs, punctuated by snatches of 
Radio One. Soon it was much too gloomy to continue, 
and we prussiked wearily up to the cave; my turn on the 
rope came just in time to save me from an acute attack of 
belay-seat cramp. As I swung free beneath the final 
overhangs, my lower prussiker failed to lock, and I found 
myself upside down, hanging by one foot. I noticed then 
that it was lighting-up time on Llandudno promenade. 
The radio aerial had fallen out of its socket, just to add 
to my troubles. By the time I'd sorted that lot out and 
joined the others in the cave, it was well and truly dark. 
Everyone was outspoken about some aspect of the route, 
but we all agreed that it was unusually serious and 
inescapable. On the way home I heard Cliff saying: " You 
know, we must do something about that line on the 
North Stack." 

SUMMARY 
North Wales: Little Orme. One of the attempts on Detritus. This 
climb was established in a rather unconventional fashion with various 
parties of climbers doing various sections of the route, cleaning loose 
rock and establishing stances. The actual credit for the first ascent is 
difficult to place. On this occasion Rowland Edwards, Pete Minks, 
Brian Molyneaux, Cliff Phillips, Nigel Horne and Leo Dickinson were 
involved but the first continuous ascent was by Edwards, Phillips and 
Molyneaux in April 1970. Detritus, 640ft, A3, HVS. 









The Greatest Climber 
in the World 
by Bernard Amy, translated by Beverly Davitt 
Although no-one had ever really known his proper name, 
everyone called him "Trone Feuillu". It must have been 
something like "Tron Fo Oyu". but his fellow countrymen 
pronounced the name too quickly for a European to grasp 
it properly*. 

This surname, however, did not in any way describe his 
actual person. Trone Feuillu was a long, thin man, with 
the face and hands of an ascetic. His head was shaved. 
From somewhere behind his flat eastern eyes came an 
expression which was at the same time severe, ironic and 
gentle. He was more like the trunk of one of those trees 
found in the Southern Hemisphere which, having survived 
the flames of a forest fire, seem to have acquired power 
over death. 

Trone Feuillu was a member of the Japanese delegation at 
the international gathering at ENSA. Although he was the 
most outstanding person in the team, he was not the 
leader. However, his companions spoke of him with a 
respect which his technical abilities alone did not 
entirely justify. When questioned, they seemed rather 
vague, and talked of "supreme wisdom" and "a technique 
beyond technique", which explained nothing. To those 
who would have liked to know more, Trone Feuillu's 
companions replied: "The facts will speak for themselves. 
You will have to wait to see how he does the route he has 
planned." 
"The route? Is he only going to do one?" 
"Yes, definitely" . 

Three days later, the weather became fine. The Japanese 
launched a direct attack on the North Face of Mont 
Rekwal, the highest route and without doubt the most 
difficult in the range. Led by Trone Feuillu, they avoided 
the route known as 'The Clock' by using a variation famous 
ever since. No-one has been able to follow it again . 
The most skilled European and American alpinists have 
attempted it, but not one has been able to cover more 
than the first thirty feet. Trone Feuillu succeeded in 
climbing a smooth rock wall, 250ft. high, where there was 
no ledge, nor even a crack wide enough for foot or hand. 
He did not use pitons, nor did he protect himself with 
running belays. He and his three companions - who 
appeared transfigured by their brilliant leader - climbed 
that long passage without hesitation, "without any 
apparent effort, as if the passage in question were just a 
simple one," reported a British team tackling 'The Clock' 
at the same time. 

The event aroused much comment. First the British, and 
then the other climbers who had been on the face at the 
same time, enthused over the sureness and skill of the 
Japanese, and particularly over the mastery of Trone 
Feuillu. The Japanese leader became the 'personality' of 
Chamonix. But his admirers hardly had a chance to 
approach him. He fled from the public, with its noisy 
adulation . He countered all curiosity by displaying a total 
indifference towards 'image', publicity, notoriety, and 
ego-tripping. Thus, even though he had just completed a 
very important route, he displayed a calm detachment, 
a refusal to become prey to the mad frenzy which the 
slightest sign of a corner of blue sky above the Aiguilles 
inspired in others. 

For he did not set out on another route. Not that he spent 
his time in Chamonix. The fine weather continued, and he 
was quite happy to disappear for the entire day, without 
anyone knowing whether he went off to climb on his own, 

* "Trone Feuillu" in fact means "Leafy Trunk". hence the references to 
trees. Unfortunately, "Leafy Trunk" does not sound anything like 
"Tron Fo Oyu" Translator's note 

18 

" He who has the greater virtue 
does not act and has no goal. 
He who only has the lesser virtue 
acts and has a goal." Tao te ching 

or to stroll in the Alpine meadows. His companions 
completed other routes, three of which were first ascents 
of the highest order. Trone Feuillu did not accompany them. 
Some alpinists were amazed at such disaffection. They 
even went so far as to suggest that a deep fear experienced 
on Mont Rekwal prevented him from making a further 
ascent. Although he must have known of this, he seemed 
completely disinterested. As for his compatriots, they 
insisted that Trone Feuillu formed an integral part of their 
team . "It is enough," they said, "that through his 
meditation he inspires our achievements." 

One rainy day when the Chamonix crowd was passing the 
time, impatiently, in cafes, Trone Feuillu ventured out to 
the Drugstore. He was talking, discussing, looking 
surprisingly relaxed . No-one recognized in him the 
austere character of the past few days. Someone managed 
to question him about his extraordinary climb : "How did 
you go about it? What were the difficulties? Was it 
possible to use pitons? How did you cover the first 
forty feet? Do you know that only one climber has since 
managed to cover that part and come back down it again?" 
Trone Feuillu allowed the questions to continue, and then 
replied : "At the end of that section, I perceived on the top 
of Mont Rekwal one of the most beautiful snow-flake 
patterns that I have ever seen ." His audience took this to be 
a witticism, all the more so since Trone Feuillu himself 
broke into laughter. "He doesn't like questions," we said. 
"He wished to send the other about his business. It was a 
fitting answer." And there we left it. 

Towards the middle of August, there was a period of fine 
weather. I was able to do some good routes. Then I 
returned to Chamonix to rest for a few days. One morning 
I watched the sun rise in a perfectly clear sky above 
Mont Blanc and the Aiguilles. The streets were almost 
deserted. Everyone was up in the mountains. Standing in 
the Place de la Paste, I tasted that moment, certain that a 
beautiful day was about to unfold. I was going to be able 
to enjoy it without any reservations, to abandon myself to 
idleness while still retaining on my fingertips the memory 
of the rock and the wind from the heights. 

Trone Feuillu came out of his hotel. He was carrying a small 
bag, and I guessed that he was going for one of his 
mysterious walks. He passed quite close to me, stopped, 
and abandoned his usual silence: 
"Aren't you going out climbing?" he asked. 
I looked at him and smiled: 
"Well , you know, just because it's a fine day ... " 
"All the same, we don't often get it as fine as this .. . " 
" True, but it's not always necessary actually to touch the 
rock to enjoy it! " 
My reply must have pleased him. Against all my 
expectations, he invited me to accompany him. 

Trone Feuillu led me along paths quite unknown to me. 
I thought at first that he was taking me along the 
Blaitiere path. However, he turned off very soon towards 
the heart of the forest. With amazingly sure steps, he 
followed the faintest of tracks into copses, across thickets, 
and thence along new tracks. From time to time, we came 
across broad paths, but Trone Feuillu seemed to avoid 
them quite systematically. He managed it all so well that 
in the end I hadn't the faintest idea where we were. The 
high slopes which we were climbing appeared to us 
across the trees. They enveloped us completely, and it 
seemed to me that we were gradually becoming lost in a 
labyrinth. I allowed myself to be led along, happy to 
discover a mountain so unfamiliar to me. 



I had placed myself behind my guide, making sure that I 
followed his every step. He was moving forward at a 
regular pace. I could not see his face, but I guessed it to be 
lost in a dream which, however, still permitted him to 
find his way through the network of tracks, copses and 
paths which we were following. Finally, we emerged in a 
clearing on a shelf of the forest. The morning sun poured 
into it. The earth was covered with grass still heavy with 
dew. The droplets were sparkling in the light. They formed 
quite regular patterns, leading one to believe that a 
master gardener had arranged them thus by using a very 
special rake. 

Jutting out from the grass were several rocks, scattered in 
little groups. One of them dominated all the others. It was 
an enormous, monolithic block, at least 20 ft. high, and 
made of beautiful ochre-coloured granite, already warm 
from the sun . It was so compact and solid that it was 
difficult to believe that it had once rolled down from the 
scree above. I had never seen such a fine block. Or 
perhaps it was our walk that predisposed me to regard it 
as perfect. 

The side facing the sun was dry. The air nearby quivered in 
the heat coming from the rock. I couldn 't help thinking of 
a perfect climb across that sun-drenched rock face, a 
climb which would lead me to the summit of the block. 
" To touch a fine rock is most pleasant and reassuring." 
I had a strong desire to go and touch this rock. But 
Trone Feuillu stopped me with a gesture and, almost 
sharply, asked me to wait. Placing his bag on the ground, 
he took out his P.A.'s and put them on. 
Without knowing whether this was the object of our 
coming here, I understood that my companion , like myself, 
had thought of climbing the block. Was he really 
considering doing so by means of the only visible face? 
The face looked utterly impossible to me. 

He made his preparations slowly. Having changed his 
clothes very carefully, and having wiped the soles of his 
shoes and smeared his fingers with resin , he sank into an 
endless period of meditation. I saw his muscles slacken one 
by one, his whole body relaxing . His breathing became 
more and more regular. His gaze would move across the 
carpet of grass which separated us from the rock, stop at 
the rock face, and return again to the grass. 

Fascinated by such immobility, I watched without daring to 
move. The nearby forest and the great slopes all around 
were silent and yet I could tell that they were filled by the 
same spirit which at that moment animated Trone Feuillu. 
As though he were talking to himself, I heard him murmur: 
" If I could go as far as the stone without disturbing a 
single dewdrop, the stone would no longer exist. And I 
should be at its summit." Then, after a long silence, he 
spoke again : "To be at the summit of the rock, you must 
be the summit of the rock, and thus of stone." I realized 
that he was speaking on my behalf, for he had long ceased 
to need to himself. I thought back to the North Face of 
Mont Rekwal , the Japanese variation and the feat of 
Trone Feuillu. I wondered if he was about to prove that 
same mastery. 

He ceased to be immobile. He was deep in a trance, but 
without seeming to be in the power of any external forces. 
It was more a surfacing, and externalization of his own 
powers. He moved towards the rock. His feet did not crush 
the blades of grass but gently parted them. He placed his 
hands on the rock, and then, without a single irregular 
movement, as though it had been the easiest of climbs, he 
reached the top. Holding my breath, fearing that I might 
break what seemed to be a spell - but would Trone 

Feuillu even have heard me? - I saw him grasp the upper 
shelf and install himself there with ease. The finest climb 
that I had ever seen ! The elegance of his movements was 
such that it erased the very inertia of those movements. 
Trone Feuillu was even more clever than I had been told! 

As he stood up on the summit, he turned his face towards 
the sun, and I saw his features illuminated by the bright 
light. 

Each of us wears on his face a mask with hard, bitter 
features, marked at times by cynicism or despair. Each of us 
wears it to a greater or lesser degree of transparency. When 
I saw the face of Trone Feuillu, I thought that he had 
succeeded in giving his mask perfect transparency. But at 
the same time I realized that I was mistaken . He had gone 
even further : his mask no longer existed. The sun was 
lighting up a man both terrifying in his lack of personality -
he was pure, vast thought - and fascinating in the immense 
internal peace which filled him. 

The moment did not last. Trone Feuillu was already leaping 
towards the hidden face of the block, disappearing and 
joining me once more - with a laugh. Indeed, my amazement 
must have been rather ridiculous. But it was in the most 
serious of tones that he asked me whether I, in my turn, 
would like to climb the block. My silence must have 
answered for me. Without more ado, he changed his clothes 
again, and indicated that he was returning to the valley. I 
followed him . Later, as though he were continuing a 
conversation (which in fact we had never begun), he 
started to talk. Without interrupting our walk, and without 
turning round, he said : 
" Usually, that sort of thing is not expressed in words. But 
I know that you need words. And what you said to me 
earlier in the square in Chamonix makes me think that 
perhaps you will understand . . . And yet the words you 
need already exist within you. I can remember having 
read in a book: 'If one really wishes to master an art, 
technical knowledge alone is not enough. One must go 
beyond the technical to the point where the art becomes 
" an art without artifice", which has its roots in the 
subconscious' ... I could use more impressive words, tell 
you that we cannot attain perfection by piling feat upon 
feat, or by making the greatest possible use of our muscles 
and senses, but that, on the contrary, we must use the 
basic link that joins our own Essence to the essence of our 
art. But why say that which cannot be said !" 

We continued to walk down towards the valley. Trone 
Feuillu preceded me. I heard his words, and I should have 
liked to see his face once more. But he did not stop, and in 
places I almost had to run to keep up with him. He was 
silent for some time. I dared not question him. Later, he 
continued. 
"What you have seen me do is for some only the beginning 
of climbing. In my country, we say 'the ultimate state of 
activity is inactivity' . .. I'm going to tell you the story of a 
climber named Chi-Ch'ang . He lived in a Chinese province, 
but there can be few climbers in my country who do not 
know his story. Chi-Ch'ang would have liked to be the 
greatest climber in the world. He was highly skilled, but 
would have liked to reach perfection. Finally, he discovered 
that the greatest master-climber in the country was a 
certain Wei-Fei. It was said that Wei-Fei was capable of 
drawing himself up smooth, vertical stretches of stone, no 
matter how high up. Some people had seen him climb 
overhangs of solid rock where no holds were apparent. 
Chi-Ch'ang made his way to the distant province where 
Wei-Fei lived, and became his pupil. 
The master kept him there for several days, then explained 
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that he would continue his instruction when Chi-Ch'ang 
had acquired the art of not blinking. Chi-Ch'ang returned to 
his home and lay down on his back beneath his wife's 
loom. He wanted to be able to keep his eyes fixed on the 
loom pedal, without closing them when it passed in front 
of his face. Day after day he practised . When two years had 
passed, he was able to refrain from blinking even when the 
pedal pulled out one of his eyelashes. From that moment on, 
neither blasts of wind filled with snow or dust, nor the 
lightning on the mountain ridges, could have any effect on 
him. Indeed, nothing could make him blink. He even slept 
with his eyes open. One day, whilst he was contemplating 
the village fields, a spider spun her web between his lashes. 
Chi-Ch'ang knew he was ready, and returned to the Master. 

