




Blacks Snowgoose 
••• for the chosen few • 

• Covered in Blacks 
uniquely durable, 

• Down of this quality 
gives 75% more'loft' 
even than Blacks 
renowned Icelandic 

• Filled with 1.4 kg
that's three whole 
pounds-of new pure 
white goose down. 

filling . 

completely downproof 
'Ripstop' nylon 
-proofed for 
extra protection. -----

Blacks sub-zero sleeping bags have earned their 
unbeatable reputation under the toughest conditions, 
being used again and again by internationally known 
explorers and climbers on some of their most 
hazardous expeditions. 

Even in this class, the Snowgoose (illustrated 
above) stands supreme for its perfectionist attention 
to every tiny detail required to ensure true comfort 
at the lowest temperatures. Truly a king of bags, it is 
covered distinctively in royal purple. Price £87 .50. 

The Snowgoose is only one of Blacks big range 
of specialist bags, each of which represents 
outstanding quality and value. 

Other Sub-Zero bags (left to right) . 
Snowdrift Karakorum Polar 

Snowdrift same construction as the Snowgoose, 
but filled with all new duck down. £59.50. 

• Overlap tube quilting 
gives best possible 
compartmentation, 
effectively prevents 
'cold spots: 

• Inner and outer are 
differentially cut to 
allow the down to fully 
loft 

Karakorum virtually two sleeping bags, one 
inside the other, nylon covered and filled with High 
Quality goose/ duck down in two separate layers. 
£58.50. 

Polar wall-quilted all cotton fabric bag, 
and filled with High Quality goose/ duck down. 
£52.00. 

Available at all good camping shops 
throughout the country. 
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WILDERNESS 
EXPERIENCE 

mountain 
packs 

Our specialty is packs . From large expedi
tion frame packs down to the Humming
bird Day Pack . 16 designs in all, each 
made to be used and used hard . 

We use only the finest materials combined 
with quality craftsmanship to produce 
packs that last. Before buying your next 
pack, compare ours to others . Look close
ly and you will see why we can guarantee 
our packs against defects in materials and 
workmanship for as long as you own 
them. 

Our catalog is free and available at your 
WILDERNESS EXPERIENCE dealer or by 
writing directly to us . 

WILDERNESS EXPERIENCE 
9421 Winnetka Ave. Chatsworth, CA. 91311 

TITONS 
Strong • Light • Versatile 

Four Placement Possibilities 

Ten sizes fit cracks 7/ 16" to 4" 
#1 thru 5 are steel for unsurpassed strength 

in small cracks. 
#6 thru 10 are lightweight wrought aluminum . 

Write for catalogue 
information. 

ffirri 
MOUNTAINEERING, LTD. 

1517 Platte St., Denver, Colorado 80202. 

. ~AID MORO RIVER IDD~I i 
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 

PENNINE CENTRE AT 
CAMPING & CARAVAN 

DISTRIBUTORS 
' , , or all your mountaineering requirements 

ROSSALL STREET 
',.,c\t~ ~~ MACCLESFIELD 

TEL.20167 
Open 7days 

10amto6pm 
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REI knows 
the ropes 
Because we use them. 

postpaid 

Mammut Dynamic Climbing Rope 

A dependable Swiss-made rope . 
Withstands high impact stresses . 
Easy handling and holds knots well. 
It 's a rope with a four fall safety 
factor . Conforms to UIAA standards. 
11 mm x 150'. Red / Blue , Yellow / Blue . 

Mammut Dynaflex Climbing Rope 

Top of the line with even more 
reserve strength. Durable . It conforms 
to UIAA standards with a six fall 
safety fac tor. 11 mm x 165'. 
Orange / Red. Yellow / Red. (See 
other climbing items in our full-color 
catalog included with purchase .) 
Annual money-back dividend to 
Co-op members . 

Shop REI in Seattle and Berkeley . 
Use coupon below . 

D Enclosed is my check or money 
order for -- Dynamic or __ _ 
Dynaflex rope(s) . 
Color(s) _________ _ 

Offer expires March 15, 1977. 
Add sales tax for California and 
Washington deliveries only. 
0 I want to be a MEMBER, 

enclosed is $2.00. 
□ Please send me FREE color 

catalog only. 

NAME ___________ _ 

ADDRESS __________ _ 

CITY ___________ _ 

STATE ______ ZIP ___ _ 

M-7-M 

Recreational Equipment Inc . 
"Th e Original Outdoor Co•OP-Est 1938" 

P O Box 22090. Seattle , WA 98122 

(H!RTHCAPE 
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A completely revised version of the previous Leisure Jacket, though 
still retaining its qualities of low weight and compactness. Ample 
drawcord hood gives effective protection from the elements and the 
improved zip is backed by a nylon flap. The hip length jacket has 
two pockets large enough to carry an O.S. map, sewn as an integral 
part of the jacket with zipped entrance protected by covering flap. 
Sizes: XS,S.M,L 
Colours: Green, Royal Blue 

ask for it by name at your local stockist of waterproofs by: 

B6R6HJIUS 
34 Dean Street Newcastle upon Tyne Telephone: 0632 23561 
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You bet your little cotton jacket 
you are! 

Well Ultimate Equipment. can 
now offer _you ev~rything you've 
~een hunting for in a windproof 
Jacket. 

We've named it appropriately 
The Falcon. 

This new jacket is strong, 
rugged and, like its namesake 
completely at home in cold windy 
conditions. 

Dependable, high quality 
workmanship, together with the 
following sound design features 
make The Falcon unbeatable 
among cotton jackets. 

Made from terylene cotton fabric, 
constructed of a blended terylene cotton thread 

with full weight breathable nylon lining. 

Self repairing 
reversible medium weight 
nylon coil zipper with full 

front flap to keep out 
wind and rain . 

2 chest level 
vertically zippered 

map pockets. 

2 position snap fastened 
adjustable cuffs. 

full-proofed 
hood, lined with cotton 

for comfort. 

P.V. coated nylon shoulder 
yoke for complete 

waterproofing 
in that area, giving 

triple layer 
across shoulders. 

2 cargo pockets 
incorporating 

2 hand warmer 
pockets. 

Ask to see The Falcon at 
your nearest Ultimate ~ .. :;-~-~ 

dealer or write to:- , ,.: ...-
Ultimate Equipment ;\ 

Limited . The Butts, :f'..'' 
W arkworth, M orpeth, ~:&;:·•·,,; __ ,., 

Northumberland · .· , .. , 

NE65 OSP. ultima . f 

EOJIPMENT 
Adventure with Ultimate confidence 

alpinl 
Write for details to : 

I.S.M. p.o. box 2&, Leysin, Switzerland. 

BeCK 
CRAMPON 

STRAPS 
Handmade of neoprene nylon, the best iron buckles 
and copper belt rivets, hand set with our own special 
tool. Neoprene nylon does not ice up . Heat sealed 
edges provide further protection against ice build up. 
Will not stretch. No-time-limit guarantee. 
Makers of the famous Chouinard Crampon Straps. Write for free catalog. 

BECK OUTDOOR PROJECTS - BOX 1038 
CRESCENT CITY, CALIFORNIA 95531 

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 
descri bes no less 
than 50 packs. 

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



warrior at your local 
stockist or consult 

B6R6H11US 
EET . NEWCASTLE UPON TYNE 
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UADliO 
FORCE 
TEN 

Force Tens have a big reputation with people with 
big reputations. Leaders of major climbing and 
exploration expeditions have taken Force Tens all 
over the world including the recent successful 
British Everest Expedition. From this severe 
testing come the ideas for improved design and 
materials which are built into every model. From a 
one night summer camp to a month on the face of 
Everest choose Force Ten-it won 't let you down! 
Write now for colour catalogue and name of 
nearest stockist. 

911 L\ 
UADliD (SCDTlADD) LTD. 
47 COL VEND ST . GLASGOW. TEL . 041-556 7621 

chouinard's 

Rugged rags from the Ironmongers. 
Check out your Chouinard dealer 
for our new Patagonia line of 
Foamback Raingear, Rugby Shirts, 
French Sailor Shirts, Shorts and 
Climbing Pants or order from our 
mail order service. Catalog $1. 

THE GREAT PACIFIC IRON WORKS 
dept. z 

manufacturers and distributors of 
Chouinard Equipment and Patagonia Softwear 
P.O. Box 150, Ventura, California 93001 
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SAi.EWA 
CRAro/lPONS 

to stand and rely on 
in any pace 
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EAST AFRICA 

Kilimanjaro (19,340ft.) 
South African climbers Paul 
Fatti and John Moss climbed 
a new grade 6 route on the 
Kersten Glacier, on the south 
side of Kibo. The new line lies 
between the original Austrian 
Route and the line recently dis
covered by Ian Howell, Bill 
O'Connor and John Cleare. 
The Kersten is without doubt 
the largest and steepest ice mass 
on Kilimanjaro, and there is 
plenty of scope for further de
velopment. But the essential 
remoteness of this side of 
Kilimanjaro makes any light
weight expedition a serious 
affair: a two-man ascent here 
would call for total commit
ment, with little chance of 
rescue in the event of an acci
dent. The nearest trained moun-

UNITED STATES 

Cascades 
Winter climbing is growing in 
popularity in this area. Last 
winter there were two important 
climbs that have not so far been 
reported. In March, 1975, J. 
Reilly Moss made the first win
ter ascent of the Ice Cliff Glacier 
and Couloir of Mt. Stuart 
(9,415ft.}, while at the same 
time Craig McKibben and Jay 
Ossiander made the first winter 
ascent of the North Ridge. Ear
lier, McKibben and Roy Farrell 
had made the first true winter 
ascent of Liberty Bell in the 
Northern Cascades, though this 
had previously been climbed in 
late March (just outside the true 
winter season) by another team. 
Anothet first (true) winter as
cent was achieved this Febru
ary on Mt. Rainer (14,41 Oft.}, 

tain-rescue team is in Kenya, 
and it would be politically im
possible for that to be of any 
assistance. 
Mt. Kenya (17,058ft.) 
The mountain has taken a con
siderable pounding in the last 
few months. The OIiier Couloir 
(grade 5), which lies to the 
right of the Normal Route on 
the South-East Face of Ne/ion, 
received its first ascent from 
Phil Snyder and Rob Collister. 
Unfortunately, the couloir ends 
half-way up the face, at 
Mackinder's Gendarme, and it 
was described by Snyder as 
"not too satisfying". The North
East Buttress of Batian (grade 
5 sup.) was first climbed in its 
entirety by Ian Howell, Phil 
Snyder and lain Allan. This 
route, which was started by a 

when Dusan Jagersky and J . 
Reilly Moss climbed the Central 
Rib of the Willis Wall. 
Dragontail Peak's Hidden Cou
loir had its first winter ascent on 
February 6 and 7, by Skip 
Edmonds and Dick Hefferman. 
On February 7, Cal Folsom and 
Don Heller repeated the route 
in a day, but the ascent was 
marred by tragedy when Heller, 
a well-known North-West clim
ber, was killed on the descent 
via Aasgard Pass. Mt. Stuart 
was again the focus of interest 
when Paul Ekman and Joe 
Weiss made the first winter as
cent of the 50° Stuart Glacier 
Couloir for about two-thirds of 
its length. The pair then traver
sed east on mixed rock and ice, 
finishing up the North Ridge. 
On Co/chuck Peak (8,705ft,), 

Belgian party last year, is now 
one of the best ways up Mt. 
Kenya's North Face . Another 
fine new climb, the Diamond 
Buttress Route (grade 6), has 
been put up by Ian Howell and 
John Temple on the South Face 
to the left of the existing South
ern Slabs Route. The route, 
which involved sustained rock
climbing for most of its length, 
joined the South-West Ridge 
of Batian some 500ft. below the 
summit. Howell and Temple 
were also responsible for the first 
ascent of the East-South-East 
Face of Ne/ion, a grade 6 line 
right of Mackinnon's Couloir. 
A number of repeats were 
done last season, notably the 
Diamond Couloir by Temple 
and John Slade. The pair took 
the Snyder/Thumbi Exit at the 

Greg Markov, Paula Kregal, 
Skip Edmonds and Clark 
Gerhardt climbed the steep 
couloir at the head of the 
Co/chuck Glacier. A steep head
wall formed an obstacle at the 
top of the couloir, and the clim
bers turned this by a traverse 
to the right. 
In addition to these climbs, 
there was also a lot of activity 
on the lower and more accessi
ble peaks in the Snoqualmire 
Pass area, notably on The Tooth 
Chair Peak and Mt. Thompson. 
Clearly, there is a considerable 
latent interest in Cascade winter 
climbing whenever the weather 
allows. 
Tahquitz and Suicide 
On Tahquitz, Rob Muir and Rick 
Accamozzo have completed a 
new girdle traverse line, entitled 

top of the couloir, and found 
the conditions excellent. It ap
pears that this fine route is more 
popular under summer condi
tions, but some locals maintain 
that it is aesthetically more 
pleasing in winter. A Zambian 
party, including Alan Roberts, 
is also believed to have climbed 
the Snyder/Thumbi Route. 
Elsewhere on the mountain, the 
Ice Window Route and the 
West Ridge were climbed. 
Ruwenzori (16,763ft.) 
The North Gully of Albert Peak 
(grade 4) received its first as
cent from Tony Charlton, John 
Temple and John Cleare. 
Charlton and Temple then made 
the first ascent of the West 
Ridge of Alexandria (grade 5 + ). 
Hell's Gate Gorge 
The Main Wall continues to 
dominafe the crag climbing 
scene. Now that the major free 
lines have gone, there is a 
trend towards linking free 
pitches together with short 
stretches of aid. This has re
sulted in a number of fine new 
lines: Capital Punishment 
(VS, A3) fell to Ian Howell and 
lain Allan, and The Go-Between 
(HVS, A2) and Isis (HVS, A2) 
were put up by Allan and Mark 
Savage. 
Earlier, Allan and Howell estab
lished a new route called High 
Noon (400ft., HVS, Al), and 
Allan and Brian Thomas did 
Fear of Flying (400ft., VS). The 
latter, although technically rea
sonable, is very serious as it 
traverses across the lip of a 
massive, overhanging section of 
the wall. The climbers described 
it as "a very fine line". 
Correspondent: lain Allan 

Left: Kilimanjaro's Breach Wall 
(left) and Heim Glacier, both of 
which offer fine routes. The 
Kersten Glacier is further to the 
right. Photo: David Higgs 

New Directions (5.10d). It takes 
a high line across the cliff, the 
crux coming between Last 
Judgement and The Open Book 
Another new discovery is a two
pitch route, called Grey Slick 
(5.10c), on the North Face. 
This was the work of Jim Wilson 
and Pete Wilcony. The Green 
Arch has finally been mastered 
by Accamozzo, Tobin Sorenson 
and John Long, and has been 
graded 5.11. Two previously 
unreported 1974 routes are 
Magical Mystery Tour (5.10, 
A3), by Matt Cox and Sorenson, 

_ and a free climb of the second 
pitch of The Bat (5.10d), by 
Sorenson and Gibb Lewis. 
Neither was repeated in 1975. 
Among hard Tahquitz free 
routes that have been repeated 
during the season are Le Toit 
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(5.11), Vampire (5.10d), Lower 
Royals Arch (5.10d), Unchaste 
(5.1 0d), Black Harlot's Layaway 
(5.11) and the free variation to 
Last Judgement (5.11 ). 

