


quality 
doesn't cost 

it pays 
Try to beat our quality! 

In fact try to beat our low prices! 
Galibier Super R. D. The patented stiffened sole is the backbone to this high 
performance much sought after high mountain boot. 
Size 7- 12 (in half sizes) Pri ce £30.00 Postage 32p. 

Dolomite Major. The sole is stiffened and insulated. The uppers are of Swiss 
double tanned, reversed , Galouser leather. The Major gives a good fit whil e 
stil l maintaining the correct technical shape. 
Size 40- 46 (in half sizes) Price £39.99 Postage 32p. 

Super Mammut 74 Dynaflex. The discerning climber wants the best of 
everything from a rope. New Dyna flex '74 comes closest to these demands. It 
is light (45m/11 mm approx 7tlb) . It sustains FI VE U.I.A.A. test drops; has onl y 
a 1 t% _e longation (with 100 kg static load) and yet has maximum energy 
absorbt1on capac ity. (820mkp/ metre) . Good ' feel ', flexibl e and soft (goo:! 
knots - no kinks). 
45m x 11 mm Orange/ Red 
36m x 11 mm Orange/ Red 
90m x 9mm Orange/ Gold 

£28.42 
£22.70 
£46.60 Postage paid. 

Send for catalogue (please enclose 10p for postage) 

Ellis Brigham 
Manchester 
6/14 Cathedral Street, 
Manchester, M4 3 FU 
Telephone 061-834 0161 

Liverpool 
73 Bold Street, Liverpool 1 
Telephone 051-709 6912 

Cornwall 
Market Jew St Penzance Telephone 5828 

Snowdonia 
Capel Curig Telephone Capel Curig 232 

Bristol 
162 Whiteladies Road, Bristol 
Telephone Bristol 311157 

Postal Dept Wellington Place, Liverpool Rd, Manchester Tel 061-833 0746 
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We are doing our best to 
be the best, to give you the best in 

mountaineering and climbing 
equipment so why not get in touch 

and let us help you, 

BRYAN STOKES 

"---

9 Charles Street, Sheffield. 
Tel.0742.27525 
write now for our new catalogue 



For climbing ice 

chouinard/salewa crampons 
Made by Salewa of Munich to Chouinard design 

we can supply 
everything but the mountain! 

"We stock Climbing Gear, Boots, Sleeping Bags, 
Duvets, Waterproof Clothing. Plus over 40 Tents 
suitable for Mountain use. Names like: Karrimor, Se-ab, 
Clog, Stubai, Moac, Saunders, Blacks, Kastinger, 
Vango, Henri Lloyd, Helly Hansen, Grenfell, Ultimate, 
Snowdon, Peck, Hawkins, Andre Jamet, Bonaitti, 
Cassin, Simon, Viking Troll, Optimus, Point Five, 
Mountain, G & H, J.B. Salewa, M.S.R. & Camptrails. 

You will be dealing with experts-our technical 
adviser is Les Halliwell. Before buying your gear, 
write or phone for our EXTRAORDINARY COM
PETITIVE free price list. Large Mail Order Department. 
Barclay/ Access accepted. Most items immediate 
delivery. 7 day approval service. We have a special 
Contract Department for Club & Educational orders". 

Send to Dept. M002 

FIELD & TREK (equipment) Ltd 
25 KINGS ROAD· BRENTWOOD· ESSEX, 

Telephone: 0277 221259 

1 



2 

VARAPPE PA 
Rock Climbing Shoe. Technical direction Pierre Alla in. 
Canvas upper, reinforced with leather. 
Rubber reinforc ing and so le giving 
excaptional adherance . 
Sizes (andl/2) 2 to 12 
Narrow a,:1d med•um width'3. 

Artificial Climbing 
Technical Adviser Lionel Terray, Andre Bertrand 
Tan leather reversed one p iece upper. 
Very deep lacing 
insuring a good f 1tt1ng of fee t and ankle . 
Special lace gripper. 
Reinforced sole, with mtercalaterl 
mix ture of leather and rubber (patented) 
Screws omitted beneath toe. 
Sole - RAID GALIBIER. 
FrenchSizes (andl/2) 35to46 

Techn ica l Adviser Rene Desmaison 
Two piece leather upper of hunt ing black , 
reinforced with rubber. 
Re inforced JANNU GAUBIER sole 
S izes ( andl/2) 2 to 12 

VARAPPE BLEAU 
Lightweight rock shoe . 
Technica l Adviser Rene Desmal son 
Upper of reversed Havana hunting 
brown leather, reinforced with 
rubber giving except ional adheran co:: 
Same rubber used in sole . 
Flex1bd1ty • moderate 
French Sizes ( andl/2 ) 33 to46 .· 

BIMASPORT 
Specialists in High Altitude Equipment 

Cata logue from sports stockists or on request from: 

HIMASPORT 4 Rue Michelet, 

Duvet Jackets 

Trousers 

Pieds elephant 
(all with down
filled sections) 

Sleeping Bags 

Quilted 
Cagoules 

Climbing 
Jackets 

Waterproof 
Over-bag for 

Pieds elephant 

Waterproof 
Cagoules 

Waterproof 
Over-trousers 

Altitude Tents 

42120 LE COTEAU, (France). Tel. (77)71.45.68. 

COOKS ADVENTURE CLUB 1974 

Trekking and Climbing 
holidays in Europe 
and the Himalayas 

Holidays with a difference-holidays that present something of a 
challenge as well as a rewarding experience. Each trek is designed to 
take you to some of the world's more out-of-the-way places. A well
known authority will lead each party. 

24 Oct.-23 Nov: Everest and Annapurna Treks By air from London 
to Delhi and so to Kathmandu. Then to Everest Base Camp via 
Namche Bazar and Thyangboche. Led by Ned Kelly. £530. 
Those preferring Annapurna, proceed from Kathmandu via The 
Sanctuary and Thonje. 
Led by Bill Murray. £520. 

Notes for your diary for 1975 

Spring Trek in Nepal 27 March- 18 April. 
Bird Watching Trek in Nepal 5 April-27 April. 

Greenland Adventure three departures in July and August. 

Why not join the Thomas Cook Adventure Club , 
and be kept up to date with all their plans. 

For further information and free broadsheets apply to : 
Mr. P. H. Delves, Cooks Adventure Club, 45 Berkeley Street, 

London, WlA lEB. Tel.: 01-499 4000, Ext. 633. 



Whatever your 
speciality, we have it 
ilown to a fine art ... 
. . . Whether you are a beginner or an 'old master' in climbing, walking, 
camping or canoeing, we can supply you with a connoisseur's choice of 
equipment and clothing as well as any expert advice you may require. 
Following is_just a small sample of the top names we have available: 
BOOTS by Scarpa, Trezeta, Kastinger, Trappeur etc. 
RUCSACS by Berghaus, Karrimor, Brown Best, Millet, Bergans etc. 
WATERPROOFS by Berghaus, Henri Lloyd, Reily Hanson etc. 
JACKETS by Blacks, Grenfell; Noble etc. 
SLEEPING BAGS by Blacks, Point Five," Mountain_ Equipment etc. 
TENTS by Vango, Robert Saunders, Bukta, Blacks, Seab etc. 
CLIMBING HARDWARE by Stubai, Peck; Troll, MOAC, Irvin, 
Salewa, Grivel, Chouinard, Cassin, Clog, Simin,d, Edelweiss, Edelrid, 
Viking, Jnteralp, Ultimate, Joe Brown, Compton etc. 
CAMPING GEAR by Jet Gaz, Lumogaz, Pifco, Hippolito, Cookwell, 
Jura, Primus, Optimus, Springlow etc. 
We ,-.Jso specialise in a Mail Order Service, Hire ·scheme, Bulk Order 
quotations for Education Authorities, Outdoor Centres, H.M. Services 
etc. as well as running instructional courses in various activities. 
Write, phone or bet1er still, call, for a catalogue and see just what we hm1e to offer you. 

Mountain 
centre Ltd. 

DYNAMIC 
Conforms to UIAA Standards. 
Swiss made. 11 mm x 150'. 
Red/ Blue, Yellow/ Blue 
stripes. 

postpaid 

DYNAFLEX '74 
Lower impact strength. Swiss 
made. 11 mm x 165'. Yellow/ 
Red or Orange/Red. se550 
~ postpaid 

- oR~T:~~~~?.~:~2~~~~~~~•'1~~:.--
P.O. Box 22090 , Seattle, WA 98122 M-9-M 

O Enc losed is my check or money ord er for 
D Dynamic o r O Dynaflex rope . 

Co lor: ____ Offer expires March 15, 1975 

0 Please send me your free color catalog on ly. 

NAME ___________ _ _ _ 

ADDRESS _ _ _ ________ _ 

CITY _ _ _ _ _________ _ 

STATE ________ ZIP ___ _ 

SEND FOR FREE COLOR CATALOG 

' -<-: ., . -·~ ·- ~ ·• ,,, 

. . · .. bs .• 
34 DEAN STREET• NEWCASTLE UPON TYNE • NEl lPG • Tel. 23561 Don't forget the convenient 2hr. Car Pk. 'next door' 
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TITONS 
Strong • Light • Versatile 

Four Placement Possibilities 
Cammed 
Vertie 

' Ten sizes fit cracks 7/16" to 4" 
#1 thru 5 are Stainless Steel for unsurpassed strength in small 

cracks 
#6 thru 1 Oare lightweight wrought aluminum and are anodized 

for color coding . 

Stainless Steel Aluminum 
#1 ____ $2.55 #6 ___ $1 .65 
#2 ___ $2.65 #7 $1 .80 
#3 ___ $2.75 #8 · $1 .95 
#4 ____ $2.85 #9 $2.30 
#5 ___ $2.95 #10 $2.75 

For our Catalog and Guide to Natural Climbing 

. mrre 
MOUNTAINEERING,LTD. 

5050- M - Fox St., Denver, Colo. 80216 (303) 222-6164 

tJ/NAfilJ 

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 M1111~1c1r 
Boite Postale 109, 74 ANNECY le, France 



A good design must include an understand
ing of the materials to be used. Here 's an 
example. Fiberfill II has some attractive speci
fications (Dupont , April 1972): 

loft -about 1.4 lbs. of FF II equals 1 lb. of 
goose down 
compressibility-90% as much as goose 
down 
water absorption - less than 1 % 
non-allergenic 

But to get these theoretical specs out of 
the material it must be used with understanding. 
Dacron tends to cling to itself. Unlike down, it 
does not expand to fill all corners of a sleeping 
bag. It must be sewn repeatedly to the shell 
fabric to eliminate shifting and the resulting cold 

WHAT'SA 
GOOD 

DESIGN? 

spots. However, we feel this takes the theoreti
cal loft out of the materials. 

So we developed a brand new construction 
technique-double overlapping bats of Fiberfill 
II-which are able to loft with the full efficiency 
of the material. The 
result is the lightest, 
warmest, Fi berfi 11 11 
sleeping bag you can 
buy. 

WE WANT YOU TO 
UNDERSTAND THE 
WAY WE MAKE FINE EQUIPMENT! For further 
information , send for a free catalog and the 
name of your nearest dealer. 

Bigfoot Regular 
weight-4 lbs. 2 oz. 

THEI\ NORTH 
FACEI 

THE NORTH FACE, 1234 5th Street, 
Dept. MF, Berkeley, California 94710 

we Have· 
Friends 
I 

1n 
High 
Places 
The staff at YHA Services 
keep in close touch with 
current trends and are 
always happy to advise 
climbers on their choice of 
equipment and clothing 

Call at your nearest 
branch and see our 
comprehensive 
selection. 

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

go 
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BOMB SHELTER 
T.M. 

Another Jensen creation. Exceedingly 
stable two man tent. It doesn't flap in 
the wind . .. it hums. 

Send for free mail order brochure. 

Rivendell Mountain Works, 
Box 198, Victor, Idaho 83455 

Tel: (208) 7872746 

NOW AT 
99 GREAT WESTERN ROAD, GLASGOW. G49 AH 

Telephone 041 -332 5533 

Salewa 
Clog 
Stubai 
Troll 
Karrimor 
Inter-Alp 
Cassin 
Kastinger 
Dachstein 

High range 
Sports 

Buses and underground to 

St. George's Cross. 

CLIMBING EQUIPMENT SPECIALISTS 

PRODUCTS 

CAGJACS, CAGOULES, OVERTROUSERS 
Free Brochure on request. 

G & H Products, Blackburn Road, 
Birstall, Batley, Yorkshire 

"'"-'' -==0"s~1 ~i9.~m 
~ - CL 

We stock: Karrimor, Troll Vango, 
La Dolomite, Joe Brown, Stubai, 

and many other leading makes. 

:J 

r;i;,?.'6 

:;; 
J 
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A523 

Visit our new climbers' 
store in Macclesfield on 

your way to the Peak 

at Camping and Caravan 
Distributors Ltd. Brookside Mill, 

Elizabeth Street, Macclesfield, 

THE PENNINE CENTRE 
open 10 a.m. - 6 p.m. for seven days a week. Special discounts for Clubs. 

KENYA'S OUTDOOR CENTRE 

Base for climbing Mt. Kenya 

Transport, Equipment and Porter Hire service. 

Mountain Club of Kenya hut bookings, 
For bookings and details write to:-

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



. 

ultimate 
equipment . 
goes to extremes 

Ultimate shell clothing 
Ultimate climbers helmet 
Ultimate lightweight tents 
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THIS LAD IS A LONG WAY FROM HOME 

photo: Leo Dickinson 

He is in the middle of the Patagonian Ice Cap 
on a fifty-two day walkabout. The weather 

can be fierce out there and there's nobody near 
to help. So how can he look so confident? 

Wearing that Cerro Torre Duvet and with the Redline 
Sleeping Bag in his sac, of course he's confident. 

DUVETS AND SLEEPING BAGS TO RELY ON 

Mountain Equipment Ltd., George Street, Glossup, Derbyshire, England. Tel. 04574.3770 



Mountain 
Number 38 September 1974 
U.K. Thirty-five pence U.S. One dollar fifty cents 

Information 

People by Audrey Salkeld 

Alpine Politics by Galen Rowell 

Adventure by Numbers by Tom Price 

Man Made by John Mackenzie 

Patagonia's Big Year 

Cerro Torre Climbed! by Casimiro Ferrari 

Torre Egger, lnnominata 

Fitzroy: 
Climb without summit by Toni Holdener 

The East Face of the 
Central Tower of Paine by Paul Fatti 

The Gaurishankar 
Question by Ove Skjerven 

New Books 

Letters 

Cover Photo: The East Face of Cerro Torre 
Photo: Leo Dickinson 

Page 10 

Page 15 

Page 16 

Page 17 

Page 20 

Page 24 

Page 26 

Page 30 

Page 32 

Page 34 

Page 38 

Page 40 

Page 41 

Editor, Ken Wilson. Sub- Editors, Mike and Lucy Pearson. Book Reviews, 
Paul Nunn. Editorial Advisers, Audrey Salkeld and Bob Moulton. 
Equipment Advisers, Graham Tiso and George Steele. 

Chris Bonington, Robin Campbell, Leo Dickinson, Allen Fyffe, Pat 
Littlejohn, Colin Read, Ian Roper and Doug Scott (British Isles). Rick 
White and Chris Baxter (Australia). Dave Jones, Chris Jones, Dick 
Culbert and Brian Greenwood (Canada) . Kamal Guha (India). Mike 
Cheney (Nepal) . Peter Habeler (Austria). lain Allen (Kenya) . Dave Durkan 
(Norway) . Alessandro Gogna and Alan Heppenstall (Italy). Andre 
Contamine (France). Halina Cieplinska - Bojarska (Poland) . Dougal Haston 
(Switzerland). Alex Bertulis, Jim Bridwell, Yvon Chouinard, Steve 
Hackett, Steve Komito, Mike Covington, George Lowe and Al Rubin 
(United States). lchiro Yoshizawa (Japan) . Derek Fordham (Greenland) . 

Mountain is published and owned by Mountain Magazine Ltd . 

Mountain is published ten times a year. 
January, February, March, April, May, June, July, September, 
October, November. No issues in August and December. 
Subscription Rates for any ten issues (one year) : British Isles £3.50, 
Overseas £4.50 or $11.00 
All correspondence, editorial subscriptions and advertising to: 
MOUNTAIN MAGAZINE Ltd ., c/o 56 Sylvester Road, London N.2. 
phone : 01 -346 -7522 

Join Dougal Haston 
at the International School 

of Mountaineering 
at Leysin in Switzerland. 

alpinlSM. 
Write for details to: 

I.S.M . p.o. box 25, Leysin, Switzerland. 
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Information 
Major big walls climbed in Alaska on Moose's Tooth and Mt. Dickey. 
American Alpine Club introduces controversial guide certification plan. 

'\ 
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Above: The new French Route on the 
South-East Face of Taweche (21,463ft. ) in 
Nepal. The expedition, led by Yannick 
Seigneur, caused official wrath when they 
climbed the peak without permission (report 
in Mountain 37) . 

NEW ZEALAND 
SUMMER 1973/ 74 
The New Zealand summer season was 
notable for the absence of new routes in the 
Mt. Cook region, the scene of all the activity 
in recent seasons. This was mainly due to a 
spate of bad weather which followed a heavy 
spring snow-fall, leaving snow and ice areas 
bare and open. The only climbs of note made 
in the region were a free direct line on the 
Darwin Buttress, close to the bolt ladder left 
by the Japanese, and a possible new route on 
the South-West Face of Dixon. 
A welcome side-effect of the poor season in 
the Cook area was a shift of interest to the 
Darran Range, far to the south, a region 
known for its hard coarse rock and poor 
weather. This season, over thirty new routes 
were climbed here, some of a very high 
standard. 
The season in the Darrans also proved a tour 
de force for Murray Judge, who participated 
in most of the new climbs. Of these, the first 
and possibly the most notable was the 
Adelaide Face of Mt. Marian. The first 
attempt was made in November by Judge and 
Bill Denz; it ended in a snowstorm above the 
prominent overhangs guarding the bottom of 
the face. Painstaking route-finding and much 
nailing had characterized the climb thus far, 
and the retreat was made by traversing off 
the face. 
Phil Herron joined the pair for the second 
attempt. Good time was made to the previous 
high-point, but a 70ft. lead fall on the crux 
pitch removed many of the runners and most 
of the skin from Denz's hands, and led to 
another retreat. 
The third attempt, which took place a week 
before Christmas, brought success in two 
days, with a bivouac above the overhangs. 
The result is claimed to be the hardest 
technical climb done in New Zealand, and 
involves extended aid climbing. 
The same trio then completed new routes on 
the North-West Face of Sabre (two days and 
twelve aid pitches), the Donne Face of 
Revelation (4,000ft., but straightforward, 
requiring a rope only in the middle third) and 
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the South Face of The Twins (seven pitches 
of very satisfying free-c limbing). Judge also 
climbed the South Face of Taiaroa with Begg, 
Logan and Smith, the hard North-East Face 
of Apirana, with Begg, and the South Face of 
Apirana, with Soon. The Donne valley was a 
focus of attention, with a five-day epic on the 
Donne Face of Underwood by Colin Strang, 
Mark Easton, Al Soon and Dave Ellis. Colin 
Dodge and Keith Lockwood also climbed the 
Donne Face of Karetqi. 
On Mt. Belle, Calum Hudson and Ian Brooks 
made a new route on the North Face (four 
pitches) and Hudson later made the first 
ascent of the peak's South Face (twelve 
pitches, all on jam nuts; crux VS). Other 
notable new routes included the Mariqn 
Face of Barrier (1,800ft. of continuous 
difficulty), the C/eddau Face of Odyssey and 
the West Face of Sentinel; the first of these 
was put up by Bruce Clark and Geoff Gubites, 
and the other two by M. Cullen· and J. 
Entwhistle. 
Further ascents were made of the Sabre North 
Buttress, the South-West Ridge of Tutoko 
(second ascent), the rarely climbed 
Sheerdown and the Cleddau Face of Moir 
(an effort by Firth and Aitken, joining the 
Jones/Nannery and Fantini routes, 
incorporating the cruxes of both, and 
eliminating aid on the Fantini corner). 
In the Mt. Aspiring region, G. Bishop and 
L. Kennedy climbed the North-West Ridge on 
Rob Roy, and Kennedy and B. Robertson did 
the East Ridge of Fastness. 
All in all, the successes achieved in the 
Darrans provided a healthy diversion from the 
over-publicised Mt. Cook region and served to 
destroy the myth that New Zealanders, 
although up to par on snow and ice, are but 
ignorant colonials on rock. 
Correspondent: George Edwards 

NORTH AMERICA 

ALASKA/YUKON 

Mt. Dickey: South-East Face 
(Central Alaska Range) This 5,000ft. granite 
wall, ten miles from Mt. McKinley, was 
climbed in July by Galen Rowell, Dave 
Roberts and Ed Ward. They spent four days 
on the wall itself, climbed forty-five belayed 
pitches, some of which were 5.9 and A3, and 
forced a conclusion in a blizzard on the final 
day. 
Moose's Tooth: South-West Face 
(Central Alaska Range) Charlie Porter, John 
Svenson, Mike Clark and Gary Bocarde 
climbed this 2,500ft. wall by a completely 
new line (grade 6, 5.8, A4). 
Mt. Dan Beard: South Face 
(Central Alaska Range) Pete Boardman and 
Roger O'Donovan climbed this face by a 
supposed new route of 4,000ft. 
Mt. Logan (19,850ft.) 
(Yukon) An eight-man party, consisting of 
Jeff Elphinston (leader), Rick Albano, Bill 
Andrews, G. G. Grady, Adam Kerner, Chris 
Lovgren, Bob Newman and Roger Robinson, 
made the first ascent of the South-East Spur 
during June and July. All members of the 
team reached the summit on July 18, and 
then descended via the East Ridge. 

CANADA 

Mt. Jacobsen 
(Coast Range) Previously unreported in 

Above: Charlie Porter - leading American 
aid specialist. Photo: Bruce Carson 

Mountain was Fred Beckey's and Micheal 
Schurr's ascent of the North-East Face of the 
East Peak of this fine mountain in the Bella 
Coo/a region. The result was a mixed climb of 
some difficulty. 