"This is but the first stage," Wei-Fei said to him. " Now you 
must learn to see. Come to me again when that which is 
minute appears obvious to you, and when that which is 
small appears huge." 
Chi-Ch'ang returned to his province. On a river-bank he 
found a perfectly smooth pebble, adorned by a lichen 
which could hardly be seen . He placed it near to the 
window of his room, sat down at the other end and, day 
after day, practised looking. Two weeks later, he could see 
the lichen quite clearly. Soon, it began to look larger. After 
three months had passed, it seemed in Chi-Ch'ang's eyes 
as large as a flower. Its slightest detail was familiar to him . 
He spoke to the other members of the family of the 
astonishing complexity of the leaves of the lichen, 
admiration filling his voice. The seasons passed. Chi-Ch'ang 
hardly noticed, if at all. The occasions on which he left his 
room were rare. Each day his wife cleaned the pebble, lest 
a speck of dust should settle on it and disturb his 
contemplation . After three years, the lichen seemed to him 
as large as a tree. For the first time, Chi-Ch'ang diverted 
his gaze from it to the pebble. Its dimensions seemed those 
of an enormous block. He rushed out of the house : horses 
seemed as big as mountains, pigs the size of hills ; chickens 
looked like castle towers. Chi-Gh'ang went then to the 
climbing school where he had originally trained, and came 
upon a smooth stretch of rock that no one had ever climbed . 
The slightest roughness on its surface seemed to 
Chi-Ch'ang on that occasion to take on the size of a 
considerable hold . He climbed it easily. Without waiting any 
longer, he returned to Wei-Fei. This time, the master had 
to admit that his pupil had succeeded. 

Thus Chi-Ch'ang had spent five years in the initiation to 
climbing . He felt that from then on all feats would be 
possible. He decided to undergo a series of tests. He began 
by climbing quite easily some of the routes which had been. 
Wei-Fei's speciality. Then he covered them again, carrying a 
bag filled with stones, heavy enough to unbalance him on 
the ground. On his head he placed a cup full of water: not 
a single drop was spilt. A week later, he chose an over
hanging wall so split and cracked that it threatened to 
crumble away. He began to climb, and such was the swift 
sureness of his movements that each stone, when pushed 
off balance by one movement, found itself immediately 
readjusted by the following movement. At the end, 
Chi-Ch'ang reached the top of the wall without a single 
rock having fallen . Wei-Fei, who had witnessed the feat, 
could not help but applaud . 
From that day on, Chi-Ch'ang knew that he had nothing 
more to learn from his master. He could return to his 
village: no-one could equal him. And yet, he did not feel 
satisfied . A final obstacle stood in his way: Wei-Fei 
himself. Full of bitterness, Chi-Ch'ang realized that he could 
not set himself up as the greatest climber in the world. He 
was his master's equal, not his superior. The two continued 
to climb together. One day while they were climbing a long 
dihedral, roped up together, Chi -Ch'ang made a belay on a 
terrace which had a large number of rocks scattered on it. 
Lower down, Wei-Fei was climbing. Without hesitation, 
Chi - Ch'ang pushed one of the rocks into space. But for 
some time the old master had been able to read his pupil's 
mind: Chi-Ch'ang, without realizing it, had lost some of his 
confidence. Wei-Fei saw what was happening, dangled on 
the rope at once, and avoided the falling rock by swinging 
right round the outside of the dihedral, then returned to his 
original position. Chi-Ch'ang had fixed the rope 
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instinctively, so that he would not be pulled down by 
Wei-Fei 's weight. He threw more rocks but his 
companion avoided them all. Then he selected a large, 
sharp-edged piece of rock and cut the rope with it. 
Wei - Fei found himself without any support, completely at 
the mercy of his enemy. "This time I have won," muttered 
Chi - Ch'ang. He pushed a final stone. But at the very moment 
when Wei-Fei was about to be dragged into space, he 
leaped on to one of the smooth faces of the dihedral and 
clung there for a brief moment. At the same time he pushed 
the stone away with one hand. The stone, deviating from 
it original trajectory, crashed against the rock, carving out a 
tiny hold as it did so . Wei -Fei dropped on to it. Before 
Chi-Ch 'ang realized what was happening, the master had 
reached the bottom of the dihedral. 

Aware then that he would never succeed, Chi-Ch'ang felt 
full of remorse. As for Wei-Fei , he was so pleased at having 
exhibited his genius in such a magnificent way that he felt 
no anger at all towards the person who had wanted to kill 
him. The two men reached the summit without a rope, and 
wept as they embraced one another. Wei-Fei realized, 
however, that his life was in danger from that day on. The 
only way to avert the danger was to direct Chi-Ch'ang's 
attention towards another object. 
"My friend," he said , "I have passed on all my knowledge 
to you. But neither you nor I possess the ultimate 
knowledge. If you wish to know more, you must cross the 
Ta - Hsing col and climb to the summit of Mount Ho. There 
you will find the old master Kan-Ying who never has had 
and never will have an equal in our art. Compared with his, 
our skill is like that of a child . He alone has something to 
teach you." 
Chi-Ch'ang set off at once. After a difficult journey which 
lasted a month, he arrived at the summit of Mount Ho. He 
stopped, removed his walking shoes and put on his climbing 
boots. Then he set off for the grotto where the hermit lived. 
Kan-Ying was a very old man. His eyes were very gentle. 
His back was bent and his white hair reached right down 
to the ground. A man so old would surely be deaf. 
Chi-Ch'ang went up to him and shouted: "I have come 
here to make sure that I am the greatest climber in the 
world." And without waiting for a reply, he rushed up a 
large block of marble, polished by the elements, which 
overhung the entrance to the grotto. When he had climbed 
down again, he noticed that Kan-Ying was smiling 
indulgently. 
"What you are doing is really quite easy: what is there to 
admire about the act of climbing on rock? The route is 
there to be followed, a rock to be climbed. Come, I'm going 
to teach you something better." 
Annoyed at not having impressed the old man, Chi-Ch'ang 
followed him until they reached a col which gave access to 
a face of rock and ice rising to a dizzy height. Kan-Ying 
began to tackle an ever-narrowing traverse dominated by a 
high wall of rock which had been smoothed by falls of ice. 
Up above, a formidable serac barrier hid a part of the sky 
from them. They were prevented from seeing the foot of the 
rock face by the overhanging rock which jutted out 
beneath them. Kan-Ying proceeded without hesitation . 
Suddenly he pulled Chi-Ch'ang towards him. With a 
terrible noise, a huge part of the serac above fell down 
around them, surrounding them with a cloud of finely 
crushed ice. Chi-Ch'ang realized that a slightly overhanging 
rock was protecting them, and the avalanche would have 
swept him away if Kan-Ying had not intervened. For a 
moment his gaze followeo the falling blocks of ice. The 
void beneath him took on a new dimension . A nausea 
which he had never felt before took hold of him. But 
Kan-Ying left the shelter of the rock quite calmly and 
carried on . 
The winding track had disappeared. There was now only a 
simple narrow ledge of rock along which Chi-Ch'ang 
moved very slowly. He reflected that he had done well to 
change his boots before arriving at the grotto. And yet, 
there was Kan-Ying before him, bare feet clad in old 
sandals, walking as if he were on a footpath. Chi-Ch'ang 
would have felt humiliated by this if his mind had not been 
otherwise occupied. Both had left the shelter fortuitously 
provided by the overhanging rock - but was it only by 



chance that they had been there at that moment? - and 
now nothing was protecting them. Chi-Ch'ang began to 
feel uncertainty overtake him. If just one block of ice were 
to fall , it would be the end, he thought. Suddenly, 
Kan-Ying stopped, and turned towards Chi-Ch 'ang : 
"Now, show me your skill ! You see that overhang beneath 
the serac barrier? You have just enough time to reach it 
before the next avalanche." 
Chi-Ch'ang was too proud not to accept the challenge. 
He left the holds on which he had stopped and began to 
climb towards the serac. But hardly had he, with the 
greatest difficulty, moved forward one metre, when he 
heard a cracking sound above him. He climbed down 
again hurriedly, and without even stopping at Kan-Ying 's 
side, he continued until he reached the shelter of the 
overhang once more. One of his legs had begun to tremble 
and he had no control over it. The old man had not moved 
and laughed as he watched him: 
" The glacier does not move forward when it is not time 
for it to move forward . Come back up here and follow me! " 
Chi-Ch'ang moved across again. They continued until they 
reached a traverse which was a continuation of the first 
one. This permitted them to skirt a spur which plunged 
into the abyss. Kan-Ying reached the very edge of the 
spur. A magnificent needle of rock jutted out before them. 
It was only two rope-lengths away from the climbers, but 
the precipice made it inaccessible. Up above, the sharp 
narrow edge of the spur jutted out, supporting fragile 
groups of rocks over the void . 
"Now," said the hermit, "permit me to demonstrate the 
art of true climbing ." 
" But you are only wearing sandals," said Chi-Ch'ang in a 
weak voice, "you will never cross those overhangs." 
"Who mentioned overhangs? For the finest movements, 
one needs the finest summit. Don't you think that that 
aiguille is worth more than the spur we are now on?" 
Chi-Ch'ang looked once more at the abyss which 
separated them from the aiguille and, not having 
understood, turned to Kan-Ying . 
"But there is no arete, no face which leads to the top! " 
"Boots? Rock? As long as one needs the soles of one's 
boots and rock to climb, one knows nothing of this art. 
The true climber does not need tools, or even rock." 
The old man seemed to find before him imaginary holds, 
then to carry out a succession of incredibly precise 
movements. Chi-Ch'ang thought he heard the almost 
inaudible sound of non-existant boots making contact 
with rock that had no substance. Then he saw Kan-Ying 
stand up on the tip of the needle. And then he knew with 
complete certainty that he had witnessed the supreme 
manifestation of an art in which he had wanted with all 
his heart to excel. 

He spent nine years on the mountain with the old hermit. 
What discipline he underwent during those years, no-one 
ever knew. When he came down again to return to his 
village and his home, everyone was astonished at the 
change which had taken place in him. He no longer had the 
determined and arrogant air about him which he had had 
previously. His face was wooden and without expression, 
like that of an idiot. His former master, Wei-Fei , knew 
that he had returned and came to see him. Straightway, he 
understood. 
"I can see now that you have become a great climber. 
And from this moment on, I am unworthy of roping 
myself up behind you." 

The people of the province welcomed Chi-Ch'ang as the 
greatest climber in the country. And they waited impatiently 
to see feats which would confirm his brilliance. But Chi
Ch'ang did nothing to satisfy their waiting . He never returned 
to the rock faces which he had formerly visited so often. 
He had not even brought back his climbing boots which, 
brand new, he had taken away with him nine years 
before, saying as he went that they would be the instruments 
of his glory. And to those who begged him to explain, he 
would reply, in a jaded voice : 
"The ultimate stage of the spoken word is silence. The 
ultimate stage of climbing is not to climb." 
The most subtle ones amongst them understood what he 

meant, and admired him ; but many, misled by the lack of 
expression on his face, thought that he was rather simple, 
and went away again without understanding why he 
enjoyed such fame. 
All kinds of stories about him began to circulate. 
Moved by jealousy, superstitious people, or those 
prepared to make use of the superstitiousness of others, 
passed round the story that, while on Mount Ho, 
Chi - Ch'ang had learned all the black arts, and that even 
now the migrating birds would avoid flying over his roof. 
Climbers, however, convinced of the supreme wisdom and 
unequalled skill of Chi - Ch 'ang, said that no evil spirit 
ever haunted his house. It was, they added, the god of 
climbers who came to visit t he Master's soul and to 
discuss with him the merits of fabled climbers of old . 
Chi - Ch'ang paid no attention to the stories that were told 
about him. Old age crept softly upon him. His face had lost 
all expression . There was no outside force which could 
disturb his complete impassiveness. He was so well 
attuned to the secret laws of the universe, so far removed 
from the uncertainties and contradictions of the material 
wor.ld, that in the evening of his life he no longer made any 
distinction between 'I' and 'he', or between 'this' and 'that'. 
The multiplicity of the senses had vanished for him: his 
eye might as well have been an ear, his ear a nose, 
his nose a mouth. Forty years after his return from 
Mount Ho, Chi-Ch'ang departed peacefully from this 
world, as a puff of smoke disperses in the sky. During all 
those years he had never made a single reference to the 
art of climbing, nor had he touched a single rock. It 
is said that, shortly before his death, he paid a visit to a friend 
who had a luxurious home. As he crossed the threshold, 
he indicated the door-frame which was hewn from 
free-stone, and asked his friend : 
"Pray tell me, what is the material of which this doorway is 
made?" Then, straight away, seeing his host's climbing 
boots in the corrider, "What strange boots ! What can they 
possibly be used for?" 
His friend, quite stupefied, realized that Chi-Ch'ang was 
not joking. He turned towards the Master, and could 
only say to him, in a trembling voice: 
" You must truly be the greatest master of all time to have 
forgotten what stone is, and what the instruments of 
climbing are." 
It is said that in the days which followed, the painters of 
the region threw away their brushes and the artesans 
were ashamed to be seen with their tools . .. 
.. . So there is the story of Chi - Ch'ang who wanted to be 
the greatest climber in the world, " concluded Trone 
Feuillu. "Draw what conclusions you will. But before we 
reach Chamonix, let me just add this : the climbers of your 
mountains have often tried to define climbing . They have 
talked of a sport, of a drug, of a way of forgetting, of an 
escape, of a religion, a philosophy, an ethic or a moral. 
Some of them, those who have understood a little better, 
have mentioned a way of life. The truth is at the same time 
contained within all these words and in none of them . .. 
Arrange them around a circumference : alpinism must be in 
the centre. It is the duty of everyone to put it there indeed 
it is the duty of everyone to put there his own alpinism. Yes, 
every climber, unaided, must aim for the centre . . . As 
they say in your language: 'as sure as I am called . . .'" 
He turned towards me, smiling broadly, like someone 
about to crack a good joke. 
" . . . just as sure as you call me Trone Feuillu !" 