Across the valley, on Suicide 
Rock, new lines are becoming 
scarce, making most new routes 
rather contrived. Several have 
been recorded recently. Battle 
of the Bulge (5.11 ), for which 
Matt Cox and five others were 
responsible, takes a line straight 
up from the first bolt on The 
Fiend. Gibb Lewis and Rick 
Accamozzo linked together 
various pitches on the Sunshine 
Face, to produce Non Dairy 
Creamer (5.11 ), and Wilson and 
Wilcony added a route called 
Zorro Zucchinnis, from Alpha 
Centauri 4, a 5.1 0a climb up the 
face just left of Low Pressure. 
Second ascents of note included 
Knockin' on Heaven's Door, 
which has two excellent pitches 
up the South Face, and Wet 
Dreams. Among a series of 
hard routes to have had solo 
ascents are Frustration (5.9), 
Low Pressure (5.10) and Arey 
Farcy (5.10). This last route is 
the only 5.10 face climb to have 
been third-classed, an achieve
ment on the part of Matt Cox 
and Darrel Hensel. 

YUGOSLAVIA 

Anica Kuk - a major cliff 
close to the Adriatic holiday 
areas 

The climbing area of Anica Kuk 
is located only two-and-a-half 
miles inland from the village of 
Stari Grad and the beaches of 
the Adriatic Sea. If you take 
note of the fact that the value 
of the pound has not declined 
against the Yugoslavian dinar, 
and then combine the attractive 
proximity of cliff and beach 
with the halcyon Mediterranean 
climate, the area becomes 
highly recommendable as a 
holiday spot. Sound, compact 
limestone gives excellent 
climbing. The 1,100ft. main 
cliff offers a variety of routes, 
although most of these are in 
the upper grades due to the 
vertical and overhanging nature 
of the rock. However, an 
abundance of sharp, incut holds 
allows for plenty of free
climbing in spectacular positions . 
On the right and left flanks of 
the main cliff, there are 
numerous shorter and less 
difficult routes for those who 
seek more beach and less 
climbing. 
The Palenka Canyon area, where 
the cliff is located, has recently 
been made a national park, 
and the environs remain sur 
prisingly untouched despite 
the nearby resorts. Spring and 
autumn are the best times for 
climbing; July and August 
should be avoided because of 
the oppressive heat. During the 
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Joshua Tree 
Several new routes and impor
tant repeats have been made 
here recently. On the slabs to 
the right of Dike Rock, Cling 
Peaches (5.9) and Wise Crack 
(5.7) were added by Cox, Randy 
Vogel and Steve Van Meter. 
The Comic Book area has been 
receiving considerable atten
tion . John Bachar climbed More 
Monkey then Funky (5.11 ) , an 
often attempted 20ft. roof crack . 
However, rope drag proved a 
problem after the roof had been 
climbed, and a top-rope was 
necessary. Other new routes 
here include Hyperion (5 .11 ) , 
by Tobin Sorenson and Jack 
Roberts, Full Frontal Nudity 
(5.1 Ob) , just left of Comic Book, 
by Randy Vogel and Dave 
Evans, and Jam Burger (5.10a) , 
a crack near Cerro Torre , by Cox 
and Gary Ayres. O'Kelly Crack 
( 5.1 0c), received a second free 
ascent from Matt Cox. Routes 
that are gaining in popularity 
include The Comic Book (5.9), 
Alice in Wonderjam (5.9) and 
White Rabbit (5.10a. 
On Cap Rock, Hugh Burton and 
John Long added Lost Lid 
(5 .9, A4) , which lies up some 
overhanging grooves left of 
Rurp Romp. Another new aid 
route, Unnamed (A3), follows 

May Day holidays, there is a 
traditional gathering of 
Yugoslavian climbers at Anica 
Kuk, and in recent years this 
'meet' has become international. 
To date, the most difficult 
route on the main cliff (see No. 
6 on photograph) is Brid Klina 
('Edge of the Wedge') . Eight 
days were spent on the first 
ascent of this exceptionally 
exposed, overhanging arete. 
The climbing was almost 

a shallow, curving crack, just 
right of Touch and Go. Climbed 
by Jeff Morgan and Dick 
Richardson, it involved a long 
series of tied-off pins to reach 
three bolts to finish. 
On Intersection Rock, John 
Bachar freed the 5.4, A2 route, 
Goldenbush Corner, now graded 
5.11 . This was the last aid route 
on the rock to go free. 
Newberry Mountains 
This is a new climbing area in 
southern Nevada, just south of 
Las Vegas. Scott Baxter and 
Ross Hardwick have developed 
a number of worthwhile climbs 
on granite domes and spires of 
up to 600ft. in height. These can 
be reached by following the 
Christmas Tree Pass road, 
which skirts the Davis Dam 
road. The best climbs were 
found on Dali Dome, notably 
Surreal Peel (500ft., 5.10) , 
Cold Shot (150ft. , 5.9) and 
Wilkinson 's Sword (250ft., 5.8), 
but there is plenty of potential 
left in what Baxter calls "an ex
traordinary area". 
Black Canyon 
A further new route was estab
lished on the North Chasm 
Wall, over three days in the fall 
of 1975. This was the work of 
Brian Teal and Dave Morrison, 
who began by following the 

entirely aided , but the difficul
ties of the route were not so 
much technical as psycholo
gical and physical , due to its 
overhanging aspect - approxi
mately 100ft. for every 600ft. 
gained. Escape from the route 
is virtually impossible, and 
although the climb has since 
been repeated in less than half 
the time, it remains a great 
challenge. 

first two-and-a-half pitches of 
the Korf Dalke Route. From the 
middle of third pitch the climb
ers went up a prominent right
leaning crack for several hun
dred feet, until it was possible 
to take more vertical crack 
systems to gain the top. 
Correspondents: Gerhardt, 
Huxley, Baxter, King and 
Covington 

NEW ZEALAND 
The New Zealand summer sea
son was notable for its bad 
weather and a number of fatal 
accidents. The weather was 
most unseasonable, with heavy 
snowfalls and little frost, giving 
prolonged soft snow conditions. 
However, this did not affect the 
big face climbs, which generally 
remained fairly clear of ice. 
Most of the climbing was ach
ieved in the Mt. Cook region 
during a fine spell in mid-Jan
uary. Mt. Hicks continued to 
attract attention. Nick Craddock 
and Mike Perry put up a new 
line on the North Rib (west of 
the North Face routes recorded 
in Mountain 44) . The climb, 
which was on good rock, was 
enjoyable and fairly hard. 
The South and North Faces of 
Hicks received two further as
cents: the south by the Original 
(Jones / Dingle) Route, and the 
north by the Denz/ Herron / 
Judge Route. The latter route 
was climbed first by Craddock, 
Warwick Anderson and Andrew 
Meier, who added a variation 
and later by Geoff Gabites, 
P. Mather and P. Morris, who 
climbed it in a day - a rapid 
time. 
In the La Perouse neve area, to 
the west, Lindsay Main and 
James Jenkins made the first 
ascent of the South- West Face 
of Mt. Teichelman. This thir
teen-pitch climb on poor ice 
took fourteen hours to complete, 
starting from the Grand Plateau 
Hut on the east side of the 
Main Divide. 
The East Face of Mt. Cook re
ceived two ascents, one of them 
the second ascent of the Jones 
Route by Pete Radcliff and 
Brian Sissons. Cook's Sheila 
Face was also climbed. 
The rather neglected left-hand 
couloir of the South Face of 
Douglas received two ascents . 
Solo ascents were recorded of 
the Macinnes Ridge on Nazomi 
and the South Ridge of Mt. 
Cook. Another ascent of note 
was the traverse of Mt. Tasman, 
via the Symes- Silberhorn 
Ridges, using only nuts on a 
classic ice climb! 
Later in February Stu Allen and 
Jim Jolly put up a new route on 
Malaspina out of the Balfour. 
Further south, in the Aspiring 
area, Neil Whiston and Ken 
Hyslop put up a new line on 
the South Face of Aspiring, 
starting well to the right of the 
previous lines and cutting back 
to join them above the buttress. 



Further south again, in the 
Darrans, the weather was parti
cularly severe, and excessive 
snow curtailed much activity. 
Two ascents were made of both 
Sabre's Little North Face and 
its North Buttress, and a new 
line (the third) was put up on 
the East Face of Karetai by 
Barry Scott and Ken Hyslop. 
Another item of interest was 
the bolt line that was attemp
ted on the face of Mate's Little 
Brother. Bolts are 'banned' in 
the area by the Fiordland Nat
ional Park, a fatuous piece of 
ruling that is patently unenforce
able. Climbers are now faced 
with the problem of reconciling 
the ethical questions raised by 
the bolt route with its anarchic 
rejection of the Park Authori
ties· rules. 
To round off a season of per
verse weather, Easter, usually a 
period of frustrated hopes and 
wet bivouacs, provided perfect 
weather. A great deal of climb
ing was done, the most notable 
achievement being a repeat of 
the Donne Face of Revelation 
in the Darrans, by Neil Whiston, 
Graham Roxburgh and Warwick 
Anderson. 
The season was marred by a 
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AUST~LIA 

Queensland 
Nie Taylor has led a number of 
hard new routes. On Mt. Nor
man, he added Tubular Balls 
(19) and Hot Connection (21, 
M1 ). Rick White, who seconded 
on the latter route, described it 
as an overhung and flared five
inch crack, "harder than any of 
the off-widths on Frog But
tress". Taylor also made free 
ascents of Tough Mama (2.1) 
at Maggie's Farm, and Caramel 
Fudge (19) on a new area 
called The Wafers. 
The Wafers has recently seen 
the development of some thirty 
new routes, and already has a 
guidebook. The most notable 
route appears to be Orange 
Slice (20), which was climbed 
by Trevor Gynther and Rhys 
Davies, who pioneered the area. 
On Frog Buttress, Rick White 
climbed a new line left of 
Conquistador ( The One That 
Got Away: 21 ). 
New South Wales 
On Bluff Mountain, in the 
Warrumbungles, Keith Lock
wood and Peter Morris made 
the first free ascent of Ginsberg 
(17) and the second ascent of 
Flight of the Phoenix. A series 
of granite slabs and limestone 
walls of up to 500ft. in height 
has been developed at Yarran
gobilly, near the Snowy Moun
tains. The main pioneers were 
Czechoslovak climbers Tony 
Nemek and Victor Mylec ; 
best among their latest routes 
is Toothache (20), a fine addi
tion to their little-known but 
worthwhile descoveries here
abouts. 

number of fatal accidents, some 
of which involved Australian 
climbers. Particularly tragic was 
the accident which befell the 
Gledhill brothers, Alan and 
Geoff, while they were attempt
ing a new line on Mt. Unicorn, 
to the left of the original line up 
the face that they had captured 
two years previously. They had 
completed twenty pitches of the 
route when they were forced 
to bivouac in a cave during a 
day of wet weather. The follow
ing day, they decided to de
scend, but on the second 
abseil they were hit by a fierce 
blizzard. Alan was marooned 
on the rope, unable to get a 
belay anchor on, and unable to 
get his anorak out of his pack. 
After an hour he managed to 
get prusik slings on and began 
the slow, tortuous ascent of 
the now ice-caked abseil ropes. 
He managed to get within reach 
of a line of slings lowered by 
his brother, but he could go no 
further. Exhausted, he died just 
out of reach of his brother's 
outstretched hands. Geoff sur
vived two more days of blizzard, 
standing on a small ledge. 
Eventually, the weather improv
ed and the ropes melted out, 