UNITED STATES 

Yosemite Valley 
On El Capitan, two of the recent routes 
pioneered by Charlie Porter, The Shield and 
The Zodiac, both received second ascents by 
Jack Roberts and Hugh Burton. The pair took 
4½ days to climb The Shield and they found 
that Porter's notorious rurp pitches could be 
climbed by using knifeblades in many of the 
placements. The Zodiac, which turned out to 
be easier than expected, was climbed in five 
days during poor weather. 
The much-coveted second ascent of Henry 
Barber's test-piece, Butterballs, in the Cookie 
area, was finally achieved by Billy Westbay, 
seconded by Jim Bridwell. This ascent was 
somewhat flawed, however, as the climbers 
returned on several occasions to gain height 
on previously abandoned ropes. On the final 
try the rope was so high that it acted as a 
top-rope for much of the ascent. No such 
flaw was evident in the third ascent, when 
Ron Kauk and Charlie Porter made the first 
complete Nabisco Wall ascent by the 
Waverly Wafer, Butterballs and Butterfingers 
combination. Ron Fawcett and Pete Livesey 
made another integral ascent shortly 
afterwards, via Waverly Wafer, Butterballs and 
Ladyfinger. 
Guide Certification in the U.S.A. 
The American Alpine Club is to introduce a 
system for the testing and certification of 
Mountaineering Guides and, throughout the 
past year, A.A.C. publications and American 
climbing magazines have been enthusiastically 
publishing information about the scheme. 
The A.A.C. seems to have embarked on this 
programme in order to pre-empt more drastic 
Government action, as the amount of guiding 
in National Parks increases. The aim appears to 
be threefold: to squeeze out bad guides, to 
protect and endorse good ones, and to provide 
a convenient standard to keep the Park Service 
and similar government bodies happy. 
Accordingly, a group of A.A.C. worthies, led by 



Japanese pair establish dangerous new route on Grand Pilier d'Angle. 
Frontier Ridge soloed in 1; hours by Robert Chere. 
French 1bird-men' float down to_Chamonix from Aig. du Midi. 
Raffi Bedayn and including Everesters Lute 
Jerstad and Willi Unsoeld and Mountain 
advisers Yvon Chouinard and Alex Bertulis, 
have conferred for many hours in smoke-filled 
rooms and eventually emerged with a scheme 
of such complexity that it can only be 
described as mind -boggling. Not that anyone 
in Britain can afford to feel too superior - our 
home-grown versions have similar 
characteristics themselves. 
The first version of the new scheme would 
have required the aspirant guide living in, say, 
New England, to have overcome a series of 
complicated hurdles. Having worked his way 
through the tortuous phraseology of the 
official blurb, he would have had to send the 
A.A.C. the sum of $25.00 to ensure that his 
existence was officially recognised. For a 
further 250.00 he would have obtained the 
privelege of being able to jet across the 
country (air fares not included) to attend a 
series of weekend courses in places like 
Yosemite and the Tetons, where his abilities 
would have been judged . Further hurdles 
would have followed, but, assuming that the 
applicant was competent, rich, had plenty of 
spare time and could understand the 
bureaucratic jargon of the blurb, he might 
have managed to become a guide. Thereafter 
he would have been in the clear, unless -
wait for it - he was unlucky enough to have 
two of his clients raise any complaint, or if 
he got on the wrong side of two Park 
Rangers (to mention just a couple of the 
provisions out of many) , whereupon he 
would have been struck off the register. 
It's all nice and democratic, of course, and 
there's always the possibility of an appeal to 
the tribunal which the A.A.C. plans to set up 
against such an eventuality. This will be a sort 
of mountaineering version of the Supreme 
Court, and a well-handled climbing Watergate 
could be spun out for months. 
The reaction to these initial proposals seems to 
have been sufficiently critical to prompt the 
Committee into making some hasty 
modifications. But this criticism also raised 
the question as to whether the scheme is 
needed at all. 
Perhaps mountaineering everywhere needs 
its political infra-structure to provide sport for 
the oldsters when the hard routes begin to 
pall. One cannot help recall ing Pete 
Sinclaire's words in a past issue of Ascent: 
" A bureaucracy becomes in a very short time 
a massive, though mild-mannered, Behemoth". 
The remark was originally directed at the Park 
Service, but it seems equally apt as the A.A.C. 
begins to flex its muscles. Ironically, Sinclaire 
himself is a member of the steering-committee 
for the new scheme, and one can only assume 
that he expects the A.A.C. Behemoth to 
become (as he put it) " a useful beast of 
burden" rather than "an uncontrollable 
monster". (Further comment on page 16). 
Correspondents: Rowell, Boardman, Bocarde, 
March, Dewhirst, Livesey and Covington 

ALPS 

WINTER 1973/ 4 

Les Courtes: North Face 
A winter ascent of the Cordier Route was 
made in March by Jean Louis Georges and 
Jean Midiere. Surprisingly, this is claimed to 
be the first winter ascent. 

SUMMER 1974 
Paroi des Voutes 
The first ascent of this very difficult limestone 
route in the Devo!uy region was made over 
five days by Rene Desmaison, Giorgio 
Bertone, Michel Claret and Jose Giovanni. 
The 2,000ft. climb included several " enormous 
overhangs". 
Mt. Blanc: Freney Face 
Oliver Challeat, Guy Albert, Michel 
Afanassief and Jean Blanchard made the first 
ascent of the Great Couloir at the end of July. 
This line lies to the right of the Gervasutti Pillar 
and finishes up a very steep and manifestly 
difficult ribbon of ice high on the face. 
Mt. Blanc: Grand Pilier d'Angle 
A new route has been made up the face 
between the Bonatti/Zapelli route and the 
huge icefall above the Pear Buttress - an 
obvious but very serious line. The ascent was 
made during the night of July 29th, by 
Japanese climbers Susumu Inoue and Shine 
Matsumi. This was their first European route. 
Two weeks later, the same pair made a very 
rapid ascent of the Cecchinel/Nomine route 
reaching the Peuterey Ridge at midday. 
The Bonatti/ Gobbi route was climbed by 
two British ropes : Pete Holden and Chris 
Radcliffe, and Richard McHardy and John 
Yates. The latter team had a narrow escape 
when they slipped near the top of the Peuterey 
Ridge, and only managed to stop themselves 
after sliding 300ft.1 
Mt. Maudit: South-East Face 
Bernard Domenech and Elie Hanoteau made 
the first ascent of the South-East Ridge on 
July 8th . Reportedly a very fine climb, the 
2,000ft. ascent took seven hours. 
The Frontier Ridge was soloed by Robert 
Chere in just 1 ½ hours - practically sprinting 
speed. 
Mt. Blanc du Tacul 
Enrico Mauro, Gina Maura and Aristi de 
Galbusera climbed a very difficult mixed route 
on the South Face, above the Maudit/ Tacul 
basin. 
On the North-North-East Face, a new and 
very steep ice route was climbed up the 
couloir between the Martinetti and Cecchinel 
Pillars. The ascent was made in nine hours, 
on July 4, by Patrick Gabarrou and Jean 
Pierre Alpino. There were several steep ice 
pitches, with angles of up to 80°. 
Aiguilles du Diable 
Bernard Macho and Didier Gazelle made a 
new route (TD inf.) up the right-hand spur of 
the Corne du Diable. 
The East Cou!oir of the Co/ du Diable was 
soloed for the first time by Robert Chere, who 
then went on to make the first solo traverse 
of the Aiguilles du Diab!e. 
Aig. du Midi: North Face 
Robert Chere soloed the North-West 
Cou/oir in three hours on July 12 - the day 
before he made his rapid Frontier Ridge ascent. 
Allain Nicollet and Pierre Couval made the 
first ascent of the dangerous couloir between 
the EHM and Jumeau Spurs. during two 
days in late July. 
Grands Charmoz: West Face 
Jean Claude Drayer made the first solo 
ascent of the Cordier route on July 30, 
taking seven hours. 
Grandes Jorasses: East Face 
Dick Renshaw and Joe Tasker are reported to 
have made the first British ascent of the 
celebrated (but rarely frequented) Gervasutti/ 

Gagliardone route. This is a very early ascent, 
possibly the third, of a face that has been 
strangely neglected since its first ascent in 
1942. 
Grand Dru 
Nicholas Jaeger made the first solo ascent 
of the South Spur in 3½ hours. 
The North-East Couloir received its second 
(and first summer) ascent during the period 
July 11 - 13, when it was climbed by Louis 
Audoubert, Jean Jacques Lamnez and 
Thierry Leroy. 
Aig. Sans Nom: North Face 
A new direct route has been made on the 
North Face by Patrick Vallencant and Jean 
Marc Boivin . It is said to be a hard, mixed 
climb, similar to the Brown/Paley route , 
though its relationship to the nearby Boysen/ 
Estcourt route is not clear. 
Aig. Verte 
A very difficult mixed route has been made on 
the Nant Blanc Face by Philippe Cardis and 
Richard Baumont. It takes a line to the 
summit of Pointe Croux and thence to the top. 
Les Droites: North Face 
The Couzy route has been soloed for the first 
time by Jean Afanassief. 
The North Face Direct was climbed by Rob 
Collister and Dick Renshaw ; the pair had 
been forced to retreat on an earlier occasion, 
when Collister dropped his axe. 
Les Courtes: North Face 
The first solo ascent of the Col de la Tour des 
Courtes was made in six hours, on June 16, 
by Jean Dupraz. 
The Swiss route was soloed in six hours by 
Mike Coleman, and the Austrian route was 
soloed by American climber John Bouchard, 
in 3½ hours. 
Aig. du Triolet: North Face 
The Ordinary Route was soloed by Martin 
Wragg in 3½ hours. 
Aig. d' Argentiere: South Face 
The South Face of Pt. 3362m. was climbed 
for the first time, on August 1, by Michel 
Afanassief, Gerard Magne and Michel 
Massena. The result was a 700ft. rock route 
(ED), which was climbed solely on nuts. 
Afanassief was a member of the team that 
visited Wales last year, and the move to nuts 
may well have occurred as a result of that visit . 
Aig. du Chardonnet: North-West Face 
The Aureille/Feutren route was soloed for the 
first time, on July 24 by the Belgian climber 
Jean Michel Haupens. 
Mt. Dolent: North-West Face 
A new ice route was put up here on June 4, 
by Jean Belleville and Regis de Vouassoux. 
The 1,600ft. climb took six hours. 
Ski Descents 
South Tyrolean Heini Holzer made the first 
ski descent of the North Face of the Aig. 
d'Argentiere. in a mere forty-five minutes. 
Serge Cachet Rosset's ski descent (the 
second) of the North Face of the Gran 
Paradiso was made in the face of poor snow 
conditions. 
Delta Planes 
Delta planes are the new alpine craze, and a 
decidedly risky one at that. An early 
demonstration of the possibilities came in 
May, when Christian Lachenal (the son of 
Louis Lachenal) and Alain Pachoud took off 
from the Aig. du Midi and flew down to 
Chamonix in only twenty-five minutes. Wa lter 
Cecchinel was not so lucky however, His 
delta plane crashed just after take-off, on a 
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Above: The North Face of the Grand Pitier d'Angle. Routes. 1. Bonatti/ Gobbi ( 1957), 2. Cecchine!/ Nomine ( 1971), 3. Dufour/Frehel ( 1973), 
4. Bonatti/Zapelli (1962), 5. Inoue/ Matsumi (1974) . The hatched sections on the right-hand photo indicate those areas that are seriously exposed 
to avalanches from the ice-falls on this, and the adjoining Brenva Face. The new Japanese route is clearly the most serious undertaking on the face. 
A safe ascent of this route not only depends on good conditions and rapid climbing, but also on a considerable degree of luck factors that are also 
essential on the Bonatti/Zapelli route. Curiously, the Dufour/Frehel route, ostensibly just as dangerous as the other two, is actually less exposed to 
objective risk. Years of observation had convinced Jean Frehel that the hanging-glacier, which appears to threaten most of the route, was based on 
right-sloping rock, and almost invariably avalanched into the gully on the right rather than straight down. He calculated that it was possible to 
climb the rock directly below the ice without serious risk. Moreover, by approaching the route via the haven of the foot of the Pear Buttress, 
one can move quickly across the dangerous cou/oirs, thus avoiding the prolonged exposure involved in climbing directly up the slope from the 
Brenva Glacier. The Japanese route employs the same approach, but then follows a line of considerable danger until the safer upper face can be 
gained. The Bonatti/ Gobbi line, though less affected by ice-avalanches, is exposed to stonefalls in the lower section. Photos: Walter Bonatti and 
Joe Tasker 

flight near Annecy, and he fell 300ft. and was 
seriously injured. 
Matterhorn: North Face 
Reinhold Messner and Peter Habeler climbed 
the Schmid route in eight hours, in bad 
weather and icy conditions. 
Zermatt Breithorn: North Face 
Rene Arnold and Martin lneichen established a 
new direct route on the face, on July 29. 
They took a line up the snowy rocks above 
and to the right of the Bethmann-Hollweg/ 
Supersaxo route, linking the two obvious 
snow patches in the centre of the rocks . 
Where the rocks ended, the route worked left 
along a snow ramp before breaking through 
the summit seracs to finish. The climb was 
said to be similar to the Matterhorn North Face. 
Previously unreported in Mountain was a solo , 
ascent (probably the first) of the normal 
North Face route; the climb was made by 
Helmut Kiene, on August 18, 1973. 
Eiger: North-West Face 
Reinhold Messner and Peter Habeler made a 
very rapid (ten hour) ascent of the 1938 
route on the Eigerwand, on August 14. 
Starting the climb at 5.0 a.m., they reached 
the Hinterstoisser at 6.30 a.m., the Second 
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lcefield at 7.25 a.m., the Death Bivouac at 
8.45 a.m ., the Traverse of the Gods at 11 .30 
a.m., the Spider at midday, the summit at 
3.0 p.m. and Kleine Scheidegg at 5.0 p.m. 
During their climb they overtook three teams. 
The leader of the first team had broken a leg, 
and was later rescued by helicopter from a 
bivouac site at the foot of the Second lcefield. 
The other teams were overtaken on the Ramp, 
having already spent two nights on the face. 
Although conditions were poor, with water 
streaming down the crucial pitches, stonefall 
was not too heavy ; the pair were therefore 
able to complete this record ascent with a 
fair degree of safety. 
Of more bizarre interest was an incident which 
occurred during an attempt earlier in the 
season by Pete Allison and Dave Cuthbertson. 
Having reached the Swallow·s Nest, the pair 
decided to retreat because the face was too 
iced-up. Near the foot of the face, Cuthbertson 
saw an arm sticking stiffly from a snow patch. 
Reluctantly, the pair set about the grim task of 
extricating what they took to be a corpse, 
only to discover that it was a fully-dressed and 
equipped dummy climber - presumably a relic 
from some television spectacular. Their effort 

and trauma were rewarded, however, as much 
of the clothing and equipment was perfectly 
preserved. 
Ebnefluh: North Face 
Previously unreported was the second ascent 
of the new Kiene/Eberlein route. This took 
place last year, just three days after the first 
ascent; the climbers were Tom O'Leary and 
John Tovey. They found that the route 
offered some sustained ice climbing, with a 
pitch of 70°, and they considered it harder 
than the North-West Face routes. Close to the 
top, they were overtaken by a storm, and were 
forced to descend to the Hollandia Hut in a 
white-out. 
Grosshorn: North Face 
Michael Lynch, Eddie Cleasby, and John and 
Geoff Myers climbed the Direct route, 
unroped, in 5½ hours. 
The following day the face was soloed by Rob 
Matheson. Poor visibility, however, caused 
him to lose his way and inadvertently make a 
new finish directly to the Wese Shoulder. He 
returned to the Schmadri Hutt only 5½ hours 
after leaving it. On the same day Gus Morton 
and John Eastham made a normal roped 
ascent of the Welzenbach route in 10 hours. 



Reinhold Messner and Peter Habeler climb Eigerwand in ten hours. 
Roger Fuggle, Charlie Halton- Yates, Colin Taylor and Dave Knowles 
killed in alpine accidents. 

Piz Badile: North-East Face 
Ru edi Hornberger and Toni Holdener made 
the second ascent of the new Nardella route, 
during one day, in August. They spoke highly 
of the climb ; nearly all the pitons were in 
place, and all the superfluous ones had been 
removed (various false lines were tried during 
the original attempts) . The climb was thought 
to be better than the adjoining Rusconi 
(Fratello) route. 
Correspondents: O'Connor, Contamine 
Habeler, O'Leary, Matheson and Hamberger 

ALPINE ACCIDENTS 

Charlie Halton-Yates 
Charlie Halton-Yates and companion Tim 
Taylor were descending the Duffer Couloir, 
after making an ascent of the Pruess Route 
on the Cima Piccolissima. While Taylor 
waited above, Halton-Yates was abseiling . 
It seems that he completed the abseil and had 
clipped in to a piton, which pulled out when 
he put his weight on it, resulting in a fatal fall. 
Colin Taylor 
Colin Taylor and Mike Baker were climbing 
the rocky South Face of the Obergabelhorn. 
They were negotiating a loose section , about 
500ft. below the summit, when Taylor fell the 
complete length of the face . He was leading 
and had reached a ledge and was in the 
process of belaying, when either he was hit 
by stones, or the ledge collapsed . The rocks 
cut the rope, preventing Baker from stopping 
the fall. Baker was luckily able to traverse off 
to the Arbengrat, where he joined other 
climbers who accompanied him off the 
mountain . 
Roger Fuggle 
Roger Fuggle and Tony Dick were climbing 
the Dru Couloir, prior to an attempt on the 
Bonatti Pillar. Fuggle was leading across the 
top of the couloir, belayed by Dick, when he 
was hit by rocks which also cut the rope. He 
fell the full length of the couloir, sustaining 
very serious injuries from which he died later 
in the Chamonix hospital. 
Dave Knowles 
Dave Knowles was assisting in the Clint 
Eastwood movie, The Eiger Sanction, which 
was on location above Kleine Scheidegg 
during the summer. Knowles and two others 
were preparing a camera platform on the 
West Ridge of the Eiger when a rock-fall 
took place. Knowles was hit and killed 
instantly ; Mike Hoover, a cameraman, was 
also hit and was badly bruised . 

NORWAY 

ROMSDAL 

Sondre Trolltind 
There was an accident on the East Pillar 
earlier in the year. Having made a rapid 
ascent of the Howard route, Petter Gaarder 
and Jan Olai Sundby were a short distance 
below the summit when Gaarder pulled off a 
block and fell . Both climbers were injured : 
Gaarder sustained two cracked ribs and 
Sundby a broken leg. After securing Sundby 
and wrapping him in bivouac gear, Gaarder 
painfully soloed to the summit and then 
descended to the valley to summon help. The 
weather was deteriorating, however, and this 
precluded the use of helicopters ; furthermore, 
when a rescue party finally reached the 
summit, they were prevented from reaching 
the stricken climber by a dangerous summit 

cornice. Eventually, thirty hours after the 
accident, Sundby died of shock and exposure 
while the rescuers w ere still trying to rea ch 
him. 

JOTENHEIMEN 

Nodre Midmaradalstind 
The line of the new Konarski/ Woznaik route 
first reported in Mountain 35 has now been 
confirmed. Graded 6 and A2, it takes a central 
line up the impressive wall on the left of 
the Faarlund/ Vol route on the East Pillar. 
The ascent took twenty-four hours ; though 
this could be halved, the climb was still 
considered very hard and serious. 
Correspondents: Gang and Durkan 

BRITISH ISLES 

LAKE DISTRICT 

Buttermere 
On Eagle Crag, John Earl and Robert 
Hutchinson put up a new route called Pierrot 
(185ft., VS); this takes a line up the clean 
grooves on the tower to the right of Birkness 
Chimney 
Langdale 
Rod Valentine and Pete Long made the second 
ascent of the Myhill / Jones route, Mindprobe, 
confirming its Extreme grade. 
Dow Crag 
Rob Matheson and John Martindale put up 
Murray 's Superdirect (Mild XS, 5a), which 
takes the slim groove line between Tarkus 
and Murray 's Direct and finishes up the 
impressive overhanging wall to the left of 
the finish on the later route. 

WALES 

Little Orme 
Rowland Edwards and Paul Trower made a 
girdle traverse of the Amphitheatre (600ft. , 
XS, 5b) , taking a line at about one-third 
height to reach the Great Flake, and then 
traversing across the hard part of Quietus to 
reach Tarterean. Although it boasts only two 
new pitches, the climb is said to be 
worthwhile and is on good rock. 
Edwards and I. Pomfret added two new 
routes to the cliff to the left of Detritus Both 
start from the ledge at the foot of the abseil : 
Atlanta (120ft,, HVS) takes the sound crack 
starting to the left of the ledge, and Uranus 
(145ft., XS, 5b) works a line up the wall 
descended by the abseil. Edwards also added 
three further climbs to the extreme right end 
of the cliff. Peace Train (150ft., VS) takes the 
first groove along from the entrance beach ; 
Moonshadow (240ft., XS, 5c) , which was 
climbed with Bob Shepton, starts twenty feet 
left of Shazam and moves up and to the right, 
following a line of caves; the final route, 
Midnight Blue (230ft., XS, 5c), a fine climb 
put up with Charlie Graham, starts in the same 
place as Moonshadow and works a line 
going off to the left. 
Anglesey 
On the Yellow Wall Alex Sharp and Brian Hall 
made an ascent of The Moon, eliminating all 
four aid points used on the first ascent. 
On Craig Gogarth, Positron finally succumbed 
to sustained attack, receiving its second 
ascent from Alec Sharp and Hank Pasquill. 
Pasquill had previously established a very 
difficult direct start to the climb, but both 
climbers had failed on the crucial third pitch . 
This time Sharp succeeded, using only one of 
the three resting points , He considered it the 

hardest pitch he had done on Anglesey -
harder even than The Moon free - and one of 
the most impressive pitches in Wales. A third 
ascent was recorded soon afterwards by 
Ed Hart and Phil Robson ; Hart used all th e 
resting points and confirmed Sharp's 
comments about difficulty and quality. Sharp 
and Pasquill also repeated Wonderwall, 
again eliminating the original aid . Sharp then 
w ent on to climb the crack in the opposite 
wall. This is in line with the Easter Island 
Gully abseil , and had previously been climbed 
with some aid, but had been left unreported 
to await a purer ascent. Sharp obliged and 
provided a fierce route called Supercrack 
(130ft., XS) . Chris Rogers seconded. 
On the Left Hand Red Wall, Ed Hart and Phil 
Robson made the second ascent of The 
Pagan. Hart had failed on a previous attempt, 
when he lost the route after the first pitch . 
This time, armed with a better description, he 
made no mistake, and was full of praise for 
the route's quality and inescapability. 
Llanberis Pass 
Sharp and Howard Johnston made the second 
ascent of Roll On on Clogwyn y Grochan. 
"The difficulties." they said, "were short and 
sweet". On Dinas y Gromlech the 
Left Wall also received an ascent in its free 
form from Sharp and Ray Toomey. 
Snowdon East 
Several recently pioneered routes in Cae Coch 
Quarry have been destroyed by a massive 
rock slippage. 
Central Wales 
There has been increasing activity hereabouts , 
John Yates and another made the second 
ascent of Strobe (XS) , and Steve and Brian 
Dale repeated The Overlap in poor conditions. 
Hell's Gate received its second ascent last 
year, from Marshall Reeves and J. Geary. 
On Gist Ddu, Deadline was repeated by 
George Herus and Derek Walker ; they 
considered the route to be rather easier than XS . 
Three easy climbs at the lower end of the HVS 
grade, Aardvark, Scimitar and Moai Man, are 
all becoming popular. 
On Cader Idris, K. Bentham and D, Shaw 
added fourteen new routes to Craig Cau. The 
climbs which range from Severe to Extreme, 
all follow impressive lines up the gully wall of 
the Pencoed Pillar. 
DERBYSHIRE 

Limestone 
Charlie Halton-Yates and Steve Read added a 
new route to High Tor. Entitled Nightmare of 
Brown Donkeys (21 Oft., XS), it is a fine route, 
with only a pendulum for aid . After starting 
along Delicatessan, it moves up to the left of 
Fortress Wall, and follows a rising diagonal 
line above the overhangs of Laurin and 
Castellan. Laurin, originally graded A3, has 
now been climbed at HVS standard with three 
points of aid, by Howard Lancaster and Alan 
Austin (not to be confused with J . Allan 
Austin), though previous ascents had 
eliminated much of the original aid . 