I have never known his real name. 

This tale was written after a story by Natashima Ton which appeared in 
The World of Zen by N. W. Ross, and the introduction by D. T. Suzuki to 
the work of E. Herrigel, Zen Buddhism in the Noble Art of Archery. 
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Mountaineering in Grahamland 
by Rob Collister 

We approached Mount Charity in a spell of clear, sunny 
weather, after travelling through cloud on bearings for the 
best part of a fortnight. Charity, southernmost of the three 
Eternities, rises out of a 6,000ft. plateau to twin summits 
of 9,000ft, without noticeable glaciers or foothills. In the 
previous three months, Malcolm McArthur and I had covered 
a thousand miles, sledging down the Grahamland Peninsula, 
through Alexander Island and across the Palmerland 
Plateau and, despite plans, had so far climbed nothing. 
Charity had been climbed at least once before and, with so 
many virgin peaks available, it had not been one of our 
original ambitions. But fine days were scarce, and as we 
passed by on our way north the unclimbed East Ridge of 
the highest summit became more and more enticing . 
We spanned the dogs high up a corrie to the south of the 
ridge, just out of serac range, and cramponed up to a col. 
Above, punctuated by little outcrops of orange-brown 
granite, the ridge rose as a sharp snow arete for about 
1,500ft. Keeping to the snow, kicking through a layer of 
soft to the neve beneath, we soloed up it rapidly, feeling 
very fit. In a sense we had been mountaineering all summer. 
Negotiating crevasses, icefalls, pressure systems and steep 
slopes with a sledge can be mentally as taxing as a serious 
climb, and we had experienced some thrilling moments 
scenically. But it was a joy to be actually climbing again. 
The slope steepened. Some slab echoed when I kicked it. 
Investigation revealed a gap between it and the underlying 
ice and we roped up. The sun was scorching its way through 
glacier cream and lip salve, but my feet were numb in less 
than adequate footwear. Axe one side, feet the other, and 
disturbing drops on both, we continued along the arete until 
it levelled out just before a jutting, square block of a 
cornice. Moving on to the north side of the ridge, by the 
simple expedient of swinging a leg over it, we traversed up 
and across a face, steep, icy and very exposed. Bendy old 
ski-mountaineering boots are not ideal for steep cramponing 
and we had to bear in mind our descent by the same route ; 
so we chopped comfortable steps for 300ft. Then the ice 
became snow, the angle eased, and we were there. 
A cautious inspection revealed that the summit was the 
confined, but solid, apex of three cornered ridges, and we 
relaxed. Sitting on our sacks, drinking in the space, the 
silence and the sunlight, we picked out far below the two 
specks which were the dog teams. To the north lay the 
massive rock walls of Mount Hope. In the west, the 
mountains of Alexander Island were clearly visible over a 
hundred miles away. Sixty miles south, we could trace our 
route through the South Eland Mountains, a beautiful cirque 
of 10,000ft. peaks; and thirty miles beyond them, Mount 
Andrew Jackson, climbed by John Cunningham a few 
years ago, poked its head above the horizon. Somewhere 
to the east lay the Weddell Sea, but the low cloud which 
is the bane of the East Coast had, unnoticed, obscured the 
view and was rising insidiously towards us. The first wisps 
were already eddying playfully about the base of the 
mountain. It was time to go. 
The mist engulfed us as we sledged back to more level 
ground, and we pitched camp in a white-out. When it next 
lifted, two weeks later, we were far away. For we were not 
on a camping holiday, we were employees of the British 
Antarctic Survey, and we had a job to do. Our ascent of 
Charity was merely a perk, made possible by a lucky 
conjunction of good weather and the right day. 

B.A.S. at present maintains four bases along the west coast 
of the peninsula which is known as Grahamland in the north 
and Palmerland in the south. Argentine Island, a purely 
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'static' base, offers virtually no possibilities to the 
mountaineer. Fossil Bluff, the southernmost station, is a 
little four-man outpost which usually confines its activities 
to the ice-shelf of King George VI Sound. Adelaide Island, 
from which the Survey's two aircraft operate in the summer, 
boasts half-a -dozen fine peaks, ranging from 4,000ft. to 
7,000ft, but for most of the year it is cut off from the main
land. The fourth base, Stonington, is an unprepossessing, 
rocky little island, littered with debris from the two 
American and one British expedition that used it prior to 
the last twelve years of continuous occupation . Its all 
important asset is a steep ice ramp, giving field parties 
access to the North - East Glacier. Once they have relayed 
loads up the notorious Sodabread slope, ten miles further 
inland, parties are free to sledge the length and breadth of 
the Peninsula . Most of the B.A.S. geology, geo-physics and 
survey field programmes are based on Stonington and 
depend on its twelve dog teams to cover country often too 
crevassed for motor vehicles. Field parties generally 
comprise two men, a scientist and a general assistant, each 
with a team, and it is quite common to sledge 2,000 miles 
in a year. One of the chief qualifications for the general 
assistant's post is mountain experience, since sledging in 
Grahamland poses many familiar, as well as some 
unfamiliar, mountaineering problems. In many ways it is 
akin to ski -touring. I was lucky enough to obtain such a 
post at Stonington for a year. 

It is not generally appreciated, even among climbers, that 
there are mountains all over Antarctica. Grahamland, in the 
scale and inaccessH:iility of its mountains and the beauty of 
its fjords, resembles a southern Greenland. The peninsula 
curves like a crooked finger out of the bulk of the 
continent, and for hundreds of miles mountains and glaciers 
rise abruptly from its complex coastline to a 6,000ft. 
central spine, which widens into the Palmerland Plateau as 
the finger thickens towards its base. Travelling through 
intricate glacier networks, one is surrounded everywhere by 
unclimbed peaks - faces bigger than the Lauterbrunnen 
Wall , ridges comparable to the Brenva classics, spires and 
pinnacles reminiscent of Chamonix, and lesser peaks and 
rock nunataks without number. From a mountaineering point 
of view, Grahamland must be one of the least exploited 
regions left on earth . It seems a climbers' paradise. And yet 
the mountains remain unclimbed. True, Mount Andrew 
Jackson, Faith, Hope and Charity in the Eternity Range, 
Bagshawe in the Batterbees, Arronet on Pourquoi Pas 
Island, Gaudry, Liotard and Bouvier on Adelaide - these and 
a number of the nunataks have been climbed. And no 
doubt there have been many ascents, particularly those 
made to establish survey stations, that have gone 
unrecorded or, at any rate, unremembered. But to all intents 
and purposes the reservoir remains untapped. Despite the 
number of competent climbers employed every year by 
B.A.S., remarkably little has been climbed. Why? 

The chief reason is undoubtedly the weather, which must 
rival that of Patagonia. The severity of the winds and 
temperatures, and the speed with which the weather 
deteriorates, make caution far more necessary than in other 
parts of the world (although electric storms are one hazard 
which is virtually unknown) . Katabatic winds blowing off 
the Plateau at 100 m.p.h. are by no means rare, and far 
higher wind speeds have been recorded. Furthermore, these 
winds can blow up from nothing in a matter of minutes, the 
only warning being a few wisps of drift at the Plateau's 
edge. Even where wind is less of a menace, weather 
systems are by no means predictable. Temperatures as low 
as - 40°C are unusual, even in winter, but it can be cold 
enough for the slightest wind to have a drastic effect and 



Above: Approaching Mt. Charity. The mountain is about twenty miles away and the climbers ascended the sunlit ridge coming down from the 
central summit. Photo: Collister 

for a bivouac to be an unpleasant prospect. All in all , one 
is well advised to wait for clear, settled weather before 
venturing on to a mountain, and such weather is 
infrequent. During autumn and winter it is possible to spend 
as much as 50% of the time lying up; in the summer the 
figure is nearer 20%, but one can be tent-bound for days 
on end at any time of year. Nor can sledging conditions be 
equated with climbing conditions: the pyramid tent can be 
easily storm-pitched and a mobile home recreated within 
minutes of stopping, so it is possible to risk travelling at 
times when climbing would be out of the question. 

Only once did I try climbing in doubtful weather. That was 
on a peak overlooking the Reid Glacier, in the Arrowsmith 
Peninsula, north of Stonington. At the time, we were camped 
beside a food depot at the very foot of the long spur which 
seemed the obvious way up the mountain. Gwynn Davies, 
the geologist with whom I was working, was not really 
interested in climbing, but he was too good-natured not to 
come along. So, one day, when the visibility was too poor 
for plane-table mapping, rather than lie in the tent all day, 
we decided to give it a go. It was a fine route: a delicate, 
notched arete of alpine length, with a blue-gouged icefall 
on one side, and rock walls dropping sheer to a hanging 
glacier on the other. But on the heavily-corniced summit 
ridge visibility was nil, and we found ourselves suddenly 
exposed to the full blast of a vicious wind . Spectacles were 
soon hopelessly sheathed in ice, and beards a solid lump. 
Peering through the mist for the cornice edge, we were 
quite unable to tell how far away it really was. Crampons 
left no imprint on the wind-packed surface, and it was no 
place to get lost on the descent. After groping our way 
higher and higher, skirting a serac which loomed up in 
front, discovering crevasses by putting our legs through 
them, we eventually turned back. The following morning, 
when we looked out of the tent in brilliant sunshine, we 
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Top left: Looking north from the col between Mt. Wilcox and Sno w 
Dome. Photo: Ian Sykes. Bottom left: A view along the coastline 
from Neny Island. Photo: Collister. Bottom right: Dog sledges -
essential transportation for mountaineering in Antarctica. Photo: Sykes 

realized to our disgust that we had been only about 50ft. 
from the top. But it had been a salutary reminder not to 
underestimate the weather. 

All too often, the right place and the right day do not 
coincide. Movements in the field are governed by the 
exigiencies of a work programme and depot logistics. Thirty 
days' food for men and dogs is usually the maximum that 
can be carried (giving loads of about 1,000Ib. per sledge) , 
and by the time scientific work has been carried out and a 
safe margin allowed to reach the next depot, there may be 
little time left for diversions. During our summer journey 
south, Malcolm McArthur and I sledged through two 
mountain groups, the Waltons and the South Elands, 
neither of which had previously been visited. In each case 
we set our sights on one particular peak that stood out both 
by virtue of its appearance and the ease of access to a 
feasible route. The first Malcolm decided he was too tired 
to attempt, and we were actually camped beneath the 
second when the weather broke. In neither instance did we 
have the food to linger. 

Access can also present problems, as is the case with many 
glaciated mountains, and it is certainly safer to ski beside 
a sledge than to travel on foot. Remoteness, too, renders 
almost any climb extremely serious, even in fine weather. 
Travelling and working in pairs, climbers are closer to the 
position of Shipton and Tilman on Mount Kenya than they 
are to most expeditions in the Andes, the Himalaya and 
even Greenland. The aircraft are only available for four 
months of the year and although sledge parties are often 
separated by only a day or two's travel, it could be as long 
as a week before failure to come up on the radio aroused 
serious alarm. Should a rescue operation be necessary, it 
would not only be costly but it would also be likely to 
involve international co-operation and would certainly mean 
the disruption of the Survey's scientific work. Moreover, it 
is unusual for two climbers to find themselves sledging 
together. Consequently, climbers have kept well within their 
limits and, to my knowledge, nothing harder than alpine 
difficile has been attempted. Understandably enough, B.A.S. 
frown on climbing, but cannot prevent it entirely. After all, 
you can't employ mountaineers as such, place them in a 
mountain environment, and then expect them to lose all 
interest in climbing. 

Finally, the nature of the climbing itself can be a deterrent. 
Most of the rock has been badly frost-shattered, making it 
lethal to set foot on the spectacular aiguilles and 
attractively crenellated ridges. There are exceptions, of 
course. Ian Sykes has climbed a fine 2,000ft. pillar on 
Roman Four, near Stonington; and Neny Island (2,040ft), 
only a mile from base, gave me some surprisingly enjoyable 
scrambling one evening. But, by and large, rock of any 
description (granite is the most common) is best left well 
alone. This was brought home to Malcolm and myself on 
Ridge Island, a long thin comb of rock, 2,000ft. at its 
highest point, rising steeply from the waters of Bourgeois 
Fjord. Having sledged across the fjord's winter coating of 
sea-ice, we had difficulty in finding a strip of 'beach' wide 
enough to pitch the tent, and the dogs had to be spanned 
up a rocky slope. For most of its length, the six-mile ridge 
looks closer in character to the Diable Arete than to, say, 
the Cuillin Main Ridge. Unfortunately, on closer 
acquaintance it resembles neither. We had covered less than 
a quarter of a mile, and had not even reached the first 
major gendarme, before we abandoned the route as 
downright dangerous. The view was superb, over grey 
sea-ice, broken into gigantic crazy-paving by the thread-like 
leads of black water, to the 5,000ft. walls that enclose the 
fjord. The positions were dramatic. But the rock, beneath 
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Top: Gla ciers and ice cascade from the impressive east side of 
Mt. Liotard on Adelaide Island. Bottom: Grahamland's vaste icefields 
typified by the North East Glacier of Stonington Island with the scarp 
wall of the Graham/and Plateau in the distance. Photos: Collister 