Above: Under the roof of 
Country Road - Australia's first 
grade 24. Photo: Alan Wilson 

Joe Friend made two important 
contributions in the Blue 
Mountains: at Mt. York, he 
made the first ascent of Mind 
over Matter (20) and, at lkara, 
he made the second and third 
ascents of Jezebel, originally a 
grade 18, M3 route, but now 
free at grade 21. 
Victoria 
A recent notable event in Mt. 
Buffalo Gorge was Nie Taylor's 
ascent of a ferocious off-width 
roof crack, called Country Road 
(24). This represented the 
culmination of several attempts 
by Taylor, Mike Law and Greg 

enabling him to secure his 
brother's body and descend to 
safety, after an epic fourteen
hour retreat. 
This and other accidents gave 
the season a sour note and 
provided the press with plenty 
of sensation-filled headlines. 
Further afield, New Zealand 
climbers were stunned to hear 
of the death of Phil Herron on 
Torre Egger (see report in 

Child, and it is Australia's first 
grade 24 route. Taylor later re
peated Black Road (22) and 
Monarch (22), and confirmed 
that Country Road was much 
harder. As he considered that 
Black Road and Monarch would 
rate 5.10c and 5.11 in Yose
mite, Country Road is clearly 
a route of extreme difficulty. It 
is also only one of at least 
thirty new routes that have been 
established in the Mt. Buffalo 
area in a recent, almost unpre
cedented, spate of activity. 
The once controversial Lord 
Gumtree (900ft., M8), on Mt. 
Buffalo's North Wall, has been 
repeated "all clean" by Rick 
White (who was on the second 
ascent) and Nie Taylor. The 
pair climbed the route using 
ground bivies, and they report 
that the two M8 pitches con
sist of "terrifying sequences of 
crack'n'up and micro nut 
moves", which they claim to 
be aid-climbing of great diffi
culty. 
Other routes of interest here 
include Ken Wilkinson's (U.K.) 
predominantly free ascent of 
Status Quo (20, 4 points of 
aid), after determined cleaning 
from a top rope, Tim Seaman's 
(U.S.) first free ascent of the 
classic south side route, 
Bureaucrat (19), and a new 
route called Pussy on the Prowl 
(20), which was established 
by Mike Law and Colin Reece. 
Further steps towards the free
ing of major routes on the North 
Wall of Mt. Buffalo were made 
by Nie Taylor, Chris Baxter and 
Reg Marron, who used just one 

Above: The Gledhill twins, 
Alan (left) and Geoff, in better 
days. Photo: Chris Baxter 

Mountain 49). Herron was one 
of New Zealand's most out
standing young climbers, and 
his death added to the burden 
of tragedy surrounding the 
local season. 
Correspondents: Edwards and 
Baxter 

peg on an otherwise clean 
ascent of Fuhrer (now graded 
M2). On the classic Ozyman
dias (900ft., M5), Reece and 
Child completed the Direct 
with only 21 pitons, and later 
a Canberra team including Phil 
Curran, managed to climb the 
route 'all-clean'. The conven
tional route was climbed by 
Marron and Reg Taylor with 
only 1 2 pitons. 
The 1,200ft. granite slabs on 
Mt. McLeod and Eurobin Falls, 
near Mt. Buffalo, have had 
over a dozen new routes added 
by Mike Law, the Gledhill twins 
and others. 

Above: Henry Barber leads on 
Kachoong on Mt. Arapiles. 

Mt. Arapiles has also seen a 
veritable explosion of intensive 
free-climbing. Over Easter, 
there were innumerable fine 
performances here, in terms of 
new routes, aid eliminations 
and notable repeats, and it is 
not too far-fetched to say that 
it can now be regarded as the 
hardest cliff in Australia. Three 
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of Henry Barber's routes, 
Squeakeasy (22), Kachoong 
(21) and Reaper (20) , were 
repeated by Chris Peisker, who 
also made the first free ascents 
of the very difficult Sandpiper 
(22) and The Conception (21 ) . 
Squeakeasy was also climbed 
free for a third time by Andrew 
Thomson. Thomson had a 
particularly effective spell in 
which he made four new 
climbs and a free ascent (by 
two variants) of Five-Fingered 
Mary (20), which he shared 
with Greg Child. Strangers 
Eliminate (20) was finally freed 
by Tim Beaman. 
In Mountain 46, we incorrectly 
credited Mike Law with the first 
ascent of The Second Coming. 
In fact, he only climbed part of 
the route, and it was left to 
Andrew Thomson and Ken 
Wilkinson to complete what 
is regarded as one of the most 
audacious and exposed routes 
(21) on Mt. Arapiles. On the 
same wall , the back of The 
Pharos pinnacle, Nie Taylor 
freed the last pitch of Trojan 
(21). 
In the Grampians, Ken Wilkin
son achieved a notable coup, 
by climbing the old M6 aid 
route, Ascension, with just one 
point of aid. The climb is now 
graded 22, MO. 
On Redman's Bluff, Ten Years 
After (20) was climbed free 
(with a major variant near the 
top) by Tim Beaman and 
Roland Pauligk. This originally 
consisted almost entirely of 
aid-climbing, and it is now 
regarded as one of the best 
routes in the Grampians. 
On Black Ian's Rock, Chris 
Peisker and Nie Taylor made a 
ferocious new crack climb, 
called Zuma (21 ). Taylor also 
climbed another crack, graded 
19. 
Victorian climbers have been 
saddened by the loss of three of 
their number recently. Alan 
Gledhill was killed in a trau
matic accident in New Zealand 
(see report in New Zealand 
notes), and two other local 
climbers, Mark Spain and Andy 
Kelso, were killed in the Mt. 
Cook area during the last 
season. 
Tasmania 
Coles Bay has become the 
scene of a strong confrontation 
between conservationists and 
climbers, and a mining con 
sortium that wants to quarry 
some of the cliffs for red granite. 
Initially, the proposal was re 
rected by the State Government, 
but then, after intense pres -
sure from the developers, the 
project was reconsidered and 
is now the subject of parlia
mentary enquiry. It poses a 
serious threat to some of the 
finest granite slab climbing in 
Australia, and the situation 
looks grim. Letters of protest 
are called for. 
Correspondents: Friend and 
Baxter 
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BRITISH ISLES 

SCOTLAND 

Once again, most areas had a 
poor winter season. Plenty of 
snow fell, but it was usually fo l
lowed by a thaw which promptly 
removed most of it. The harder 
routes that were done were 
generally claimed by those with 
sufficient patience, time and for 
titude to withstand the frustra
tions of the bad weather and 
poor conditions. The best snow 
was found on Ben Nevis and 
Craig Meaghaidh; the Cairn
gorms had little to offer. 
Ben Nevis 
The routes which generally hold 
plenty of water ice were patro
nized, and a number were soloed 
- notably The Curtain, by Ian 
Nicholson and Paul Braithwaite. 
The best new route was estab
lished by Alan Rouse and Rab 
Carrington, who made the first 
winter ascent of Left Edge Route 
on Gardyloo Buttress; this 
summer VS gave a sustained 
grade 5 climb of 700ft., starting 
just left of the foot of the but
tress and following the line of 
an impressive arete. Th~ route 
could certainly be classed as 
one of the hardest on the Ben. 
Carrington and Brian Hall made 
a new grade 4 route left of 
Glover's Chimney, and the fol
lowing day it was soloed by 
John Cunningham. 
Visiting Americans Jeff Lowe 
and Henry Barber climbed a 
hard ice-groove variation to 
Comb Buttress, and Lowe and 
Braithwaite added a new route 
to the left side of No. 2 Gully 
Buttress. Both of these climbs 
are said to be grade 4. 
A National Geographic party 
spent several weeks on the 
mountain, trying to make a film 
of Scottish Winter climbing. The 
weather was not co-operative 
and, despite some adroit heli
copter work, the team found 
good film hard to come by. 
Zero and Point Five were 
filmed, however, together with 
a number of other climbs ; with 
the strong cast, which included 
Cunningham, Chouinard, Lowe, 
Barber, Nicholson and Spence, 
the results will no doubt be 
entertaining. 
Craig Meaghaidh 
Here again the best climbs were 
those that owe their existence 
to water ice rather than snow. 
The Wand, The Pumpkin and 
Smith's Gully were all climbed. 
Smith's Gully, which, after 
years of neglect, received at 
least two ascents, was con
firmed as an extremely hard ice
climb, perhaps the outstanding 
route of the pre-front-pointing 
era. 
Pinnacle Buttress was explored 
by Andrew Wielochowski and 
J. P. Nash. They worked out a 
700ft. grade 4/ 5 route, called 
White Spider, starting at the 
foot of Raeburn's Gully, and 

Above: Ian Nicholson during 
his solo ascent of The Curtain 
on Ben Nevis. Photo: Rob Taylor 

working up and right to link up 
with ·59 Face Route. Later, a 
variation was done in the central 
section . It is possible that this 
is the same climb as Nord
wander, put up in 1972 by an 
Aberdeen party. 
Wielochowski and Nash also 
added a new girdle called, The 
Equator (1,200ft., grade 4/ 5), 
which mainly utilizes Vanishing 
Ledge. The climb is parallel with 
Appolyon Ledge, but about 
300ft. lower; it starts with hard 
climbing out from the foot of 
Smith's Gully and gets gradually 
easier. 
Wielochowski was joined by 
D. Nottridge for the first acent 
of The Fly (650ft., grade 5), a 
fault line parallel to, and to the 
right of, Smith's Gully. It was 
reached via the new girdle (by 
traversing about 250ft. along 
Vanishing Ledge) ; a more direct 
start is impossible as the rock 
below is extremely steep and 
rarely iced-up. Bad weather 
prevented a continuous ascent : 
the climb was done in ten hours, 
spread over a three -day period . 

In Loch Caire, Roy Nash and 
Wielochowski climbed Fox 
Trot (250ft., grade 4), a short 
but worthwhile climb up the 
obvious ice-fall left of the main 
cliffs of Creag an Lochain. 
Finally, on Meal/ Garbh, a 
hitherto little-developed cliff 
east of Loch Trieg and ten miles 
south-west of Loch Laggan, 
Wielochowski, P. Webster and 
others added six new routes of 
between 350ft. and 700ft. and 
up to grade 4. 

LAKE DISTRICT 

Eastern Crags 
On Dove Crag, Ed Cleasby and 
Martin Berzins established an 
eliminate line on Extol. Entitled 
Problem Child (300ft., XS, 5c) , 
it takes a direct line up the cliff 
between Extol and Hangover, 
and then joins the former route 
just below the steep wall, there 
being no climbable alternatives 
apparent at this point. 
On Eagle Crag, in Grisedale, two 
new routes were made by 
Robert Hutchinson and friends. 
With Steve Porteus and John 
Earl, Hutchinson established 
Earlybirds (130ft., HVS) on the 
upper tier, up the green wall and 
overhang left of Dandelion 



Groove. A good start to this 
route is provided by his other 
discovery, Morning Slab (130ft., 
VS), left of Burdock. On this 
route, Hutchinson was accom
panied by Chris Fuller. 
Langdale 
Several of the valley's last 
problems have been picked up 
by Ed Cleasby and others. On 
Gimme, Crag, he climbed the 
obvious groove line right of 
Kipling Groove. The route, 
Equus (130ft., XS, 5C), breaks 
through the overhang above the 
traverse on Kipling, and even
tually rejoins that route at 
the peg just below its crux. 
With Mike Lynch, Cleasby also 
added a direct start to Gimmer 
String (140ft., HVS, 5a), taking 
the curving buttress between 
The Crack and Samaritan Corner, 
and joining Gimmer String at 
the base of the wide crack. 
Cleasby claims that it "is now 
the best and most logical start to 
the route". 
On Pavey Ark, Pete Whillance, 
Pete Botterill and Steve Clegg 
climbed the obvious groove left 
of Astra, to give Eclipse (180ft., 
XS). The route was repeated 
soon afterwards by Cleasby and 
Martin Berzinns, who thought 
they were making the first 
ascent. They described it as 
a "superb technical climb with 
poor protection". 
The same pair also repeated 
Livesey's Fine Time, on Raven 
Crag. 
Andy Hyslop and Ian Green
wood made a girdle traverse of 
the lower wall at White Ghyll. 
Entitled Across Not (250ft., XS, 
5C), it starts up a groove to the 
left of Shivering Timbers and 
finishes up Laugh Not. 