INTERNATIONAL EXCHANGES 
Anglo-French Meet 
Following last year's French visit to 
North Wales, the B.M .C. received an 
invitation to send a delegation to visit and 
climb in France during May. This was passed 
on to the A.C.G., who organized a team 
consisting of Speedy Smith, Paul Nunn, 
Andrew Wild, Jack Street, Al Wright, Brian 
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Information 

Below: Pie Lenin (23,406ft. ) in the Pamirs, with the British Route on the North-East Face 
marked. The French Route followed the spur just to the left of the British line. K is the Krylenko 
Pass. The Northern Slopes are on the right and the East Ridge is the skyline to the left of the 
summit. Each cross indicates the scene of an accident: the Russian women (left) and the Swiss 
girl (right) . Photo: Doug Scott 

Griffiths, Rod Valentine, Ken Jones, and 
B.M .C. Secretary Dave Partridge. 
The party made a comprehensive tour of the 
French rock-climbing areas, climbing at 
Fontainebleau, Le Saussois and the Vercors. 
Comparing the two visits, it seems that the 
French succeeded in upstaging us, not only 
in climbing skills, but also in the standard 
of the food and drink - always an 
important consideration on such occasions. 
Nevertheless, these exchanges have done 
much to form a new understanding between 
British and French climbers, who have found 
that they had more in common than had 
previously been suspected. This heightened 
understanding was later strengthened at the 
Russian Meet, where British and French 
climbers again found that they had much in 
common. 
Russian International Meet 
A large international event took place in 
Russia this summer. Delegations were sent by 
nine countries : Russia (c. 50) , Japan (10), 
Austria (64), France (12), Italy (3), 
Switzerland (8), United States (18) , Holland 
(6) and the United Kingdom (12) . The U.K. 
group resulted from two separate invitations, 
one to the B.M .C. and the other to the 
Scottish Mountaineering Club, and each 
organization sent six representatives. 
The climbers gathered at a camp in the 
12,000ft. Achik-Tash Valley, in the Pamirs, 
for five weeks of climbing, ceremonials, 
goodwill events and eating, with such exotic 
items as caviare and fresh salmon in liberal 
supply. 
Most of the climbing activity centred on or 
around Pie Lenin (23,406ft) , with two 
standard routes - the Razdelny Traverse and 
the Northern Slopes/ East Ridge - being th e 
most popular. In fact the Russians seemed 
keen to keep the climbers to these routes, 
urging them to observe set timetables and 
keep constantly in touch with base and with 
the various rescue groups dotted about the 
mountain . 
Some delegates were openly critical of this 
system - partly because of its rigidity, and 
partly because it created a feeling of false 
confidence among less-experienced climbers, 
particularly those unequipped to deal with a 
bad weather crisis on so high a peak. 
But the system was not absolute : a section 
of the Meet had more ambitious plans and, 

14 

though their hosts clearly disapproved of 
teams departing from the norm, no serious 
attempts were made to impose restrictions. 
The South-East Face of Pie Lenin was a major 
objective, and both British and American 
teams made early attempts via an approach up 
the Krylenko Pass. They were thwarted by 
bad weather and avalanches, however, and 
the American group was lucky to escape 
without tragedy. An Estonian group of five, 
attempting the second ascent of the German 
route on the South-East Face, was not so 
lucky. The party, continuing to climb when 
others were retreating, was hit by an 
avalanche. Three members died, and two 
were rescued in poor condition. During the 
same period, American climbers were also 
trying a new route on the North Face of 
Peak 19. They, too, were hit by an avalanche, 
which buried a tent and killed the well-known 
American climber, Gary Ullin. The route was 
eventually completed, however, by Jeff Lowe 
and John Roskelley. 
Shortly afterwards, tragedy struck again : 
three girls - two Swiss and one German -
who were climbing the Razdelny route on Pie 
Lenin, became separated from their group in 
a storm. They bivouacked, and subsequently 
retreated in atrocious conditions of deep 
snow and storm. The German girl pressed on 
to call help, but by the time rescuers 
reached the other two, one was in such a 
serious state of delirium and hypothermia 
that she died almost immediately; the other 
sustained serious frostbite injuries. 
Some of the more ambitious delegates 
eventually succeeded in climbing two new 
routes on the North -East Face . A French 
team, consisting of Benoit and Vincent Renard, 
Yves Morin, Jean Pierre Bougerol, Bernard 
Germain and Michel Berquet, climbed the 
North-North -East Spur, and then descended 
the Northern Slopes. Shortly afterwards, a 
British party, consisting of Doug Scott, 
Paul Braithwaite, Guy Lee, Clive Rowland, 
Alan North, Paul Nunn, Speedy Smith, Greg 
Strange and Bruce Barclay, climbed a 
companion spur just to the right of the 
French route ; on reaching the East Ridge, the 
first five of the group continued up the 
final 3,000ft. of the mountain to the summit, 
while the others, fatigued, descended the 
Northern Slopes. Both of these routes were 
about 6,000ft. long; they were graded D sup., 

and were said to be similar to the routes 
on the Brenva Face of Mt. Blanc. 
Unfortunately, the closing stages of the 
Meet were marred by further tragedy. Eight 
Russian women climbers were attempting 
Lenin by the Northern Slopes/ East Ridge 
route, when the weather began to deteriorate. 
Eye-witnesses stated that some of the 
climbers were very tired when the party was 
still 3,000ft. short of the goal, with a 
further day's climbing left. The group 
nevertheless pressed on, seemingly driven by 
an almost fanatical desire to reach the 
summit. It seems that they succeeded, but 
so weakened themselves that they fell easy 
victims to a blizzard on the way down . They 
might have survived had their tentage been 
better, or if they had dug a snow hole, but 
rescuers found the bodies of seven, still 
roped together and frozen in climbing 
positions. The implication was that they had 
pressed on regardless of conditions, without 
attempting basic survival measures. The 
eighth girl had disappeared, and it was 
assumed that she had been blown off the 
ridge. 
The accident reflects badly on the attitudes 
prevalent in Russian climbing, suggesting 
that pressures exist in that country for 
climbers to succeed on ambitious climbs. 
Perhaps it reflects even more unfavourably 
on the concept of women's equality : apart 
from the two accidents during this meet, 
there have been a number of recent accidents 
involving women that may have resulted 
from errors in judgment caused by the desire 
to press on and prove the resilience of the 
female sex, when more prudent action might 
have been advisable. 
These attempts to assert female ability in 
a rigorous sport are wholly admirable, 
providing that normal mountaineering sense 
is not ignored ; but some of the recent 
tragedies indicate the ease with which clear 
judgment can become distorted by ambition . 
The Russian Meet therefore ended on a 
solemn note and, with thirteen deaths, it can 
hardly be termed a success. It seems that 
one reason for holding the meet was to 
propagate Russian ideas for a more formalized 
system of competition in international 
climbing (possibly by means of an Olympic 
event) . Apart from their well -publicized 
top- roped speed trials in rock-climbing, the 
Russians also advocate speed competitions 
on Alpine-type routes. 
These ideas met with a mixed reception 
during the meet. The Americans, perhaps with 
an eye to nurturing detente, were muted in 
their response, but the British and the 
French condemned the idea out of hand, as 
did some of the Germans. The Austrians and 
the Swiss were less hostile, however, and 
some were actively sympathetic towards the 
proposals. 
It is possible that favourable reactions 
stemmed from a desire to avoid insulting the 
hosts, whose general hospitality could not 
be faulted . Nevertheless, many climbers 
(Mountain advisers included) regard 
proposals for organized competition as an 
anathema and a grave threat to the whole 
spirit and ethos of the sport. Increased 
vigilance will clearly be needed to prevent 
such ideas from gaining ground. 
Correspondents: Nunn and Scott 
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Climber to head U.K. Government's 'Think Tank'- critical economic 
post at time of crisis. Jan Morris to write Everest book. 

Above: Jan Morris - relaxing in sex change. 

Jan Morris to write Everest saga 
Well ahead of time, with the aim of publishing 
on the 25th anniversary of the first ascent of 
Everest, in 1978, Jan Morris is preparing a 
book on the British love-affair with the 
mountain, the climbing of which she has 
described as almost the last of the "imperial 
adventures". Imperialism is a pet theme, and 
so is Everest (vide: Pax Britannica her 
trilogy on the British Empire, and The English 
Moon is Everest). Her interest in the mountain 
began in 1953, when, as James Morris, she 
covered the successful expedition for the 
Times. In her current best-seller, Conundrum, 
the story of her quest for femininity, she 
recalls that expedition. At pains to point out 
her apartness from the "male brilliance" of the 
rest of the team - "I hated to think of myself 
as one of them ... a company of sahibs 
attended by their multitudinous servants" -
and asserting that the "blankness" of the 
achievement depressed her, she has neverthe
less maintained contact with the team over the 
years, attending their reunions. It was in fact 
at one of these, at Lord Hunt's home, that she 
first confessed to them her intended change of 
status. She sees no reason to lose contact 
now. "I don't feel at all embarrassed by the 
situation," she says . "I did meet Ed Hillary in 
New Zealand a few years ago and he was a 
bit confused by my strange goings-on!" 
With Casablanca and the anguished years of 
her conundrum now safely behind her, 
Jan Morris is blatently enjoying life - as a 
woman who obviously feels liberated, 
despite being loudly disowned by prim 
Women's Libbers. Lampooned in Prhvate Eye 
and faced with a TV going-over by Leo Abse 
(usually the champion of outlawed minority 
groups), Ms Morris remains ebulliently 
unabashed. The years of competitive 
journalism and early suppression of sexuality 
have left her with a thick enough skin to take 
all the knocks. (In any case, the sarcastic 
rapier-thrust has always been one of her own 
trade marks. One remembers particularly how 
she dismissed Amory Lovins's book, Eryry, as 
a sumptuous pretentious tract, rich in modish 
gibberish ... written by an American ex
academic in the manner of a Washington 
expert dispensing advice to a congenitally 

under-developed people.) 
The wry humour of her situation obviously 
appeals to her, Once a member of the starchly 
male-only Traveller's Club, she now solemnly 
enjoys dinner there as a guest at the ladies' 
end of the dining room. And one is left 
speculating when she confesses, as she did 
recently, on meeting one of the Everesters in 
Jermyn Street : "I said to myself, what an 
extraordinarily handsome man. I knew he was 
handsome all along, but had allowed myself 
to like him for his gentle manners, and it was 
only now that I permitted myself the 
indulgence of thinking him desirable" . 

Climber appointed to high Government 
Office 
It has recently been announced that Sir 
Kenneth Berrill (53) is to succeed Lord 
Rothschild as head of the Government's 
"Think Tank', the Central Policy Review Staff. 
Sir Kenneth's career has alternated between 
the academic world and the Civil Service, and 
it was as Bursar of King's College (one of the 
wealthiest colleges in Cambridge) that he 
earned his reputation for financial wizardry in 
the 'sixties. Since then he has been a special 
adviser to the Treasury, under Labour, and 
has held appointments as economic adviser to 
the OECD, the World Bank, and the 
governments of Turkey, Guyana and the 
Cameroons. But, as a civil servant, his 
elevation (this time by the Conservatives) 
to the hot seat of the CPRS, with its salary of 
£16,500, comes as something of a surprise. 
As keeper of the governmental conscience, he 
will be required to investigate and question 
policies put to the Cabinet by various 
departments of the Civil Service. 
Sir Kenneth's active climbing career centred 
around the immediate post-war years at 
Cambridge University. He was a member of 
the small Anglo-Swiss party that made the 
first ascent of Abi Gamin, in 1950; and 
Late Night Final, a tricky little climb on 
Gribin Facet, is another of his firsts. A 
member of the Climbers' Club, he has over the 
years held practically every post on its 
committee, but as a tutor in Economics at 

Below: Sir Kenneth Berri/I - Climber, 
Academic and Whitehall economic mandarin. 

Cambridge he kept quiet about his climbing 
interests. Undergraduate climbers remember 
him for his sharp intelligance, kindly interest 
and penchant for listening to The Archers 
whilst mowing the lawn, rather than as a 
fellow-climber. One who benefited from his 
tutorship is Dave Cook, recently progressed 
from Student Leader to National Election 
Agent for the Communist Party - one wonders 
what influence Sir Kenneth brought to bear 
on that particular developing mind. 

Ed and Anne Hart 
Brother and sister team, Ed and Anne Hart, 
recently free-climbed Amanita Muscarina, at 
Avon, eliminating virtually all the aid from the 
top pitch . 
At 20, Ed Hart has already made quite a name 
for himself, repeating recent serious climbs at 
Avon and Cheddar, on Cornish sea cliffs, and 
on Anglesey. Anne, who is three years 
younger, has been climbing with her brother 
for the past two years. Their mother is Swiss, 
and their grandfather, Jakob Reischen, was a 
mountain guide who was killed in the Alps. 
As children they spent many holidays 
scrambling with their parents in the hills 
around Kandersteg, where Mrs. Hart owns a 
hotel. Ed went to school in Leatherhead, 
where one of the masters was Tom Peacocke, 
"a really good guy - one of the old-style 
Alpine Club members"; it was he who 
inspired Ed to take up climbing seriously. 
Why does Ed prefer the South-West? " Well, 
I don 't like gritstone, and I haven't got much 
time for North Wales. I hate going to the 
Padarn and talking climbing all evening, and I 
hate having to queue for climbs. I've just come 
back from nine months in France, and I 
had a chance to look at some of the 
continental climbing grounds - Fontainebleau, 
the Ardennes (that's a dreadful place - the 
pegs are actually cemented into the rock - it's 
like climbing a ladder), the Etrerat sea cliffs 
and the Calangues - they were really good. 
At present Ed is studying Economics and 
French at Kingston Polytechnic: "I did do 
Politics for a year - in fact I'd rather like to be 
an M.P. - Tory, you know, but that's just an 
idea." 

Bird-watching Bird 
" I felt like the whole reason for existence was 
being challenged with every defeat. The 
failures tore at me psychologically. I was 
taking the whole thing too seriously. In fact, 
the very blackest day in my life was the day in 
Washington when I needed tension on a 
climb that those around me were doing with 
apparent ease. I stood at the top and wailed 
for a long, long time." 
There was a time when Tina Devin Hargis 
was driven by the unyielding climbing fervour ; 
it brought her to Yosemite four years ago, 
accompanied by vague and naive fantasies of 
being 'The Best'. Climbing with her now, it is 
difficult to imagine that such a competitive 
image could fit her. Apparently it didn't for 
long. 
Tina's change in attitude came not so much 
from unsuccessful attempts to extend her 
climbing standards but by her realization that 
"Yosemite had more to offer than just granite 
walls. I returned to the womb, so to speak -
the climbing world of my parents; wild 
flowers, whistling marmots, high alpine trails ." 
Her whole family climbs rocks. Her father 
belayed her with a clothes-line on her first 
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Alpine Politics and the 
Freedom of the Hills 
by Galen Rowell 

Autumn in Yosemite: crystalline air, sky and 
granite. But wait! All those big-name 
mountaineers aren't heading for the rocks, 
they're congregating in a corner of the 
campground. The mellow, confident voice 
of Willi Unsoeld chairs the meeting . Climbers 
listen. The plan sounds logical : "The primary 
purpose is to promote excellence in the 
profession . .. not to foster a clique 
excluding others from participation in 
guiding ... not to create unfair standards ... 
not to be used for advertising for at least 
three years after certification." The framework 
for these concepts was the product of long 
and careful deliberation. 

Sitting in front of the group, I was looking 
into its midst to judge responses when every 
face lost its concentration simultaneously. 
Some laughed ; some appeared outraged. 
Behind me, barefoot and dusty, walked 
several Vulgarians (members of a legendary 
eastern U.S. non-club, with no rules, 
meetings or dues) carrying hand-lettered 
signs. One read: "Where is the freedom of 
the hills?" Others bore similar slogans. In 
timeworn American tradition the first meeting 
of the American Alpine Club Certification 
Committee, held in September 1970, was 
picketed. 

Undaunted, the committee moved forward. 
Inertia for certifying guides began in the 
A.A.C. as early as 1940. As with tennis or the 
trampoline, a later generation started a new 
wave. Memoranda flowed through the mails. 
The battle was quietly won with an infantry 
of paper. The A.A C. Board of Directors 
recently reaffirmed their confidence in the 
programme by a 10-2 vote in May 1974. 

In the four years since the Vulgarians 
picketed the committee, changes have taken 
place in American mountaineering. Only a 
couple of guide schools were operating in the 
'forties. There were probably fewer than a 
dozen as late as the middle 'sixties. Now, 
hundreds of people are involved in guiding ; 
perhaps more than a thousand. Schools, 
outdoor clubs, wilderness survival camps, 
university classes and individuals are all 
teaching climbing. The relatively innocuous 
certificate of 1970 now has greater 
importance. 

Those in favour claim the need was never 
greater. Climbers with little experience are 
hanging out their shingles to teach others. 
Deaths, lawsuits and a loss of reputation for 
all mountaineers will be the result, according 
to this point of view. To emphasize the need, 
they claim that the government will certainly 
step in to regulate guides if climbers do not 
do it themselves. 

The opposing viewpoint was expressed at a 
recent A.AC. Board of Directors meeting by 
a visiting and eloquently drunk Sheridan 
Anderson. Over the years, much paper and 
more wine was wasted over the question of 

continued from page 15 

rock scramble in Washington when she was 
eleven; seven years later, he and her brother 
took her on her "first experience of seeking the 
rock for the sake of the rock", not the 
mountain. And just last summer Tina and her 
mother climbed Half Dome's Snake Dike 
Route. Of that climb, Tina recounts : "The 
approach, which led through a rich sugar pine 
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minimum climbing standards for aspirant 
guides. Should they be able to lead 5.9? 
Or merely 5.7? Sheridan stood up from the 
audience of about 50 climbers who attended 
the meeting in Yosemite, and began to speak. 
Others had commented on specific issues, 
but Sheridan addressed himself to the entire 
gamut of the program. Like one of his own 
caricatures he stood apart from the reality of 
Yosemite climbers - but just enough in touch 
to ensure that everyone listened . ' 'I'm not a 
good climber. Matter of fact I don't climb 
much at all any more. I'm somewhat crippled 
and I've got this big beer gut. But I know 
what climbing is all about. I probably can't 
climb 5.6 but I can teach others to climb. 
I've taught some people who are in this room 
today." 

Next to me, Loyd Price mumbled in my ear 
that Sheridan had taught him to climb. Loyd 
was a regular guide for the Yosemite 
Mountaineering School and for a while was 
at the top of the Yosemite short/ hard/ free 
climbers. 

Sheridan questioned whether the ability to 
teach climbing could be put on paper or 
tested in any fashion . He compared climbing 
to higher arts and claimed that Rembrandt 
would never have qualified as an art 
instructor in a modern junior college. Often, 
Sheridan's critiques hit all organizing of 
climbing, not just the certifying of guides : 
"The true artist is by nature a maverick; the 
creature who keeps his or her distance from 
the herd, thereby retaining the perspective 
necessary for creativity. There is no other 
way." 

After Sheridan sat down, others rose to 
question aspects of the certification program. 
Within hearing range of some Yosemite 
climbers an A.A.C . Director said : "Who were 
those guys?" When told that two of the 
speakers were guides for the Yosemite school 
he countered: "But they're not real guides. 
They're just climbers who are working to 
make some money." Accurate or slightly 
apocryphal, this regrettable story spread 
quickly among the Valley climbers, knocking 
the credibility of the A.A.C. lower than ever. 

Another unfortunate incident brought to light 
at the Yosemite meeting was an unauthorized 
letter on A.A.C. stationary, urging the National 
Supervisor of the Forest Service to consider 
allowing only A.AC. certificated guides to 
practise on U.S.F.S. land. 

Fracture lines began to appear in the fragile 
concepts voiced by Will Unsoeld at the 
1970 meeting. Like any issue that is the 
subject of long debate, neither side is white 
or black. There is no absolute right or wrong . 
Mountain politics aside, the conflict is one 
of honest, but clashing moralities. The idea 
of certification appeals to the consumer
orientated, safety-conscious types, but it is 
precisely this inroad from structured society 

forest and past a hidden lake alive with 
redwing blackbirds, was as memorable as the 
climb itself." 
Tina often talks more about the natural 
history of a route than the climbing she did on 
it; the polemonium on Whitney's East Face; 
hybrid lupins off-route on the Column Direct ; 
the white-throated swifts of the Apron. She'll 

that makes the mountain counterculture 
behave like bulls before the cape. 

Anti-certification, anti-A.A.C. letters began to 
appear in many climbing magazines : "It is 
glibly assumed by the perpetrators of the 
branding service that we all know a problem 
exists and that this is the natural solution ... 
who does the A.A.C. really represent? ... 
To suggest licensing and consequent 
promoting of guided climbs in the face of the 
development of individualism verges on the 
obscene ... reminds us of requirements for 
joining a college fraternity ... The A.AC. is 
attempting to do for climbers what the AM .A. 
and AB.A. have done for doctors and 
lawyers ... Elitism requires certificates and 
ranks. A natural situation requires only 
mutual trust." I am one of those dreaded 
Directors of the A.AC. I'm also a 
professional writer and occasional mountain 
guide. This hotchpotch of allegiances leaves 
me more cynical than biased. I'm among the 
minority on the Board of Directors who think 
the Guide Programme should be scrapped, or 
possibly turned over lock, stock and barrel to 
a privately organized association of mountain 
guides, if such a group was set up. 
Just as the A.A.C. seemed to be making 
progress in a campaign to reject elitism and 
broaden its membership base, along came an 
issue that alienated a large percentage of 
America's top climbers. In other times the 
A.A.C. has fought agencies that sought to 
regulate climbing in various parts of the 
country, for the common good of the 
mountaineering public. Now, the roles have 
been reversed. The A.A.C. is the regulatory 
agency and climbers, with predictable 
consistency, are angry at both the proposed 
regulations and the agency that advocates 
them. 
The unfortunate result may be a loss of ground 
for the A.A.C. in the many areas where it does 
real good for American mountaineering. In its 
publishing programme the A.AC. recently 
took cognizance of the growing resentment 
against climbing guidebooks by voting to 
discontinue new guidebooks to new areas. 
The club recognized that this type of low
profit or loss publishing was done as a service 
to mountaineering and was hardly justifiable 
when a large and vocal segment of those 
receiving the 'service' began to have strong 
philosophical objections. The certification 
programme is not such a simple decision . 
There is too much time and work already 
invested by volunteers. When the idea of 
scrapping the programme was presented to 
the Board, one of these volunteers said that he 
would bill the club for his several thousand 
dollars of expenses on the guide programme 
if they discontinued it. Like a gambler trying 
to recoup his losses, or our government 
hedging on pulling out of Vietnam, the A.AC. 
Board hung tough. Tenacity, not right or 
wrong, has been the historical determinant of 
success in America. 

recount'hilariously absurd situations with 
a perfectly straight face. And she'll complain 
viciously about her unsatiated hunger. 
" My prerequisites for a good climb now are a 
fun partner and a pretty climb; and maybe an 
orange or something else to keep my stomach 
happy!" ... And she calls it "playing on the 
the rocks". 



Adventure by Numbers 
by Tom Price 

The idea of adventure is now widely accepted in education, 
yet when one comes to think of it, it is extraordinary that 
something that is by its very nature so fortuitous and 
uncertain of outcome should be harnessed and brought into 
the service of educational programmes. I sometimes wonder, 
indeed, how adventurous adventure courses really are, for as 
soon as one becomes a deliberate purveyor of adventure, 
one is in danger of losing much that is fundamental to it. 
It becomes a package deal, with something false about it, 
like the packages described by Jeremy Sandford and Roger 
Law in their book, Synthetic Fun: "Synthetic fun is the smile, 
on the face of the holiday camp fun people, this Friday as 
every Friday, as they are ritually thrown into the blue, blue 
swimming pool". 

Synthetic fun is for people who are too tired, or too busy, 
or too timid or too pusillanimous to go in for real fun. 
Similarly, painting by numbers is for people who are 
unwilling to take on the agony and ecstasy of original 
composition . And it is all too easy, I should think, to deal in 
synthetic adventure, or adventure by numbers: in other 
words to methodize it out of existence. 