an unhelpful layer of fresh powder snow, was simply too 
fragile for climbing to be in any sense enjoyable. 
With so many potential obstacles, the few routes we did 
climb had all the savour of a well-earned reward. There was 
no opportunity to attempt any of the notable 'plums', such 
as Mount Wilcox, Bartholin Peak or The Fid. But although 
none of our climbs were spectacular or particularly difficult, 
they were unforgettable mountain days. Most memorable of 
all, I think, was an ascent with Malcolm of a 4,000ft. peak 
on Blaiklock Island. Blaiklock is only an island in theory, 
since it is permanently attached to the Arrowsmith Peninsula 
by the Jones Ice Shelf. Six of us had been dropped on the 
Jones by ship, in March, to remain in the Arrowsmith until 
sea-ice enabled us to return to Stonington. (In the event, 
we were not all back on base until the beginning of August.) 
Although sledge parties have been visiting the Jones from 
Stonington for years, as far as we knew only one of the 
myriad peaks surrounding it had been attempted; and that 
unsuccessfully. 
We had had our eyes on this particular peak for nearly two 
months, but it was May 15th, and late in the year, before 
weather and circumstances permitted us to climb it. 
However, we were far enough north for the Long Winter 
Night to be a myth. The sun did not finally disappear until 
the end of May, and even at midnight there remained five 
hours of passable daylight. So, although we harnessed the 
dogs by the light of a tilly lamp, the sky was tinged with 
saffron behind us and flushing rose in front, by the time we 
reached Scree Cove col, beneath the north face, an 
hour-and-a-half later. It was 11.00 before we had picketed 
the dogs, exchanged canvas mukluks for double boots and 
sorted out some gear; as we plodded up the first snow 
slope the sun came down to meet us, warm and friendly . 
The weather was perfect. Carefree and relaxed, we could 
consciously enjoy every minute of our day off. 
Straightforward if strenuous step-kicking took us up one of 
several couloirs seaming the rocky face. Ill-defined at 
first, it was etched more deeply into the mountainside as 
we rose, becoming steep, narrow, and icy in places, when 
we entered the right-hand branch of a fork. Finally, it 
terminated in a formidable ice-cliff which was actually the 
left wall of the summit ice-field, and curved round not far 
below to guard the bottom edge of the ice-field also. 
Malcolm is not built for speed, so I had been doing most of 
the donkey work up to that point. Now, however, his eyes 
lit up at the problem ahead, and he pounced on the sharp 
end of the rope. As I uncoiled the rest of it and searched for 
a belay, the bored, disconsolate howling of the dogs was 
carried to us, faint but clear, on the stillness. Behind, the 
dark mass of Rendu's 7,000ft. south face still scowled 
down from six miles away, on the far side of the Jones 
Ice-field. 
Descending a little, Malcolm found a weakness in the 
barrier, a short vertical wall. He climbed it quickly and 
competently, as befits one who can assess conditions on 
Lochnagar from his bedroom window, and disappeared 
over the top. There was a long pause, the sound of 
extensive hammering and, at last, a slightly anxious voice 
asking me not to fall off. I set out hopefully, brandishing a 
pristine Chouinard hammer, but the ice was crumbly so it 
had to be hand-holds after all. I found Malcolm belayed to 
a peg stuck optimistically into a suspicious-looking and 
almost vertical crack in the ice which was too brittle to 
take a peg anywhere else. All at once, our position had 
become startingly exposed. Beneath and to our left, 
nothing was visible between the abrupt drop of the ice-cliff 
and the col 2,000ft. below. It looked a long way. Hastily, I 
embedded the pick of the Chouinard, and cut a step to 

stand in while I gazed at the breath-taking view down 
Scree Cove. The richness of colouring was what gave it 
such impact: a long, gleaming arm of black water carrying 
the eye straight to the gold-fired peaks of Pourquoi Pas 
Island, named by Charcot after his famous ship, sixty years 
before. The ice-field itself was alight with a glow in which 
sunrise and sunset were inextricably merged into a single 
conflagration. It was as though, like Ayesha, we were 
bathing in a fire of eternal light. 
It was not eternal, however, and we had to keep moving. 
Though the ice was hard as adamant, it was fortunately not 
too steep, so we moved together across the face for several 
hundred feet, albeit uncomfortably aware that a slip would 
mean a long, long toboggan ride for both of us, with a 
sizeable ski-jump en route. Meeting snow again with some 
relief, we headed straight up until compelled to weave our 
way through a number of cauliflower growths, or 
'donglers', comprised of sugary snow and rotten ice, 
presumably caused by rime. The summit itself was a 
'dongler', perched on top of two long ridges like the bobble 
on top of a ski-hat, giving 50ft. of steep, unstable snow 
climbing. It added a final airy flourish to the route, 
enhancing a wonderful sense of 'sweetness and light'. 
In every direction stretched mountains and glaciers, 
intersected by channels, bays and fjords. Among embryonic 
sea-ice, leads of open water glinted amber in the dropping 
sun. Away to the south, beyond Ridge Island and the 
mountain-islands of Square Bay, the inviolate arrowhead of 
Mount Wilcox stood out above its neighbours against a sky 
of palest beryl. In the west, over Pourquoi Pas and a 
distant Adelaide, the sky was filled with reds, oranges and 
yellows. It was an empty, silent world, alive only in its 
shifting, spreading colours. Not a bird. Not even a wind. 
Just ourselves, alone with the dying sun, witnessing the 
final defiant flaring-up of life that precedes extinction. And 
all the while the shadow-line was creeping stealthily up 
towards our sunlit sanctuary. We lingered as long as we 
dared. I, for one, was reluctant to forsake it: not so much 
for the splendour of the scene, but for the peace I felt in 
myself and saw reflected all around me. Such moments of 
complete harmony with oneself, a companion, and the 
universe, are all too rare, though they must be largely what 
climbing is all about. 
We headed swiftly downwards, delayed only at the ice-cliff 
where, on the bare ice, our crampons had left no trace to 
signpost our passage. We reached the col, to a frantic 
reception from the dogs, just as the light faded, and raced 
back to camp in the dark and minus twenties, brim-full of 
the content that is borne of a perfect day. 

SUMMARY 
Antarctica: Grahamland and Palmerland. A outline of the 
problems and possibilities for mountaineering. Accounts of climbs on 
Mt. Charity and the Arrowsmith Peninsula . Climbers involved were 
Rob Collister, Malcolm McArthur and Gwynn Davies. 1970-1971 . 

COME CAMPING, CLIMBING, SKI-ING WITH QUALITY 
EQUIPMENT PLUS EXPERIENCED ADVICE FROM 

TEBBUTT'S 
35 MARKET PLACE, WEDNESBURY. Tel. 021-556 0802 
½ mile from M5 & M6 (& M1 from Dec. 71 ). Ample free parking, 

list of routes and street map free and with pleasure. 
(We also have an indoor Ski School). 
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Who the hell wants 
to hear about 

Australian Climbing1 
by Chris Baxter 

-~ Australia? This is a magazine for climbers, not prospective 
~ migrants seeking sun and comfortable suburban living. We 
8 
o want photos of our traditional , classic routes, news of our 

cl: hardest new developments, accounts of climbing on the 
~ world's greatest ranges and mountain walls . British climbers 
N have more to do than read endless lists of questionable {l 

, ., achievements on dull little crags with tongue-twister names, 
-s hidden in the depths of Australian bush. We're never going 
.,; to travel all that way for that. Besides, there's no 
~ s: historical interest. Joe didn 't christen his mother's washing 

· cS line, nor Don win his reputation as a fighter, in the Snowy ,; 
~ Mountains. What could be better than Cloggy or Ben 
" Nevis? Certainly not that Totem Pole gimmick, or Mount 
-s B :S ison with its Ozy-whatever-it-was. 
it 
.Q 
~ 
~ " Where's the bloody crag?" 

"That's it, mate." 
~ "What the hell's all the raving about then? I thought these 
ci 
~ Pammy cliffs were meant to be something; not broken, 
·"' vegetated little heaps like that. If they saw our crags they'd 
t never go near rubbish like that again. They'd be too 
~ ashamed. 
~ "And what about all the publicity they get in books and 
.~
0
~ glossy magazines? Ridiculous! It's one great public 

relations stunt. No wonder we couldn't recognize the routes a a from the photos we've seen; they're all tilted and twisted 

to cut out the grass, trees and mighty terraces. " 
"Yes, it's iniquitous that this choss should get so much 
publicity when they won't give any to our cliffs." 

British climbing is a traditional activity, with a highly 
developed sense of history, a host of legends and thousands 
of devotees. A convict colony of culturally deprived Bruces 
cannot be expected to have an interesting climbing scene. In 
fact, until the 1950's, the state of technical climbing in 
Australia was such that the few archaic ropes that did exist 
were either used for recovering surfies' cars from the 
beach or, at best, for abseiling. 
The change, when it came, was the result of two influences. 
First, the mighty influx of migrant hopefuls from the Old 
Country inevitably brought with it a tiny percentage who 
had fondled Napes Needle and could never forget the 
sensation. Second, a quasi-Oxbridge tradition of educated 
gentlemen-mountaineers developed in the universities. 
Although more the type to revere the " craft and cunning 
required to beat the Brenva" than devotees of "Munich 
Mechanization", they did at least help to spread the concept 
than man can move in more than one plane. 
Surprisingly, in the 'sixties, there was other climbing 
development in the world besides that of Anglesey- Gogarth . 
In Australia, an active band of lads emerged from the major 
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Previous page: Victorian climbers Chris Baxter, John Moore, Phil Stranger, Roland Pouligk and Chris 
Dewhirst at a bush hut in Tasmania. 

Below: John Ewbank starting The Janicepts on Mt. Piddington. This 100ft. sandstone crack is considered one 
of the most difficult climbs in Australia. Graded 21, it is gently overhanging throughout its length but is well 
protected. Photo: John Davis 

Right: John Moore leading Double Column Central on The Organ Pipes in Tasmania. This climb was 
originally graded 15 with easy aid but now goes free at grade 17 (about as hard as Cenotaph Corner) . 
Photo: P. Jackson 
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south-eastern cities. Initially led by young English climbers 
like Bryden Allen, they quickly adopted overseas advances 
and opened up new areas. Pioneering new routes and crags 
became the order of the day; a bit dull, perhaps, if you've 
always had your sights on classical masterpieces like 
Crackstone Rib or Langland's, but nevertheless extensive 
first ascent possibilities do have their rewards. The few who 
had 'seen it all' told us that we were putting up better 
routes than our heroes in Britain. But of course we didn't 
believe them. 
Brown, Crew and Robbins became the folk-heroes. Their 
latest effort, greedily devoured, became the inspiration for a 
thousand leads, until the next issue or autobiography 
appeared. No pale, local imitations, thank you - we wanted 
the genuine article. 
The British tradition of high-standard free-climbing, with 
its historically strict ethical standards, has had a 
tremendous influence in Australia. British technique and 
equipment dominate. Local conditions, however, have 
enforced some significant modifications, not all of them 
recommended as standard practice in Blackshaw. In the 
field of 'second encouragement', in particular, there have 
been some rocketing advances. Consider, for example, the 
one pioneered by a certain pair of brothers, active in new 
route development, but notorious for inconsistent form and 
explosive shouting matches. On one rather exposed section, 
several hundred feet up, on a new route on a remote crag, 
they struck an impasse. The leader had made an impressive 
traverse, which defeated his brother, despite innumerable 
half-hearted attempts and mounting 'encouragement'. From 
the point of view of rescue or retreat, the situation was 
serious, and tension mounted to the point where the leader 
asked his brother to check that all runners were removed. A 
sudden, sharp jerk on the rope had the reluctant second 
describing a screaming arc. Fortunately, the overhanging 
wall below the belay proved just climbable, and very quickly 
a thoroughly shattered second shared the stance. Power 
Dive seemed the obvious name for the route. 

Recently, developments have centred on Mount Buffalo, 
where granite walls offer free and aid routes of up to 
1,000ft. Buffalo is a paradox: a rugged and beautiful alpine 
garden plateau, thrust up 2,000ft. above rich farming 
country two hundred miles north-east of Melbourne, it is 
both a major tourist resort and also an incomparable 
sanctuary of unspoiled alpine scenery. Climbing is largely 
confined to the Gorge which, despite being directly beneath 
an ugly chalet and look-outs, has an inspirational beauty of 
monolithic granite loneliness, a crashing waterfall, and views 
out to the main peaks of the Great Divide. To see the first 
rays of sun filtering through early morning mist rising from 
the tangled gorge bottom is a unique experience. 

Tasmania, to the Australian, is roughly the equivalent of the 
Alps to British climbers. One Tasmanian peak, Frenchman's 
Cap, has 1,200ft. walls of Gogarth-type rock, and it is here 
that the main efforts have been concentrated. As with most 
other Tasmanian cliffs, however, there are a few small 
considerations like a two-day walk-in, a 200in . annual 
rainfall , and the need to negotiate swamps and horizontal 
scrub. Oh, and I almost forgot to mention the interest 
provided by the odd leech and tiger snake. 

The atmosphere of Frenchman's Cap is hard to define. But 
there is certainly something different about climbing on a 
peak which is many miles from the nearest track or unsealed 
road, let alone from civilization. The weather is so 
notoriously bad that when the sun does shine the quartzite 
seems so much whiter, the distant ocean seems to sparkle 
even bluer, and the reflections on the alpine lakes appear 







Above: The 1,200ft. East Face of Frenchman's Cap, perhaps Australia's finest cliff. Photo: Da ve Neilson. Left: John Ewbank leading Gigantor 
on Dog/ace, a 400ft. cliff in the Blue Mountains, noted for it's serious aid routes. 

all the more alive. You climb close with a friend in the 
vast white loneliness, the silence rush ing up from that 
sombre, green, unfathomed bush, a thousand miles below. 
But I forget myself ; no -one who has Tremadoc would be 
interested in anything like that. 
In New South Wales, Bluff Mountain has a 1,000ft. face, 
with some interesting routes, but summer temperatures of 
over 110°F can prove trying for even the most sensibly 
attired of the pith helmet set. 
Ball's Pyramid, an abrupt 1,800ft. sea stack of crumbling 
rock, twelve green miles from the nearest land, whilst 
admittedly not the Old Man, is still an obvious challenge. 
Ball 's Pyramid has been climbed by its two aretes, but it 
dramatically repulsed the only attempt to venture on to a 
face. Rising like a sinister cathedral under a sunny Pacific 
sky, the Pyramid leaves the heaving ocean so suddenly that 
it can only be approached by swimming from a boat through 
waters shared with sharks. Actual lodgement on rock can 
only be achieved by making use of a particularly high wave. 
Such landings, of course, are entirely conditional upon the 
weather. Perhaps nowhere else but on the Pyramid is the 
Australian loneliness more acutely felt : one is cast adrift 
on an enormous ghost ship, with only the equipment and 
fresh water with which one was landed. 
It has been found that you cannot solve such problems with 
a single, mouldy Number 4, and a figure-of-eight 
descendeur. Yosemite techniques and equipment have 
therefore been adopted whole-heartedly. Continental 
influence is less marked, but Australians who have climbed 
in the Alps have helped to spread the idea that bigger 
routes aren't solely the preserve of Don, Royal and 
Company. 
Noisy, irreverant and arrogant, the average Australian 
climber isn't exactly A.C . material. His tatty shorts, coarse 
language and constant ribaldry quickly give him away as not 

being a pre-war Everest man. Fierce competition surrounds 
new routes, and boasting abounds. A rich, colloquial 
climbing tongue has emerged. A hard or impressive climb 
doesn't grip or awe, it has you 'creaming your jeans' or 
'hosing your daks out' , depending on whether you are doing 
it or just looking ! The same rich ribaldry can also often be 
detected in the names of routes: consider, for example, The 
Cream Machine and Prince Albert's Route (the first way up 
Queen Victoria, the prominent pinnacle at Mount Buffalo) . 