WALES 

North Coast Limestone 
Rowland Edwards's big aid 
routes on Little Orme, Detritus 
and Wall of the Evening Light, 
have been repeated by Paul 
Barrett and Paul Lloyd. The pair 
equipped the difficult first pitch 
of Detritus, returned the follow
ing morning and just completed 
the rest of the route in a day. 
Wall of the Evening Light was 
started at dawn, to catch the low 
tide, but the route proved so 
time-consuming that the clim
bers were forced to bivouac in 
hammocks after only two 
pitches; the climb was comple
ted the following day. The pair 
reported that this route is certain 
to become one of the great 
classics of aid-climbing, and 
they praised Edwards for in
spired route-finding. 
Craig y Forwen was the scene 
of renewed activity by Pete 
Livesey and friends. Livesey 
and Jill Lawrence added Paws 
(180ft., MXS) and Free Whales 
(HVS), and Ron Fawcett, ac
companied respectively by 
Livesey and Pete Gomersall, put 
up Ivy Streaker (HVS) and Yam 
(HVS). But the best discovery 
was Great Whaler (180ft., XS), 

a rising traverse across Great 
Wall, starting on the lower left 
near Mojo. Fawcett and Livesey 
shared the lead on this one. 
Earlier, Fawcett and Gomersall 
made the second free ascent of 
Great Wall, which is regarded 
as one of the hardest bits of 
climbing in North Wales. 
Anglesey 
Fawcett and Chri~ Gibb, fol
lowed by Livesey and Gomer
sall, made the first and second 
free ascents of Positron. The big 
pitch had already been climbed 
free by Alec Sharp, but only after 
a previous ascent with two rests. 
This was the first time that the 
whole route had been climbed 
free, on sight. 
A major new route was esta
blished on Yellow Wall, by 
Malcolm Howells and Paul 
Trower. The climb, Dogs of War 
(200ft., XS), takes a right-slant
ing line parallel to, and just to 
the left of, Sind. One aid peg was 
used on the final pitch. 
Llanberis Pass 
On Dinas Cromlech, Livesey 
and Fawcett made a direct start 
to Crucifix, considerably in
creasing the overall grade of 
the route. Fawcett also led the 
third ascent of Resurrection 
and, as Livesey's direct finish 
was wet, he took the original 
Edwards finish and eliminated 
the tension move. Finally, the 
same pair repeated Roll On, on 
C/ogwyn y Grochan, straighten
ing the route out (by going 
directly over the roof instead of 
traversing across to Surplomb) 
to produce Stroll On ( 130ft., XS). 
Tremadoc 
The Void has been repeated by 
a number of teams and is now 
climbed free. The route has 
considerable merit and is com
parable in both difficulty and 
quality to Vector, though steeper 
and more strenuous. 
Livesey and Fawcett added yet 
another route, Cream (250ft., 
XS), to this already crowded 
piece of rock. The line starts to 
the left of Vector, which it joins 
at the first stance; it then 
continues directly up through 
the roofs, crosses Nimbus and 
continues up the steep slab 
above, before moving across to 
the cave stance of Vector. 
From here it moves right, up 
Nimbus, and finishes up the old 
peg route, Tiros, to give a 
superb and fierce final pitch. 
The same pair also worked out 
another eliminate line, based on 
the Slip climbs. After free-climb
ing Leg Slip"s direct start, they 
moved across to First Slip, and 
broke through the prominent 
triangular overhang that the 
Slip climbs avoid. The route 
eventually links up with Drum
mond's direct finish to First 
Slip, at the final overhang. 
lain Edwards and various part
ners have also been active at 
Tremadoc, repeating a number 
of the harder climbs and making 
a free ascent of Zukator. With 
Tim Riley and Bill Turner, he 

added Venom (150ft., XS) right 
of Nifl Heim and he also claims 
the first ascent (in 1974) of the 
line through the stepped over
hangs left of the final section of 
Nifl Heim - a line recently 
credited to Alan Rouse. 
An error has been spotted in 
Alec Sharp's Mountain 48 
article: Extraction was climbed 
free on the first ascent, and not 
with a peg for aid. This route is 
incidentally gathering favour
able comments about its quality 
and interest. 
Finally, a new route was added 
to Pant /fan, between Krakatoa 
and Pear Tree Variation; it was 
put up by Stuart Cathcart and 
Wayne Lockley, and is entitled 
Terraqua (HVS). 

Continentals 
criticise UK. 
climbing. 
International Meet 
In early May, an International 
Rock-Climbers· Meet was 
organized by the B.M.C. in 
Wales, and was attended by 
delegates from ten countries. 
Most of the aforementioned 
routes by Fawcett and Livesey 
were done in the course of it. 
The meet came in for a certain 
amount of advance criticism 
from those who felt that it was 
encouraging a competitive and 
over-serious attitude to the 
sport, while apologists defended 
it as a means of creating useful 
contacts with continental 
climbers. In the event, even 
that staunch Yorkshireman, 
Dennis Gray, was surprised at 
"the intensity and single
mindedness' of some of the 
younger Yorkshire climbers who 
were present, so perhaps the 
fears of the critics were partially 
justified. On the other hand, 
Pete Livesey claimed that the 
atmosphere was less competi
tive than at comparable con
tinental meets. Livesey was 
surprised by an unexpected 
attack on British rock climbers 
during one of the formal dis
cussions: "We were accused 
by the continentals of being 
decadent in climbing without 
sacks and boots. They felt that 
our rock-climbing should be 
regarded as training for moun
taineering. They were disgusted 
when we claimed that our rock
climbing had many of the basic 
qualities of mountaineering. 
However, the same critics were 
not against the Russian speed
climbing competitions." 
On the whole, despite a dis
parate collection of attitudes 
and abilities, the meet was a 
social success. It was also 
useful in focusing attention on 
a number of developing issues: 
most notably, the Russian 
proposals for International 

Climbing Competitions. The 
British contingent ( Livesey, 
Fawcett, Proctor, Manson and 
Littlejohn, plus a large back-up 
team) came out strongly against 
these proposals. 
Central Wales 
Two interesting snow and ice 
routes were found last winter: 
the right-hand Christmas 
Retreat Gully, on Aran Fawddy, 
gave a grade 3, 350ft. ice climb; 
Trojan, a 300ft. drainage 
channel on Cader Idris, was in 
condition, with a lot of ice in its 
upper section, but it defeated 
the one attempt that was made 
on it. 
Bird Rock has been the scene 
of some pioneering. Late last 
year, John Sumner and friends 
made two new 300ft. VS 
routes on the Eastern Face. 
Dinner and the Duo, which 
Sumner climbed with Ian 
Warner, had a good wall pitch, 
and December Grooves, which 
he climbed with Dave Thornley, 
boasts excellent climbing. 
More recently, Keith Bentham 
and Dave Shaw added The 
Diamond (HVS) to The Bastion. 
This takes the groove/ramp 
line right of Daisybell, to gain 
the central ledge, then follows 
the blank ramp high on the 
right. One point of aid was used 
on each pitch. Bentham and 
Shaw also made a free ascent 
of The Girdle, eliminating the 
aid pegs from the third pitch. 
Three new routes have been 
added to the South Buttress of 
Craig Cowarch. Derwent (VS), 
which was climbed by Grant 
Jarvis and Dave Lugg, takes a 
crack-line between Oread and 
Bluebell Babylon. The other 
two routes. Tapper's Arete (VS) 
and Sweet Baby James (HVS), 
take the gully wall left of Mud 
Slide Slim; both were climbed 
by John Sumner and Grant 
Armstrong. Gardening con
tinues in an attempt to find new 
lines; the latest discovery is a 
new V diff. that may become as 
good as Will-o' -the-Wisp. 
Pembroke 
Major developments are afoot 
on both coasts of the Pem
broke peninsular. Eighteen 
months ago, Pat Littlejohn and 
Gus Morton attempted to tra
verse the base of a very ex
tensive cliff at Penbwchdy, 
near Fishguard. Eventually it 
became impossible to traverse 
any further, and they were 
forced to ascend an impressive 
line formed by a detached flake, 
producing a climb of consider
able quality and interest: 
Terranova (200ft., HVS). Later, 
Littlejohn explored a slabby 
wall at the east end of the 
cliffs. This yielded some ex
cellent climbs to Littlejohn and 
the late Keith Darbyshire : 
Sargasso Wall (31 Oft., HVS) 
follows the obvious cleaned 
swathe on the left side; 
Nautilus (260ft, HVS) takes a 
Vember-like crack further right; 
and Warhead (280ft., MXS) 
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traverses further right again to 
a groove leading to an obvious 
tower. All the climbs, although 
technically reasonable, are 
serious, as they are approached 
by a low-tide traverse. 
Half-a-mile south of Penbwchdy 
Head is a set of slabs remini
scent of Baggy Point. The best 
of these is a narrow promon
tory, christened The People's 
Cliff, which has yielded three 
fine and easily accessible climbs 
on excellent quartzite. Prole
tarian ( 140ft., VS), by Steve 
Jones and Dave Garner, is 
an obvious deep groove on 
the left side; Humanity (130ft., 
HVS), by Littlejohn and Andrew 
Mcfarlane, takes the steep 
groove in the centre; and 
Pacifist (130ft., HVS), by 
Littlejohn and Dave Hope, 
climbs the slab and shallow 
groove bounding the central 
mass on the right. 
On the limestone cliffs at 
Lydstep, in South Pembroke, 
several high-quality climbs 
have been added to Mother 
Carey's Kitchen and Frontier 
Zawn, by Littlejohn and Garner. 
One Sunday in May the pair 
climbed a direct finish to Strait 
Gate, and the went on to force a 
spectacular route up the great 
cleft formed by the half-de
tached buttress at the west end 
of the Kitchen, producing 
Deep Space (150ft., XS). This 
climbs a diagonal line out of 
the cleft to a stance in slings 
at a small cave, then surmounts 
a big overhang to a point 
where the cleft is narrow 
enough to bridge. The climbing 
is strenuous and entirely free. 
The arete of the detached 
buttress gave another very fine 
route, Herod (120ft., HVS), 
and, at the other end of the 
Kitchen, Oz (160ft., HVS) 
climbs the wall left of Joyous 
God to finish up the obvious 
corner. 
The first known route in 
Frontier Zawn (Lydstep's 
westernmost cliff) was climbed 
in March, 1974, by Littlejohn 
and Gus Morton. Named 
Gunner (120ft., MXS), it takes 
conspicuous twin cracks in the 
centre of the west-facing wall. 
Recent additions include 
Grand Junction (130ft., VS), 
an excellent pitch up the big 
corner right of Gunner, and 
The Breech (120ft., VS) a slot
like crack on the west-facing 
side. 
Sea-cliff climbers should take 
note of the bad accident that 
occurred near Stack Rocks 
(Elugug Stacks), in February. 
Four climbers from Kingston
on-Thames were prospecting 
for new climbs at the foot of 
the cliffs a mile west of the 
stacks, when one of the party, 
Grant Kinghorn, was swept 
into the sea by a large wave. 
He was not a strong swimmer, 
and was at once in difficulties. 
Despite the hopeless situation, 
one of his companions, Martin 
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Beaker, bravely dived in to 
help him. Both were subse
quently drowned. The other 
climbers were powerless to 
help as they were carrying no 
equipment. Kinghorn's body 
was recovered two days later, 
but Beaker's is still missing. 
Coming after the recent drown
ing of Keith Darbyshire, the 
accident underlines one of the 
most serious aspects of sea
cliff climbing. Climbers may 
well see the need to carry some 
equipment when prospecting 
sea-cliffs in poor weather. 
Wintour's Leap 
Last-minute layout problems in 
Mountain 45 caused the inad
vertent omission of part of one 
of the news items, so we are 
reprinting it here in full: 
Arnis Strapcans and Chris King 
'rediscovered' The Forbidden 
Wall, a neglected 200ft. face to 
the south of the main cliffs. The 
top of the cliff is in private 
grounds, but skilful diplomacy 
enabled the climbers to work 
unheeded. Three interesting 
routes were established: The 

impressive buttress on the left 
of the amphitheatre-shaped 
crag gave Space Oddity (200ft., 
XS, 5c), a magnificent climb 
with bold technical climbing in 
a very exposed position on the 
top pitch. Also put up were 
Thunder Thighs (200ft., VS), 
which takes the central chimney 
line, and Varoomshka (200ft., 
MXS, 5a), which follows a 
leaning corner/crack further to 
the right. 
On Fly Wall, Strapcans and 
King also established Lord of 
the Flies (170ft., MXS, 5b), the 
top pitch of which gives 
climbing "reminiscent of 
Malham's Right Wing". 