We are, of course, inclined to want to have our cake and 
eat it. We say: "Give our children thrilling adventures and 
make absolutely certain nothing untoward happens". This 
suggests a curious misuse of the word adventure, and I 
prefer the thinking of the Army commander, who said, in 
briefing a party for a landing by canoe on the enemy coast, 
to be followed by the surprise abduction of a senior 
officer from a heavily guarded headquarters: "And, 
remember, men, we want no adventures". 
There is no need to pursue tediously the meaning of the 
word. It is a common one that everybody knows. But it is 
worthwhile making the observation that how people use it 
reflects their outlook and is as variable as people's outlooks 
are. 
Anyone who has been mixed up in outdoor activities in the 
hills has come across ill-experienced and naively adven
turous individuals leading parties of youngsters. We have all 
seen the difficulty with which they conceal their elation at 
having the rescue teams out, and the peculiarly injured way 
they receive their chastisement. I've always had a soft spot 
for such fellows, exasperating though they are at the time, 
for, however inept they may be, they are genuine 
adventurers, with something pure and quixotic about them 
that the MIC holders lack. 

I think there is no question that much of what we describe 
as adventure is not adventure at all, and it is my view that if 
that is the case we should stop calling it adventure. Young 
people find adult thought processes confusing enough as 
it is, and we only add to the confusion when we describe 
walking on an empty, rounded hill, laden with emergency 
equipment, as an adventure (whereas, for example, making 
gunpowder, or cycling two feet behind a bus to take 
advantage of its slipstream, is condemned as irresponsible) . 
We pay lip-service to adventure, but what we mostly teach 
is prudence, and the importance of being comprehensively 
insured. As a middle-aged family man I find nothing much 
wrong with this, but why can't we acknowledge it? 

But, of course, it is too narrow a view of adventure to 
equate it simply with taking risks. After all, those who make 
their living by dangerous jobs don't find them adventurous, 
except perhaps at first. Once they have mastered the work, 
they find it demanding and exacting, perhaps, but not 
adventurous. In fact, dangerous work is frequently described 
as tedious, because it demands such endless painstaking 
routines and precautions. 
Many a lad goes to sea in expectation of a life of adventure, 

but pretty soon finds himself tied to the interminable tasks of 
watch-keeping, log-reading, safety-checking, measuring, 
recording and dead-reckoning. People who climb for a 
living have much the same experience. Though they may 
derive some satisfaction from the awareness that other people 
regard their job as adventurous, to them it is just work. The 
only difference between it and more ordinary work is that 
it demands perpetual care and discipline. 
Nor is the scale of an adventure so significant. I have heard 
an ascent of the Old West Route on Pillar Rock represented 
as the ultimate in cliff-hanging, and who is to say that, in 
truth, it was less of an adventure than, say, an Extreme done 
by a party of experts? The truth is that in one important 
sense, adventure, however much it may be concerned with 
physical conflict and danger, is really of the mind. What is 
an adventure to some, may be, to others of more prosaic 
nature, an ordeal, or an imposition, or a nuisance, or a 
calamity, or even simply a bore. For just as beauty is in the 
eye of the beholder, adventure is in the mind and spirit of 
the adventurer. It is not risks and desperate situations that 
make adventure, so much as adventurousness. 

It makes more sense, therefore, to consider the spirit of 
adventure, rather than adventure. Some people have it in 
greater measure than others. Some appear not to have it at 
all, and that, perhaps, is the mark of complete maturity. For 
adventurousness is a peculiarly youthful quality. Maturity is 
held up as a desirable educational goal, and it is often 
claimed that outdoor pursuits bring young people to 
maturity. It might equally be claimed, however, that they 
keep people young. Certainly one of the most attractive 
things about outdoor pursuits instructors or teachers is their 
youthfulness, their refusal completely to grow up and 
abandon "the heaven that lies about us in our infancy." It is 
odd the esteem in which maturity is held, considering how 
close it can be to over-ripeness. The truth is, of course, and 
in education we neglect it at our peril, that each stage of 
life is equally valuable for its own sake. The practice of 
regarding any one stage as nothing more than a training 
ground for a later one leads to a squandering of the 
precious gift of life. Furthermore it is cruel and untrue to 
suggest, by valuing maturity too much, that the old and 
doddering are of no account. We can turn to R. L. 
Stevenson, whose essay on Crabbed Age and Youth has 
much to say on this subject, for a wise and kindly comment 
on the process of maturing: 'To love playthings well as a 
child, to lead an adventurous and honourable youth, and to 
settle when the time arrives to a green and smiling age, is 
to be a good artist in life, and deserve well of yourself and 
your neighbour". 

That word 'honourable' reminds us that adventure is strongly 
linked to romance. Now romanticism has two sides to it. It 
may be condemned as illusory and false, but on the other 
hand it has its noble side, visionary and idealistic, raising 
man from the commonplace and trivial to the heights of 
aspiration, transcending his finite nature and looking 
towards the infinite and the sublime, "the eternal spirit of 
the chainless mind". It is romantic aspiration and vision that 
can turn a long hard plod over the Pennine Way into a real 
adventure. There is a kind of poeticism, shared by all who 
love the hills, which is expressed not in words but in 
physical effort, in technical competence, and in good 
companionship. 

What is so valuable and formative in an adventure is the 
commitment it invariably calls for in one way or another. 
There is always, somewhere, a point for girding up one's 
loins, taking a deep breath, and making a step into the 
unknown. It is a giving of oneself, a spending of oneself 
without which, paradoxically, there can be no personal 
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Adventure by Numbers 

integration and consolidation . How often in accounts of 
adventures we hear expressions like: " Well, for better or for 
worse, here goes"; "It was now or never" ; "This was the 
moment of truth " . It is a breaking of the insurance barrier, at 
which the spirit experiences a kind of sonic boom. It calls 
for faith , even if it is only faith in a rope, or a compass, or an 
instructor's assurance. And having faith in things, and 
people, is an aspect of having faith in oneself, and that is the 
self-confidence we're always claiming adventurous 
pursuits confer. This willingness to step into the unknown, 
into new experience, is not to be confused with mere 
recklessness. There is about recklessness a certain lack of 
commitment, a damping down, for kicks, of foresight and 
imagination . It is essentially frivolous, whereas adventurous
ness, at its best, is entirely serious. And because a thing is 
serious, it does not mean that it is less exciting or less fun . 
On the contrary. The reason why children can enjoy 
themselves more intensely than most adults is that they are 
so serious, that is, so wholehearted . They have not yet 
adopted that terrible outlook which equates fun with 
frivolity, and seriousness with an absence of joie de vivre. 
The true adventurer takes life so seriously that he cannot 
bear to fritter it away on mere comfort and safety and 
respecta bi I ity. 

But perhaps the most valuable -element in the spirit of 
adventure is that most precious attribute of childhood, from 
which the aspirations of youth and the serenity of age 
develop, a sense of wonder. The traveller who, gazing upon 
new vistas, is not struck by a feeling of wonder and wild 
surmise, will soon settle down and cease his adventuring . 
Darwin 's voyage in the Beagle stimulated him to such a 
sense of wonder that its impetus carried him through thirty 
years of dedicated toil, a life-long adventure of the mind . 
It is a childlike quality, but it can be possessed alike by 
Einstein or by Wordsworth's "Idiot Boy" for it is not a 
question of intelligence. It is a kind of extreme mental health . 
The total absence of it I suppose is acute depression. One 
of the great tasks of education is to sustain this childlike 
sense of wonder into adulthood, and if possible throughout 
life. 
So in outdoor education we should not altogether neglect 
the life contemplative. Excursions and short courses out of 
doors tend to be packed with activity, to ensure people get 
their money's worth . But often there is more value in " a 
wise passiveness". 
From an acceptance that adventure, however physical, is 
fundamentally of the mind and spirit, it is not far to the 
proposition that learning is itself an adventure. The common 
elements are venturing, in faith , into the unknown, and the 
sense of wonder as understanding dawns. It is well for the 
teacher to bear this in mind, for it is all too easy to produce 
the impression that there is nothing left to discover. The 
more we can let people do it themselves, the more valuable 
the experience will be. 
There are snags, of course. One is that left to their own 
devices, some will do nothing at all , and be bored for want 
of leadership. Others will find adventure which spoils the 
environment and annoys local people. And some, of course, 
will kill themselves. The special expertise of an outdoor 
centre should consist in contriving to provide against these 
snags in such a way as not to nip true adventure in the bud. 
Outdoor education, like any other education, can easily be 
too directed, with the result that what might be an adventure, 
becomes merely an activity. So much is known, and the 
information so assiduously promulgated, about equipment, 
for example, that a whole area for adventurous experimen 
tation has been put out of use. Imagine the reception 
R. L. Stevenson's plan for his travels with a donkey would 
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have had if he had proposed it to an assessment panel, for a 
Duke of Edinburgh Gold Expedition. His crazy sleeping bag 
would have been rejected out of hand, and his association 
with the immortal Modestine would have been judged quite 
unnecessary since a high - loading rucksack and a kit 
weighing less than a third of his bodyweight would have 
rendered her superfluous. Yet what a loss not only to 
literature, but to Stevenson himself, if he had been properly 
trained . 

Like many campers, I expect, I am prone to lie awake on the 
hard ground designing in imagination the perfect tent. From 
such designs I have only occasionally proceeded to actual 
experiment, but the first tent I ever had was home-made. It 
was forty years ago, but I still remember vividly the long 
adventure which produced it- small , simple, badly finished, 
"a poor thing, but mine own". The making of it had most 
of the hallmarks of a great adventure : the initial vision, the 
build -up of conviction that it could be done and the 
determination to do it, the scepticism of others, the 
absorption in practical considerations, the stamina and 
endurance to sew those interminable seams, the disappoint
ments and mistakes, and the starting again. It was extremely 
light and had a door a each end . The first trial was a 
genuine one, far from home, in a singularly unattractive, 
sad, soggy field with cowpats and thistles, nasty-looking 
mushrooms, and no view. It was November, and we endured 
such a chilly and draughty night and returned home so pale 
and staring -eyed with fatigue, that pretty soon I sewed up 
one of the doors, and added a nine-inch ground cloth, and 
be damned to the weight. My proudest time with that tent 
was when it was the sole survivor of an Easter camp below 
the gullies of Ben Nevis. With its multi -coloured cottons 
representing every part-used reel in my mother's sewing 
basket, it lasted some twenty years, and finally disintegrated 
in an instant, like the One Hoss Shay, on the shore of Lock 
Coruisk. A pity that the time has gone by for that sort of 
improvisation and we must give way to a new style of 
adventure, exploring the Aladdin's caves of the equipment 
shops. 

In watching children play, it is surprising how often they 
prefer to use equipment for some purpose quite other than 
what it was intended for. They play cricket, for example, with 
the wrong side of the bat, cycle with no hands, and walk on 
the hands instead of the feet. Similarly it is almost always 
more interesting to climb on things not meant to be climbed 
on, such as rocks, than on purpose-made apparatus. The 
key to making a good climbing wall is somehow to create 
the illusion by a thoroughly inconsiderate placing and 
shaping of the holds, that no -one was intended to get up it. 
It is thrilling to have a beautifully-designed efficient sailing 
machine to handle, but there is another kind of absorption, 
and perhaps a deeper one, in being afloat on something that 
is not a boat, and in sailing something, like a canoe, which 
was not meant to be sailed. It is good to see, as one does, 
an occasional bath -tub and crude coracle in the fleet of an 
outdoor centre. 

Rock-climbing is an activity in which it is easy to over
instruct. The reason for this is usually rooted in confusion 
about the exact aim of the exercise. If the aim is to attain 
the maximum skill in the shortest time, then intensive 
instruction is appropriate. If the aim is adventure, with its 
wonderment, its delight in discovery, its feeling of "boldly 
going where no man has gone before", as it says in Startrek, 
then perhaps a good deal of messing about on rocks is 
more suitable as a start. But with climbing one has to be so 
careful , and this illustrates the odd truth that, as far as 
educational situations are concerned, at any rate, the 
more hazardous the activity the less opportunity there is for 



adventure. Really hazardous activities call for close control 
and discipline and the decisions cannot be left to the pupil. 
Yet there is considerable pressure, in all sorts of ways, to 
proceed as though the more advanced and technical the 
activity, and the more costly to equip it and provide for it, 
the greater the adventure, and the greater the educational 
pay-off. It is simply not so . If it were, the upper Himalaya 
would be a better place for a centre than the Lake District. 
Perhaps the real truth of the matter is that we make too 
much of the adventure idea when that is not the essence of 
what we are about at all in outdoor education. The real 
core of the business is the enrichment through exposure to 
experiences and through various feasts of the senses, not 
least the kinaesthetic sense. That great and unpopular poet 
Wordsworth who knew hardly anything about nature study 
and even less about climbing, (though he did walk over 
100,000 miles, so they say) has, nevertheless, more to say 
for outdoor education than any writer I know, and as 
recommended reading I would give him higher priority even 
than Safety on Mountains. 

The eye it cannot choose but see 
We cannot bid the ear be still 
Our bodies feel, where'er they be 
Against or with our will. 

Think you midst all this mighty sum 
of things for ever speaking 
That nothing of itself will come 
But we must still be seeking. 

You cannot plan adventures. The best one can do is allow 
them to happen. 
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ManMade 
by John Mackenzie 

Under the direction of some unknown instinct, climbers 
apparently enjoy climbing on man -made walls and, probably 
for sound geological reasons, man-made walls suitable for 
climbing abound in the cities of Edinburgh and Glasgow. 

Both basalt and sandstone are widely used for general 
purpose shoring, usually along railway or river embankments. 
The basalt boasts a superabundance of exotic holds, many 
of which, although giving an attractive mosaic pattern, fail to 
provide the climber with enough in the way of anti 
gravitational aid. Furthermore, friction is often at a low 
ebb, even under dry conditions, and rain gives rise to a 
sport more akin to wrestling. The sandstone, on the other 
hand, is rather more subtle; having excellent frictional 
properties, even when wet, it dupes arms and legs into 
crossing comparatively blank sections quite easily, but then 
tires them far faster than a similar basalt wall. Thus a 
newcomer to the sandstone might well fail after a miserable 
thirty feet of traversing, whereas on the basalt he might 
find himself still on at twice that distance, although he'd 
probably be 'playing piano ' with all digits and increasing 
gusto. 

Not content with these types of wall, man has also 
performed some amazing feats with bricks and mortar, with 
the aim of creating simulated climbing problems. The 
greatest fault of these walls lies in the very fact of their 
climbability : by their nature, they were designed to be 
possible. Embankment walls, on the other hand, were not 
made to be climbed on. The fact that they are is purely due 
to chance weathering, and many of them have areas which 
still repulse climbers with ease. Paradoxically, then, there is 
more of the 'real thing' in this type of wall than in the 
custom-built variety. Another difference lies in the element 
of competition, which is rarely a feature of deliberately-made 
walls, but exists at quite a high level elsewhere. 

Simulated walls also suffer from the operation of a form of 
apartheid. A club is usually welcome (having made 
previous enquiries) , but the loner is at a disadvantage when 
he tries to get permission to climb. Also, these walls are 
pricey things to build . The very big Meadowbank Stadium 
wall in Edinburgh reputedly cost over £10,000, while the 
one at the Heriot-Watt University cost around £5,000. 
There are others at Craigmount School and Sighthill College . 

Such walls are no doubt excellent from the teaching point 
of view, but are of rather limited use to the more experienced 
person. An interesting feature of the Heriot-Watt wall is 
the blank section left to encourage competition ; here, 
climbers either chip holds (a rather permanent solution) or 
presumably learn to climb without them. Glasgow has an 
interesting, but glass-smooth wall at the Langside College, 
where holds are necessarily square-cut. 

Mild speculation leaves one wondering whether a more 
lasting benefit might have been gained if half the money spent 
had been used in obtaining permission to climb on 
existing embankment walls and in taking people on to 
local crags - such as Aberdour, Trapiain Low, Salisbury 
Crags and the Whangie. 

Salisbury Crags, in Edinburgh, girdle Arthur's Seat, and are 
protected by patrolling 'parkies', who constitute one of the 
crag's many objective dangers ; as a result of their presence 
many a climbing novitiate is prevented from learning about 
the very real dangers of loose rock and the ways of dealing 
with it. Unfortunately, real crags don't sprout iron belay 
rings or (even better) a roof. No doubt the latter would 
revolutionize Scottish climbing and the former save many a 
rescue; but there we are, the real thing is basically 
dangerous whatever people say about it, and if_ a perso~ can 
climb small loose crags safely then the actual risks on big 
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solid ones are so much the less. As has often been said, it 
takes a strong group to get the right results ; but if money 
can be raised for internal walls, then presumably it can be 
raised for external walls as well. 
Both Glasgow and Edinburgh have choice embankment-type 
walls, and most kinds of climbing problem occur except for 
friction slabs and chimneys. Verticalities of all types and 
even a few slab-type buttresses are to be found. 
In Edinburgh, the famed Currie Walls in certain ways mirror 
the new town itself. They are clean, generally uniform, and 
have a compact simplicity which offers few difficulties even 
to the poorest route -finder. Haston insisted on using the 
continental -type gradings of 1 to 6 + here, but the system 
probably doesn't split into small enough categories. Most of 
the routes are worth doing ; the ones above the River Leith 
have obvious enough dangers, well documented in Tiso's 
Eastern Outcrops guide. The Upper Bowl ing Green Wall has 
a classic traverse, but it is very short (130ft). One of the 
best is the Piggery Girdle, which is also the easiest and 
longest (400ft) . 

For technocrats, the Salerno Bridge has two extra special 
delicacies, namely the Salerno and Currie Girdles, both 6 +. 
Some short, straight-up routes are also possible, the best 
and possibly hardest being Spike Wall , a grade 6 with a 
weird move near the top. But the landing is awkward, and 
some preparation for it isn 't a bad idea ; probably the best 
bet is to do all the routes above terra firma first, before 
traversing on to the wetter tours above the river. However, 
one of Haston's much -quoted objective dangers has long 
since disappeared - that of the one train a day, which 
presumably proved too expensive a venture for British Rail 
to run . 

There are also rumours of ascents of the Forth road and 
railway bridges, but there's been no mention of a joint 
girdle as yet. Secretive excursions on to Castle Rock were 
once in vogue, but its present state of decay is hardly 
encouraging . Ghosts of rumours also suggest that routes 
have been put up in the city, on the MacEwen Hall and the 
Old College. 

In the sandstone city of Glasgow, much greater scope for 
wall-climbing exists. If the Currie Walls are compact, the 
Glasgow ones sprawl, but luckily they are not more than 
five or ten minutes' walk from one another. 

The hard red sandstone gives rounded friction holds, which 
lead to the development of great finger-strength in a 
comparatively short time. This is particularly the case in 
one area which boasts a wall 3,000ft. in length, of which all 
but a few hundred feet can be climbed . Systems of adhesion 
must be individually sought, if the traverses are to be 
completed; most of them are broken by obscure arrows or 
pipes, marking their beginnings or ends ; distances traversed 
depend solely on the climber, and to do it all in one go is 
the inconceivable ultimate. Most of the recognized routes 
are several hundred feet long, and people resort to desperate 
measures, some quite unmentionable, to stay on . 
Straight-up routes exist on other walls, some of them 
reaching sixty feet. Top-roping is common on routes over 
thirty feet high, as the climbing is hard and protection 
non-existent. 

Right: Some of the climbable walls close to the Kelvin and Belmont 
Bridges in Glasgow. Top left: John Mackenzie and Barry Clarke 
climbing in the Amphitheatre (the entrance to a disused railway tunnel ) 
near Kelvin Bridge. Bottom left: The Kelvin Walls, with Mackenzie on 
the crux of the fierce Great Wall ( 6a) . Top right: The Belmont Bridge. 
The climber is on a problem called The Needle (5a) which is usually 
top-roped. Bottom right: Clarke on the Belmont Street Catacomb (3b ), 
a dark slot between the bridge and the church. Photos: Ken Wilson 





The Glasgow climbs have a much greater variety than those 
in Edinburgh. Buttresses, sloping at 75°, give pleasant 
balance climbing, while vertical corners provide some of the 
most technical climbs in the city. Layback cracks abound in 
one area, and strenuous wall-climbing is common to all. 
With so many different types of problems, both up and 
across, a suitable grading system had to be sought. The 
English southern sandstone grades were found to be ideal, 
giving full play to the obsessive nuances in the technical 
climber's mind. 1 to 6, subdivided by a, b or c, would 
satisfy most. By far the largest portion of the climbs fall 
into the 5a category, with the next lot at 5c. By and large, 
there are problems nearly everyone can get up, and many 
that practically no one can climb, which all helps to foster 
the competitive spirit. 

For those interested, full descriptions of the routes can be 
found in the 1973 Scottish Mountaineering Club Journal ; 
in brief, the Finniston dock walls (the upper one above 
Pointhouse Road) offer by far the best traverses, while the 
biggest and best straight-up routes are to be found on the 
Kelvin Walls, the Belmont Bridge, and the Big Walls, a 
quarter of a mile upstream from the last-named area. 

A common problem affecting both cities is the Law. On the 
Currie Walls there is an element of seclusion, but in 
Glasgow many of the walls are above rivers and roads. 
People caught in the act are more often than not 'cleared 
out' by the police; in the case of actual capture, politeness 
and a modicum of incredulous ignorance should prevent 
one from being booked. By far the best policy is to avoid 
climbing in glorious technicolour, and instead to wear 
browns and greens. This really works and, coupled with 
general guile, should preclude any problems with the men 
in blue. Anyway, a charge of climbing a wall would create 
legal history, and no doubt the Mount Everest Foundation 
or whatever would organize a subsequent charities appeal. 

Though avoidance of the police is generally achieved, 
clashes do occur and various incidents, imprisoned in the 
memory, tend to improve one's chances of dealing 
successfully with the ever-present 'next' incident. 

The Glasgow walls have seen innumerable near-misses in 
this respect. Perhaps the closest was when three of us 
decided to 'inspect' what was to be the city's only genuine 
chimney climb. This lay next to a church on the Belmont 
Bridge, and consisted of a black shaft plummeting down 
between the church on one side and the bridge on the 
other, closing to a V-crack at the back, and capped by an 
enormous roof - the pavement. The problems were 
basically two fold: firstly the climb was exceedingly public, 
and secondly the only available belay was the church door, 
on which there was a large gleaming brass handle - far too 
tempting. We also had to proceed on the assumption that 
no one outside - or worse, inside - would want to use the 
door for about an hour. And that called for a lot of faith on 
a Sunday evening. 
However, a rather rapid abseil took us to the bottom of 
this pit, which was over sixty feet in length, and we got 
a great view of the ever-narrowing recess at the back; it 
was an extraordinary aperture, which seemed to recede for 
ever, and without doubt pterodactyls lurked there. 
Relatively easy bridging at 3a, and at great speed, gave 
some of us a headache when we failed to notice the roof 
above. This in turn gave a rather gymnastic swing on 
rounded holds, to a leg-splitting exit. 

The occupants of a panda-car, cruising slowly along the 
bridge, totally failed to notice us, deeply embroiled in the 
chimney; and there was no excuse for that, in view of the 
fact that the car ran over a lot of rope that had somehow 
crept on to the road. Our luck continued to an almost 
uncanny extent when two policemen actually walked past 
us, conveniently looking the other way. Sundays mean a 
great deal to the folk up here, and after a funny Friday 
night one can hardly blame them. 