Local attitudes are reflected in terrifying car-driving on 
the way to the crags. At one time, some drivers overtook 
other cars so frequently on the inside verge that visitors 
could be excused for taking this to be the legal norm. 
'Trouble' is sought, and found, among the bored, 'tough' 
youths of the one -horse towns near the crags. One climber, 
who was also a karate expert and was frustrated by a 
shortage of sparring partners, sought a solution to his 
problem by painting his boots bright green . Small town 
locals at once rose to the bait, and he obtained ample 
opportunity for the required practice. The majority, however, 
release their destructive urges in the relatively civilized 
activity of boulder-rolling. This 'sport' has a considerable 
following, but its potential is becoming limited as increasing 
numbers of climbers lob the teetering plums from cliff-tops. 
There are other typically un - British practices that are better 
left unmentioned. 

Many Australian crags are two hundred miles from the 
population centres, but with quieter roads, a five -day 
working week, and relative wealth, this is no problem. The 
English lad who catches a bus each Sunday from Sheffield 
to Stanage is unreal to his colonial counterpart. A study of 
comparative standard-of- living figures will reveal 
fundamental differences between the two countries, and 
these will probably be most marked in terms of climbing and 
other leisure-time activities. 
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Above: Ball's Pyramid, a fantastic 1,800ft. sea stack over 400 miles from the Australian mainland. The Pyramid was first climbed in 1965 by a route UJ:' the right skyline (photo right), and in 1970 a second route was pioneered up the ridge facing the camera. The massive flanking walls are now the goal of 
ambitious Australian climbers. Photos: John Davis 

Every Friday evening, car-loads of climbers drive to remote 
bush camp-sites for a weekend centred round a smoky fire 
under clear skies. The better routes are repeated, and new 
ones climbed. Cloggy's Pedestal Crack is similar to many of 
the climbs put up each year. The relentless search for more 
impressive unclimbed walls has resulted in some solid aid 
routes. Most of the climbing is free, however, and follows 
inescapable lines on sandstone crags, averaging 350ft. 
Jamming, laybacks, and particularly bridging, are the main 
techniques for crags resembling inland Gogarths or 
magnified Millstone Edges. 
Local modification is perhaps most marked in grading. The 
Australian system is open-ended and currently ranges from 
1-21. The Fang at Tremadoc would probably rate 17, 
Mur y Niwl 14, and Nea 12. This system has incurred 
British mirth for the number of divisions it incorporates; 
for those accustomed to 'mild very severes' and 'mild 
difficults', it must be laughable. 
But the inevitable colonial growing pains are best reflected 
in ethical questions. Australians have been troubled by the 
problem of finding a happy balance between 'security' and 
'being sporting'. Too often they have opted for the former. 
Consequently, bolting and over-protected leads have enjoyed 
widespread popularity in certain areas. Overseas contact is 
now breaking this down, however, and there has been a 
particularly strong reaction against bolting. 
American thinking on peg runners dictates Australian 
practice, but whereas in Britain the overriding ethical 
question appears to revolve around what is placed, rather 
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than how it is used, the reverse applies in Australia. There, 
ethical standards regarding aid in any form are carefully 
defined and strictly adhered to. This contrasts sharply with 
the confused mumbo-jumbo and jiggery-pokery surrounding 
the same issue in Britain. Most British climbers won't hear of 
over-protection, but what is allow£d may evidently be used 
in any way whatever, if common practice is anything to go 
by! How many climbers on the crux of Stromboli, 
Tremadoc, find their left hand straying from the rock? The 
illegal peg in Leg Slip, and the piton marks on Diagonal, 
Dinas Mot, are indications that even these tactics aren't 
sufficient for some climbers. The guide books only confound 
the chaos and increase the opportunities for 'mistakes'. 
Whether or not you use aid on Penamnen Groove, Carreg 
Alltrem, depends on which book you follow. Ambiguous 
references to pegs appear in abundance, as for instance in 
the descriptions of Barbarian and Vector in the Snowdon 
South guide book. 
An Australian route with aid eliminated never reverts to its 
original state, no matter how many climbers suddenly find a 
classic route beyond them. This is a far cry from the 
situation in Britain where Cenotaph Corner and Ivy 
Sepulchre are just two of many examples of 'freed' routes 
legitimately retaining some aid. Such practice could only 
arise in a country which prides itself on being a pillar of 
democracy. 
British climbers are sufficient in number to benefit from 
the 'commercialization' of their sport. Australians don't 
benefit in this way, and therefore miss the associated 

benefits of lavishly-stocked climbing shops, autobiographies 
of local heroes, and the opportunity of watching 
McNaught-Davis gripped on the Telly. For these, and other 
sources of inspiration, they turn to Britain and the U.S.A. 
This situation has given rise to few super-stars, but rather a 
relatively even spread of achievement. (John Ewbank, with 
over three hundred good routes, is an exception.) 
So, despite the obvious benefits of tradition, sharing your 
chosen climb with others, commercialization in all its 
sparkling glory, and crags with inbuilt water cooling
systems, I find it hard to settle with British climbing. 
Very occasionally, there are times when I'd like to be able 
to run out my whole rope on a crag, just to see if it really 
is 150ft. long. There are times, too, when I don't want used 
car lots and hamburger stalls at my feet, and when I'd like 
to be able to shed my cagoule and duvet for the crux. So it's 
back to Down Under I'll go, back to the cragless wilderness 
to run the family pub with my brother Bruce in Alice Springs. 
MAIN CLIFFS. For the rock-climber prepared to travel Australia offers an excellent 
selection of cliffs. Booroomba Rocks, the Blue Mountains, the Grampians, 
Mt. Arapiles, Frog Buttress, Organ Pipes and Mt. Buffalo are the most extensively 
d~veloped areas, being within easy reach of the main population centres. For the 
big-wall climber major routes of over 1,000ft. can be found on Federation Peak, 
Frenchman 's Cap and in the Warrumbungles. Tasmania offers a selection of sea stacks 
but Ball's Pyramid off Lord Howe Island holds pride of place for the addicts of this 
appendage of the sport. Finally, for those who like remote areas there are many cliffs 
rip7 _for development but protected by extremes of climate or great distance from 
c,v,lisation or both - the Flinders Ranges and Mt. St. Clair National Park fall into that 
category. 

SUMMARY 
Rock Climbing in Australia. A lighthearted comparison between the cliffs, the climbers 
and the attitudes to climbing in Great Britain and Australia. 
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New Books 
Drasdo attacks the Outward Bound creed in important 
new study of mountaineering values 

Education and the Mountain 
Centres 
by Harold Drasdo 
Available from Drasdo, Tyddyn 
Gabriel, Llanrwst, North Wales. 
Price: 30p. (plus 1 Op for postage 
and packing) 

There have been few signif ica nt 
contributions to the field of 
c limbing literature since the w ar. 
A plethora of factual or fabulous 
tales has poured from every nook 
and cranny of the mountain 
world, yet somehow there has 
been a curious paucity of 
vision in the rarefied atmosphere 
of cl imbing values : a vital realm 
has grown moribund, the spirit 
would seem to have departed 
from the moment of action . 
There was Noyce's Mountains 
and Men, arguably the finest 
blend of action and 
contemplation in the whole field 
of climbing autobiography ; and 
Menlove Edwards's essays from 
the war years and before, 
published with a biographical 
note by Noyce and Sutton as 
Samson: the life and writings 
of John Menlove Edwards, an 
enthralling work, perhaps 
inhibited by the collaboration 
of its editors. But beyond this 
there has been little, until the 
present paper by Harold Drasdo, 
the titular theme of which belies 
its wider implications. A 
pamphlet, an extended essay, an 
indication of work in progress, 
it is the most important piece 
of writing yet to have emerged 
from its particular area of 
interest, and it is certainly the 
most open-minded and sensitive 
discussion of the values implicit 
in climbing and allied pursuits 
since the time of Noyce and 
Edwards. 
Education and the Mountain 
Centres is the title, the 
individual and his response to 
the natural world the theme. 
The framework of the essay is a 
discussion of the variety of 
ways in which the Mountain 
Centres dictate, or contrive 
situations which impose, a 
system of values likely to cause 
shifts in the individual 's 
evaluation of his own responses . 
Each of the approaches used is 
analysed and found not only 
wanting , but symptomatic of a 
deeper malaise within the 
society which produced it : the 
necessarily limiting methodology 
of field studies, the feeling 
implicit within the teaching-of 
skills approach that what is 
taught must be 'educationally 
viable', must be ' integrated' 
within a system whose ability 
to encompass the values 
broached here remains as yet 
unproven. 
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Finally, and seemingly most 
virulently, an attack is made 
upon the quasi- nat ionalistic 
semantics of Outward Bound, an 
approach which preaches loyalty 
to a system which in its 
theoretical form could never 
comprehend the values of 
Drasdo's approach. Yet, even 
here, where it is as its most 
incisive, his criticism is 
completely fair ; he notes the 
good aspects of the system's 
practical work, while making 
the characteristic observation 
that " Nature may be subverting 
the work of the Character 
Builders at every step". 
The overall style is discursive 
and humorous ; Drasdo's stand 
point is that of the Romantic, 
his affinities lying with 
Thoreau, Blake and perhaps even 
Wordsworth . His range of 
reference is wide and apt, 
lending him a richness of 
suggestion and allusion all too 
rare in the arid realms of 
mountain writing . One feels the 
weight of I. A. Richards and 
Herbert Read behind his 
statement of belief in the values 
of climbing, and that of 
Richards and George Steiner in 
his onslaught on the verbal 
infelicities of Outward Bound. 
Whether or not we accept that 
" no serious outdoor educationist 
can afford to ignore Richards's 
Principles of Literary 
Criticism", we cannot but 
concede that there is a depth 
and validity of thought here in 
their application 
In particular, in considering 
climbing as a creative act, 
Drasdo's use of the ideas put 
forward by Steiner in Language 
and Silence is a tour de force 
of critical writing, opening up 
vast new grounds to the reader's 
awareness. And it is here, 
perhaps, that the key to the 
paper's value can be found : 
for, brief, provisional and 
personal as it is, it leaves the 
reader excited at the intuition 
of what is possible in terms of 
awareness through the medium 
of rock and the outdoor 
environment. 
That these should play a vital 
part in the education of the 
young is only right, but in the 
Mountain Centres as they are at 
present the trend is towards a 
limitation of awareness : through 
Mountain Centres without a 
creed, through the ever
increasing emphasis on equip 
mental expertise, and through the 
whole stultifying stress on 
safety, which has somewhere 
lost sight of the basic premise 
that safety can only derive from 
the individual 's full awareness of 
his environment (as witnessed 

by th e Cairngorm tragedy). 
Drasdo's paper comes as a 
t imely counteraction to this 
t rend ; anarchic, f inely argued, 
and full of conviction, it will 
surely lead to further 
discussion which cannot but 
benefit its field . 
The value of Drasdo's 
contribution in opting out of 
a risk -free role into the realm 
of public debate cannot be 
over-emphasized. 
Jim Perrin 

In this Short Span 
by Michael Ward 
Gollancz: £3.75 

Mike Ward, surgeon, mountaineer 
and writer, has drawn together 
biographical material and 
accounts of his Himalayan 
experiences in a volume of 
unusual interest . 
Anyone who has read his The 
Mountaineer's Companion, an 
anthology about mountaineering 
literature and poetry, will be 
aware of Ward's catholic tastes 
and his broad understanding of 
mountaineering problems and 
mountain appeal. In the present 
volume it is the scientific side of 
Ward's life that emerges most 
persistently. 
Throughout his Himalayan 
episodes, Ward's role has been 
that of a mountain doctor, with 
all the pressures such a job 
involves. There has been a 
persistent tension between this 
task and that of climbing, but 
the combination seems to have 
been more than usually 
successful. 
In comparison with other recent 
examples of mountaineering 
biography, Ward's account of his 
childhood and youth reads like 
an upper middle-class fairy tale. 
Ward was involved in the last 
shades of inter-war 
mountaineering. He met 
Winthrop-Young, climbed with 
Menlove Edwards, and knew a 
younger and athletic A. B. 
Hargreaves. He chalked up some 
good ascents in the Alps in the 
'forties, but his introduction to 
Himalayan climbing was more 
spectacular. He was a keen 
proponent of the South Col 
route which was used by the 
successful 1953 Everest 
expedition . In his book he 
untangles the complex 
machinations which took place 
before and during the 1951 
reconnaissance, and those which 
underlay the replacement of 
Eric Shipton by John Hunt as 
leader of the 1953 expedition . 
His account of the 1953 ascent 
reveals a more balanced and less 
over-simplified view than most 
of the books which have been 

written about the world's 
highest mountain . This balance 
can be traced to Ward 's 
strivings towards objectivity. 
He uses his role as doctor and 
scientist to contrast himself 
with the classicist and romantic 
Wilfred Noyce. But the chapter 
on Everest 1953, which forms 
the core of the early part of the 
book, is also evocative : " It 
seemed a logical progress that 
within four years of reaching 
the highest land on Earth man 
found the means to leave Earth 
altogether." 
Ward stresses that it was by 
virtue of suitably placed 
resources, and having the right 
oxygen sets in the right hands, 
that Ed Hillary and Tensing had 
a chance to reach the top. But 
the ascent was by no means such 
a programmed and neat process 
as the mass media led the 
contemporary public to believe. 
In his subsequent journeyings, 
Ward's role became more clearly 
that of the scientist and 
surgeon. The 1960/ 61 expedition 
with which he was involved was 
scientific to Ward, although 
remarkable climbing emerged 
from it : the first ascent (and in 
winter) of Arna Dablam . The 
research on altitude, carried 
out that winter by Ward and 
Dr. Griffith Pugh, has been of 
considerable value. 
After spending the winter at 
high altitude and climbing 
Arna Dablam, the expedition 
launched its ill-fated attempt 
on Makalu . For a number of 
reasons it foundered . There were 
some terrible times and some 
nasty injuries. Ward himself 
came near to death, as did other 
members of the expedition ; they 
were fortunate to escape without 
fatalities. 
From the mountaineering point of 
view, the remainder of the book 
is less compelling : a tale of 
interesting exploration and 
valuable scientific and 
humanitarian medical work in 
Bhutan in the mid -sixties . 
In a sense, the book fades out 
into more recent considerations. 
But that is hardly a criticism, 
for this doctor is a mountaineer 
too : the springs of his actions 
are exceedingly complex. 
Indeed, one of the book's most 
interesting qualities lies in its 
attempt to untangle in one 
individual motivations that are 
rarely clear in mountaineering. 
Paul Nunn 