Apropos of the item above, we 
received the following com
ment from John Willson: "The 
Forbidden Wall is in fact still 
forbidden, and it is not pro
posed to include it in the forth
coming guide, which is near 
completion." To this, we can 
only reply that in our opinion 
the practice of leaving route 
descriptions out of guidebooks 

Castellan, and other 
limestone aid routes, 
go free to chalkmen. 
YORKSHIRE/DERBYSHIRE 

Limestone 
Our report on the first ascent of 
The Seventh Grade on Ma/ham 
(Mountain 47) was inaccurate. 
The route actually lies between 
Mulatto Wall and Scorpio, and 
can now be climbed with only 
one point of aid. 
Derbyshire and Yorkshire teams 
have been competing fiercely 
(but good-naturedly) for the 
first free ascents of many pre
viously-aided Derbyshire lime
stone routes. The bell tolled 
first for Water-cum-Jolly, where 
many outdatep, minor aid
climbs have now been cleaned 
up. The most notable success 
was the elevation of Behemoth, 
from A2 to a stupendous XS 
free-climb. Hearing that Fawcett 
and Livesey had designs on this, 
Geoff Birtles and Tom Proctor 
got up early and beat them to it. 
They climbed the route with one 
point of aid on the top crack, 
but this was subsequently elimi
nated when their rivals repeated 
the route a few days later. Other 
routes in Water-cum-Jolly that 
now go free include St. Paul, 
Carillon Crack, Hemingway's 
Horror, Vicar's Vertigo, The 
Bel/ringer, Jungle Jim, Marsh 
Dweller's Rib, Hairy Legs, 
Coldity Crack, Chiming Crack 
and The Troll. 
The next major route to fall 
was Mortlock's Arete on Chee 
Tor; this was climbed after a 
siege, by Proctor and Birtles, 
amid cries of "foul" from the 

competing Yorkshiremen. It 
was claimed that questionable 
tactics were used to place a 
protection peg on the final 
pitch, but, with the peg in 
place, the route was repeated 
in good style by Livesey, Faw
cett and Gomersall. 
Later John Allen and Steve 
Bancroft added a companion 
route just to the right of Mort
lock's Arete. 
Attention was also centred on 
High Tor, and Searchlight fell to 
Fawcett and Gomersall. High 
Tor's Girdle Traverse was 
climbed with only two points 
of aid, by Livesey and Gomer
sall, who did the route during 
a snowstorm in February. The 
aid was used near Mt, but the 
climbers believe even that will 
go during an ascent in more 
favourable conditions. 
Bastille was the next to come 
under attack: Livesey and Jill 
Lawrence managed to reduce 
the aid to one in-situ bolt, and 
the route was later repeated 
"after four falls and two 
submissions", by Fawcett, Gibb 
and Gomersall. The route is now 
considered to be one of the 
best free climbs on the cliff: 
"sustained and technical, it's 
like a super (Cromlech) Right 
Wall," quipped Livesey. Finally 
and perhaps even more astoni
shingly, Castellan (originally 
A3) was climbed by Steve 
Bancroft and John Allen. 
Needless to say, nearly all of 
the aforementioned routes 

because the routes concerned 
lie in disputed or off-limits 
areas is not in the best in
terests of the climbing frater
nity. It is preferable to have 
these climbs on record, with the 
access positions clearly spelt 
out, as in the Derbyshire and 
South-East England guides. 
Climbers are thereby enabled 
to take advantage of any new 
situation that develops (such 
as a change of ownership), and 
can maintain a constant pres
sure to have crags opened up. 
The recent omission of the 
Chapel Head Crags from the 
Lancashire guide was a particu
larly regrettable submission to 
outside pressure, creating an 
unfortunate precedent at a time 
when increasing numbers of 
crags are coming under access 
restrictions. In the past we have 
learnt that firmness generally 
reaps the best results in these 
matters, providing that it is 
firmness governed by reason
ableness and responsibility, 
particularly where agricultural 
or ecological issues are involved. 

come into the Extreme category. 
Apart from this activity there have 
been scores of new routes and 
minor aid eliminations at Stoney 
Middleton, and in Water-cum
Jol/y and Chee Dale. These are 
reported in detail in a lively new 
rock-climbing magazine called 
Crags which has recently started 
to cater for the energetic British 
domestic scene. 
Gritstone 
In llkley's Rocky Valley, the rib 
left of Blind Valley was climbed 
by Ron Fawcett and Carol 
Norris, to produce Diamond 
Dogs (XS). 
In John Henry Quarry in the 
Bleak/ow Area, Crags reports 
that about a dozen new routes 
have been added by Jim 
Campbell, Con Carey and others. 
Their most notable discovery 
was Rising Damp (90ft., XS) 
on the Oh Mi Gosh Wall. The 
same team has also added three 
new routes in the Jester 
Buttress area of Ashop Edge on 
Kinder. 
The imposing buttress between 
Reginald and Index Arete, on 
Burbage Edge, was climbed by 
Dennis Carr, Al Parker and D. 
Sinclair, to give Sorb (XS). 
Millstone's London Wall has 
been climbed free for the second 
time by Pete Livesey, with Pete 
Gomersall and Jim Reading. 
Reading has also made a free 
ascent of Great Peter at Law
rencefield. Frustration is another 
old aid climb that now goes 
free - here Pete O'Donovan 
and Steve Bancroft carried out 
the clean-up. 
On Froggatt, a further new line 
has been squeezed on to Great 
Slab. The route, Hairy Heart, 
takes the groove between Great 
Slab and Hairless Heart, and was 
climbed by Mick Fowler, Mike 
Morrison and John Stevenson. 
On Gardom's Edge, Gabriel 



Regan has climbed the wall to 
the left of Right-Hand Crack 
to produce The Crocodile (HVS). 
On Cratcliffe Tor, the right wall 
of Owl Gully has been climbed 
by Andy Edgar, after top-rope 
practice. The result, Five Finger 
Exercise, offers 60ft. of very 
fierce climbing. 

SOUTH-WEST ENGLAND 

Avon Gorge 
Amis Strapcans and Graham 
Desroy established a new girdle 
line on the Suspension Bridge 
Buttress. The route, Devil Gate 
Drive (250ft., HVS), starts up 
Hieronymous and traverses left 
along an obvious line above 
Clan Union, at an amenable 
4c grade. Strapcans also made 
an aid-free ascent of What's it 
Called, with Chris King, and 
finally eliminated all the aid, 
except for one resting point, on 
G.T. Special, which is now 
graded XS. Richard Broomhead 
and Pat Littlejohn have added 
a new route called Oblivion 
(200ft., XS, 5c). This links the 
start of Howhard with the top 
of G.T. Special. The route was 
later repeated by Chris King 
and party and it is considered 
to be one of the best and most 
serious routes in the Gorge. 
Strapcans and Steve Berry 
worked out another interesting 
girdle line on the Main Cliff. 
Entitled Cumming Round the 
Mountain (400ft., XS, 5c), it 
starts at the foot of Mercavity, 
follows the rising, cream
coloured rock band across the 
crag, and eventually finishes up 
Lich. The route includes in 
teresting sections of several 
existing climbs, but the main 
difficulties are centred on two 
5c pitches linking Malbogies 
with Maltravers. The climb was 
done in sections, over two 
weekends in January, and still 
awaits a continuous ascent. 
Martin Croker, Nigel Kirby and 
Jim Revill climbed a new route, 
A Groove Full of Milfors (170ft., 
HVS, 5b) , on the left end of 
the Main Wall. This takes a 
discreet groove to the left of 
Choker, crosses Venereal, and 
then follows a " delightful" 
groove in the white buttress to 
the left. 

Croker, with various partners, 
has also been absorbed in ex
ploring the cliffs on the other 
side of the gorge. Between 
July and November, 1975, 
nearly fifty new routes were 
discovered here, some involving 
considerable gardening efforts. 
Croker believes that many of 
these deserve popularity : " The 
climbing contrasts with the 
other side, and crack lines are 
common. Once the vegetation 
is removed, some of the finest 
lines in the gorge could be 
discovered." Recalling similar 
operations at Wyndcliffe and 
Symond's Yat, it is clear that 
the Somerset side could offer a 
worthwhile 'cool' alternative, 
when the conventional Avon 
cliffs are on Regulo 9, roasting 
in the heat of the summer sun. 

Coroner 
calls for 
Avon climb 
ban. 
There have been several fatal 
accidents in the Gorge recently. 
Last August, William Cleverly 
died on Malbogies. He was 
seconding the final pitch and 
was unable to pass a difficult 
section. His leader attempted to 
lower him to a ledge, but when 
the rope ran out, Cleverly was 
still hanging free. He was wear
ing a chest harness and had 
prusik slings, but nevertheless 
died (presumably of asphyxia) 
before help arrived. 
In April, two American climbers, 
Jonathan Gross and Stephen 
Blake, died after falling in the 
vicinity of the first pitch of Cen 
tral Rib. The leader apparently 
reached the first stance (com
mon with Piton Route) and 
made either a jammed-nut, or 
flake belay. The second fell 
while following the pitch, tore 
the leader from the stance and 
wrenched off his belay: both 
fell to the foot of the cliff. 
The final tragedy involved the 
well-known South-West 

Below: Location map for Avon's recently developed cliffs. 

climber, Pete Biven, who fell to 
his death from Giant's Cave 
Buttress in June. Biven had led 
one long pitch to the last 
stance, below the crux of the 
climb. Unaccountably he fell 
from here, and both leader and 
rope became detached, and fell 
to the ground separately. Later 
investigation revealed that belay 
slings were still fixed at the 
stance, so technical error ( of 
some sort) appears to be the 
only explanation for the death 
of a very experienced climber. 
These accidents, particularly 
the second, have given rise to 
considerable comment in the 
local press. The Coroner, Mr. H. 
Seymour Williams, called for a 
complete ban on Gorge climb 
ing after the deaths of the 
Americans. This was followed 
by protests from various spokes
men for the climbing world. 
Significantly, the Coroner 
failed to repeat his view in the 
final inquest, and appears to 
have been impressed by the 
cogent technical evidence 
given by Barrie Biven. Barrie, 
and Pete's wife Polly both made 
is clear that they firmly opposed 
a ban. 
Lundy 
During Easter, Ed Hart and Phil 
Robson repeated five of the 
main routes in Deep lawn, and 
made the second ascent of 
Stalingrad on the Devil's Chim
ney Cliff. The Deep lawn 
routes, The Serpent, Supernova, 
Antiworlds, Stone Tape and 
Underworld, all lived up to their 
reputed status and difficulty. 
Hart was even compelled to 
use two extra protection pegs 
on the first pitch of Antiworlds, 
because of slippery rock. More
over, despite some effort, he 
was unable to eliminate either 
of the aid points on the 6a final 
pitch of Supernova, though he 
suspected that this might have 
been possible with aid from 
chalk, which he does not use. 
The serious stance on the last 
section of Stone Tape (where 
the guide advises bolt belays) 
was avoided by pre-fixing a 
belay rope to reach down the 
steep grass to the edge of the 
cliff. In this way, the last two 
pitches can be combined into 
one 150ft. pitch. " Deep Zawn 
offers the most concentrated 
high-quality climbing that we 
haveeverexperienced; 'com
mented Hart. 
Some interesting new routes 
were discovered during the 
Easter period, by Frank Can
nings and Amis Strapcans. 
They abseiled down the mono
lithic, undercut wall of Devil's 
Limekiln, and climbed out by 
a route called The Exorcist 
(180ft., XS) . On Hidden But
tress, just East of the Limekiln, 
they worked out an " exciting 
expedition" called Labyrinth 
(230ft., VS). Weird Wall re
ceived some attention. Last 
summer Rusty Baillie and John 
Cunningham added Umbigozi 

(XS), which gains a steep and 
spectacular slab above and left 
of Wodwo. Cannings and 
Strapcans added Mirage Oasis 
(300ft., XS), which takes the 
impressive white slab between 
Umbigozi and Wodwo. In 
addition to these discoveries 
the pair also added Winkle 
picker (140ft., VS) to Two 
Legged Buttress, and Eclipse 
(130ft., HVS) up a pillar near 
Sunset Promontory. 
Devon 
Mick Fowler and Chris Cooper 
unearthed a new route on 
Blackchurch Rock. Entitled 
Prayermat (200ft., HVS), it 
takes a loose crack to the left 
of Loose Woman. 
Cornwall 
On Pentire Head, Ron Fawcett 
and Pete Gomersall made the 
first free ascent of Darkinbad 
the Brightdayler, eliminating the 
final resting point. Jill Lawrence 
and Gill Price made the first 
all -female ascent of Eroica; 
Lawrence had previously 
seconded the route in 1974. 
On the main cliff at Bosigran, 
Pete Livesey, Al Evans and Jill 
Lawrence added Thick Wall 
Special (200ft., XS) up the 
steep slabs between Little 
Brown Jug and Visions of 
Joanna. 
Livesey soloed a new line, Lurch 
(1 OOft., HVS), left of Beaker. 
The landing at this point is 
particularly soft and accom
modating, which no doubt en
couraged extra boldness. 
In Great lawn, Livesey and 
Evans repeated Deja Vu, which 
they thought a great route. The 
highlight here, however, was 
the first free ascent of Liberator, 
a climb that called for seven 
points of aid on its first ascent. 
In attempting to bypass the first 
aid section by means of "an 
epic, lurching stretch on a 
pincer grip", Livesey dislocated 
his shoulder. Ron Fawcett took 
over the lead and Livesey 
seconded one-armed. Liberator 
is now considered better and 
harder than The Dream, and is 
perhaps the finest route in 
West Penwith. 
On Tater Du, Livesey, Fawcett 
and Gomersall freed Lamorna 
Wall (5a) and, with Fawcett 
leading, linked Martell Slab to 
Lamorna Wall, via a break in 
the overhangs (5b). On Chair 
Ladder, Livesey and Evans 
worked an even more direct line 
(The Steeple: 200ft., XS) up 
the rib to the left of The Spire, and 
added a hard line up the front 
of the tower left of Red Wall, 
to produce Red Tower (XS), 
which links up nicely with 
Central Route to finish . 
At Land's End, Tom Proctor and 
Geoff Birtles have added two 
fine routes in Promontory lawn. 
Yankee Doodle (120ft, XS) 
takes a zig -zag crack line just 
right of Longship's Wall, and 
Buffalo Gorge (120ft., MXS) 
utilizes a chimney just to the 
right. 
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Three articles, a critical essay, an account of an exciting 

climb and a balanced historical analysis, are here linked to describe aspects of three notable climbers: 

Armand Charlet, Layton Kor and John Salathe. 

Armand Charlet 
Superguide 

EVER SINCE MY first season in the Alps, 
in 1950, I have had a healthy dislike for 
Alpine guides. I disliked the way they 
claimed special privileges and service in 
the huts, basking in the admiring stares of 
the 'amateur' climbers crowded round 
cluttered tables, while they ate in comfort
able isolation with their patrons. I was 
enraged when they tried to overtake me on 
a climb, or resisted being overtaken them
selves when they had a fat, inept customer 
in tow. I envied them swaggering to the 
front of the queue for the Montenvers train 
and despised their reluctance to give any 
information on routes I wanted to do. I felt 
that guided ascents just did not count in 
some way and, when Sutton and Francis 
used Lionel Terray to take them up the 
Freney Face of Mt. Blanc (Third ascent of 
the Gervasutti Route in 1952. Ed.), a route 
I presume they didn't feel competent to 
lead, I felt that they had betrayed the spirit 
of the amateur climber. 