But the real thing is always more exciting than near-misses, 
and four incidents come readily to mind. Actually, the first 
did not involve the police, but the St. Mungo's Cemetery 
Warden . This ghoulish place boasted a Teschenite basalt 
wall, fifty feet high; the only way in after closing time 
involved a public climb over seven-foot railings. Having 
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successfully negotiated this, a climber of the Outer Isles 
and I crept towards the poison-ivy covered rock (the main 
reason for the infrequent visits) , when a shrill blast on a 
whistle halted both of us. The owner of the whistle then 
appeared, obviously displeased. We were asked what w e 
were doing ; Archie, nobody's fool , looked contemplative 
for a while. Finally, he spoke : 

"Och well now, it iss such a nice day that it woooo'uld 
haft been a rheel peety not to haft come. An'h'anyway, it 
iss such a h' luvely view, it woooo'uld be a rheel pleshure 
to be buried here. Actua'ally we h'are geohologists, an ' 
yoo haff sum h' rare h'augite crystals here." 

And it worked . Stunned, amazed, or whatever, but totally 
taken in, the Warden had at last found someone who was 
interested in something other than gravestone pushing - a 
favourite pursuit of local urchins. Not only did we receive 
his blessing on our search for "h'rare h'augite crystals", 
but we were permitted to use ropes to help us look for 
them. Definitely a moral victory. 

The remaining incidents involved the law, usually in the 
form of constables on foot, but occasionally higher-ranking 
officers. 

Once upon a time a sandstone plinth, fifty feet high, stood 
by the River Kelvin (it has now been demolished) . Archie 
and I were busily engaged in climbing this monster by means 
of pegs, since it appeared invulnerable in any other way. 
I had a belay in slings, some way up, overlooking the 
river, and my friend was nearing the top, hammering 
furiously. Two constables peered round the corner at us ; 
jail seemed near. 

"What are ye doin' ?" (The inevitable question.) 
"Ah, well , we are actually making the first ascent of 

Britain 's last unconquered peak. Being staunch patriots we 
cannot allow the Japanese to steal it from under our very 
noses. You know how they love miniaturized things - well 
this is a miniature mountain. Anyway, our prestige is low 
enough as it is. Furthermore, that is the B.B.C. studio 
across the river" .. . (imperious gesture with finger) ... 
" and it is just possible that they are filming us right now." 
Faced with the prospect of appearing on the dreaded box, 
they retired, never to be seen again . 

On another occasion, my West Highland friend and I were 
on the Finniston dock walls. We were engaged in traversing 
a bridge right at the eastern end ; the object was to cross, 
on sloping holds, an overhung parapet some distance above 
a nasty landing of old bed-springs and assorted tubes. This 
Kami-Kazi traverse was near completion when I was 
informed that Archie had collided with a policeman at the 
other end. Somewhat numbed I joined them, to be greeted 
by an elderly man with a 'seen it all before' type of smile. 
We were asked to go to the station. Stalling, we replied that 
we were bona fide climbers - quite innocent. 

" Och, I'm sure ye are," he said, "but I can book you on 
quite a few wee points. I don't really mind the fact that 
you were trespassing on private property, or even that you 
were creating a public disturbance" - that shook us - "but 
what really gets me is that I nearly joined you - in my car." 

Ever logical, we replied that the road should not have been 
built so near the walls, that the minority were just not being 
taken into account again . We also added (with some 
justification) that a five-ton elephant could walk the wrong 
way down the road and hardly be noticed. He pointed out 
that so many of his clients saw elephants anyway that there 
was some truth in what we said. He was a nice fellow and 
he let us off, saying that we should have been better 
disguised. We have been, ever since. 

The final incident was potentially more serious; it didn't 
raise half a chuckle at the time, and even now gives rise to 
an unpleasant feeling. Barry Clarke and I were top-roping 
on the 'Big Walls', next to the Kelvin, and considered 
ourselves well camouflaged and hidden from the public eye. 
But we were mistaken. Six large constables and two high 
rankers descended. One of them, purple with rage, 
screamed at us across the water to get off. We did; and 
while we did, our sacks were searched. Moans of dismay 
followed from the six on top: we were not, after all , 
members of the LR.A. about to blow all into the river. Five 
thought it was funny, but the sixth didn't. A desperately 



serious young chap, he was anxious to book 
us if we weren't out in five minutes. We 
were, of course, but it seemed to us that he 
was overreacting to a 'small incident'. 
" Probably because he had a small head, 
" said Barry, but there we are. 
Amusement at watching other people climb 
is one of the great blues-lifters of all time, 
and nowhere more so than on these walls . 
Enthusiastic encores from watching crowds 
when one is on one's tenth attempt are 
fortunately rare, and the usual audience is 
either a fellow climber or a few small boys, 
who seem to grow out of the ground in 
Glasgow. 
Climbers on traverses are a mixed and 
interesting lot, showing an alarming range of 
physical and mental disorders. The red and 
sweaty type, usually overweight, is often 
reduced to making gigantic but ineffectual 
lunges and parries at offending holds, at the 
same time making vocal protests of 
increasing strength . Others begin perfectly, 
at least as long as the good holds last, but 
then start showing increasingly rapid 
physical oscillations, usually with the leading 
foot, which is later joined by the other limbs. 
There is then an interesting performance 
called 'resting', but since this is all 
happening far from good holds, the haven is 
not reached ; the climber endeavours to stay 
on with his thumbs, palms - anything 
except his now useless fingers - and soon 
an inevitable temporary separation occurs. 
But perhaps the most interesting type to 
watch is the obsessive, who, knowing that 
his traverse ends at some obscure arrow, 
gets increasingly neurotic as the goal 
approaches and his fingers tire. The most 
hard-hearted observer cannot fail to be 
impressed by the fantastic efforts made to 
gain those last few inches ; a few contenders 
have even been known to throw themselves 
bodily across the wall to qualify. 
All these antics usually give rise to public 
comment, if public there be, particularly in 
Glasgow. Visualize five sweaty and 
physically distraught climbers strung out on 
the wall, each determined to complete the 
traverse in good style. Enter two local 
youths about ten, each with a can and 
smoking . 

"Hey, Jimmy, whits'yadooin ?" (Climber 
falls off.) 

"I was climbing along until you 
asked . . . " 

" Ach, cumawn, ye're nae on the wa · 
the noo, so how can ye be climmin ' ?" 

"The object was to reach that arrow." 
(Points to arrow obvious only to climber, 
totally invisible to youths.) 

"Eh?!" ... (derisive laughter) . . . " Ah, 
ye're aw bluddy mad, - --- ing head-cases." 
(Exit.) 
And so on . You just can't win against 
public opinion. 

However, all this effort rarely goes 
unrewarded ; apart from strong fingers, an 
improved technique and the ability to rest in 
unusual poses are just two of the benefits 
to be derived from climbing on man-made 
walls. But perhaps the most useful 
by-product is an increased sang-froid in the 
face of public abuse. 
SUMMARY 
Glasgow and Edinburgh A review of the climbing potential 
of various man-made w alls in these cities. 

Above and below: Finniston Dock Walls, above the Clydeside Expressway, provide the 
finest man-made climbing in Glasgow, perhaps in the whole of Britain. They have been the 
haunt of local climbers for many years, and for good reason, for they provide hundreds of 
yards of demanding climbing on excellent weathered sandstone above an amenable grass 
bank. Regular training here endows the climber with enviable finger-strength. Mackenzie 
himself has effectively demonstrated the truth of this claim on his infrequent visits to 
Harrison 's Rocks. Here his Finniston training enabled him to make untroubled ascents of 
testpieces like S. W. Corner (6a) and Edwards Effort (6a) , and even make sight-solos of 
short desperates like Handvice (5c)and Bostic (6a) . Photos Ken Wilson 
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Cerro Torre Climbed! 
by Casimiro Ferrari, translated by Alan Heppenstall 

At last the idea of an extra-European expedition was to 
come to fruition. We had been talking about it within our 
group for some time and saw various motivating factors for 
the venture. Frequently, when there are several reasons for 
doing something, none of them have a real, determining 
influence. But in our case the overriding reason for going 
to Cerro Torre was the desire to re-establish the name of 
our group - the Lecco Spiders - by carrying out an 
expedition of note. 

The opportunity occurred with the centenary of the Lecco 
Section of the C.A.I. in 1974. We wanted to carry off an 
important victory for our section and at the same time 
enrich the young history of our own group by the successful 
completion of a prestigious extra-European expedition. 
Mountaineering in Lecco had for too long been in the 
doldrums and was badly in need of a new stimulus. For a 
Lecco team the West Face of Cerro Torre was an obvious 
objective, for in recent years we had seen two well-equipped 
attempts fail on this route. The choice of a team was more 
difficult, not because there was a lack of suitable climbers, 
but rather the reverse, and there is no need to conceal the 
fact that the inevitable exclusions did cause a measure of 
discord in the harmony of the group. Luckily this was only 
temporary, and there were no discordant voices in the 
welcome that we received on our return from Patagonia. 
But the disappointment felt by some at having to forego an 
objective which had been the ambition of the whole group 
was all too easy to understand. 

Twelve of us eventually left for Patagonia. The names of 
those involved will be little known to readers of 
mountaineering literature, but all were very experienced 
climbers with many good ascents to their credit. They 
included the following: Casimiro Ferrari (leader), Gigi 
Alippi {deputy-leader), Giuseppe Lanfranconi, Pierlorenzo 
Acquistapace, Angelo Zoia, Giuseppe Negri, Ernesto 
Panzeri, Claudio Corti, Mario Conti, Daniele Chiappa, 
Sandro Liati (expedition doctor) and Mimmo Lanzetta 
( expedition photographer). 

The work of an expedition starts long before it gets to the 
foot of its peak. Once the idea is born life takes on the 
aspect of a whirlpool as you are whisked from one new 
situation to another. All of a sudden reality moves on to 
fresh, previously unheard-of depths. 

The problems of fund-raising and general organization, 
along with the training which we had to keep up, held us to 
a routine from which there was no escape. Above all we 
had to maintain a balance of harmony and determination, 
the sort of balance which would be essential later on to see 
us through the weeks we would spend enclosed together in 
the space of a few square metres. It came almost as a 
surprise to discover that our venture was received with 
warmth and enthusiasm by our fellow-citizens. Our search 
for financial aid met with an overwhelming response, not 
always in the form of cheques, but the expressions of 
good-will and encouragement were equally welcome. 
Certainly we needed all the support we could get to see us 
through the long evenings, many of which had to be 
devoted to a type of work which was completely strange to 
us. We made new friends, and the most unlikely people 
went out of their way to further the cause of an expedition 
in which they would play no part. The' memory of our 
helpers went far to keep up our morale during the long 
storm-bound days we were to spend battened in our tents. 
Help was also forthcoming from many firms and public 
corporations in our town, who saw that an advantageous 
exchange of publicity could be gained by giving us support. 
Organization plays a vital part in any expedition, more 
probably than the technical ability of the members and only 

26 

a little less than good fortune! 

We left Italy on the 17th November, and our regret to be 
leaving a gulf of thousands of kilometres between us and 
our friends was tempered by the knowledge that we would 
be met at the other end by people ready to help us in case 
of difficulty. We had already been in touch with them about 
our plans; Fol co Doro Altan, an ltalo-Argentinian, and the 
Gotti brothers, who had been of great assistance to the 
previous expeditions from Lecco. This year there was 
another well-wisher, one Father Giovanni Corti of Lecco, 
now a missionary in Patagonia; he was Pino Negri's uncle 
and an invaluable and enthusiastic helper. The battle 
started then in earnest, though the tactics had been agreed 
on, objectively, in advance. The main adversary was time, 
and therefore everything had to be done with the least 
possible delay. None of us was of retirement age, nor 
could we live solely on our savings, and this factor alone 
made us want to cut down the length of our 'holiday' to a 
minimum. 

It took us a month to get everything set up at our 
operational Base Camp, which was on the Ice Cap at the foot 
of the Red Spur at a height of 1,600m., and well situated for 
our attempt on the peak. It was a good start, and we were on 
schedule, though the month had not passed without 
difficulties and unforeseen setbacks. 

We had travelled to Rio Gallegos by plane, and then up to 
the Rio Tunnel Estancia by lorry, an 18-hour journey. The 
next 15 kilometres had to be covered on foot over difficult, 
and sometimes dangerous, ground; our gear went on 
horseback. After that it was back-packing for 32 kilometres, 
mainly over glaciers, to enable us to equip Camp 3 on the 
Red Spur with food and supplies. We had to make several 
journeys before the camp was complete, and we were 
continually sinking into fresh snow up to the knees; 
weighed down by huge sacks, fighting against the weight of 
a sledge (a mixed blessing!), or buffeted by the wind, we 
were soon exhausted by these journeys. 

We had one or two adventures as well during this stage of 
the expedition, and it was pure luck that they did not have 
more serious consequences. We somehow managed to set 
fire to a tent, which burned fiercely along with most of the 
equipment inside it! Though no-one was hurt, two members 
of the team lost many of their belongings, and we had to 
improvise with odd pieces of left-over gear and some 
remains of a previous expedition (British 1973), which we 
came across. 

Then, on two consecutive nights, we had our tents flooded 
by continuous torrential rain. We tried to sleep with our 
mattresses floating on the water, but inevitably we were 
soaked to the skin, which is good neither for tempers nor 
health. We were unable to get much dried during the day, 
because the same thing kept on happening; in the end we 
could only find relief by moving up to a level where the 
precipitation was in the form of snow, not rain! 
Still, there came a day when Cerro Torre was outlined like 
crystal against a clear sky, so near it seemed we could reach 
out and touch it. We could hardly believe the sight of its 
white walls reaching up to a sky of a blueness such as we 
had never seen in Italy. It sent a shock through us, and we 
could feel enthusiasm flowing into our veins. A stupendous 
vision and an unforgettable sensation . 

It was the 24th December when we started the real work, a 
date which conjured up entrancing memories. But we had 
no time for such thoughts, as we set out towards the steep 
slopes leading up to the Col of Hope, our first objective on 
the West Ridge of the mountain. Every available member of 
the party had turned out, for speed was of the essence and 
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Above: The upper section of the West Face of Cerro Torre. The Helmet, clearly indicated by it's distinctive shadow, is at the centre/ base of the photo. 
From there the route moved left into the shadowy diedre, which was followed to the snow shoulders (fore-summits) on the left-hand ridge. It then 
weaved through the cornices and encrustations to the top. 

traversed out of the gully over towards the rocks of the 
Red Spur, where a thin snow crest provided a site for our 
Camp 4. 

we needed one team to open the route and the rest to equip 
each section with fixed ropes and ladders, of which we had 
brought a large number to hang down the more difficult 
sections. Our route led up into the corrie between the Red 
Spur and the wall of Cerro Torre, then trended rightwards 
across steep snow or ice, with even steeper steps of ice or 
rotten rock, to gain the broad gully leading up in the 
direction of the Col of Hope. Here we had to negotiate a 
~umber of bergschrunds, and towards the Col the gully was 
interrupted by several vertical steps in the ice, which had to 
be turned or climbed . Some way below the Col we 

Above the Col of Hope the ridge rose in a series of mushroom
like towers, interspersed with easier sections. Lengthy work 
was needed to deal with each obstacle, particularly since 
the quality of the 'ingredients' varied from good solid ice to 
crumbling snow cornices. Mostly it was possible to avoid 
the most difficult sections of ridge by turning them on the 
flanks. There were several vertical sections necessitating 
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Top: The Helmet Camp after prolonged bad weather. 
Centre: A climber rounding one of the final ice-encrustations. 
Bottom: Casimiro Ferrari with an effigy of a Lecea Spider that was left 
on the summit. 
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recourse to pitons, and we invariably left ladders in place to 
facilitate the retreat and further ascents. Then a more 
pronounced overhang than usual, of rotten snow, brought 
us to the level lower edge or visor of the Helmet. We had 
done better than the 1970 expedition which had been 
forced into making a long risky traverse at this point. Camp 5 
was excavated from a cornice forming part of the summit 
cone of the Helmet proper. 
On the evening of the 26th December we were installed at 
Camp 5 after three days of intensive labour which had 
brought us to a point only 450m. below the summit of 
Cerro Torre. In those three days the members of the team 
had pulled together in conditions which were quite unlike 
any they had ever known in the European Alps. As we 
inched our way up, enthusiasm built up to a pitch which 
ought by rights to have carried all before it. But it was not 
to be. The next three weeks saw all our enthusiasm 
evaporate, day by day, slowly and seemingly irrevocably. As 
the wind began to pound us again, we soon came to 
realize that merely to resist for any length of time would 
require new moral fibre and reserves of strength. But 
nobody knew for how long we would have to do battle 
with this invisible enemy, more treacherous and more 
elusive than the peak itself. In the end we were stationary 
for three weeks, sitting it out, waiting for the brief spell of 
tolerable weather that would enable us to emerge from 
captivity and win a few more metres from the mountain. 
And all the time anxiety and nervous tension grew in 
inverse proportion to the limited stocks of food we had 
managed to carry up to the Helmet with us. It was with 
something akin to terror that we watched them disappear. 
The temptation to abandon the camp on the Helmet and 
retreat to the relative luxury of the lower camps was 
immense, but we knew well enough that only by sitting it 
out until the next fine spell would we have the remotest 
chance of success. Otherwise too much time would be 
wasted in regaining the lost ground. But waiting was not 
the only problem; boredom could be combatted, hunger 
not. As the supply problem became critical we had to 
devote the few fine hours to descending to carry up more 
provisions, rather than equipping more of the route. Finally 
we had to decide to keep only a small advance party at the 
Camp on the Helmet; first four, then a further three men 
volunteered to sacrifice their ambitions to reach the summit 
of Cerro Torre. We were weakening our chances in case of 
illness or accident, but this was in the common interest of 
the group, and after all victory by a few would mean 
victory for the group as a whole. 
We had a glimmer of hope on January 6th. A calm dawn 
enabled us to follow quickly the tracks we had hacked out 
so painfully during the previous days, through and over the 
cornices and mushrooms of the Helmet, and for the first 
time we set foot on the final wall of Cerro Torre itself. We 
made reasonable progress that day, and at least succeeded 
in establishing a record by passing the highest point reached 
by the 1970 Lecco expedition. We were then less than 
200m. from the summit, which looked a mere stone's throw 
away! But the weather broke again and drove us back to 
our beds for another week. 

The 12th January arrived, and a brief check of our 
provisions was enough to show that the worst was 
happening - indeed had already happened. It was the last 
day we could afford to spend up at the Helmet. The 
following day our food would come to an end and we would 
have no option but to join the rest of the team at the lower 
camps - with or without the summit in the bag! How often 
has the course of history been changed by a last-minute 
reversal of fortune? Some might speak of miracles, but that 
is a personal way of viewing things. Be that as it may, 
when we woke on the 13th there was no mistaking the fact 
that better weather had come. Not brilliant, but good 
enough. Perhaps it looked better than it really was to our 
incredulous eyes! The four of us left the cave and hurried 
across the Helmet to the final wall, which we had already 
been half-way up on the 6th. 
It was then that we realized that the weather was far from 
perfect. The final cone of Cerro Torre stood out starkly clear 
at one moment, and at the next vanished from sight, 
obliterated by clouds chased round it by a violent wind. 



Our bemused eyes had just time to pick out a route when 
the whole mountain slid out of.sight and left us groping and 
bewildered. But we knew the general direction we had to 
take. Below the main summit of Cerro Torre, and 
connected to it by a narrow col , was a first fore-summit, and 
below this again a second fore -summit. The ridge between 
these two fore-summits did not appear particularly hard. 
Some 70m. below the lower fore -summit was a level 
shoulder, from which cornices leered over the mighty 
precipices of the west face. Starting from the short col 
between the two fore -summits there fell an icy diedre with 
huge bulging walls ; lower, this eased to a network of 
smaller diedres and gullies, ice above and rock below, which 
could be reached from the point where we stood. This was 
the section that had turned back the 1970 team, but it was 
the only possible way. 

Two pitches diagonally left over Grade 4 rock and snow 
brought us to a gully of 65°-70° ice, which we climbed to 
another rock step. A rock piton belay increased our sense of 
security. The first of the series of diedres was now on our 
left. The climbing became very difficult, and two pitches of 
hard free and artificial climbing on rock and ice brought us 
within sight of the base of the 'Great Diedre', an appalling 
icy cenotaph, many hundreds of feet high . Luckily a more 
amenable line appeared ; a bulging ice ch imney between 
two pillars - climbable on the inside until it lost itself in icy 
cornices. From a stance in etriers we traversed to a 
spectacular ledge hidden below the leering rim of the 
shoulder of the second fore-summit. The last pitch through 
to the shoulder was perhaps the hardest of all: pegs were 
hammered into ice that varied from rock-hard to soft and 
flaky, and occasionally the angle eased sufficiently for 
progress to be made on chopped hand and foot holds. 

To our joy we now found ourselves on the lower shoulder 
of the second fore-summit . But we had to cope with 
another obstacle before the fore-summit itself was gained -
an unpleasant chimney of loose, overhanging ice, 
necessitating precarious work and ice-pegs. Then we made 
swift progress up easier ground to the fore-summit. The 
first fore-summit was guarded, for a change, by a wall of 
soft snow, seven metres high, which required an excessive 
expenditure of time and care. 

We were now a mere 30m. from the top of Cerro Torre. A 
brief clearance in the mist revealed it, riding the seething 
clouds like a battleship on a stormy sea . One glance at the 
final overhangs was enough to shatter any hope of a direct 
assault, but there was another possibility. Well to the right 
the overhangs gave way to an area of ice ribs and gullies, 
which seemed to offer some chance of turning the main 
obstacle. A long traverse in such a situation and with the 
summit so near was the last thing we wanted, but it was the 
only hope. In the end we had to traverse for three full 
pitches, with a ten-metre descent on the way, before we 
rounded the last rib and saw the way open. A last steep 
pitch up flaky ice gullies and we emerged on to the flat 
summit of Cerro Torre. It was 5.45 p.m. on January 13th, 
1974. The goal we had yearned after, and which only the 
day before had seemed unattainable, had opened against all 
expectations . The summit was not in the least like we had 
imagined ; a spacious area of snow, a broad sanctuary 
which invited us to spread out and relax. A sight which 
conjured up dreams of peace and leisure and told nothing 
of the stark precipices starting only a few metres away on 
every side. We had waited so long for these moments and 
almost before we knew it they had passed and it was time 
for us to be on our way. We left behind on the summit a 
flag and a sweater bearing the emblem of the Spiders, 
weighed down with the spare pitons and etriers we would 
not need. That was all, but it was almost as if we were 
leaving behind one of our own number, or some part of 
ourselves. Then we started down, eager to tell the rest of 
the expedition of our success and to relieve their anxiety. 
Not that we were tempted to linger on our own account, 
with darkness imminent, bad weather threatening and the 
first symptoms of frostbite setting in. Certainly the weather 
was deteriorating rapidly and showing every sign of 
assuming the unmitigated violence to which we had 
become accustomed in recent weeks. 