The great days of Lakeland climbing 

The First Tigers 
The Early History of Rock 
Climbing in the Lake District 
by Alan Hankinson 
Dent: £3.00 

" Is there a road up there?" 
asked the patriarchal figure 
with flowing black beard, 
enormous boots, and a young 
lad in tow, standing at the 
bottom of the Borrowdale Crag. 
We recommended Black Crag 
Buttress and eventually th e 
Grand Old Man emerged 
triumphant on the summit and 
proclaimed it a "pretty piece of 
mountain practice" . This splendid 
figure, still emaciated from the 
near-fatal tropical disease he 
contracted a few months 
previously while acting as 
ITN's man-on-the-spot on 
Annapurna, was Alan Hankinson : 
the lad was his 13-year-old son, 
James. 
Who better, then , to write a 
history of the Golden Age of 
British Rock Climbing, from 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge's solo 
descent of Broad Stand in 1802, 
to the first fatal accident 
when four climbers roped 
together fell to their deaths 
from the Pinnacle Face of 
Scafell in 1 903? 
Many of the factual details 
about these pioneers are 
recorded in the lists of first 
ascents, in the historical 
chapters of guide-books and in 
numerous articles in the Fell 
and Rock Club journals, and 
Hankinson wisely pays as much 
attention to the social 
conditions which surrounded~the 
birth of the sport as he does 
to the remarkable achievements 
of these equally remarkable men. 
(How many modern climbers 
would sight lead Botteril/'s Slab 
in nailed boots, totally 
unprotected, and clenching an 
ice axe in their teeth?) 
In the beginning, rock climbing 
was clearly an elitist sport 
attracting the talented and 
prosperous members of the 
optimistic industrialist upper 
middle-class. These people 
preferred to invent their own 
eccentric, demanding and 
dangerous pastimes rather than 
to emulate the leisure 
activities of the aristocracy or 
the landed middle-class ("Oh! 
what a beautiful day - let's go 
out and kill something." ) Once 
one has made allowances for the 
period charm of these stalwart 
academics and captains of 
Victorian industry, with their 
fell-poles and clinker nails, 
their hemp ropes and Norfolk 
jackets, their stiff upper lips 
and mutton -chop whiskers, their 
'corking japes· and 'spitting 

Below: Early motorists, early climbers - Ashley Abraham, A. S. Thompson and George Abraham on their wa y 
to the crags. This and many other interesting photos appear in 'The First Tigers' . 

wheezes·, they emerge as 
remarkably like the present day 
practitioners. One big difference 
lay in the almost total absence 
of the working class in those 
days, and even, it would seem, 
of the lower middle-class, 
though two Irish navvies did 
make an early ascent of Pillar 
Rock, characteristically nicking 
the empty bottle within which 
the gents recorded their ascents. 
Owen Glynne Jones, it seems, 
was a brilliant, pushing climber, 
but also a rather brash fellow, 
addicted to guide-book writing 
as a means of self-advertisement 
- a sort of Ed Drummond of the 
Naughty ' Nineties. In the same 
way, the Abraham brothers, with 
their omnipresent cameras, their 
peremptory commands for 
photographic rearrangement, and 
their larger than life exuberance 
(both literary and vocal) , 
remind one irresistibly of a pair 
(God forbid) of Ken Wilsons. 
On the other hand, there is 
surely no one in the present 
scene capable of filling the 
outsize Eckenstein crampons 
of Aleister Crowley, who 
defaecated into the Himalayan 
stew, munched opium instead of 
Kendal Mint Cake, and soloed 
Beachy Head. In some ways, the 
very first climber, the 
laudanum-swilling Coleridge, 
was the most modern of them all. 
Having soloed Broad Stand on 
Scafell and Moss Force at 
Buttermere, he wrote of the 
" stretched and anxious state of 
mind favourable to the depth of 

pleasurable Impression", so 
anticipating, by more than a 
hundred years, the ethos, if 
not the achievement, of the 
acid-heads of Yosemite. 
But even if climbers have 
changed and multiplied an 
hundredfold, and even though 
the crags are now festooned 
with routes and the centre has 
shifted from the Wastwater Hotel 
to the Padarn Lake, the locals, at 
least, remain unaltered, 
treating the exploits of the 
crag-rats with the same degree 
of disbelieving and amused 
tolerance that Will Ritson , the 
landlord of the Wasdale Head 
displayed on being told that the 
North Face of Scafell had just 
been climbed for the first time : 
" What the hell," he cried, "nowt 
but a fleeing thing could git 
oop theer." 
Mike Thompson 

The Roof of the World 
Aldus Encyclopaedia of 
Discovery and Exploration 
by Geoffrey Hindley 
Aldus Books: £2.00 

Here is yet another coloured and 
glossy general book, aimed at 
the young and popular market. 
Mountaineering is approached 
historically, and accounts are 
given of the development of 
climbing in all the major 
mountain ranges . There are also 
brief descriptions of techniques 
and equipment. 
Each chapter is devoted to a 
different part of the world, 
and the most significant 

mountaineering events are dealt 
with . Once again we can read 
about all the usual landmarks in 
climbing - Whymper's ascent of 
the Matterhorn, Buhl 's big 
effort on Nanga Parbat and, of 
course, the continuing (and 
seemingly never-ending) tale of 
Everest. However, there are also 
details of climbing episodes 
which are rarely reported 
elsewhere: early attempts on Mt. 
McKinley, with the celebrated 
hoax covered in depth, and 
Cassin's later expedition to the 
South Face of the same mountain . 
Finally, there is a glossary of 
mountaineering terms, together 
with short biographies of some 
of the leading exponents of the 
sport. 
The book is amply illustrated, 
and there are a number of 
interesting new shots which 
indicate some useful pictorial 
research . There is a photograph 
of a resplendent Queen 
Margherita of Italy, complete 
with white face mask and 
entourage, on her ascent of 
Monte Rosa. This and other such 
goodies from the past are closely 
followed by heroic pictures of 
contemporary heroes like 
Bonington, "one of the finest 
climbers of modern times", who 
looks immaculate in flame-red 
duvet and smartly trimmed beard, 
standing in front of the Eiger 
which seems to pale into 
insignificance. 
Preoccupation with somewhat 
shallow and popular issues is 
evident throughout, nowhere 

37 



New Books 

more so than in the anxious 
chapter quizzing Tensing about 
whether he or Hillary reached the 
summit first; who really cares? 
In the discussion about why 
people climb, there is a faintly 
dubious representation of modern 
ethics, and a book which gives 
a long and frenzied account of 
the Kurz tragedy on the Eiger, yet 
only devotes three lines to the 
first ascent, can hardly be called 
an authoritative work on 
mountaineering . 
But there are compensatory 
factors: the coverage of the 
more unusual aspects of climbing, 
together with appropriately 
strange pictures; the descriptions 
of early, isolated ascents; and 
the accounts of mystical and 
religious attitudes to mountains. 
All these topics seem worlds 
apart, in expression if not in 
feeling, from the aura which 
surrounds modern 
mountaineering. They make a 
refreshing change from gripping 
accounts of climbs we have all 
heard about before. 
Despite its shortcomings, this 
book is superb value for £2.00; 
it would make an excellent 
primer for any young person 
contemplating climbing, or for 
anyone who is simply interested 
in mountains. But to those with 
a greater knowledge of the 
climbing world, the book will 
probably be of no more than 
passing interest - although in 
view of its fascinating 
illustrations and obscure facts, 
this is perhaps a pity. 
Simon Goodman 

The Scottish Lochs (2 vols.) 
by Tom Weir 
Constable: £2 per vol. 

Suilven, " the Matterhorn of 
Scotland, a plinth of pink 
sandstone on grey gneiss", soars 
dramatically above the moorlands 
of Assynt. In Tom Weir's 
photograph, 8¼'' high by 4¼" 
wide, it is so barbarously 
confined that its top seems to 
be cut off, and its shoulders 
almost burst out of the page. 
The narrow, vertically elongated 
format chosen by the publishers, 
although well suited to Ron 
James·s Welsh rock climbing 
illustrations, is here a strait
jacket, generally unsuitable for 
the broad views of Scottish 
lochs and mountains which are 
the main feature of this guide
book for the discerning tourist. 
Where the picture has been 
allowed to spread on to both 
pages, the effect is much 
better, although the central 
fold is a constant irritation. 
In the second volume, the 
quality of reproduction of the 
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author's photographs does them 
and Scotland a disservice. Those 
in Volume I are much more 
attractive . 
Tom Weir has aimed at universal 
appeal. There are notes and 
anecdotes on ornithology, wild
life, fishing, walking, climbing, 
nature trails, geology, social 
history, Scottish legends, 
depopulation and crofting. A 
balanced view is given of the 
work of the Nature Conservancy, 
the Forestry Commission and 
the Hydro-electric Boards. 
To the expert, the coverage may 
seem superficial ; for the 
visitor, however, this work is a 
mine of information about the 
Scottish countryside, written by 
a man who knows and loves it. 
Paddy Buckley 

The Alpine Journal 1972 
Edited by Edward Pyatt 
£2.50 (soft cover) £3.25 (hard) 

As the fourth of the new-style 
Alpine Journals, and the second 
edited by Pyatt, this issue has 
to live up to high standards. As 
usual the Journal draws on 
world-wide sources, with 
expedition reports and summaries 
on climbing in Australasia, North 
America, Sweden and Rhodesia 
(no politics!). Particularly good 
are the reviews by Cassin, on 
" Italian Climbing between the 
Wars", and by Henri Agrestri, 
on "Winter Climbing in the 
Mont Blanc Massif '. 
The formulae elaborated in 
" lntervisibility" and "Optical 
Phenomena" will probably baffle 
most readers, but presumably 
such articles have their devotees. 
There are also essays of a more 
general nature ("Some Swiss 
Mountain Railways" and "The 
1971 Eruption of Mount Etna" 
are two examples) whose 
connections with mountaineering 
are sometimes tenuous. While 
articles of this nature are an 
essential ingredient to the mix 
which makes the "AJ" what it is, 
the overall emphasis in this 
issue seems to have strayed too 
far from serious climbing . 
Perhaps the strangest inclusion 
is an account of the Army 
Catering Corps' attempt to eat 
its way up the Lauper Route 
(codenamed "Eiger '71") with 
dolly mixture to add variety 
to the diet! 
As alW<iYS, the Journal is well 
supported by its regional notes. 
In many respects these are 
invaluable, but the Alpine and 
Great Britain notes are starting 
to look very familiar in content: 
the former are duplicated by the 
A.C.G. Bulletin from the same 
club, and the latter, following a 
well-tried format, can only 
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reiterate what has already 
appeared in print elsewhere. 
British climbing periodicals have 
increased dramatically, both in 
quantity and quality, during the 
last few years, and the Alpine 
Journal's formula should be 
continually under review if it is 
to continue as essential reading 
for all mountaineers. While this is 
not a bad issue, it does not 
really come up to the standards 
set by its predecessors. 
Bob Moulton 

NEW GUIDE BOOKS 

The Staunings Alps 
by Donald Bennet 
Gastons/ West Col: £2. 70 
(Incl. two maps, also available 
separately for £1 .00) 

This volume, published jointly 
by Gastons Alpine Books and 
West Col Productions, is the 
first in the Expedition Library 
series; future volumes are 
planned to cover major ranges in 
South America, Africa and the 
Himalaya. 
The Staunings Alps, which are 
situated in latitude 72°N on 
the east coast of Greenland, 
have been the scene of much 
expeditionary activity over the 
past twenty years, due partly to 
the area's proximity to the 
mining air strip of Mestersvig, 
and partly to the steady increase 
in air chartering facilities 
available from Europe. 
Leaders of future expeditions to 
the area will have reason to be 
grateful to Mr. Bennet. In this 
book, the first of its type in 
any language, he has drawn 
together an amazing amount of 
information of a kind which 
previous leaders had to assemble 
laboriously for themselves. 
The volume is well produced and 
nicely laid out : the main 
chapters dealing with previous 
expeditions and climbs are 
backed up by sections on the 
history, geography, geology and 
natural history of the area, 
together with useful information 
on expedition planning and 
future prospects. 
The text is supplemented by 
several plates and line maps, 
although the cartography is 
regrettably not up to the 
standard set by the rest of the 
book. Two further maps ,to a 
scale of 1 :100.000, are supplied 
loose with the book, and 
indicate the main summits and 
features referred to in the text, 
but the Danish 1 :250.000 maps, 
although to a smaller scale, will 
be necessary for any detailed 
topgraphic study. Unfortunately, 
the original plan to include the 
latter maps in a pocket in the 

back of the book has been 
abandoned. 
Publication of this volume 
coincides with the introduction 
by the Danish Government of 
more stringent safety regulations, 
including the virtual closure of 
Mestersvig air strip to all but 
'officially approved ' expeditions. 
The book deals briefly with the 
regulations, and provides some 
information on alternative means 
of access to the area, though 
the advice to join charter groups 
may well be misleading as the 
Danish authorities may be 
better disposed towards private 
applications in future. 
Many will view with regret this 
first step in the cataloguing of 
one of the world 's more remote 
regions, but there can be no 
doubt that those actively 
engaged in planning an 
expedition to the area will 
welcome this book as much as 
their more inactive colleagues 
will contemplate with pleasure 
the slothful hours to be passed 
with the dun I in at "Festers Vig"! 
Derek Fordham 

Climbs in Leicestershire 
by Ken Vickers 
Leicester Mountaineering 
Club: 75p. 