At that time, knowledge of routes on the 
Chamonix Auiguilles was rare, and those 
that were known became unduly popular 
with English parties. The Ryan/Lochmatter 
on the Plan, the Dibona Route on the 
Requin and the Mer de Glace Face of the 
Grepon became benchmarks of perfor
mance and were repeated many times each 
season. The final pitch of the latter climb, 
the famous Knubel Crack, was led in 
vibrams, after the series of holds laid out 
in the Vallot Guide had been carefully 
studied. Some even mantelshelved on a 
jammed' ice-axe, like Knubel himself, some 
fell off, but everyone respected the first man 
who led it clean in nails: Armand Chari et. 
Charlet's reputation as one of the greatest 
pre-war French guides was built on rapid 
ascents of hard routes, whilst British parties 
were notorious for unplanned bivouacs 
necessitated by late starts, slow climbing 
and incompetent route-finding. During this 
time, all that would be seen of Charlet's 
lean, aloof figure would be a rapidly disap
pearing beret, as he pushed himself and 
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some suffering client to do yet another 
record-breaking ascent to some hut or 
other. 

Douglas Busk's biography of Charlet 
(Armand Char/et, by Douglas Busk. 
Arthaud, Paris, 1975) has, as yet, only been 

In this critical essay, Francophile 
Ian McN aught Davis describes 
the austere world of Armand 
Charlet, the great French guide 
of the inter-war period, whose 
biography by Sir Douglas Busk 
was recently published in France. 

published in French, a translation from the 
original English manuscript. It is a personal 
and sometimes eccentric pot-pourri of 
anecdotes concerning the relationship be
tween a, presumably, rich client and his 
eccentric guide. It covers Charlet's forma
tive years as a climber between the wars, 
and his work as Mayor of Argentiere and 

President of the Chamonix Guides. At the 
end of the war, he successfully negotiated 
the national guide qualifications with 
Lucien Devies, against considerable pres
sure from that monstrous organisation, the 
Chamonix Bureau des Guides, which was 
insisting that only those born in the valley 
could qualify, and which had done all it 
could to bar other foreign guides from Mt. 
Blanc. 

It is as a guide, however, that Charlet will 
be most remembered and nobody could 
accuse him of seeking popularity with his 
clients. On the first ascent of the Couturier 
Couloir on the Aig. Verte, he did not speak 
one word to Couturier from setting out at 
11.0 p.m. until they arrived on the summit 
seven hours later, when he produced the 
memorable "Le course est reussie". He be
lieved that the taking of photographs was 
a trick to slow down progress. Every ascent 
was timed, and his pulse taken on arrival 
at the summit . The Verte by the Moine 
Ridge in three hours; the Mer de Glace 
Face of the Grepon in three hours; the 
Peuterey Ridge from the Gamba Hut in 
ten hours; these are fast times, even today. 
But in nails or heavy ten-point crampons, 
and accompanied by a client, they are 
incredible. 

Several anecdotes shed light on the way 
he managed to extract these extremes of 
performance from his clients. In one inci
dent the poor second had made the same 
error many times, inciting some biting 
comments from Charlet. Eventually the 
second, driven to rage by more criticism, 
cried out: "If I were as good a climber as 
you, we wouldn't be together today"; to 
which Charlet snapped, "As far as I'm 
concerned, ifl wasn't a guide, maybe I'd be 
climbing today but certainly not with you". 

Left: Armand Charlet with Douglas Busk in 
Argentiere in 1938. Photo: Bridget Busk. 
Right: Charlet in action during a descent of 
the North Face of Col du Dolent in 1937. 
Photo: M.A. Azema 



Surely we have all heard similar exchanges 
between leader and second, but rarely when 
the leader was being paid for it. 

A hundred times up the Yerte by 
fourteen routes, seventy-two times up the 
Grepon and thirty-nine ascents of Mt. 
Blanc are impressive, even for cash. His 
technical ability on rock was good and on 
ice excellent. His sense of route-finding was 
impeccable; it must have been to result in 
such astonishingly fast times. Yet Charlet's 
name is missing from the first ascents of 
almost all the 'grand courses' that were put 
up between 1925 and 1950, which was his 
most active period. This is only skirted 
around in the book. Maybe it was the need 
to make money to keep his family that 
prevented him from visiting the Himalayas 
with the French Expedition to Hidden Peak 
in 1936, and maybe as soon as his clients 
became good enough to meet his exacting 
standards of perfection they preferred to 
climb with more congenial company, leav
ing him partnerless for such routes as the 
North Face of the Jorasses which he was 
quite qualified to climb. 

Charlet's demand for technical perfection 
undoubtedly set a high standard when the 
Ecole Nationale de Ski et d'Alpinisme 
(ENSA) was moved to Chamonix in 1945 
and he was appointed Technical Director. 
His influence over twenty years certainly 
enhanced both amateur and professional 
standards, but the only pupil I could find 
became so bored with cutting the perfect 
step on the Bossons Glacier that he resigned 
to have one of his best Alpine seasons ever. 
Perhaps the legend of Charlet does not 
stand up to too close a scrutiny, but he was 
undoubtedly a strong, self-motivated and 
utterly dedicated climber. The account of 
the client/guide relationship reads a bit like 
a mountaineering "Upstairs, Downstairs"; 
each knew his place and the guide slept in 
separate quarters and carried the food. It 
was . no doubt convenient for Busk, busy 
with his diplomatic career, with leave at 
unpredictable times, to command Charlet's 
services at short notice. One cannot help 
wondering, however, if this easy way out of 
finding a climbing partner had not existed, 
how often we would have seen Busk's name 
in the list of early British guideless ascents, 
for he was clearly no mean performer to 
keep up with the scurrying Charlet. 

Now Charlet has gone, and with him 
another link with those pre-war days when 
mountains still retained their mysteries, 
known only to a few select guides. Guide
books, with their dotted lines and hold-by
hold descriptions, were generations away. 
With the money that today would buy a 
thousand route descriptions and topos, 
wrapped in a weatherproof plastic cover, 
you could buy Armand Charlet for a day 
to cut steps for you with unbelievable speed 
and precision; and maybe, if you behaved 
yourself, he would even have said "hello" 
for no extra charge. .A. 
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Pat Ament 

The Black Canyon 
with Kor 

The passage of Poe's from his tale of 
Arthur Gordon Pym, brings to mind cer
tain feelings which l had the misfortune -
or fortune -- to experience in the Black 
Canyon of the Gunnison at age seventeen 
under the unique guidance of Layton Kor, 
my climbing partner, who at that time was 
twenty-five. The adventure was a complete 
fiasco and has become somewhat of a 
legend amongst older climbers. The story 
has undoubtedly been exaggerated and 
capriciously altered over the years, but it 
nevertheless retains without error the 
underlying fact that an extraordinary, 
absurd , humorous, stupid, and altogether 
dangerous ordeal took place. It is with 
partial guilt, partial urging of conscience, 
and a desire to reveal one perspective of 
vintage Kor that l give this pseudo-Poe 
narrative of the unsuccessful trip to, and 
our preposterous flail upon, the walls of 
Colorado's Black Canyon . 

* * * * * 

Layton had recovered instantaneously 
from an unbelievable, backwards, head
over-heels leader fall off the Bastille Crack 
in Eldorado. My hands, however, were 
blistered nearly shut from the serious rope 
burns I had suffered catching him. I had 
been warned by a doctor to stay away from 
rock for at least a month, as the blisters were 
in danger of becoming infected, but Layton 
was impatient and wanted to depart im
mediately for the Black Canyon. He showed 
me a fuzzy snapshot of a two-thousand
foot , vertical and overhanging wall called 
the Chasm View, and reassured me that I 
was tough . I wanted to be with him, and 
Layton's wide eyes and warm laugh were 
very persuasive. Just the thought of such a 
first ascent was enough to take my mind off 
the burns and diminish , in my idiocy and 
immaturity, all pain. 

It was the middle of summer, and the 
three hundred or so mile drive from Boulder 
was hot. The old, blue Ford had four bald 
tyres, and Kor gunned it up to eighty miles
an-hour most of the way. His eyes bulged 
and face contorted as he drove. His huge 
form leaned over the steering wheel , and he 
gazed nervously ahead. He held a peanut 
butter sandwich between his long legs and 
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"I . . . let myself down rapidly, striving by 
the vigour of my movements to banish the 
trepidation which I could overcome in no 
other manner . . . But presently I found my 
imagination growing terribly excited by 
thoughts of the vast depths yet to be descen
ded . . . It was in vain I endeavoured to 
banish these reflections and to keep my eyes 
steadily bent upon the flat surface of the cliff 
before me. The more earnestly I struggled 
not to think, the more intensely vivid became 
my conceptions, and the more horribly 
distinct. At length arrived that crisis of fancy, 
so fearful in all similar cases, the crisis in 
which we begin to anticipate the feelings 
with which we shall fall - to picture to our
selves the sickness, and dizziness, and the last 
struggle, and the half swoon, and the final 
bitterness of the rushing and headlong 
descent. And now I found these fancies 
creating their own realities, and all imagined 
horrors crowding upon me in fact. I felt my 
knees strike violently together, while my 
fingers were gradually but certainly relaxing 
their grasp. And now I was consumed with 
the irrepressible desire of looking below. I 
could not, I would not, confine my glances 
to the cliff; and, with a wild, indefinable 
emotion, half of horror, half of a relieved 
oppression, I threw my vision far down into 
the abyss. For one moment my fingers 
clutched convulsively upon their hold; while, 
with the movement, the faintest possible idea 
of ultimate escape wandered, like a shadow, 
through my mind - in the next my whole soul 
was pervaded with a longing to fall ... " 

- Edgar Allan Poe 

knobbly knees and shook to the tune of 
rock ' n' roll which blasted out of the radio. 
I sat gripping the seat, making peanut 
butter sandwiches at Kor's command and, 
at one point, agreeing to take part in a 
handshake contest. There were two hundred 
pounds backing up his grip and about a 
hundred and thirty behind mine. My 
blisters burned at the thought, and I was 
squeezed out like a flame. A poor, hapless 
chipmunk was flattened while attempting 
to cross the highway. 

The final part of the drive was a fifty
mile dirt road above cliffs and steep drops 

which were the beginning of the Black 
Canyon. I was terrorized by this road, its 
unending, sharp curves, and the drag-racer 
behind the wheel. I couldn't chew or 
swallow, and a lump of laughter and peanut 
butter stayed in my mouth for what 
seemed like an hour. 

We arrived at the north rim of the canyon 
late in the day, parked, and, after a brief 
walk, were able to peer down our wall. The 
eerie, distant roar of the Gunnison River 
which flowed far below, combined with the 
peculiar, lonely fragrance of sage, the 
desert-like silence, and hot wind, began to 
stir in me a fear of the remote area. My 
heart sank at the thought of having to catch 
another Kor fall or of encountering one of 
the huge, horribly rotten, sickly pink, 
pegmatite bands which Layton had, during 
the drive, described with dread and 
superstition. 

Layton snatched me up into his arms, 
pretending to have gone mad and to want 
to throw me over the edge. His fun was 
soon over, for I shot away from the exposed 
place like a rabbit, desperate to escape his 
mock chuckles. I endeavoured to console 
myself, returned, and was from then on 
prepared to bear with personality and 
fortitude all further absurdity which was 
destined to occur. 

After briefly exploring a steep, alien gully 
which appeared superficially to be a feasible 
descent route into the canyon, we spent a 
bad night on the rim. It was anticipation of 
the climb that kept us awake, also hunger . 
We had practically depleted our supply of 
bivouac food - the peanut butter - and 
would have been foolish to break into the 
small ration of meat which Layton had 
brought in addition. Kor was immensely 
energetic and would not be discouraged by 
heat or hunger. Conspiring to stimulate me 
in the morning with a cup of boiling tea, he 
exploded his small stove and nearly burned 
down a picnic table. This put him in a bad 
humour, and he stared at me with a look as 
insidious as a sly sun which rose and began 
drawing the first beads of sweat from my 
forehead. We sorted pitons, slings, and 
karabiners, loaded bivouac gear into a large 
haul bag, filled a couple of water bottles, 



stuffed bolts and prov1s10ns into an old 
pack, and headed off to descend the steep 
gully. 

He was obsessed. He wanted to get at it, 
to purge his soul on rock. He loved to go 
out on a limb, to be cleansed and dirtied by 
the deep shade and undiscerning power of 
his singular, high asylums. A sensation of 
emptiness, almost anger, flowed through 
me, as I questioned my role in the game. 
All doubt, all shadow, fell prey to fear -
fear of Kor! He stared at me silently. 

My thoughts were with facing the fear, 
with moving into Layton's world. I needed 
to discover life, to help find this route, and, 
if necessary, be led blindly by the master. 
The descent was hideous! The sultry gully 
into the canyon was filled with soil and 
sticker bushes. Small whimpers in a fretful, 
broken voice were my sound of protest. 
Proceeding down into the expanse of the 
gully, we found it to be suffocating. It was 
a treacherous sort of chute, eventually be
coming slippery walls on all sides. Layton 
had loaded on to me what seemed an 
enormous amount of rope and hardware -
plus the old pack. It was not easy to breathe 
with slings choking me and pack straps 
tearing at my shoulders. It felt unfair. 