Three days of rapid descent . . . the glacier . .. th!;l Estancia, 

Above: Casimiro Ferrari in the summit diedre. This photo was taken 
during the abortive attempt of 1970. Photo: Carlo Mauri 

and the reunion with the rest of the group. Then, more than 
at any other time did we become aware that this had been 
a team effort. We had not conquered the mountain as 
individuals but as a group. It didn't seem to matter that 
some had made it and others not. Everyone had done what 
they had done for the ultimate victory. 
We had set out with the objective of re-establishing the 
group firmly on its feet. We had done just that. When we 
set foot on the summit we knew we had succeeded. We 
knew it still better when we reached the Estancia, and on 
our return to Lecea. We will still know it months, indeed 
years, from now. 
SUMMARY 
Cerro Torre: West Face. First ascent by a twelve -man expedition 
from the Lecco section of the Ital ian Alpine Club, led by Casimiro Ferrari . 
Summit reached by Ferrari , Mario Conti, Giuseppe Negri and Daniele 
Chiappa. See also Mountain 11 for an account of the 1970 attempt. 
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Torre Egger, Aig. Poincenot, 
lnnominata 

Photo : Guv Lee 
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Below: Several other interesting climbs and attempts took place 
during the 1973/ 4 season. An Anglo-f,merican team made the first 
attempt on Torre Egger (extreme left) , Cerro Torre's impressive 
satellite peak. Their route (partially obscured by foreground) led up a 
clearly feasible line on the North-East Face, but the climb was 
abandoned when the objective dangers from falling ice, and an 
enormous threatening icicle, became too great. The party then turned 
its attention to the other side of the valley. Here a successful ascent 
was made of the diminutive, but impressive needle called the 

Pho/0: Pete Crew 

Photo: Leo Dickinson 

lnnominata, by a fine route up the West Face (right-hand photo ). The 
top / centre photo shows the West Faces of Fitzroy, Aig. Poincenot and 
the lnnominata. Fitzroy 's West Face has been probed by several parties 
in recent years; Fonrouge and Comensana reached the summit of the 
Aig. Poincenot by a route up this side. The impressive south-west 
headwall of the Aig. Poincenot remains unclimbed (lower 
right / centre) . The final photo (lower left / centre) is a view of Cerro 
Torre, Torre Egger and Cerro Stanhardt, with the Southern Ice-Cap and 
the Moreno Group in the background. 
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Fitzroy: Climb Without Summit 
by Toni Holdener, translated by Klaus Schwartz 

Below: Fitzroy's East Pillar. White spots indicate the high-point and the 
bivouac site. See also Mountain 37, page 11. Photo: Robert Wenger 
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Stimulated by a discussion with Yvon Chouinard in Yosemite, 
early in 1972, some vague ideas that I had previously 
entertained became more and more definite. During our 
flight home from California, Hanspeter Kaspar and I decided 
to try and mount an expedition to the unclimbed East Pillar 
of Fitzroy, in October 1973. We began our preparations at 
once, casting around for two capable companions. The 
brothers Andres and Ernst Scherrer, and Robert Wenger, 
who joined later as a photographer, completed our team. 

On October 28th, 1973, Kaspar and the Scherrer brothers 
started the fifteen-day journey by ship from Genoa to 
Buenos Aires, with all the expedition gear. Robert Wenger 
and I arrived by air to meet them. After 2,000 miles, via 
Bahia Blanca, San Antonio, Santa Cruz, Rio Gallegos and 
Calafate, we finally reached our destination - the Fitzroy 
National Park. 
The first three days brought us glimpses of Patagonian 
weather: cold, snowfall and storm. But during the move to 
Base Camp, we could hardly believe our eyes - the skies 
were practically cloudless and wonderfully blue. Unfortunately 
we could not utilize this period for climbing, since there 
were as yet no camps, supplies or equipment near the foot 
of the pillar. 
By December 7th, all the gear was at Base Camp. We 
started at once to climb, while at the same time improving 
the camp at the bottom of the face. A very hard and 
exhausting period followed and, since there were only five 
of us, we could hardly afford a rest day. While one team was 
climbing, the rest were busy shifting food and further 
improving the snow-caves below the route, taking turns 
with the different jobs. Bad weather, snowfalls and the 
Patagonian storms slowed our progress on the pillar 
considerably, but we tried to use every decent period to 
push on. Every foot gained was fixed with ropes. The 
difficulties were quite the same as on any of the routes on 
El Cap, in Yosemite, with the addition of Alpine character 
and all the specific problems which beset any undertaking 
in Patagonia. 
The following extracts, from a diary kept during the climb, 
will give an idea of what we faced: 

10th January, '74 : We sleep late, but are still ready at 
the pre-arranged time because we had prepared every
thing. An indescribably beautiful morning - moonlit cloud 
formations appear brown and yellow - most impressive. 
The atmosphere is almost frightening. We reach the start 
of the route at sunrise, happy, full of hopes and raring to 
go. Shortly afterwards we reach the bivi and pick up the 
rest of the gear - ropes, pegs, paraffin and the like. But 
now the packs are too heavy. It's plain murder jumaring 
up these vertical and often overhanging ropes. We take 
the ropes off our packs and Hanspeter pulls them up 
every 150ft. At 11.30 we arrive at the high-point reached 
yesterday by Andres and Ernst (about 2,500ft. above the 
start). We put the rest of our clothes on, and I start 
climbing. A typical Fitzroy crack - far too wide for the 
biggest bongs, and filled with blank ice to a foot-and-a 
half from the surface. Ice screws, and bongs put in 
length-wise on the upper part, help me to overcome this 
hellish strenuous crack. The second half, which is similar, 
goes to Hanspeter. The weather turns bad, but we don't 
think about it yet. 

I reach a small platform, after 60ft. in what we termed 
the 'Spider'. It's 6.30 p.m.: we start looking for a bivouac 
site, but find nothing - nothing at all. Looking up, you 
would think you'd find a site anywhere. But everything is 
too steep, icy, and covered in snow. Mist forms around 
the top. Strong winds blow up, forcing spindrift into our 
faces. It starts snowing. At last we find a small sloping 



Left: Climbing the East Pillar in poor weather during the final attempt. Photo: Toni Holdener. Right: Holdener leading the difficult ice-filled crack. 
Photo: Hanspeter Kaspar 

platform, which can be freed of its ice and prepared for 
the night. No place for our feet. It's almost impossible 
to sit properly and we are extremely uncomfortable. But 
there's no alternative - we must just stick it out till 
morning. We squash into the bivi sack and eat some 
bread and cheese; a brew is impossible here. A long and 
excruciating night starts - the worst bivi I have ever 
experienced in the mountains! It snows continuously ; 
snow runs like a waterfall down the rock, down the 
cracks and gullies, building up behind our sack. Slowly 
we are soaked through, chilled to the bone. It seems 
unbearable: legs and feet are without feeling; backs, 
bottoms, our whole bodies are aching . Night and snowfall 
without end. 

Daybreak brought no release: 
11th January, '74: At six o'clock we realize that the 
weather out over the country is really bad ; everything is 
covered by a thick layer of cloud . Is the weather going to 
turn really nasty on us? We are not totally discouraged 
yet, and settle down to wait . But climbing is clearly 
impossible. It is not very cold, but we are soaked from 
the everlasting snowfall. The winds are also very strong. 
We listen to the unfriendly roar and thunder amongst 
gullies and walls all around us ; I think I am right in 
saying that we have never known continuous winds of 
such strength in the Alps. It wears us down, straining our 
nerves. Hanspeter performs the miraculous - and it is 
miraculous - by managing to prepare two cups of tea . 
Again and again his stove is covered by snow slides, while 
the storm tries to blow it out. Immense will-power is 
needed to leave the bivouac sack in these conditions! He 
is out there trying to shelter the stove with a spare 
blanket. After about half-an-hour I am handed a beautiful 
cup of tea. Thanks, Hanspeter ! - I don't think I could have 
pushed myself to do any cooking this morning. 
It keeps snowing and it seems we are not wanted on the 
summit. We only bear our sit-and-slip position until 
noon. It's quite impossible to wait here for dusk and 
the night to come. A proper storm has started by the time 
we begin the 2,700ft. abseil. Ropes are hard to pull off -
they're frozen into icy poles. We don't know how to warm 
our hands and feet. Around 6.00 p.m. we reach our snow 
cave at the bottom of the face. Robert is genuinely 
relieved when he sees us coming. We are completely 
shattered and really appreciate Robert's hot tea. Ernst and 
A~dres join us, arriving from Base Camp with food, 
climbing gear and, above all, the willingness to push on. 
They manage to cheer us up a bit, and announce their 

intention of starting up tomorrow if the weather allows. 
But the weather didn't allow. On January 13th and 14th we 
staged our last bid, with great eagerness and the utmost 
physical effort, forgetting about the continuing bad weather. 
We were after the summit, and it was almost within our 
reach: our last bivi , with all the gear, was a mere 450-600ft. 
below the top. True, 250ft. promised hard climbing, but it 
had to be possible - or so we thought. 

Unfortunately, Fitzroy chose that moment to produce its 
worst. A blizzard, incredibly strong winds, never-ending 
powder-snow avalanches and extreme cold left us without a 
chance. It was turmoil - a witches' frenzy - a total release 
of the elements - with ourselves in the centre of this 
inferno, still thinking of the top. 1,600ft. of ascent on fixed 
ropes changed our minds for us. The storm grew to a 
hurricane ; we were wet to the skin, our clothes frozen stiff, 
our faces covered with snow and icy crusts. It was 
impossible, as well as irresponsible, to push on in such a 
situation. 
During the subsequent retreat, which would have been 
almost impossible without fixed ropes, everyone had to give 
his all to escape those elements of hell. You couldn't see 
more than 15ft., the ropes were frozen stiff, and the whole 
descent took place more or less in the midst of a continuous 
powder-snow avalanche. Five hours later we came to the 
last abseil , completely exhausted. We were lulled into a state 
of false security, and the three feet of snow which had 
fallen in the meantime nearly finished us off. We were ten or 
fifteen steps down the steep slope leading to the less steep 
glacier, when suddenly the entire slope went with a bang, 
and everything was movement. We were buried immediately, 
under immense masses of snow. But our luck held -
somehow we survived a 600ft. slide underneath the snow. 
Hanspeter was able to free himself within seconds ; using 
his bare hands, and making an enormous effort, he then 
managed to free me from what would otherwise have been 
a hopeless situation ... 

Our expedition did not reach the summit, but we came home 
with an incredible wealth of impressions and experience ; 
we had forged new friendships with great mountaineering 
pals and were content in the knowledge that we had 
survived a big and unforgettable enterprise. 

SUMMARY 
Patagonia: Fitzroy_ An attempt on the East Pillar, by a Swiss 
exped ition comprising Toni Holdener, Hanspeter Kaspar, Ernst and 
Andres Scherrer and Robert Wenger. The highest point reached was 
about 600ft. below the summit. Dec. 1973 - Jan. 1974. 
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The East Face of the 
Central Tower of Paine 
by Paul Fatti 

It was in January, 1972, that we first set eyes on that huge 
4,000ft. rock wall. We were peak-bagging then and, 
although we had a try at it after having climbed the Sword 
and Cuerno Norte, we only managed to get up about 
1,500ft. before a five-day storm destroyed our chances of 
getting up in the time we had left. The feature that attracted 
us was a huge system of dihedrals, starting a few hundred 
feet above our high point and leading straight up to the 
summit cone. 
The problem gnawed at our minds for the next two years, 
until at last on the 10th of December, 1973, we stood once 
more at the foot of the East Face of the Central Tower of 
Paine. Mervyn Prior echoed all our thoughts : 

"Foreshortening and the lack of scale made it almost 
impossible to assess the size of the Tower. I think that the 
first time I became fully aware of the immensity of our 
task was one morning when Paul and I sat watching Art 
and Roger, minute specks in our binoculars, creeping 
almost imperceptibly up the immense face. Almost three 
weeks had elapsed and the steeper half of the climb was 
yet to come with several obstacles of unknown difficulty." 

Roger Fuggle and Mervyn Prior had first turn on the 
mountain, and during their first day they climbed the initial 
snowfields and made a start up the steep slabs which 
constitute the first 1,000ft. of the face. Roger describes his 
feelings: 

"I guess some of my worst moments were on the first 
day's climbing. It had been cold and snowy all day and 
as nothing had come down the obvious shute we decided 
that it was safe enough to move into the danger zone to 
gain a quick few hundred feet more before leaving the 
snow. 
No sooner had I traversed out into the potential line of 
fire than a commotion above gave warning that a couple 
of tons of rock were heading my way. That settled it ; we 
took to the rock immediately, only to run into fun and 
games after 50ft . .. . The crack ran blind and the only 
thing from which to pendulum was a micropeg - not too 
reassuring, as the next peg, up under an expanding flake, 
popped twice before the next move could be made and 
a nice bomb-proof rurp could be placed." 

We had decided that, as the East Face is sheltered from the 
brunt of the prevailing winds that come screeching over the 
Ice Cap, we would try and climb whenever possible, but 
soon discovered that ice on the fixed ropes could be as 
much of a deterrent as a howling gale. 
300ft. above the slabs, Richard Smithers and I ran into a 
blank section. We had had two long pitches of exhilarating 
VS climbing up a shattered pillar, but ended up about 30ft. 
to the right of the crack system leading up into the 
dihedrals. I had never done a king-swing before, and was 
absolutely terrified as I took my first hesitant little swings 
across the vertical wall. However, as my confidence 
increased so did the size of my swings, and soon I was 
careering across the face, oblivious of the 1,300ft. drop 
down to the glacier. My first attempt at reaching the crack 
ended up in a skin-tearing wrench as my hand jams failed 
and I popped out like a cork from a bottle and went 
bouncing back across the face. The next time I managed to 
stick in the crack, and after a desperate scrabble through my 
selection of nuts I found one that fitted and gratefully 
clipped into it. 
The problem that was worrying us all was how we were 
going to get across the smooth granite wall between the 
lower right-hand dihedral and the base of the huge, 1,000ft. 
main dihedral. Richard tackled it on the morning after we 
had spent a miserable Christmas night hanging in 
hammocks : 
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"Pegging up the crack is easy and fast - Hey this is really 
great, Paul ! I arrive panting at the line leading left -
fantastic - it looks easy. The bong makes a funny noise 
as it is hit upside -down in the crack. Suddenly, bits of 
rock slide down behind what I now realize is a huge 
loose flake. Oh hell , so it's not going to be so easy after 
all. Gingerly (if it's at all possible with all that gear) I 
move on to the peg, which holds although it creaks a bit . 
Thank goodness there's place for a nut. It feels good on 
the nut although ahead lies a flared upside-down crack. 
Leaving the nut is more than unpleasant. 
The next bong shudders in and the long -hoped -for 
vertical crack gets closer. A small nut behind a paper-thin 
flake pops, but lodges a foot lower. Several tied-off bongs 
and hours later, Paul casually shouts up that the bongs 
behind me drop out every time a new one is put in ! So 
this is what they mean by an expanding flake! ! 
A nut hammered into a shallow crack leads to a very 
blank section. A rurp in a grotty crack just won't hold. 
Further time -wasting as I try other ways of avoiding the 
only solution - the dreaded bolt. I've never used one of 
these things before so Paul shouts up the instructions. 
The bolt provides a haven of security. 
The next pegs are solid but very widely spaced. Another 
blank section causes more trouble and time wasted. A 
pendulum seems to be the only answer. The knife blades 
are few, so I have to leapfrog up about 20ft. to gain 
height. Paul lowers me, grateful for some activity. The 
pendulum brings yodels from Rog below who has been 
watching us as he comes up the glacier. A few more pegs 
brings me on to a steeply sloping stance at the start of the 
main dihedral. Paul has a little trouble cleaning and I 
suddenly realize that it took the whole day to climb 
the pitch ! " 

Roger Fuggle and Art McGarr did most of the climbing in 
the main dihedral, which is described here by Art : 

" By far the largest feature on the East Face is the main 
dihedral, almost 1,000ft. of corner flanked by enormous 
sheer walls . Except for the sloping bivouac ledge halfway 
up, no ledges, or even handholds mar its geometrical 
perfection until the uppermost pitches, where there are 
two small ledges for stances. The dihedral begins at a 
tiny sloping ledge about 1,800n. above the glacier and is 
capped by broken overhangs. At any point in it we could 
look down and enjoy an unobstructed view of the glacier 
between our feet so life here was incredibly exhilarating . 
It had been raining during the morning on which we 
approached it for the first time, and the bottom of the 
dihedral had become a water course. As we prussiked 
diagonally up into it, water was diverted on to the fixed 
rope and then rediverted down our sleeves. Whenever 
there was a snowstorm, snow would pile up on sloping 
ledges high above and avalanche off at regular intervals, 
funneling down the corner on to us. In a matter of seconds 
spindrift would pile to a depth of six inches on our arms ; 
belays in these conditions seemed very long. The route 
followed a crack system in the left-hand wall and was 
vertical to overhanging for the entire dihedral. In many 
sections, the rock forming the walls of the cracks was 
rotten ; and often, solid-sounding pitons turned out to be 
useless, adding to the nervous tension. Like the dihedral, 
the cracks had a geometric regularity which was beautiful 
to observe and inspiring to climb, but which tended to 
consume only one type of piton over long sections, so 
that pitches often had to be cut short. In the wider cracks 
we were saved by double-cam nuts which provided a 
superb answer to parallel-sided and flaring cracks; the 
main limitation to their use being set by our nerves. 
After a two-day session of climbing and bivouacking, it 



Above: The South, Central and North Towers of Paine, with the South African route on the East Face of the Central Tower marked. Photo: Chris 
Bonington. Below left: Fatti near the top of the initial slabs during the 1972 attempt. Photo: Mike Scott. Below right: The route up the East 
Face (grossly-foreshortened) with fixed ropes avoiding the original rightward detour. Photo: Paul Falt!. 



Above: Mervyn Prior leading the first pitch above Boeing Ledge in the 
main dihedral. Photo: Paul Fatti. Right: Richard Smithers leading a pitch 
in the main dihedral. Photo: Mike Scott 

was virtually impossible to maintain concentration for 
another two or three hours of abseiling through the 
darkness to the comforts of the snow cave far below. 
Many close calls occurred during those lonely hours of 
fighting off sleep." 

It usually took between five and six hours to prussik up to 
the bivouac ledge halfway up the main dihedral. We 
christened it the "Boeing Ledge", in spite of the fact that it 
sloped at an angle of 45°, the only usable part being a 
2' 6" x 1' 6" horizontal block in the corner, just large enough 
for one person to sit and cook on . Roger describes his first 
night on it after he and Art had taken over the lead from 
Mervyn and myself: 

"A night in a hammock in Patagonia can never be 
anything but cold and uncomfortable, but even that isn't 
good enough for a Fatti. Having placed one bolt for 
miscellaneous use, he was too idle to place another, 
especially for the hammock, so it hung straight across a 
small arete affair. This destroyed any chance of even 
dozing and produced the type of night you wish for your 
worst enemies in your meanest moments. 
Next day Art led first and turned the great roof, while I 
sat in my belay seat convinced that the belay pegs were 
going to pull. No matter how hard I tried to control my 
fear while jumaring up one of the 9mm strings, cleaning 
the pitch, there was no doubt that the rope was going to 
cut through . Leading the next pitch eased my screwed-up 
nerves, but it required a more reasonable night from a 
better placed bolt before I could again relax in my etriers." 

The gods had at last decided to improve our lot, and for five 
consecutive days the weather on our side of the mountain 
was perfect. Mike Scott and Richard Smithers continued to 
make progress up to the top of the main dihedral and then 
diagonally out left into the red coloured upper dihedral, 
which led straight up to the summit cone. 
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Mervyn and I were busy with breakfast when , to our 
surprise, Roger stuck his head up over the edge, followed a 
short while later by Art. Realizing that we would be making 
a summit push that day, they had woken up at 2.30 a.m. 
and had prussiked up to the Boeing Ledge in the record 
time of 3¼ hours to join the action! It was clear and sunny 
as we prussiked up the ropes, although some ominous 
whisps of high cirrus warned us of an approaching bad 
weather front. Progress up the summit cone was faster, 
although we were slowed down by several iced-up sections 
as well as by odd bits of aid climbing . The weather, which 
had started off so nicely that morning, was deteriorating 
rapidly by now as the sharks sped across the sky, followed 
by layer upon layer of darker storm clouds. Pitch followed 
pitch as we raced upwards, but the first snowflakes started 
falling while Mervyn was pegging up an unexpected 
overhanging corner a short distance from the top . I got up 
to Mervyn and, hardly pausing to take the equipment from 
him, sped up the last easy-looking groove. A few 
frustrating icy sections slowed me down, but at last, at 
7 p.m. on the 10th of January, exactly a month after we had 
started the climb, I stepped on to the summit of the Central 
Tower of Paine. 

Or so I thought. Ahead of me the rock dropped away, and 
through the swirling mists I caught a glimpse of the moraine 
at the foot of the West face. But, looking along the knife
edge ridge, I picked out the shape of a rock pillar, rising up 
about sixty feet higher than me. It was snowing hard by now, 
and it was clear that we could not get across to the pillar 
and climb it without having to bivouac somewhere near the 
top, which under those conditions would have been folly . 

On the third abseil the accident occurred . To save time on 
the way up we had used a nut instead of a piton to fix the 
rope and, as Mervyn put his weight on it, it suddenly came 
out, sending him tumbling backwards. He plummeted 
downwards until the slack was taken up on the upper rope, 
and then he continued sliding down, unconscious, on his 
descendeur, until he came to a stop a hundred feet down 
at the next fixed point: 

"I came to on the snowfield to hear Roger asking if I was 
O.K. My leg, chest and back hurt like hell and I was 
unable to move. For one horrible moment I thought I was 
paralysed. I got Roger to move my leg into a more 
comfortable position and after a while I felt a bit better. 
Roger lifted me to my feet and I found to my joy that I 
could stand. He suggested that I should do 'the Twist', 
to avoid stiffening up. Hardly what the doctor would 
order for a crushed vertebra, perhaps, but it seemed to 
work, so, gritting my teeth, I wriggled grotesquely like a 
grandfather at a teen-age party. 
The descent has faded until it is like a dimly remembered 
nightmare; a jumble of disjointed pictures. Innumerable 
abseils with the snow trickling down. Interminable 
waiting, hanging in an etrier with numb hands and feet, 
shivering uncontrollably. The grim determination to get 
down for the sake of one's wife and kids and to hell with 
the pain. The heavenly thought of coffee. Roger 
apologizing for having to stand on my damaged foot to 
change etriers. Paul shouting up to Art to find out 
whether he'd fallen asleep. The sheer stark terror when 
my krab opened spontaneously and I found myself falling 
again. Looking up into the torchlight, through the 
filtering snow, at my descendeur hanging fifteen feet up. 
The reassurance of Paul's voice as he lowered me on the 
safety rope. 
Gradually the torches dimmed as the night wore on. Then 
came the first faint lightening of the sky. At last, the 
Boeing Ledge. We'd made it!" 

The storm lasted for nine days, but on the 20th of Janurary 
Mike and Richard managed to get up the iced ropes to the 
Boeing Ledge. Mike describes the following day : 

"The morning cold was intense, but the pressure was 
rising as we clawed out of our hammocks. Clouds 
dispersed in the warming fingers of sunshine clasping 
the Tower, as Richard and I moved our jumars a million 
times in a prussiking purgatory of sweating, aching arms, 
to jack-knife up the ropes. 
On the summit ridge it was calm, and clearing towards 
all horizons. Staring over to the Ice Cap and the rows of 



jagged black peaks, Richard couldn't help exclaiming at 
the sight of so many mountains. 
We abseiled on to an involved traverse to a false 
summit, where a 30ft. nut crack, then an ascending 
traverse on blocks glued into ice, led to an a cheval 
descent to the last col. A short loose pitch on to the 
summit and Richard and I were gazing at Whillans's 
piton in the snow, and a tiny Madonna statuette left by 
the Italians. Around us was a view to set the camera 
fingers twitching - an incredibly beautiful panorama of 
giant peaks, like the Paine Grande and_the Fortress, but 
time was racing us. 
On the descent, we pulled out gear and knotted ropes to 
do two 1,000ft. abseils. Packing everything into fat 
sausage haul sacks on the Boeing Ledge, we booted them 
off. Whoomping down, one split hilariously, but all the 

gear skidded to a halt near the snow cave. 
Continuing down through a gathering night of black 
crystal glass, we saw the Tower above reflecting 
starlight like a colossal beacon to memories of the Paine. " 

The East Face of the Central Tower of Paine is perhaps the 
highest vertical rockface that has been climbed to date. It 
must also be one of the finest rock climbs in the world, 
following, as it does, such a direct and uncompromising 
line to the top. 
SUMMARY 
Patagonia, Central Tower of Paine: East Face. The first ascent on 
the 21st of January, 1974, after six weeks of siege tactics. 4,000ft. of 
big -wall climbing ; grade 6 and A4. A South African party, comprising 
Paul Fatti, Mike Scott, Roger Fuggle, Art McGarr, Mervyn Prior and 
Richard Smithers. Other members of the exped ition were Janet Fatti , 
Doreen Scott and Heather Smithers. 
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TheGaurishankar Question 
by Ove Skjerven 

Gaurishankar is one of the last unclimbed 7,000m. mountains 
in the world . Situated in the Rolwaling Himal on the border 
between Nepal and the Tibetan province of The People's 
Republic of China, it is a terrific giant with razor-sharp 
edges, loose vertical rock faces and avalanche-swept gullies. 
Among mountaineers, Gaurishankar is sometimes considered 
as one of the 'last unsolved problems' of high altitude 
climbing, and more than forty expeditions have applied for 
permission to climb it. A number of illegal attempts have also 
been made; the latest one, of Japanese origin, was stopped 
by Nepalese authorities in the Rolwaling Valley in the 
autumn of 1973. 