It is nice to note that the small 
club venture can still excel, 
even in the world of guide-book 
big business. We have already 
seen good local efforts for 
Yorkshire, Northumberland and 
Avon Gorge, and now the 
quarries and outcrops of 
Leicestershire are covered by an 
equally useful publication. 
Frankly, the climbing here is 
not out of the top drawer. It is 
rather scruffy in outlook, 
rarely boasts good position and, 
like all quarry climbing, can 
become a little monotonous in 
terms of technique. 
Nevertheless, the routes are 
often quite long, and the rock 
is generally good, hard and 
delightful to climb on. 
For the rock-starved Midlander, 
or even a North Londoner (1 ½ 
hours away up the motorway) , 
these cliffs are useful for cold 
winter weekends or mid-week 
summer training. From this point 
of view, the latest edition of 
the guide (with 50 climbs of over 
1 OOft. , and scores of others) is 
very welcome. 
Providing that you don't expect 
too much, the short detour from 
the M 1 to these crags can be 
most worthwhile, and you're 
quite likely to find sufficient 
incentive to make periodic 
returns. 
Ken Wilson 



Letters 
B.M.C. 's Dennis Gray hits out at the 
"mass-media clique" cornering 
expedition cash. 

Expedition Finance 

from the National Officer of the 
British Mountaineering Council 

Dear Sir, 
I was interested in Doug Scott's 
suggestions at the culmination of 
his article on Baffin Island 
(Mountain 22) as to how he 
thought the B.M.C. might help in 
financially aiding mountaineering 
expeditions of the future. The 
B.M .C. has recently negotiated a 
grant via The Sports Council for 
the Bonington / South -West Face 
Everest expedition and thus as a 
member of that party, Mr. Scott 
is to benefit by such action. It is 
the intention of the B.M.C. to 
support any expedition to the 
best of its ability and it must 
be noted that a condition of the 
above grant is that if the party 
is successful, a portion of the 
profits then ensuing must go into 
an expedition fund to be used by 
other parties in the years ahead. 
Presumably if the party is 
unsuccessful realism suggests 
there will be no profit to report! ! 
But the above action raises 
important matters which must 
now be considered by the whole 
British mountaineering world. No 
previous expedition has ever had 
what might be termed direct 
taxpayer support, nor has there 
ever been a truly " National " 
expedition from this country ; 
though many expeditions have 
found it convenient to beat the 
warlike drum of nationalism to 
raise their vital finances ... "a 
summit for the old country etc". 
Many of our leading climbers are 
beginning to feel that expeditions 
such as the South -West Face of 
Everest are becoming a closed 
shop, the preserve of a few, 
besides an ever growing number 
who are questioning the whole 
worth of any such venture. 
Mountaineering is not war, it is 
at its best in extempore more, 
but some would say that it is 
now only possible to raise 
enough money if you are a 
member of this mass media 
clique, the bigger and better 
syndrome! In this context 
it must be noted with sadness 
that a first class, worthwhile 
expedition has just had to cancel 
its plans for an outstanding 
objective in the Karakoram 
because it could not raise its 
budget of £4,000. When this is 
set aside the £60,000 to be 
expended by the Everest party 
one can begin to see how the 
cookie crumbles! 
The point at issue and one which 
only British climbers can decide 
by giving direction is should the 
B.M.C. now form a National 
Expedition committee with the 
intention simi lar to the French 

"F.F.M.", of a truly national 
expedition every two or three 
years to some outstanding 
objective of the mountain 
world, where book, film, 
reporting, advertising rights will 
always be ploughed back into 
further expeditions. Or is it best 
to leave the present situation as 
it is, where all expeditions are 
the work of personal initiative. 
The writer would have been 
emphatically for the latter 
course until this last two/ three 
years, but the changing 
situation is squeezing the little 
(many worthwhile parties) out, 
and as it is now the media which 
provides the bulk of the money it 
is only interested in the big 
expeditions, by the big name 
climbers (in media terms), and 
more and more of the exploitation 
of climbing is being done by the 
climbers themselves besides the 
wicked retailers, film-makers, 
publishers cited by Mr. Scott! 
Your readers' views would be 
greatly appreciated. 
Yours sincerely, 
Dennis D. Gray (B.M.C., London) 

Keeping Carnmore a secret 
from Jeff Connor 
Dear Sir, 
Everyone, I am sure, will agree 
with Mr. Buckley's sentiments on 
the wilderness that is Carnmore 
(Mountain 22); his plea to keep 
further route-recording to a 
minimum will doubtless be widely 
appreciated. However, his 
intentions seem less than clear 
when his cry from the heart 
appears in an article which not 
only includes descriptions of 
various routes and unclimbed 
crags, but also a map of the area 
showing the exact location of 
these crags, notes on access, and 
such statements as "the potential 
has been barely tapped". 
Mr. Buckley is right indeed when 
he says that his own position is 
"rather shaky". A plea for a 
clamp-down on Carnmore news, 
followed by a description in some 
detail of one's own (previously 
unrecorded) route on Fionn 
Buttress, can only lead the reader 
to doubt Mr. Buckley's self
confessed integrity. However, he 
does excuse himself later in the 
article by pointing out that "the 
desire to see one's own name in 
print is not always dishonourable" . 
To publish, or even invite for 
publication, such an article in a 
wide-circulation climbing 
magazine seems irresponsible to 
say the least, particularly when 
today's budding rock showmen 
are left with so little unclimbed 
rock on which to make their 
short-lived names. 
Yours sincerely, 
Jeff Connor (Aviemore) 

The Go/lancz rope of 
mountain authors: 

Just published: 

IN THIS SHORT SPAN 
A life of Himalayan mountaineering 

and exploration 
BY MICHAEL WARD 

£3.75 

TOM PATEY'S 
One Man's Mountains 

includes his songs 
£3.00 

DENNIS GRAY'S 
Rope Boy 

From the Bradford Lads and the 
Rock and Ice to the High Tatra 

and the Kulu 
£2.50 

JOE BROWN'S 
The Hard Years 

"The autobiography no mountaineer 
should miss" - The Guardian 

£2.10 

LIONEL TERRAY'S 
Conquistadors of the Useless 

From the Alps to Annapurna 
£1.50 

CHRIS 
BONINGTON'S 

I Chose To Climb 
"Indispensable" - Glasgow Herald 

£1.50 

Coming early in 1973 

CHRIS BONINGTON'S 
second volume of autobiography 

The Next Horizon 
covers the years 1966-1971 

GOLLANCZ 
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moqntaineering 
equ1a111ent 
suppliers 
The shops marked (C) (M) (S) hire out Camping, Mountaineering and 
Ski-ing Equipment. 

UNITED KINGDOM 
Aberdeen 
F. Diack and Son, 
302 George Street. 
Tel. 0224.26952. 
Aberdeen 
Campbell"s Sports (S), 
520 Union Street. 
Tel. 0224.20157. 
Ambleside 
Frank Davies, Climber·s Shop, 
Compston Corner. 
Tel. Ambleside 2297. 
Aviemore 
Speyside Sports (S) , 
Tel. Aviemore 629. 
Bangor 
Arvons, 
216 High Street. 
Tel. 0248.3849. 
Bethesda 
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. (S) , 
35 Cannon Street, 2. 
Tel. 021.643.5180. 
Birmingham 
Pindisports, 
27- 29 Martineau Square. 
Tel. 021.236.9383. 
Blackburn 
J and J Kirkham (C), 
9- 11 High Church Street. 
Tel. 0254.57688. 
Blackpool 
The Alpine Centre, 
193 Church Street. 
Tel. 0253.24307. 
Bolton 
Alpine Sports (S), 
117 Bradshawgate. 
Tel. 0204.25087. 
Bradford 
P & S Outdoor Shop, 
71 a Godwin Street. 
Tel. 0274.21998. 
Brighton 
Sports and Leisure, 
48 North Street. 
Tel. 0273.29539. 
Broughton-in-Furness, Lanes. 
Mountain Centre, 
Brade Street. Tel. 461 . 
(open until 8 p.m.) 
Buxton 
High Peak Outdoor Centre, 
22 High Street. 
Tel. 0298.5824. 
Cambridge 
The Outdoor Centre, 
7 Bridge Street. 
Tel. 0223.53956. 
Capel Curig 
Joe Brown, 
The Climbing Shop. 
Tel. Capel Curig 205. 
Capel Curig 
Ellis Brigham (M) (S), 
Mountain Centre. 
Tel. Capel Curig 232. 
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Cardiff 
U.D.A. Mountaineering, 
52 Cowbridge Road East, 
Canton. Tel. 0222.22710 
Croydon 
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. 
Tel. Fort Will iam 3245. 
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 
Speyside Sports (S}, 
47 High Street. 
Tel. Grantown 246. 
Groom bridge : Sussex 
Terry's Festerhaunt, 
Main Street (M). 
Tel. 089.276.238 (684). 
Halifax 
The Outdoor Centre, 
3 Princes Arcade. 
Tel. 0422.65549. 
Keswick 
Stubbs Outdoor Sports, 
28 Lake Road. 
Tel. 0596.73524. 
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. 
Leeds 
H. W. Poole, 
34/ 36 Eastgate (C) (S), 
Tel. 0532.24599. 

Leeds 
H. W. Poole, 
2 Wade Street (C) (S) . 
Tel. 0532.29374. 
Leicester 
Roger Turner, 
Mountain Sports (S), 
105 London Road. 
Tel. 0533.25235. 
Leigh-on-Sea, Essex 
Mountain Safety Research, 
35 Progress Road. 
Tel. 0702.523262. 
Mail order only. 
Liverpool 
Ellis Brigham (C) (M) (S), 
73 Bold Street, 1 . 
Tel. 051 .709.6912. 
Llanberis 
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. Services Ltd., (S). 
29 John Adam Street, W.C.2. 
Tel. 01.839.17.22. · 
Manchester 
Ellis Brigham (C) (M) (S), 
6/14 Cathedral Street, 4. 
Tel. 061.834.0161 . 
Manchester, Urmston 
J. & A. Sports & Camping Co. (C), 
15 Station Road . 
Tel. 061 .748.6408. 
Manchester, Eccles 
J . & A. Sports & Camping Co. 
112 Liverpool Road . 
Tel. 061.789.6044. 
Manchester 
Stubbs Outdoor Sports, 
211 Deansgate 2. 
Tel. 061 834.7278. 

Manchester 
Y.H.A. Services Ltd. (S), 
36/ 38 Fountain Street, 2. 
Tel. 061 .834.7119. 

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

Matlock Bath 
The Bivouac, 
56 North Parade. 
Tel. 0629.3750 

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 (C) (S). 
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. 

Penzance 
Ellis Brigham, 
Market Jew Street. 
Preston 
P.S.D. Sports Dept., 
141 Friargate. 
Tel. 0772.53793. 
Sheffield 
Bryan G. Stokes, 
High Court, High Street. 
Tel. 0742.27525. 
Sheffield 
Don Morrison, 
Mountaineering Equipment, 
343 London Road. 
Tel. 0742.56018. 
Skipton 
The Dales Outdoor Centre, 
Coach Street. 
Tel. 0756.4305. 
Stockport 
Base Camp (C) , 
89 Lower Hillgate. 
Tel. 061.480.2945. 
Wednesbury 
Tebbutt Bros. (C) (M) (S), 
35 Market Place. 
Tel. 021.556.0802. 
West Bromwich 
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. 

CANADA 

Calgary, Alberta 
The Hostel Shop, 
1414 Kensinton Road, N.W., 41 
Tel. 403.283.5551. (C) (M) (S). 

UNITED STATES 

California: Berkeley 
The North Face, 
2804 Telegraph Ave., 
94705. (S) (C) , 
Tel. 415.548.1371. 

California: Campbell 
Mountain Life, 
2513 Winchester Boulevard, 
95008. (C) (M) 
Tel. 408.374.7777. 

California: Glendale 
Kelty Mountaineering, 
1801 Victory Blvd., 91201. 
Tel. 213.247.3110 (C) (M) (S) 
California: La Habra 
Sports and Trails, 
1491 W. Whittier Blvd ., 90631 . 
(C) (M) (S) . 
Tel. 213.691.5919. 
California: Mammoth Lakes 
Kittredge Sport Shop, 
P.O. Box 598 - State Hwy. 203 
93546. (C) (M) (S). 
Tel. 714.934.2423. 
California: Palmdale 
Dan's Skiing and 
Mountaineering Shop, 
38600 North Sierra Highway, 
93550. (C) (M) (S). 
Tel. 805.947.5755. 
California: Riverside 
Highland Outfitters Inc., 
3579 University Avenue, 
(P.O. Box 121 ), 92502 
(C) (M) (S). 
Tel. 714.683.7414. 



California: San Diego 
San Diego Ski Chalet and 
Mountain Shop, 
4004 Sports Arena Blvd., 
93401. {C) (M) (S) 
Tel. 714.224.3439. 

California: San Diego 
Stanley Andrews Sports 
840 B Street, 92101. (C) (M) (S) , 
Tel. 714.232.2167. 

California : San Luis Obispo 
Mountain Sports, 
858 Higuera Street, 
93401. (C) (M) {S) . 
Tel. 805.544.7141 . 

California : Santa Maria 
Mountain Transit Authority, 
223 So. Broadway, 93454. 
Tel. 805.922.8271. {C) {M) (S) . 

California : Tarzana 
The Mountain Store, 
5425 Reseda Boulevard, 
91356 (C) (M) {S). 
Tel. 213.881.5111. 

California: Ventura 
The Great Pacific Ironworks, 
Chouinard Equipment Company, 
235 W. Santa Clara, 93001. 
Tel. 805.643.3528. 

Colorado: Boulder 
The Boulder Mountaineer, 
1329 Broadway, 
80302. (C) (M ) (S) 
Tel. 303.442.8355. 

Colorado: Estes Park 
Steve Komito, 
Davis Hill (Box 2106), 
80517. Tel. 303.586.2492. 

Idaho: Sun Valley 
Snug Mountaineering, 
Box 122. 83353. (S) . 
Tel. 208.726.3808 

Massachusetts: Boston 
Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc., 
1041 Commonwealth Avenue, 
02215. (C) (M) (S) . 
Tel. 617.254.4250. 

Massachusetts: Hadley 
Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc., 
Route 9, Amherst/ Hadley Line, 
01002. (C) (M) (S). 
Tel. 413.253.9504. 

Massachusetts: Wellesley 
The Mountain Shop, 
189 Linden Street (C) (S) (M). 
02181 . Tel. 617.237.2645. 