The heat was unbearable. An hour into 
the morning, I was ready to consume our 
entire two-day supply of water in a sitting. 
I was anxious, watching Kor climb without 
a belay. He moved smoothly down the 
precipitous, slabby walls of the gully. The 
weight upon my shoulders and around my 
neck made it impossible to follow without 
great strain. At one difficult section, a tiny 
slip would have meant a fall of about eight 
hundred feet. This took a lot out of me, and 
I worked up a horrible sweat. My burned 
hands stung as they scraped across crystals. 
I listened to the river crashing over 
boulders below, and the sound slashed at 
my thoughts. I groped at loose flakes, 
contemplating the anguish of one coming 
off in my hand. I wanted to do well, to win 
respect, to cling successfully to Kor's dream. 
My muscles quivered, and the moves were 
hazy before my eyes. Layton lowered him
self down bulges, over ledges, and around 
bizarre heaps of gravel. He descended 
confidently, having no trouble with his 
load and ignoring my struggles. He was 
full of hope. I was a scorpion. Light, grey 
rock, the blue flame of the sky, and a rain
bow of images were the kaleidoscopic fluid 
of the search. The peculiar, personal 
release and lunacy of seeking out danger 
seemed a reward of disputable value. 

Layton was for a moment outside his 
utopianism and thirsty, but could not relax 
for thinking about getting to the base of the 
route. He carried the bottles of water in the 
haul bag, and I prayed that he would save 
a sip. I licked the parched lining of my 
mouth. Who was this maniac? Why was I 
permitting myself to go along with him? 

At last, we were at the base of the route, 
dripping with sweat and trying to solve the 
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Above: Layton Kor - "The man was driven, afraid to fall, afraid to fail, tormented, all powerful in 
a search for rich experience." Photo: Paul Mayrose 

puzzle of rope and snarl of slings which 
bound me like a fairy-tale squid. My hands 
were soft and white, oozing with puss 
which drained from a couple of broken 
blisters. Kor allowed me a swallow or two 
of water which only antagonized my thirst, 
then tied-in and led upward. A towering 
illusion, tall as a man, with white T-shirt 
and pants, long socks, and kletterschuhe, 
hung on an overhang above my head. The 
jewelled light of the sun scorched my 
thoughts. I had, above me, a kind of 
surrealism - a creature whose ability on 
rock matched my vision - Layton Kor, 
spread-eagled and silhouetted, his senses 
suspended momentarily but bodily powers 
frenzied. I squeezed the rope, then fed it 
out as he led swiftly up a difficult crack. 
The man was driven, afraid to fall, afraid 
to fail, tormented, all-powerful in a search 
for rich experience. He ascended with 
imagination, inclined to go the hard way 
when a choice existed, tense, uneasy,jumpy, 
jittery, critical, happy. He was awesome -
more so than the wall - and disappeared up 
into the lair of an overhang. I sat like a 
piece of cactus, sweltering, stifled in a 
furnace of talus, awaiting the restless cry, 
"Come on up!" The river was a hundred
and-fifty yards below and glistened even 
in the shadows. Scrambling down to it for 
a cold drink was an idea dismissed in view 

of the uphill hike back. 
He was too big for belay ledges and 

looked uncomfortable hooked into one. As 
I followed the pitch, attacking strenuous 
pulls and long reaches, I discovered that my 
worst opponent was the old pack. While 
thinking I was in perfect balance, I would 
start to fall backwards and would expend 
precious energy recovering. My hands were 
a mess, and it was difficult even to hold a 
piton hammer - much less pound out pins. 
I was unable to retrieve the first piton, 
although I worked at it to the point of 
exhaustion. I was convinced that Layton 
had over-driven the thing and so left it. I 
began to feel extremely insecure and yelled 
for tension. I received slack. The lack of 
communication was frustrating, and my 
yells were overruled by the superior 
authority of the river. When I reached 
Layton, he asked, "You get that pin out?" 
I trembled and replied, "I have it here 
somewhere." He complained of aching feet 
and insisted on doing the next lead. I was 
too busy contemplating my lie to argue, so 
belayed. He stemmed over an impressive 
overhang and vanished into the heights. 
The route seemed to have been built for 
Kor, because I found the holds always out 
of reach. Layton suggested I take the third 
lead. It was an incentive to forget for a 
while the sorry state of my palms. The 
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hammer was too painful to hold, but the 
rock relented momentarily, so I was able 
to climb unprotected to a stance about one 
hundred feet straight up. Kor was im
pressed with this but irritated when I could 
not haul the bag. My hands simply couldn't 
take it. He hurried up the pitch, and we 
tugged at the clumsy duffel bag together. 
That was the end of my leading, I was 
informed. 

It was at this point that war began. 
Suddenly and quite unexpectedly, Kor 
yelled, "Where's your hard hat?!" I 
answered, "My what?" He thrust a handful 
of rope against the wall with such force 
that I thought we would both fall off. He 
kicked the wall and, looking as if he was 
going to strangle me, shouted, "No one 
climbs in the Black Canyon without a hard 
hat!" I was so intimidated by this outburst 
that I failed to notice he was not wearing 
one either. I indiscreetly let pass, at this 
moment, a bit of silent although untimely 
flatus of so foul and putrid an odour that 
all oxygen was removed from the vicinity 
of our perch. It took but an instant (which 
seemed an eternity) for the very bad 
message to reach Kor's nose. Now, I 
almost unroped with the intention of 
jumping rather than face the frightful 
demon who stood gagging so near at hand. 
He hovered over me, his face puffing with 
rage. He let out a chilling scream and raced 
up the wall, not bothering to place pitons 
where he knew I would need them. I nearly 
vomited when he thrust himself into a 
ferocious, dizzy, overhanging crack and 
forced his way up it with the rope and 
haul-line dangling down to me like cobras. 

All flexibility had gone out of my fingers. 
I removed the pack and set it atop the haul 
bag which sat comfortably on the stance 
without an anchor. It was surely a hundred 
degrees, and my thirst was intolerable. I 
forced a hand and arm into the bag and 
pulled out a bottle. While belaying with 
one hand, I twisted the top off with my 
teeth and began to guzzle. The tone of the 
climb had changed so radically that I felt 
faint. A muted "off belay" from above told 
me that I had best get the bottle back into 
the bag fast. Stealing water might be 
punishable by more unprotected leading. 
As I fumbled with the bottle and bag, the 
haul line grew tight, and, just as the bottle 
disappeared into the opening, up went the 
big bag with my pack teetering, to my 
horror and dismay, on top where I had set 
it. The heavy bundle remained intact and 
was dragged over a bulge and up into a 
place hidden from my view where, by all 
indications, Kor was losing his mind with 
anger. "Oh my God, my arms are numb," 
he raved. 

I had to keep my wits about me. A 
display of skill, I thought, might save me 
from the wrath of the fiend above. But it 
was all I could do to gain an inch on the 
pitch without tension. I very skilfully wore 
my voice out bellowing for the tight line. 
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My hands were two blobs of dirt, puss, and 
shredded skin. "Heel and toe," Kor 
shrieked. I was encouraged, but slipped 
several feet down, trying to figure out what 
he meant. 

At the belay, he had regained his com
posure, but did not speak to me. We hung 
from slings attached to two feebly-placed 
knifeblade pitons which Layton was eager 
to get away from. A severe chimney be
came the object of his study. He would 
climb it conscientiously, I reasoned, for 
there was no desire to die here . . . was 
there? I was delirious and needed water. 
Adrenalin flowed and, as I found myself 
somehow following the obstacle - the 5.10 
crack-chimney affair - I was bewildered and 
inspired by techniques which I had applied 
but did not understand. There were ex
pressions of struggle so deeply found that 
they would not transpire again. I became 
confused, drew upon untapped resources, 
and stretched my limbs through a hundred 
variations of divine bumbling. One thing 
was for sure: the pack and I would not 
both fit into the slot at once. Kor advised 
me to try the 'Yosemite haul'. I was to 
hook the pack to a long sling, then the 
sling to my waist loop, and drag the pack 
as it hung well below. I regretted tackling 
such a scheme, for it was 5.11 just getting 
the beast off my back. Then the buckles of 
the straps caught on every conceivable 
projection until I was certain that the 
tension from above and immovable weight 
below would tear me in half. 

I somehow achieved Kor's position, after 
pulling and being hauled on the rope. Kor 
did not delay in leading up one more 
unbelievable, overhanging, obscure pitch. 
His tremendous skill was absolutely evident. 
It was easy to know why he was one of the 
great climbers of the world. 

The pitch was all direct aid, and, jumars 
(prusik handles) having not yet been in
vented, I thought I would die trying to 
reach from one karabiner to the next. As 
usual, Layton could not see me and was 
unable to determine whether my winded 
gripes were from falling, trying to get 
tension, or just pain. I would give each 
piton a half-hearted tap and grimace, be
fore deciding that it was over-driven and a 
permanent fixture. I had no hands left, no 
voice, no spirit, only hope that we could 
bivouac, drink the water, and somehow 
rejuvenate. All the pitons stayed in, and I 
was ashamed but kept fighting. 

As I drained the last of my will trying to 
surmount the belay ledge, I caught sight of 
my companion. Kor's hair pointed in every 
direction. His mouth and eyes were full of 
dirt. Sweat rolled down his cheeks. His 
famous buck teeth were the focus of an 
inimitable grin. He was a rebel with a bit 
of a temper, supremely talented, fuelled by 
sheer force, set off from other climbers by 
a light - an illumination or charisma - and 
profound competence. He asked, "Did you 
get all the pins?" I had none with me but 

seemed to feel that the summit was near 
and that a few of the little iron strips would 
not be missed. I was unable to speak but 
simply nodded my head in the affirmative 
while reclining and gasping for air. We 
were seven hundred or more feet above the 
gully, a little less than half way to the rim. 
Kor gave me a worried glance and observed, 
"You look bad, Ament. You're pale." He 
then ventured up on to the next formidable 
pitch, examining it for its artistic qualities. 

What was I to do or say? I regarded life 
at that instant as an illness for which help 
was not available. I dreaded the thought of 
continuing but also feared retreat. Going 
down would mean Kor finding the pitons 
still in place. It would mean having to 
thrash our way back up the horrible gully. 
To my amazement, Kor returned and, with 
no explanation whatsoever, made prepara
tions for rappelling. This abrupt decision 
on his part filled me with disconcerting 
questions. It was only later that I would 
know it had been Kor's genuine concern 
for my condition which turned him back. 
He placed a bolt, and I watched the small 
thing bend in its hole as he applied his 
weight to the rope. I listened to the tinging 
of metal against metal as he discovered and 
removed the pitons while on rappel. Small, 
indistinct curses drifted up to me and, 
finally, "Off rappel." I was sure that I 
would not be able to hold on to the rope -
even with a break bar - but resigned my
self to trying. Layton kept guard over the 
rope ends, in case I decided to pick up 
speed. In the course of the rappel, my 
blisters became mangled cuts while sharp 
throbs pierced my cramped fingers. 

Kor detested my lack of candour about 
the pitons, and so did I. That was half the 
hurt. His smiles gnawed at me with ex
cruciating clarity. For an instant, he was 
understanding, and I remembered other 
sides of him which existed - patient, 
insightful sides. My wretchedness and 
misery permeated the desolation of his 
stare, and my dejected state brought upon 
Kor an eagerness to escape the Black 
Canyon of the Gunnison and all of south
western Colorado. 

A quick, violent rainstorm gave us relief 
but was accompanied by several disturbing 
bolts of lightning, and thunder crashes. 
After several agonizing rappels, we stood 
at the bottom in darkness. The ominous, 
forbidding, evil gully rose endlessly above. 
Melancholy of night and uncertainty filled 
the gully. Climbing insufficiently expressed, 
a poignant denouement and dismal disap
pointment, blameless loss with cruel psychic 
and emotional meaning, overcame me like 
the heat. I was unable to see the glorious 
images and romantic insights which, some
times, rescue crucified minds from such 
drudgery and despair. 

Kor withdrew upwards into the night, 
leaving me to the demons of unbearable 
and unpredictable allusion, as well as with 
a rack of hardware and heavy, rain-
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drenched rope which I could barely lift. I 
had let my heart be moulded by him and, 
strangely, knew that I would probably do 
so again. I loved Kor and hated him and 
in no way could deny either. The gully was 
a horrid task, and I was alone in it. Kor 
was somewhere far ahead, maybe almost 
up to the rim, possibly in pieces below. It 
was a vexed question, for it was I who had 
a "longing to fall". 

I persevered toward a glimmer of sky, 
up steep slabs, through mud and stickers, 
over loose boulders, as if steering my bones 
through the grave, and clawing in the 
direction of a dim glow - the headlights of 
the Ford. My exertions became greater, I 
stumbled through sage, got into the car, 
shut the door, and fell asleep. Layton was 
determined to grind-out the drive back to 
Boulder that night. 

I wished not to awaken out of my dream 
and into the nightmare of his speeding 
along the scary, dirt road. He was sailing 
around corners in the wrong lane and 
demanding that I sing songs to keep him 
awake. There was only static on the radio. 
I groaned a few hoarse and sour notes while 
leaning slowly over on to his nervous lap, 
falling back to sleep. He tried to wake me 
several times, and I would sit up, only to 

slide rigidly back over on to his lap like a 
corpse, still dutifully humming. 

My eyes opened in the town of Gunnison. 
It was past midnight, we had stopped, and 
Kor stood outside rapping on the door of 
an A & W Rootbeer stand which was 
closed. He looked like death and for all 
practical purposes frightened the janitor 
into letting him in. The fellow was obliged 
to fix the apparition a float! I went back to 
sleep. Was it really happening? 