This attempt was well in line with other ventures by more 
famous people who have climbed mountains illegally or to 
the dislike of national authorities or local people. 
The attitude underlying such attempts has been· dominant 
among Himalayan and other expedition climbers for a long 
time and could properly be called 'the imperialist attitude'. 
Terms like 'discover', 'explore' and 'conquer', are to be found 
on every second page of Himalayan expedition writing. 
Driven by a desire for fame, and backed by sports equipment 
factories and biscuit companies, courageous climbers 
supported by armies of porters have penetrated jungles and 
'discovered' valleys where people have lived for hundreds of 
years. They have climbed the most sacred mountains and 
left all sorts of litter and junk to the ravens and the local 
inhabitants, not to forget all the human corpses well 
preserved in high places. 
In 1972, this development came to a head with the 
Italian Army invasion of Khumbu Himal. Supported by 
helicopters and 1,200 porters, they managed to place a 
Madonna statue on Chomolongma herself, in the midst of 
Buddhist, Hindu and Communist territory. 
The climbers of the big expeditions have been the proud 
forerunners of the major invasion . Now, the not quite so 
brave and not quite so strong trekkers are lining up by the 
hundreds and thousands. Every spring and summer they fl~' 
out of the dirty and overcrowded cities of Europe, America 

Below: Ro/waling villagers signing a petition to the Nepalese 
Government asking for climbing to be banned on Gaurishankar. 
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and Japan, to swarm into the Himalayan valleys and throug b 
the high passes. 
The locals leave their families and fields and gombas to 
join the rich for money and new status symbols: happiness 
is a bright red duvet. In these areas of increasing population 
and growing unemployment, the lucky few are enabled to 
earn a living, while rising food prices and living costs make it 
ever more difficult for the poor to buy their daily rice. 
Somewhere in this process traditional values are turned 
upside down and the worst of western manners adopted . 
On his return home, the expedition climber may pick the 
sweet fruits of fame, prestige and money through lectures, 
articles and books. It is even possible to make a living this 
way, sharing your adventures with other people who have 
not had the chance to participate in such exertions. In 
climbing writing, one often finds a curious mixture of 
aesthetics and technocracy: some writers just have to show 
their routes meticulously on every picture - everywhere 
those broken lines. The old Alps are now virtually dripping 
with broken lines, and lots of 'work' has been done in the 
Himalayas, on Mt. Kenya and on the Troll Wall , while there 
are still major unsolved 'problems' in Patagonia. Now, we 
are waiting for the line up the South-West Face of Everest 
to be completed . 
We all know that this can be done: the South -West Face of 
Everest, Gaurishankar, any mountain in the world can be 
climbed by almost any conceivable route. The problems are 
financial and practical : if you have enough money and 
enough equipment, it is usually not difficult to assemble a 
sufficient number of climbers willing to take the risks. As far 
as Gaurishankar is concerned, the main problem at the 
moment is that of obtaining a few important signatures from 
Kathmandu or Peking. Sufficiently influential people may be 
able to achieve this in the near future . 
The why not let the pack loose? Why not climb 
Gaurishankar? Why should we deny ourselves or anyone 
else this privilege? There are a number of reasons. 
In the first place, a lot of people living around the mountain 
would not like it. In Lamaistic Buddhism, as well as in 
Hinduism, the Tserigma or Gaurishankar is a very sacred 
place. Up to the present time, considerations such as these 
have largely been ignored by climbing expeditions ; at the 
very most, the upper few feet of mountains have been left 
untrodden. When it comes to an extraordinarily sacred 
place like Gaurishankar, the upper 3,000ft. at least should be 
left 'clean'. In any event, if the mountain is to be climbed 
it should for once be left to the Nepalese or Chinese to do 
it themselves - if they want to. 

But in my opinion it would be preferable if one mountain in 
the world were left unclimbed, untouched by our species. 
Man has by now explored and partly destroyed the jungles, 
conquered the oceans and the arctic, and decimated and 
close to extinguished several animal species. Gaurishankar 
should be left untouched, to be worshipped for religious, 
philosophical, ecological or other reasons. 
Alternative ways of looking at mountaineering: 
In Norway, a country rich in traditions of arctic exploration, 
mountain exploration has strangely enough always been 
somewhat more muted : less aggressive (though sometimes 
ambitious) , with more weight on pleasure and safety than 
on the 'conquest' attitude. 
The relationship with the media has always been low-keyed 
and left largely to foreign visitors who, for several reasons, 
need it or want it. The media therefore concentrate on the 
Troll Wall 'circus· and the artists operating there, while the 
native climbers enjoy their sport there or elsewhere without 
making too much fuss about it. Nor is there overmuch 



Above: Gaurishankar (23,440ft), one of the finest unclimbed peaks in Nepal. 

preoccupation with climbing writing . Why write enthusiastic 
articles about little-known valleys and mountains that you 
have discovered? Next year there might not be so much 
solitude there, and in a few years commercial tourism might 
enter. If there is something we really don't want, it is 
tourism - Swiss type. Which is why we have developed a 
'Shhh' (Shut-up!) mentality : "Think twice before you 
publish that mountaineering article". Only a few guidebooks 
have been published, and they are now well out of date. As 
a result, lots of people, particularly foreign visitors, have for 
years been doing the same 'first ascents' and 'new routes· . 
Modern guides are being written to cover certain areas; 
other areas will be left undescribed so that future mountain 
lovers may discover them all by themselves. 
The mountains are the basic resource of climbers: we 
should take good care of them and keep them clean. 
Sometimes we must protect them from large-scale 
commercial tourism, sometimes abstain from writing about 
them (leaving them as a gift to future generations), and 
sometimes not touch them at all (in respect of local desires 
~nd, in the case of Gaurishankar, as a sign that even the 
industrialized imperialist nations can show modesty) . io call a mountain a 'problem' is becoming an anachronism. 

he Problem these days is what man has done to his 

natural environment, and not that some part of nature has 
not been manipulated in accordance with prevalent 
climbing attitudes. The overwhelming problem today is to 
limit pressures on natural resources, of which mountains 
are one. Do we really want to see mass exploitation of this 
resource everywhere on our planet - with resulting 
ecological and economic disturbances of the local 
societies? (What is going on in the Alps and parts of 
Nepal are bad examples.) 

But don't take any of this to mean that you should not 
come to Norway and climb our mountains. As long as you 
share some of these attitudes, you will find local climbers 
very friendly, if not very talkative. Like many other visitors, 
you will find an immense number of beautiful mountains, 
valleys and fjords and, when the cold rain stops pouring 
down, you can make new ascents that have been made 
before. 
SUMMARY 
A discussion on the validity of some contempory attitudes to climbing, 
with particular reference to the future of the unclimbed Gaurishankar in 
Nepal. This essay is fairly typical of a growing school of thought, 
initiated in Norway, that calls for a less competitive attitude to climbing, 
and a more environmentally sensitive approach to the mountains. See also 
The Conquest of Mountains by Arne Naess, in Mountain 11 . 
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NewBooks 

Moments of Being 

by Raymond Greene 

Heinemann: £3.25 

The towering frame of Dr. Raymond Greene 
has graced the climbing scene for many years. 
In the 'twenties his exuberantly flippant 
meet-reports contrasted strongly with the 
otherwise terse and factual entries in the 
C.C. Bulletin and one suspects this was why 
he soon became its editor. His gift of 
"friendly irony", as Shipton puts it, has not 
deserted him and at last he has published his 
autobiography-of-sorts, Moments of Being 
a veritable cornucopia of delights. 
Raymond Greene is the elder brother of those 
other well known Greenes, novelist Graham 
and ex-BBC Director and sometime thriller 
writer Hugh Carleton . Progressing from 
GP to Harley Street Consultant 
Endocrinologist, he has been content till now 
to leave the story-telling to his brothers, 
confining his own literary talents to medical 
papers. But he obviously shares the family 
talent. His random recollections are exquisitely 
told, each anecdote as rounded and complete 
as a short story. One suspects that the truth 
has sometimes been stretched for greater 
artistic effect - there are enough coincidences, 
if true, to make even Koestler boggle (" well 
above the credibility snow-line", one reviewer 
put it) ; but one can have no complaint with 
the final product - an entertaining parade of 
spies, paranoids, prostitutes, politicians and 
eccentrics lope through the pages. The book 
is never dull but it will be the climbing 
sequences that will most interest Mountain 
readers, and the intriguing sidelights often cast 
on well known personalities. 
For instance, we are told that in the course of 
the 1933 Everest Expedition, Greene and 
Langland (now the august Sir Jack) , both 
stark naked, raced their ponies across a great 
green plain and into a village where the 
startled inhabitants had never before seen a 
white man, let alone a nude one. We are not 
told why they decided to abandon their 
clothes, but stripping to the buff seems to have 
been a favourite pastime. In another chapter 
we have the entire company of an O.U.M.C. 
alpine meet divesting themselves in a 
railway carriage after a damp channel crossing 
and stringing their clothes from a climbing 
rope behind the train. 
Greene was one of a flourishing literary 
circle - there were his brothers, Christopher 
Isherwood was a cousin, Evelyn Waugh a 
friend, and indeed most of his youthful 
companions seem eventually to have got into 
print. It is doubtful whether such prolific and 
tightly-knit literary groups exist today. But one 
masterpiece did get away. Waugh had wanted 
to come along to Everest with Greene to 
write a book on the expedition . He was 
turned down and what may well have been a 
mountaineering scoop was lost for all time. 
Affectionately remembered is the larger-than
life figure of Charlie Bruce, Himalayan 
wanderer and leader of the 1922 Everest 
expedition; a General, he used to allow his 
subalterns to take running jumps on to his 
muscular stomach, whereupon he bounced 
them off into the air. As a young man he ran 
from London to Brighton in a day, for a bet, 
stopping for a drink at every pub he passed 
and reputedly also screwing the barmaid of 
the Crawley Arms behind the bar for good 
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measure. 
In 1923, at the peak of a particularly messy 
newspaper smear campaign against 
mountaineer-magician Aleister Crowley, 
Beast 666, Greene was approached with the 
suggestion that he go to Crowley's 'abbey' in 
Sicily and shoot him, making a getaway across 
the mountains. He did go to Sicily, but far 
from shooting Crowley, struck up an 
acquaintance with him and stayed for lunch. 
" He was disappointingly unsinister", he 
recalls, " immensely conceited . .. a very silly 
and probably harmless man." 
Audrey Salkeld 

Swaramandal* 

by Pat Ament 

Vitaar Publishing: $4.98 

Boulder's favourite son has produced some 
memoirs. An intensely personal collection of 
snapshots and essays tied together -
seemingly loosely - but in fact with 
conviction and deep humanity. You can 't call 
him grey ; this is colourful emotional stuff, 
deftly avoiding schmaltz yet intensely 
romantic if not narcissistic. It's difficult to 
say much more. The essays cover a number 
of pivotal climbs and cl imbers in Ament's 
life, the style is entertaining and succinct, 
the photos do the rest. Of course, it's all 
Colorado and Yosemite, but the locations are 
not too important as it's the moods that 
count. Not a long book, but a memorable one. 
Ken Wilson 
• Available from Vitaar Publishing, 2027 Pearl. Boulder, 

Colorado, U.S.A. 

Mountain and Cave Rescue 

compiled by J. P. Cooper 

Mountain Rescue Committee: 25p 

This is the latest edition of a modest 
handbook of facts concerned with the 
mysterious art of mountain rescue. It 
outlines, briefly, a few basic tips on rescue 
and first aid, but is mainly devoted to 
listing teams, rescue posts and other 
relevant data of the British rescue scene. 
A revealing graph of accident statistics for 
the past ten years shows that, despite the 
general increase in accidents over the period, 
fatalities have rema ined fairly constant. 
Recent trends show a steep rise in walking 
accidents (most, presumably, non-fatal) but 
a decline in climbing accidents. The booklet 
contains much basic common sense and 
underlines t he M.R .C.'s old-fashioned yet 
sane approach to a field that is under 
searching debate. Without the wise guidance 
of this long established body, the 
encroachments of officialdom into the 
climbers' domain might have been more acute. 
With mountain rescues regularly capturing 
headlines these days, all climbers should 
consider the M.R.C.'s advice on dealing with 
the press : 

" ... it is better to give reporters a 
considered factual account (italics mine) 
of what happened rather than let them 
gather information from casual sources, 
which may result in the publication of a 
distorted version . .. " 

Such dispassionate advice will be much in 
need as the media become ever more acutely 
focused on our activities. 
Ken Wilson 

Climb to the Lost World 

by Hamish Macinnes 

Hodder & Stoughton: £2.95 

Another plastic expedition ; but at least this 
one only beats about the bush in a literal 
sense. Macinnes is no metaphysician : 
they are there to make a film for the B.B.C., 
to tell a story for the Observer, to establish 
a territorial claim for the Guyana Government 
- no old-fashioned hypocrisy about 
'exploration', or 'accepting a challenge', or 
'because it's there'. 
The cast of this outdoor melodrama is headed 
by Macinnes, Whillans, Brown and Anthoine, 
who play the leading roles (at least, 
Anthoine, and occasionally Macinnes, play 
leading roles, while Brown and Whillans do 
a lot of jumaring) . Minor parts are played by 
Adrian Thompson (a sort of Guyanan Jimmy 
Roberts) and Neil McCallum of the B.B.C. 
Extras consist of Guyanan natives, Indians, 
snakes, vampire bats, orifice fish, scorpions, 
tarantulas, and so on. The script is classical 
English Kitchen Sink. For example : 

Act 11, Scene 111. In El Dorado Swamp. 
Hamish: (striking his foot against rock) 
"Bugger it! " 
Hamish: (shouting to Mo, who is 
swimming) "What about the perai and 
caimen ?" 
"What about the perai and caimen ?" 
Mo: "Fuck them !" 
Neil: (throwing down his stick) " Jesus 
Christ! What about the fucking film?" 
Mo: " Mike and I have been charging 
around like farts in a phone booth. Neil 
would have got all his crap and piss 
shots then.'' 

All this coruscating dialogue has been 
faithfully preserved by Macinnes and / or Miss 
E. Whittome (who "so competently drafted 
the MS"), and practically every page sparkles 
with well-a imed farts, fucks, snots, craps 
and pisses. Nor is this mere verbal 
virtuosity ; our heroes' sphincters wink 
roguishly in several tasty scenes: 'Macinnes 
Drinks Brown's Piss', 'Whillans builds a 
Shithouse', 'The B.B.C. Dirty Underpants 
Competition', 'Joe Struggles with the Giant 
Snot' are perhaps the choicest of many 
buttock -splitting adventures . 
In the last act, 'The Ascent of the Great Prow 
of Roriama', the author's control seems to 
lapse momentarily, for some of the principal 
characters are seen to display outmoded 
'virtues' such as fortitude, endurance and 
altruism. But this is merely a temporary 
aberration; in the epilogue, ' Return to 
Civilization', the author regains control and 
our heroes return to their former state of 
grace with an evening of native-brewed rum 
and a visit to a Georgetown brothel. 
In the past, Macinnes has shown himself to 
be a master of two quite different theatrical 
genres, the historical farce (Scottish 
Climbs} and the soap opera (Call-Out). 
Climb to the Lost World now establishes him 
in the first rank of outdoor avant-gardyloo 
dramatists. 
Robin Campbell 



Letters 
Politics, four-letter words, male-chauvinism, education; should 
these matters find space in a mountaineering magazine? 

The Real Leader on the Zmutt Ridge 

from Walt Unsworth 

Dear Sir, 
Gogna's article on the Matterhorn (Mountain 
36) was a fascinating bit of history but, 
perhaps through condensation or translation, 
the facts surrounding the Zmutt ascent are 
not presented correctly. In the first place, 
Mummery's climbing career did not begin at 
15 with an ascent of the Matterhorn, but at 
16 with a crossing of the Theodule. He was 
19 before he climbed the Matterhorn, and had 
climbed Monte Rosa previously. 
The fantastic series of coincidences which 
led to the race for the Zmutt are too long to 
detail here, but are told in full in the second 
chapter of my book, Tiger in the Snow. 
In brief, Mummery was on his way to the 
Dent Blanche when he met Penhall returning 
from the first Zmutt attempt and, seeing his 
chance, seized it. lmseng, who as Gogna so 
aptly says, was a pushy guide, persuaded 
Penhall to return a few hours later - probably 
because lmseng wanted to beat Burgener to 
the top. In fact, lmseng and Penhall, by 
forced marching, got on the ridge before 
Mummery, who had bivied at the Stockje, 
though they didn't know it. 
For me, one of the real heroes of this 
fantastic race was Johann Petrus, who joined 
the M ummery party by accident, and is hardly 
mentioned by Gogna. Beyond the Teeth, 
Burgener was doubtful about continuing 
because of the poor protection for his 
'herr', and Petrus solved the matter by going 
ahead solo - i.e. up the Tiefenmatten Slabs, 
the crux of the route. If anybody deserves 
credit for this ascent, it should surely be 
Petrus - and in view of this, where does it 
leave Pfann's 'first solo' ascent of 1906? 
Yours sincerely, 
Walt Unsworth (Manchester) 

Not doing it for the perks 

from Barbara James 

Dear Editor, 
I don't often spend long, hot afternoons 
tumbling in the heather ; I've never been 
taken up Gashed Crag ; I wear neither tweeds 
and brogues, nor lace and frills; I haven't 
opted out of any competitive scene ; yet I am 
a member of the Pinnacle Club and the Ladies' 
Alpine Club. I do climb Alpine 6 regularly 
(and share the lead with a male) . I still do 
Welsh Extreme, and I do enjoy a drink in a 
pub. 
Perhaps my problem, like that of other 
British women climbers, is that I am not an 
exotic French bird . Perhaps Mac's problem is 
that he's not Hot Henry Barber, R. Messner, 
or any other of a dozen top foreign climbers 
Who solo the hardest routes. 
Look around, Mac: British women were 
leading good Alpine routes before the war ; 
L.A.C. grandmothers still climb 4's and 5's in 
the Alps. Just because we are reasonably 
dressed, do not use four-letter words in every 
sentence, do not regularly frequent the 
Padarn Lake, and are not all renowned as hot
Water bottles, we are not necessarily 
incapable on mountains. 
Maybe our attitude is just a bit different to 
Yours. 
Yours etc 
Barbara J~mes ( Bangor) 

Eric Shipton's Politics 

from Bruce Reid 

Dear Sir, 
In reporting Mr. Eric Shipton's support for 
the new regime in Chile, was it really 
necessary for Audrey Salkeld to distrust his 
motives? I refer, of course, to her article in 
Mountain 36. 
There is no place for political diatribe in 
a magazine about mountains and for 
mountaineers - too many other magazines 
cater for this type of journalism. 
It would have been better, surely, to have 
left Mr. Shipton·s views to stand on their 
own and to have allowed readers to draw 
their own conclusions from them . After all , 
Mr. Shipton has for many years been a 
regular visitor to Chile ; were Mrs. Salkeld's 
comments based upon personal observi_tion 
or upon what she has read in the left-v!ing 
press? 
Yours faithfully, 
Bruce Reid (Birkenhead) 

from Ken Lindsay 

Dear Sir, 
In Mountain 36, you state that it is 
"disturbing" to hear Shipton·s views on Chile. 
As a climber who wants to read about 
climbing, I find it even more disturbing to 
see these political undertones drifting 
through your otherwise excellent magazine. 
Please keep politics where they belong, and 
that is not in Mountain. 
Yours faithfully, 
Ken Lindsay (Belfast) 

from Martin Plant 

Dear Editor, 
I was very surprised to read about Eric 
Shipton's support for the military junta in 
Chile, as reported in Mountain 36. 
In the first place, since when has Mountain 
been a forum for such pronouncements? Are 
we next to get an opinion poll of Yosemite 
climbers· views on Watergate? 
Eric Shipton is entitled to his beliefs, but 
these would seem to ignore the facts of 
what has happend in Chile. 
The Marxist Allende government was 
democratically elected to implement social 
and economic reforms badly needed in a 
country where most of the population is 
illiterate and poorly housed. A Marxist 
government was clearly a threat to the rich 
minority - the industrialists and military 
bureaucrats who had for so long run Chile in 
accordance with their own interests, and with 
total disregard for the welfare of the masses. 
The military coup used violent suppression 
to achieve what could not be done 
democratically. Does Eric Shipton really 
support a fascist regime that holds office 
not by popular consent, but by gun law? If 
so, his views are likely to make him very 
unpopular with fellow climbers, even if 
they do help to ingratiate him with the 
Chilean right-wing reactionary generals. 
Eric Shipton is lucky : he has freedom of 
speech in Britain. He would not have that 
privilege in the brave new Chile. 
Yours sincerely, 
Martin Plant (Edinburgh) 

Outdoor Education: A Vote for Drasdo 

from Chris Norris 

Dear Sir, 
I must disagree with some of the sentiments 
expressed by Jim Perrin in his review of 
Drasdo's essay, ' Education and the Mountain 
Centres· (Mountain 32) . 
Firstly, the essay is very relevant to 
education as a personal commitment to 
"those ancient, subversive, anarchistic values, 
beauty and freedom". As instructors we can 
only pass on our own interpretation of the 
outdoors, and Drasdo provides food for 
thought for those of us who do not wish to 
interpret Nature as a "greased pole, a visual 
aid, or a personnel selection test". 
Secondly, the quotations give several lines 
for further discussion and reading, although 
I agree that the addition of notes and a 
bibliography would be a great improvement. 
Thirdly, I would dispute that the future of 
Outdoor Education lies with the Colleges, 
unless we have forgotten our own motives for 
going to the hills. Surely it makes sense to 
staff our centres, as Drasdo suggests, with a 
wide variety of teachers, men and women, 
who have enjoyed wild country for its own 
sake. Hopefully they will be able to 
communicate their own enthusiasm without 
imposing uniformity on our youngsters. 
To end on a lighter note: I found 
McNaught-Davis's article on certification 
amusing . Perhaps more articles in this vein 
will prevent the instructional fraternity from 
being such baddies in future. 
Yours sincerely, 
Chris Norris (Edinburgh) 

A question of censorship 

from the Secretary of the Royal Navy M.C. 