N.H: North Conway 
Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc., 
Main Street, 03860. (C) (M) (S). 
Tel. 603.356.5433. 

N.H: North Woodstock 
Skimeister Ski Shop, 
Main Street (M) (S). 
Tel. 603.745.2767. 

New York : Ardsley 
Eastern Mountain Sports, Inc., 
725 Saw Mill River Road, 
10502. (C) (M) (S) . 
Tel. 914.693.6160. 

New York: New Paltz 
Rock and Snow, 
44 Main Street (S) . 
N.Y. 12561. Tel. 914.255.1311. 

Oregon: Portland 
Cloud Cap Chalet, 
625 S.W. 12th Avenue, 
97205 (C) (M) (S). 
Tel. 503.227.0579. 

Vermont: Ferrisburg 
Dakin·s Vermont, 
Mountain Shop, Rt. 7 
05456 (C) (M) (S) . 
Tel. 802.877.2936. 

Virginia: Oakton 
Appalachain Outfitters, 
2930 Chain Bridge Road, 
Box 11, 22124. (C) (M) . 
Tel. 703.281 .4324. 

Washington: Seattle 
Recreational Equipment Inc., 
1525 11th Avenue, 98122. 
Tel. 206.323.8333. (C) (M) (S) . 

Washington: Spokane 
Selkirk Bergsport, 
W.30 International Way, 
99220. (C) (M) (S) . 
Tel. 509.328.5020. 

Wyoming : Jackson 
Teton Mountaineering, 
Main Square, (C) (M) (S) 
(P.O. Box 1533), 83001 
Tel. 307.733.3595. 

BLACKBURN, LANCS! 
Your local climbing shop is 

J & J KIRKHAM 
9-11 HIGH CHURCH ST. 

Tel. 57688 

All the leading makes of climbing gear stocked 

Our testing ground for 
your Gear 

THE BIVOUAC 
.56 North Parade, Matlock Bath, Derbyshire. 

REACH THE 
SUMMITS 

r-· 
I 

The Austrian Alpine Club 
owns over 600 huts in 

the Austrian Alps in which 
members receive a 50% 

reduction on accommodation 
and preferential allocation; 

meals are available. 
Mountain rescue insurance 

for Austria is included 
in membership and is 

available at a supplementary 
fee for those climbing 

elsewhere. The Club organises 
hut-to-;hut tours, rock 

and ice courses led by qualified 
guides, and several special 

arrangements including 
independent touring 

for members planning their 
own routes. 

For fiirther details -
send off the coupon. -----:-, 

The Austrian Alpine Club, 

Telephone or-435 7r8r 

I Name........................................................................................................................ I I Address .... .............................................................................................................. I 

124 Finchley Rd, London NW3 5JA I 

LI . - AUSllliANAL~NiCLiioj . . ..... ~ I ____________ ... 
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QUALITY EQUIPMENT 

BatGHJIUS 
Of NEWCASTLE 

42 

Supremely strong and light· 
weight rucksacks, made from 
top-quality TOPSPAN; an 
immensely durable material 
of nylo11 mesh, sandwiched 
and laminated between two 
sheets of PVC. This material 
remains supple in sub-zero 
temperatures, is completely 
waterproof, acid, rot and 
tear resistant. 

BERGHAUS LIMITED 
34 DEAN STREET 
NEWCASTLE UPON TYNE 1 
TELEPHONE 0632 22139 

BERG 172/STANDARD 
Available in Blue and Red . 
The harness straps are 
tubular nylon, padded and 
attached to the sac with 
stitching and riveting in an 
extremely strong fashion . All 
seams are double sewn and 
bound. The sac features a 
laced flap to prevent wind , 
rain or snow from blowing 
into the sac. It is designed as 
a day/climbing or Outdoor 
Activities Centre Sac. 

£5·90 

BERG 172/SPECIAL 
This sac has the addition of 
crampon 'D ' rings on the flap 
and a pocket sewn on to the 
inside of the flap . A holster 
is provided to take a piton 
hammer. Available only in 
Orange. In all other respects 
as the BERG 172 Standard. 
HEIGHT : 23 ins. 
WIDTH: 16 ins. 
WEIGHT : 26 ozs. (standard) 
WEIGHT: 28 ozs. (special) 

£6·75 



TWO NAKED FRAMES AND MORE .... 

• 
I 

BERGSAC 272 

Manufactured from Topspan or 
9oz. proofed nylon in colour red. 
The sac is designed to attach to 
most frames, but specifically 
designed for the Berg Mach 1 and 
2 frames. The flap has a large 
zipped external pocket 14" x 8" 
x 3" . Inside the flap is another 
zipped pocket. The sac may be 
reduced in size by internal lacing 
for use on shorter expeditions. 
It is complete with padded 
tubular shoulder straps, waist 
strap and ice axe loop . 
Attachment to all frames is by 
means of the top loops. 

HEIGHT 24 Inches . 
WI 0TH 15 Inches 
DEPTH 9 Inches 
PRICE : £8 50 

OUAUTY EQUIPMENT 

MACH 1 AND 2 FRAMES 

An anodised coated alloy fram e 
of 2 vertical and 3 horizontal 
tubes combines lightness with 
rigidity. Designed so that the sac 
can be attached at two different 
levels and fitted with tubular 
padded harness. The MACH 1 
has a webbing waist strap and is 
5ins. shorter than the MACH 2, 
which extends below waist level. 
A shaped and padded hip harness 
fitted with adjustable straps is 
standard with the MACH 2 frame . 
The straps of the hip harness are 
designed so that a proportion of 
the weight may be carried on the 
hips, so easing the load on the 
shoulders. This weight transference 
may be effected without taking 
off the frame . 
HEIGHT 31 Inches 
WI 0TH 15 Inches 
WEIGHT 2 lbs. 1 lozs. 
PRICE: MACH 1 £6.96 

Ill 
ASK YOUR LOCAL STOCKIST FOR 
DETAILS OR WRITE 01 RECTL Y TO: 

BERGHJlllS 
OF NEWCASTLE 

Berghaus Limited, 
34 Dean Street, 
Newcastle upon Tyne, 1. 
Telephone: 22139 
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a baa al 
1:ha1:ks! 

We don't always wrap our Chocks like this -
but then you don't expect us to. 
You want gear that you can depend on, 
not pretty wrapping. 

See more of our Goodies, ask for our 
new catalogue at your dealers - or write 
to MOAC. 

THE GO ANY•WARE 
Mountaineering Activities Limited Wellington Place Liverpool Road Manchester M3 4NQ 
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karrimor 
weather 
Everest 

The front cover of this issue illustrates 
3 karrimor Whillans Box Tents 
erected by the 1972 German expedition, 
which reported that the karrimor tents left 
behind on the 1971 International expedition 
were still intact on the face after withstanding 
a year of Everests severest weather 
conditions. 

What better monument to show the 
durability and strength of a karrimor 
product could we have. 
These box tents are now available as a 
standard production item and are particularly 
suited not only for steep faces but areas of 
very high snow fall. 

karrimor suppliers of equipment to the 
Annapurna South Face Expedition '71 
Everest International Expedition '72 
Everest German Expedition and the 
British Autumn Everest Expedition 

karrimor 
Avenue Parade 
Accrington Lanes 

and now in Sheffield ! 

DON MORRISON 
MOUNTAINEERING 
EQUIPMENT 
343 London Road , Sheffield. TEL 0742.56018 

WE ALSO STOCK SECOND·HAND MOUNTAINEERING BOOKS 



High quality climbing equipment available at com
petitive prices - Crackers, Chocks, Ny-Chocks, Pegs, 
Elevators, Harness, Bandolier, Ice Axe, 
Terrordactyl, Snow Anchors, Etrier, 
Tape and Wire Slings, Llamawear 
Insoles and Closed -Cell Mats. 
Indoor Climbing Walls - details on 
request. 
Write for catalogue to: 
Derek Gamble, Peck (UK) Ltd ., 
Barnsdale Hall, Oakham, Rutland. 

WORLDBEATER 
WHILLANS 
HARNESS 
JUSTPARTOF 
OURRANGE 

troll 
Troll Products, Diggle,Oldham, Lane 

From the J B shops-
THE GLENCOE JACKET is ABSEIL 
RESISTANT TEAR RESISTANT 
CIGARETTE RESISTANT and 
100% WATERPROOF! 
This jacket, in Orange or Dark Green, is 
proving most popular amongst 
discerning mountaineers. 
See them at the JB shops or write for details to
JOE BROWN Dept M1, Menai Hall, 
Llanberis, N. Wales 

0-lID@~ 
~m 

~@W&rn.ill~ 
In icy conditions, reliable equipment is all the more vital. 
Come to YHA Services and inspect our stock of mountain 
tents and clothing, crampons, ice axes, sub zero sleeping 
bags and ski mountaineering gear. Or write for our free 
illustrated catalogue Equipment for Climbers and order 
by post. 

A 
UYHA Services 

Dept M6 
29 John Adam Street, London WC2N 6JE 
35 Cannon Street, Birmingham B2 5EE 
36/38 Fountain Street, Manchester M2 2BE 

A ski boot hire service 
(for personal callers only) is 

available at all three branches. 
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Blacks 
of Greenock 

SPECIALIST BAGS FOR THE EXPERTS 
ICELANDIC RANGE 
Blacks world famous range of Icelandic bags, used for many years by 

Explorers and Climbers are all filled with Blacks superb No. 1 Quality 
fine Duck down. Icelandic bags feature separate walled compartments 

ensuring that there is a complete layer of down to 
insulate the sleeper. These walls also ensure that the 

down is evenly distributed allowing for maximum 
expansion when warmed by the body. 

Icelandic Standard with full length zip ... £12.90 

ARCTIC RANGE 
A range of three nylon covered Mountaineering bags. 
The 'Romsdall' and 'Norseland' are filled with Blacks 
No. 1 Quality fine Duck down, and both have an 'overlap 
tube' construction containing up to one third more down 
than the Icelandic range. The new 'Tromso' has Blacks 
Top Quality Goose/ Duck down filling and is the lightest 
weight bag in Blacks range. 
Norseland with 30 in zip ... £17.80 

SUB ZERO RANGE 
Sub zero temperatures require the very highest insulation 
in sleeping bags and the Blacks range of three sub zero 
bags are all filled with Superior Quality Goose/Duck 
down. Each bag in this range has a different construction 
which illustrates the care taken to provide a complete 
choice of fillings and types of bag to suit every persons 
needs. 
Polar ... £22.50 

c•Blacks Please send my FREE 1972 Blacks of Greenock Catalogue and 
Climbing Supplement 

of Greenock 
Head Office 

Port Glasgow, Renfrewshire, PA14 5XN 
and Ruxley Corner, Sidcup, Kent, DA14 5AQ 
Branches :- ' Centres in London (3), Birmingham, Bristol , 
Edinburgh , Glasgow, Leeds, Liverpool , Manchester, 

NAME ............ . .... • ......••... . . . . .... ......... . .. . ..• .. . 

ADDRESS . . .. . .... . ... . ... . ..... . . .. ........... .... .. . . . . . .. . 
297 

Nottingham, Sheffield, Stoke -on-Trent and Sutton, Surrey. 



The 
Newaxe 
Tempered steel head, -

Rexilon shaft, Curved pick -
Radius Matched. 

~~ 

forthe 
Newice 
The 'Four Point' man 
climber - the steep ice technician 
who needs an axe with a deep 
slim cross section for ease of 
penetration and extra deep 
notches for holding power. 

Eyefo~ 

Straight adze for easy maintenance 
of sharp cutting edge. 

• Radius Matched - the "---➔•- Deep slim cross section combines 

degree of cu rva ture in the pick 
of the axe is calculated in 
relation to the shaft length and 
the natural swinging arc while 
climbing on steep ice. 
Combines with a deep slim 
cross-section in the pick to 
g ive maximum ease of 
penetration on hard ice, and 
with extra deep notches in the 
pick to give maximum holding 
power. 

Prussik Knot 

strength with ease of penetration . 

Deep notches for maximum 
holding power. 

Laminated Rexilon shaft - highly 
impact resistant warmer than metal. 

Eye for direct aid attachment or for 
use as a 'deranger' (see other 
diagram) 

The use of the Grivel Axe as a 
'Deranger' or retrievable abseil 
Point. 
In the rare circumstances where 
the Axe is found to be the only 
suitable point on which to arrange 
an abseil rope, by the use of a cord 
threaded through the spike eye and 
attached to the abseil rope , it can be 
made retrievable . 

Choice of three sizes all 
· Radius Matched: 
45cm for really steep ice. 
55cm for all but the steepest routes . 
65cm for general Winter/ Alpine 
climbing and walking. 

£12.20 each, Send for one (post 
free) or call and select one 
personally from Roger Turner in 
Nottingham or Mike Browne in 
Leicester. 

Roger Turner Mountain Sports 
One Canning Circus, 
Nottingham 47230 

Roger Turner Mountain 
105 London Road, 
Leicester, 25235 

Becco 
Corvo Grivel 
45 We listened to climbers 

and researched their 
problems - we tried out 

designs on new steep ice routes 
in Scotland - we discussed the 
des ign with Grivel in Courmayeur. 

Then we combined the superb 
craftsmanship of Grivel using 
first class materials with the 
latest concepts in axe design to 
produce a new precision axe for 
the new ice man . 



Whillans Seat Harness 
Perfected on Annapurna, 
proven on Everest, Cerro Torre 
and every British crag. Nylon 
web throughout. Fitted with 
equipment loops and holster 
tabs. State waist size. 
Price £5.10. Postage Paid. 

Hutchinson "Dolomite" 
The design and fit of this 
duvet is excellent. Insulation 
without excess bulk is 
obtained from a good loft of 
duck down filling. Proofed 
1.5 nylon shell. A realistic 
price at £14.40. Total weight 
30 ozs. Colour Chocolate. 
State height and chest size. 
Postage paid. 

A gear and clothing leaflet is 
now being mailed to our 
postal customers. Write for a 
copy now as the special 
prices are for a limited period. 

Photo centre of Eric Jones on Cerro Torre 
by Leo Dickinson 

All equipment by Ellis Brigham 



2 BORROWDALE ROAD 
KESWICK 
CUMBERLAND CA12 5DA 
Telephone Keswick (STD CODE 0596) 72178 
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