Dear Sir, 
While deriving great enjoyment from your 
magazine generally, and not wishing to 
appear prudish, do you not consider that the 
expletives in the article 'Hands' (Mountain 37, 
p. 39) were repugnant to the majority of 
readers? 
Surely you have standards to uphold, 
particularly when it is considered that your 
magazine will be read by children? 
I express this view not alone - it is one 
held by quite a large proportion of climbers 
with whom I have been in contact recently ; 
they represent a good cross-section of your 
readers. 
Yours sincerely, 
Peter Langdon (H.M .S. Collingwood) 

Editorial comment: This matter was the subject 
of considerable editorial discussion before 
we published. On balance, however, we felt 
that the expletives concerned were relevant 
to the nature of the material. On the 
question of juvenile readership, we must 
point out that we hold no brief in this 
respect: 'Mountain' is aimed solely at an 
adult and hopefully mature audience, and 
any debate concerning the inclusion or 
otherwise of 'hard-core' expletives is 
based solely on the question of creative 
relevance. 
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1 mountaineering 
equia.rnent 
suppliers 
The shops marked (C) (M) (S) hire out Camping, Mountaineering and 
Ski-ing Equipment. 

AUSTRALIA UNITED KINGDOM 

A.C. T: Canberra 
Paddy Pallin Pty., Ltd., 
46 Northbourne Avenue, 
Civic. (C) (S). Tel. 47.8949. 

N.S.W : Hornsby 
Southern Cross Mountaineering 
Equipment Pty., Ltd., 
222 Pacific Highway. (C) . 
Tel. 476.3242. 

N.S.W: Chatswood 
Southern Cross Mountaineering 
Equipment Pty., Ltd., 
399 Victoria Avenue. (C) . 
Tel. 412.3372. 

N.S.W: Crows Nest 
Mountain Equipment Pty. Ltd ., 
P.O. Box 703, 
17A Falcon Street, 2065. (C) . 
Tel. 439.2454. 

N.S.W: Penshurst 
Southern Cross Mountaineering 
Equipment Pty. Ltd., 
3 Bridge Street, 2222. (C). 
Tel. 579.5965. 

N.S.W: Sydney 
Paddy Pallin Pty., Ltd., 
69 Liverpool Street. (C) (S). 
Tel. 26.2685. 

Queensland: Brisbane 
Rick's White's 
Odin Equipment Company, 
P.O. Box 12, Toowong, 4066. 

Victoria: Melbourne 
Molony Imports, 
197 Elizabeth Street, 3000. 
Tel. 67.8428. 

Victoria: Melbourne 
Bushgear Pty. Ltd., 
46 Hardware Street, 3000. 
Tel. 67.3354. (C) (M) (S). 

CANADA 

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

B.C.: Vancouver 
ABC of Canada, 
Recreational Equipment Ltd., 
557 Richards Street, V6B 225. 
Tel. 604.687.7885 

B.C.: Vancouver 
Alpine Crafts Equipment, 
1286 Kingsway. 
Tel. 004.879.7431. 

Ontario: Ottawa 
Blacks Outdoors Store, 
225 Strathcona Avenue, 
K1S 1X7. Tel. 613.235.1461. 

EIRE 

Dublin 
The Mountain Hut Ltd., 
28 Stephen Street Lower, 2. 
(C) (M). Tel. 0001.781358 

NEW ZEALAND 

Christchurch 
Oscar A. Coberger, 
15 Cranmer Square, 1. 
Tel. 74.646. 
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Aberdeen 
F. Diack and Son, 
302 George Street 
Tel. 0224.26952. 

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

Ambleside 
Frank Davies, Climber's Shop, 
Compston Corner. 
Tel. 09663.2297. 
Aviemore 
Speyside Sports (S). 
Tel. Aviemore 629. 
Bethesda 
Arvons, 
Ogwen Terrace. 
Tel. 024.882.401 . 

Birmingham 
Frank Davies (S) , 
7 Snowhill, Queensway, 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. (S). 
Tel. 021.236.9383. 
Blackpool 
The Alpine Centre, 
193 Church Street. 
Tel. 0253.24307. 
Bolton 
Alpine Sports, 
117 Bradshawgate. (S). 
Tel. 0204.25087. 
Bradford 
Allan Austin Mountain Sports, 
4 Jacob Street, 
Manchester Road 5. 
Tel. 0274.28674. 
Brentwood 
Field & Trek (Equipment) Ltd., 
25 Kings Road. 
Tel. 0277.221259. 
Brighton 
Alpine Sports Ltd., 
138 Western Road (S) (M). 
Tel. 0273.26874. 
Bristol 
Ellis Brigham, 
162 Whiteladies Road. 
Tel. 0272.311157. 
Broughton-in- Furness, Lanes. 
Mountain Centre, 
Brade Street. Tel. 461 . 
(open until 8 p.m.) 
Buxton 
Jo Royle, 
High Peak Outdoor Centre 
22 High Street (C) . 
Tel. 0298.5824. 
Cambridge 
The Outdoor Centre, 
7 Bridge Street. 
Tel. 0223.53956. 
Capel Curig 
Joe Brown, 
The Climbing Shop. 
Tel. 06904.205. 

Capel Curig 
Ellis Brigham, 
Mountain Centre. (M) (S) 
Tel. 06904.232. 
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, 
350 Normanton Road. (S). 
Tel. 0332.42245. 
Doncaster 
Don Valley Sports, 
95 Spring Gardens. (C) (S). 
Tel. 0302.67755. 
Dundee 
David Low Sports Co. Ltd ., 
21 Commercial Street (M) (S). 
Tel. 0382.24501-2. 
Edinburgh 
Graham Tiso, 
44 Rodney Street. (M) . 
Tel. 031.554.0804. 
Exeter 
Grays Outdoor Shop, 
181 / 182 Sidwell Street. (C) (S) . 
Tel. 0392.76421 . 
Fort William 
Nevi sport, 
131 High Street. 
Tel. Fort William 3245. 
Glasgow 
Greaves (S), 
23 Gordon Street. 
Tel. 041 .221.4531 / 2. 
Glasgow 
Nevi sport, 
261 Sauchiehall Street. (M). 
Tel. 041 .332.4814. 
Grantown-on-Spey 
Speyside Sports, 
47 High Street. (S). 
Tel. Grantown 246. 
Halifax 
The Outdoor Centre, 
3 Princes Arcade. 
Tel. 0422.65549. 
Harrison's Rocks, Sussex 
Terry's Festerhaunt, 
Groombridge. (M). 
Tel. 089.276.238 (684). 
Hull 
G. F. Stocks & Co. Ltd . 
Camp Centre, 
61 Spring Bank. 
Tel. 0482.20134. 
Keswick 
Stubbs Outdoor Sports, 
28 Lake Road. 
Tel. 0596.73524. 
Lancaster 
H. Robinson, 
Mountain Craft Shop, 
5 New Road. (C). 
Tel. 0524.66610. 
Leeds 
Centres port, 
40 Woodhouse Lane, 2. 
Tel. 0532.31024. 
Leeds 
H. W. Poole, 
34/36 Eastgate (C) (S) . 
Tel. 0532.23045. 
Leicester 
Roger Turner, 
Mountain Sports, 
105 London Road. (S) 
Tel. 0533.25235. 

Liverpool 
Ellis Brigham, 
73 Bold Street, 1. (C) (M) (S). 
Tel. 051.709.6912. 

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

London 
Pindisports, 
14/ 18 Holborn, E.C.1. 
Tel. 01.242.3278. 

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

London 
Robert Lawrie Ltd ., 
54 Seymour Street, W.1. 
Tel. 01.723.5252. 

London 
Y.H .A. Services Ltd., 
29 John Adam Street, W.C.2. (S). 
Tel. 01 .839.1722. 

London 
Alpine Sports Ltd., 
309 Brampton Road, S.W.1 . 
Tel. 01.584.7766. (S) (M) . 

Macclesfield 
The Pennine Centre, 
(Camping & Caravan 
Distributors Ltd.) , 
Elizabeth Street. 
Tel. 0625.20167. 

Manchester 
Ellis Brigham, 
6/ 14 Cathedral Street, 4. 
Tel. 061.834.0161. (C) (M) (S). 

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

Manchester, Eccles 
J. & A. Sports & Camping Co., 
112 Liverpool Road. 
Tel. 061.789.6044. 

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

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

Middlesbrough: Teesside 
Cleveland Mountain Sports, 
98 Newport Road. 
Tel. 0642.48916. 

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

Newcastle-upon-Tyne 
L. D. Mountain Centre Ltd. 
34 Dean Street (C) (S). 
Tel. 0632.23561. 

Newcastle-upon- Tyne 
Montane Ltd., 
1 2 Grey Street. 
Tel. 0632.24941 

Nottingham 
Roger Turner, 
Mountain Sports, 
120 Derby Road, (S) 
TeL 0602.47230. 

Oxford 
The Scout and Guide Shop, 
17 Turi Street. 
Tel. 0092.47110. 

Penzance 
Ellis Brigham, 
Market Jew Street. 
Tel. 0736.5828. 



p0 rtsmouth 
Safari, 
The Tricorn. 
Tel. 0705.29410. 

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

Rochdale 
Jeff Connor Outdoor Centre, 
120/ 122 Drake Street, 
Tel. 0706.342062. (C) (M) 

Sheffield 
Bryan G. Stokes, 
9 Charles Street. 
Tel. 0742.27525. 

Sheffield 
Don Morrison, 
343 London Road. 
Tel. 0742.56018. 

Sheffield 
Thomas & Taylor Ltd ., 
24 Fitzwilliam Gate (M). 
Tel. 0742.25631. 

Shipley 
p & S Outdoor Shop, 
73 Leeds Road, 
Tel. 0274.592422. 

Skipton 
The Dales Outdoor Centre, 
Coach Street. 
Tel. 0756.4305. 

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

Wednesbury 
Tebbutt Bros., 
35 Market Place. (C) (M) (S). 
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. 

UNITED STATES 

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

California : Berkeley 
Mountain Traders, 
1702 Grove Street, 94709. 
Tel. 415.845.8600. (C) (M) (S). 

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

California: El Cajon 
Adventure 16 Inc., 
656 Front Street, 92020. 
Tel. 714.444.A16-2. 

California: Fresno 
Robbins Mountain Shop, 
'7183 North Abbey Road, 93650. 
Tel. 209.439.0745. (C) (S). 

California: Glendale 
Kelty Mountaineering, 
1801 Victory Blvd., 91201. 
Tel. 213.247.3110. (C) (M) (S). 

California: Glendora 
Pack and Piton, 
1000 E. Alosta Avenue, 91740. 
Tel. 213 335.0414. (C) (M) (S). 

California: Goleta 
Granite Stairway Mountaineering, 
330 S. Kellogg, 93017. 
Tel. 805.964.5714. (C) (M) (S) . 

California: La Canada 
Sport Chalet, 
951 Foothill Boulevard, 91011. 
Tel. 213.790.2717. (C) (S). 

California: La Habra 
Sports and Trails, 
1491 W. Whittier Blvd., 90631. 
Tel. 213.694.2164. (C) (M) (S). 

California: Lancaster 
Dan's Skiing and Mountaineering, 
1 069 West Ave. K, 93534. 
(C) (M) (S). 
California: Mammoth Lakes 
Kittredge Sport Shop, 
P.O. Box 598 - State Hwy. 203 
93546. (C) (M) (S). 
Tel. 714.934.2423. 
California: Modesto 
Robbins Mountain Shop, 
1508 Tenth Street, 95354. 
Tel. 209.529.6913. (C) (S) . 
California: San Diego 
San Diego Ski Chalet and 
Mountain Shop, 
4004 Sports Arena Blvd., 93401 . 
Tel. 714.224.3439. (C) (M) (S). 
California: San Diego 
Stanley Andrews 
Sporting Goods, 
443 12th Street. (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 Barbara 
Granite Stairway Mountaineering, 
3036 State Street, 93105. 
Tel. 805.682.1083. (C) (M) (S). 
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. 
Tel. 213.881.5111. (C) (M) (S). 
California: Upland 
Pack and Piton, 
1252 W. Foothill Blvd., 91786. 
Tel. 714.982.7408. (C) (M) (S). 
California: Ventura 
The Great Pacific Ironworks, 
Chouinard Equipment Company, 
235 W. Santa Clara, 93001. 
Tel. 805.643.8616. 

California: West Covina 
Alpine Country, 
1629 W. Garvey Avenue, 91790. 
Tel. 213.962.4311 . (C) (M) (S). 

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

Colorado: Boulder 
Neptune Mountaineering, 
1750 30th Street, 80301 . 
Tel. 303.442.3551. (M) (S). 

Colorado: Denver 
Ptarmigan Mountain Shop, 
938 South Monaco Parkway, 
80222. (S) (C) (M). 
Tel. 303.377.2783. 

Colorado: Denver 
Forrest Mountaineering Ltd ., 
5050-M - Fox St. 80216. 
Tel. 303.222.6164. 

Colorado: Estes Park 
Steve Komito, 
Davis Hill (Box 2106), 80517. 
Tel. 303.586.5391. 

Colorado: Fort Collins 
The Mountain Shop, 
118 W. Laurel, 80521 . 
Tel. 303.493.5720. (M). 

Colorado: Lakewood 
Ptarmigan Mountain Shop, 
1949 South Wadsworth Blvd., 
80227. (C) (M) (S). 
Tel. 303.986.5541 . 

Colorado: Louisville 
Lowe Alpine Systems, Inc., 
931 Main Street (Box 151 , 
Dept. M) . (C) (M) (S). 
Tel. 303.666.6650. 

Idaho: Boise 
Sawtooth Mountaineering, 
5200 Fairview, Mini - Mall, 83704. 
Tel. 208.376.3731 . (S) (C). 

Idaho: Moscow 
Northwestern Mountain Sports, 
41 0 W. 3rd Street. 
Tel. 208.882.0133. (C) (M) (S) . 

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

Illinois: Chicago 
Erewhon Mountain Supply, 
1252 West Devon, 60626. 
Tel. 312.262.3832. (C) (M) (S). 

Massachusetts: Boston 
Eastern Mountain Sports/ 
Bargain Basement, 
1041 Commonwealth Avenue. 
Tel. 617.254.4250. (C) (M) (S). 

Minnesota : Minneapolis 
Midwest Mountaineering, 
1408 Hennepin Avenue, 55403. 
Tel. 612.336. 3884 

Minnesota: Wayzata 
Le Ski Hut, 
339 Barry Avenue, 55391 . 
Tel. 612.473.1288. 
Montana: Red Lodge 
Mountaincraft, 
Main Street, 59068. 
Tel. 406.446.2393. 

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

Nevada: Las Vegas 
Highland Outfitting Co., 
600 South Highland Drive, 
89106. (C) (M) (S) . 
Tel. 702.382.5093. 

New York: Buffalo 
Nord Alp Inc. 
3260 Main Street, 14215. 
Tel. 716.837.3300. (C) (M) (S) . 

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

New York: Ogdensburg 
Thomas Black and Sons 
(Ogdensburg) Inc., 
930 Ford Street, 1 3669. 
Tel. 315.393.5704. 
(Mail Order only). 

Pennsylvania: Yardley 
J D. Sachs, Wilderness Outfitters, 
Afton Ave. (in the Buttonwood 
Barn)., 19067. 
Tel. 215.493.4536. 

Texas: Austin 
Whole Earth Provision Co. 
2410 San Antonio Street, 
78705. Tel. 512.478.1577. 

Utah: Salt Lake City 
Timberline Sports Inc, 
3155 So. Highland Drive, 84106. 
Tel. 801.466.2101. (C) (M) (S). 

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

Washington : Seattle 
Swallow's Nest, 
909 E. Boat Street, 98105. 
Tel. 206.633.0408. (M) (S) . 

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

Wisconsin: Madison 
Erewhon Mountain Supply, 
State and Gocham, 53703. 
Tel. 508.251.9059. (C) (M) (S). 

Wisconsin: Madison 
H. H. Petrie Sporting Goods Inc., 
702 N. Midvale, 53705. 
Tel. 608.231.2447. 

Wisconsin: Madison 
H. H. Petrie Sporting Goods Inc., 
644 State Street, 53703. 
Tel. 608.257.1347. (S). 

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

Wyoming : Laramie 
Rocky Mountaineering, 
211 Second Street, 82070. 
Tel. 307.742.3191. (S) (C). 

43 



I 
I 
I 
I 
\ 

44 

' 

ANOTHER 
SUCCESS 

WITH BLACKS 
~~~ 'The Blacks Tunnel Tent fulfilled the most 

u important function of any single item of 
· equipment on the expedition .' 
'In my opinion they are the ideal Himalayan 
Tent, particularly for the Lightweight type 
of Expedition!' 

Extract from Chris Bonington 's report. 

The first successful ascent 
of Changabang made on 
June 4th by the Indian
British Garhwal Expedition 
using Blacks Tunnel Tents, 
Sleeping Bags and Clothing 
chosen by Chris Bonington. 
Photo by courtesy of Chris Boning/on 

SEE THE RANGE AT BLACKS STO CKISTS THROUGHOUT THE COUNTRY. WRITE NOW FOR Y OUR COPY OF OUR NEW 

64 PAGE CATALOGUE OF TENTS AND CAMPING EQUIPMENT. 

-------------
Please send me my 
1974 'Good Companions ' catalogue 

N ame __________ _ 

Address _________ _ 

741 

- -------------
Blacks branches are situated throughout the U .K.-Fill in the coupon and find out where your nearest Branch is. 

also at 225, Strathcona Avenue, Ottawa, Ontario, Canada and 9SO, Ford Street, Ogdensburg, New Yark 11669, U.S.A. 



~----unforseen perils often beset the unwary hiker 

Read the full -
story on 
Mt. Rainier 
Dee Molenaar's unique documen
tation of the big mountain 's climbing 
history, its pioneers and guides, 
beauties and tragedies. Loaded with 
anecdotes, sketches, over 100 
photos. Fascinating for mountain 
historians, armchair adventurers and 
climbers. 352 pp, hardbound. $12.95 . 
At bookstores or by mail (add $1 
tax & ship.) 
The Mountaineers 
719 Pike St. 
Seattle, WA 
98101 

DO NOT DESPAIR, 
HIKERS, help for 
this and other perils 
is available from: 

KELTY 
mountaineering-backpacking 

1801 VICTORY BOULEVARD 
GLENDALE, CALIFORNIA 91201 

SEND FOR CATALOG DEPT. m 

BECK CRAMPON STRAPS will NOT stretch! ... 
NOT ice up! ... Fasten tightly and you wi II never 
have to adjust again ... used by most experts ... 
Manufacturer of the Famous CHOUINARD CRAMPON STRAPS 

Write for FREE Catalogue and Sample of Neoprene Nylon 
===== BECK OUTDOOR PROJECTS==== 
BOX 3061 • SOUTH BERKELEY • CALIFORNIA~ 

There are a number of optional extras when 
you visit the Bivouac - all designed to appeal 

·10 climbers. 

THE BIVOUAC 
56 NORTH PARADE,MATLOC#< BATH, DERBYSHIRE. 
Open Monday to Friday 9.30 am. to 6.00 pm. and Saturday and Sunday 9.00 am to 5.30 pm 
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' '' s ■■ 
Fi:st Post~ard identifying route r\ 
wins a pair. L(' 
We are also selling them at 

£ 8· 85 !! plus postage 20p . 

joe brouun 
LLANBERIS CAPEL CURIG 
NORTH WALES 

Tel.327 
NORTH WALES 

Tel. 205 

Allan 
Austin 

MOUNTAINEERING E(JUIPMENT 

Full range of Skiwear, Climbing 
and Mountaineering Equipment 

Permanent display of 
lightweight and 
mountain tents 

Open until 8pm Friday 

No parking restrictions 

Send for free mail-order list 

Jacob Street Mills, Jacob Street, 
Manchester Road, Bradford 5 

Spring low 
Concentrated meal 
packs for Campers and 
Backpackers
remember 
concentrated food 
means less weight 
and bulk to carry. 
Meals include : 
Curries, Stews and 
Omelettes-send for 
our catalogue it 
describes no less 
than 50 packs. 

SPRINGLOW Sales Ltd 
Marsland Industrial 
Estate, Werneth, 
Oldham, Lanes. 
Tel : 061-624 7904 



Just lately our ears have been burning as numerous people 
have not only been talking about us, but also taking the 
opportunity to put pen to paper and give us their comments 
on Berghaus products. 

Following, are three examples of literary enthusiasm: 

1 

2 

3 

Three good reasons which should 
convince you that we have no peers 
when it comes to quality equipment 
and clothing for the discerning out
door enthusiast. Why not write now 
for catalogue, who knows, it may be 
just your first letter to us! 

Malcolm Taylor, world record breaker of the John 'O' Groats/Land's End 
walk, (885 miles in 10 days, 23 hrs, 52 mins.) writes about the boots he wore 
which placed him in the Guiness Book of Records-TRENTO 108. 

" It rained every day for at least five hours and sometimes for as much as 
nineteen hours in a day. On the whole journey not once did I find the boots to 
let in water. As for the last two days of the journey, the weather was extremely 
hot and I found that the boots did not get uncomfortable even after having 
covered the distance I had done." 

Ian S. Murray, a sergeant in the 'Royal Marine Reserves' gives his verdict onthe 
'CASUAL JACKET' 

" The reason I am writing to you is to congratulate you on your excellent 
equipment, you see prior to going to Wales, I had just purchased one of your 
CASUAL JACKETS (long) and didn't realise just how good a proving ground 
Wales was going to be. The weather went through rain, sleet and snow always 
accompanied by high winds and even although one day I stood eleven hours in 
it, your garment more than realised my expectations." 

Sebastian Snow-currently walking 
from the tip of South America to 
the tip of North America using 
SELLA 107 boots, writes: 

"I have over four thousand miles 
under my SELLA boots and am in 
good heart and going well. In fact it 
has taken me under a month to 
traverse the one thousand, one 
hundred odd kilometres to La Paz 
from the Argentinian border, thanks 
to your fantastic SELLA boots
they simply could not be bettered 
- they are just right for the long hard 
slog over all kinds of terrain., .. 

Sella 107(top) & Trento108 

B6R6HJIUS 
34 DEAN STREET 
NEWCASTLE UPON TYNE NE 1 1 PG 
Telephone Newcastle 23561 

47 



48 

Keswick 
Cumberland 
eswick 72178 



■ 

on your back - but way out in front 

Aiguille 
Available only in nylon with cotton back. Four strap fastening 
to elasticated "contour load" flap. Camera pocket in the flap 
has zip opening outside for easy access. Double base in 
contrasting blue colour. 

Specification : Model 1 / 004 
Height : 20" 51 cm 

Width : 
Weight : 

11 " 
1 lb 14 oz 

28 cm 
850 gm 

Fabric : 

Colour : 
Capacity : 

7 oz Enka 
nylon / cotton 
Red/ Blue 
60 litres 

K.G.T. 90 
A fitting successor to the long-established Himalaya . It has the 
prodigious capacity of 90 litres. Can be carried on a pack frame if 
required for expedition purposes. The flap has a single fastening 
at the front and a 3 point fastening at the rear to allow it to 
extend. There is a zip lining in the pocket. 

Specification: Model 1 / 011 
Height : 30" 76 cm 

Width : 16" 
Weight : 2 lb 12 oz 

41 cm 
1245 gm 

Fabric : 

Co lour : 
Capacity: 

7 oz Enka nylon 
with canvas back 
Red & Olive 
90 litres 

k ■ Send for the 1974 Karrimor Equipment Digest. This contains reports by Dougal Haston, a r r I m Or Ed Drummond, and Ken Led ward as well as illustrating the complete range of products. 

M5. Avenue Parade, Accrington 885 6PR, Lancashire, England 

Q Printed by Sawtells of Sherborne Limited Dorset and published by Mountain Magazines Ltd. 30 Collingwood Avenue, London N.10. 
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