About an hour later, Layton pulled off 
on to what appeared to be a turn-out, 
stopped, got out of the car, and threw his 
sleeping-bag, me, and my sleeping-bag into 
the dirt. There we slept for the rest of the 
night. At the crack of dawn, we made a 
quick dash to the Ford, delivering our
selves from a rancher's perverse sense of 
humour and two thousand hooves of five 
hundred cows being herded toward us. 

Kor said nothing to me all the way 
home but, upon arriving in Boulder, re
ported voluntarily to a number of other 
climbers. His account of the ordeal was 
marked by a lack of particulars and was, 
simply, "Ament ... left all the pins in, so 
we had to come back." I recalled saving 
his life on the Bastille Crack in Eldorado 
and felt that he was being ungrateful. I 

began to realize how hard I had actually 
pushed on the wall of the Chasm View and 
in the exposed gully. Through young eyes 
and foolish insecurity, I saw Layton as the 
dishonest one ... but, with a bit of reflec
tion, returned to my senses. He had told 
the truth, really. I understood and forgave 
him for his madness. He had shown me the 
Black Canyon, perplexed me, and tortured 
my will and ego; but, following our 
adventure, he made plans to climb with me 
again in Eldorado, forgot for a while about 
the Chasm View, laughed, and, after all, 
was my friend. A 
SUMMARY 
Colorado: Black Canyon of Gunnison. An 
account of an attempt on a new route on the 
Chasm View Wall in 1963 by Layton Kor and 
Pat Ament. Ament, one of Kor's main climbing 
partners for several years, recalls a preposterous 
epic that he experienced in his impressionable 
youth: "Kor was at his best and his worst as 
he led me up the wall. f am not trying to dis
credit or give a bad impression of him but 
merely trying to show my own fear and 
impressionable self at this time. There are 
definitely more beautiful and more responsible 
sides to Kor, but in this essay f am trying to 
reveal a more dynamic and human side to the 
man of which many climbers were never aware." 
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John Salath8 
Yosemite Climber 

JOHN SALATHE, a slightly built Swiss 
wrought-iron worker then in his mid-forties, 
was having problems with his health and 
his marriage. Recalling his youth, he would 
get away to the mountains on weekends. 
Only there could he find the contentment 
that he had previously obtained from his 
work. He was under medical care, but, in 
spite of the case full of pills and medicines, 
he felt steadily worse. Finally, he became 
convinced that his doctors were "a bunch 
of crooks and swindlers". The tranquility 
of the mountains and a book about natural 
living moved him to abandon conventional 
medicine in favour of a new regimen: 
climbing and a fruit diet. 

It was at that time that he met Ax Nelson, 
a tall, energetic, flamboyant climber who 
lived near him. Nelson introduced Salathe 
to the R.C.S. * The Swiss was different from 
the majority of the Sierrans. He was twenty 
years their senior, and he was a manual 
worker who lacked a college education. His 
peculiar and firmly held views on food and 
living marked him as an eccentric. None
theless, he was accepted, and he quickly 
became engrossed in learning the techni
calities of climbing. 

One of his early climbs was the Higher 
Cathedral Spire. As he led up the airy 
Bathtubs Pitch, his second had to pay an 
urgent call and asked Salathe to hold fast 
at the next belay stance. The rope even
tually stopped running and, hearing 
Salathe shout "on belay!", the second set 
about his task. But the rope pulled tight 
and, with a stiff wind blowing, he was un
able to explain his situation. Salathe 
hauled in the rope and virtually pulled the 
hapless second up the pitch with his pack 
in his hands and his pants down around his 
knees. When he arrived breathless at 
Salathe's side, he was scolded in a heavy 
Swiss accent: "Oat's a helluva vay to climb. 
You got to button your pants!" 

Older and less agile than his fellow club 
members, Salathe did not shine on tricky 
boulder problems. His interest lay in the 
intricacies of piton placement, where his 
craftsman's affinity for tools gave him an 
advantage. One day he was stopped when 

•San Francisco Bay Area Rock Climbing Section of the 
Sierra Club. 
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American rock climbing was still 
in its infancy following the Second 
World War; it stood years behind 
developments in the Alps, and 
only in the relative affluence of the 
post-war years did it begin to 
flourish. 

One of the main centres of de
velopment during this period was 
Yosemite Valley, and its most 
prominent early pioneer was the 
expatriate Swiss climber, John 
Sala the. In a few short years after 
the war, Sala the made a number 
of important climbs in the valley, 
culminating in the ascent ( with 
Allen Steck) of the North Face of 
Sentinel Rock, by a route that is 
now regarded as one of the great 
classics of American climbing. 
Salathe also set in motion the 
technical innovations that were to 
pave the way for the great aid 
routes of the 'sixties. 

For this article, we have culled 
a passage on Salathe from 
Chris Jones's forthcoming book, 
Climbing in North America, 
shortly to be published in America 
by the University of California 
Press and the A.A.C. 

the·piton cracks ran out. Closely examining 
the wall, he noticed a blade of grass grow
ing out of a minute crack : "By God," I 
thought, "if a piece of grass can come out, 
a piton can go in. So I takes a piton and 
drives and drives, but the piton chust 
bends." 

Pitons were then made of relatively 
malleable iron. Employing his knowledge 
as an iron worker, Salathe looked for an 
entirely new material : high-strength carbon 
steel. A discarded Ford Model A rear axle 
fitted the bill. He forged a piton from part 
of it and returned to the crack that had 
defeated him. As he later related it: "I 
took my piton and I pound and pound, and 
it goes into the rock ." He had made a 
dramatic breakthrough. He began to forge 

pitons in a range of sizes, emblazoning 
them with the trademark of his Peninsula 
Iron Works, a P enclosed in a diamond. 

Along with the other members of the 
R .C.S., Salathe was drawn to the un
climbed Lost Arrow. As the pre-war 
climbers had recognized, there were two 
possible lines of attack: a direct ascent up 
the chimney from the base or a descent 
into the notch from the rim of the valley 
and then up the final spire, the Arrow Tip. 
In August 1946, Salathe arranged to meet 
two others for an attempt from the rim. 
His companions failed to show up, but he 
was not so easily put off. He roped down 
to the notch and, unperturbed by the 
1,200ft. drop all around him, began to solo 
climb using a self-protection system, some
thing completely undreamed of by Sierra 
climbers at that time. With his special 
pitons he climbed about half of the 200ft. 
Arrow Tip, left a rock cairn, and retreated. 

Salathe felt he had been let down 
deliberately by his friends, and he was 
probably right. Several big talkers made a 
show of wanting to climb the Lost Arrow, 
but when it came to the crunch, they were 
never available. When his fellow club 
members heard about the solo attempt, 
they had mixed emotions. Outwardly, they 
spoke of "crazy John", but inwardly they 
admired his audacity. Hoping to force him 
to abandon what appeared suicidal, they 
talked of expelling him from the group if 
the soloing persisted. 

He was not about to give up. The week 
after his first effort, he approached John 
Thune, saying : "John, I got a vunnerful 
climb." And, to Thune's anxious query 
about the climb: "No, chust an easy one." 
That weekend the pair attacked the final 
spire of the Lost Arrow. As dark approa
ched, Salathe was only forty feet from the 
top, but the rock was flawless granite and 
his rock drills were blunted. Thune insisted 
they retreat while they were still able to see. 

Salathe would undoubtedly have re
turned to complete the climb, but, before 
he could, a rival team swung into action . 
This four-man group had a new plan. 
Unable to match Salathe's skill at piton 
work, they intended to throw a weighted 
line over the Arrow Tip from the valley rim. 



Above: Salathe and Nelson, exuberant after their first ascent of Lost Arrow Chimney in 1947. Photo: Dick Houston collection 

They spent their first day casting lines 
across the 150ft. gap, until one finally 
lodged over the top of the spire. The next 
day, two of the team roped down to the 
notch and worked up toward the line, 
which hung tantalizingly above them. They 
spent that night in the notch and resumed 
the attack the following day. When they 
reached the line, they used it to stretch a 
climbing rope across the gap between the 
spire and the valley rim. Using this rope 
secured at the rim, the two climbers 
mounted the spire by pushing up foot slings 
attached to the rope with prusik knots. 
Man at last reached the top of the Lost 
Arrow. The ascent was quite daring, 
though not in the best traditions of the 
sport. 

Not long after this 'ascent', a team con
verged on the inviolate South-West Face of 
Half Dome. Anderson's 1875 route, now 
adorned with cables, was still the only way 
up the dome. The South-West Face begins 
steeply and then gradually tapers off in the 
final 1,000ft. It was apparent that it would 
not 'go' in a day, and of the climbing team 
only Nelson and Salathe were prepared to 
bivouac on the face. They got into the lead 
and stuck with it. Salathe's pitons enabled 
them to nail up hitherto hopeless cracks 
and thus avoid the need for bolts. The 

resulting two-day climb was a breakthrough 
for the post-war group and for Salathe and 
Nelson in particular. They succeeded on a 
climb that had turned back their predeces
sors. It was the first real advance since the 
ascent of the Higher Cathedral Spire. 

The coincidence of living in the same city 
had brought Salathe and Nelson together, 
and they soon formed a powerful alliance. 
The older man was generally suspicious of 
others (he imagined that his wife was trying 
to poison him), but with carpenter Nelson 
he shared a comrron love of craftsmanship. 
Both were staunch non-drinkers, an atti
tude that set them apart from the light
hearted Sierrans. Both took climbing 
seriously: the object was to climb, not just 
talk about it. And, while the other Sierrans 
encouraged Salathe to hold forth on his 
health theories, a subject always good for 
knowing smiles, Nelson was happy to share 
his partner's fare of prunes, figs, and 
cherries. 

Salathe was totally committed to this diet, 
explaining that his aim was to cut down to 
"chust vun apple a day". On a winter ski 
trip the diet almost let him down. During 
the mountaineers' perpetual discussion of 
the merits of the equipment that weighed 
so heavily on their backs, Salathe kept 
kidding his companions about their cook-

ing stoves: eat a fruit diet and such devices 
are unnecessary. One freezing night when 
they were all huddled in the tent cooking 
supper, Salathe meekly asked if he might 
borrow the stove. His companions sensed 
a triumph. Was his fruit diet unequal to the 
rigours of winter? No, Salathe explained, 
the diet was fine, but he needed to thaw out 
his dates. 

Although the Lost Arrow was no longer 
inviolate, in Salathe's mind it remained to 
be climbed, preferably by the awe-inspiring 
chimney route that the pre-war generation 
had aptly called "terrifyingly clear". Here 
he was not alone. Engineering instructor 
Chuck Wilts, a talented climber from 
Southern California, had already made a 
couple of strong probes into the chimney. 
Nelson and Salathe made careful prepara
tions, mutually encouraging each other and 
united in their determination to show those 
Southern Californians a thing or two. 

This rock climb, more continuously 
difficult than any previously attempted in 
Yosemite or even North America, would 
require innovations in technique, in equip
ment, and, most important of all, in com
mitment. From the progress to date, it 
appeared that the final climb would take 
about five days. The necessary gear, cloth
ing, food, and water would have to be 
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dragged up the chimney in the 100°F. heat 
of the Yosemite summer. The key question 
was not so much how to keep functioning, 
but whether it was possible to function at 
all under those conditions. Wilts and com
panion Spencer Austin were vitally con
cerned with having an adequate margin of 
supplies, whereas their rivals' approach 
was to cut their weight to an absolute 
minimum. 

As the summer of 1947 progressed, first 
one team and then the other went into 
action. After each effort they called up the 
others and swapped experiences, rubbing 
in their own superiority by such remarks 
as: "We passed your high point after four 
hours". As Labour Day neared, Nelson 
and Salathe were confident. They believed 
that their rivals were too concerned about 
replacing lost fluids and would never be 
able to haul their monstrous loads up the 
chimney. 

During the early attempts, Salathe and 
Nelson refined their methods. Yosemite 
climbers frequently used two ropes on 
tension climbs, alternately clipping the 
ropes into the karabiners (a technique 
which persists to this day in Europe); but, 
for the Lost Arrow, Salathe and Nelson 
reasoned that one climbing rope required 
less equipment and would suffice - a 
method that later became universal in 
North America. It was also usual at that 
time to climb from piton to piton on aid 
pitches. On the Lost Arrow, the second 
mounted a fixed rope with the aid of prusik 
knots, again anticipating a method that 
would play an important role in later years. 

Along with his pitons, another unique 
weapon that Salathe fashioned was a hefty 
sky hook; the leader lodged the hook on 
small platforms and then stood up in a 
sling attached to it. Finally, Sala the selected 
smaller bolts than those customarily used 
and, remembering the frustration of his 
earlier attempt on the spire, tempered the 
drill tips. 

They stowed their food and bivouac gear, 
such as it was, in a burlap sack. When the 
leader finished a pitch, he heaved the 
reluctant beast up the chimney with a light 
line. They did without sleeping bags, sitting 
out the nights in a sweater and an extra 
pair of socks. Food was simply taken care 
of: fruit and nuts. Water posed a serious 
weight problem. Rather than take water to 
meet their usual needs, they cut down on 
their needs. By rigorously training to do 
without water, they got by on an allowance 
of little more than a pint per day. Today's 
Yosemite climber usually allows between 
three and four pints per day, and even this 
amount seems desperately short in the 
overpowering heat. 

So much for the technical and logistical 
innovation. All of it was useless without the 
burning ambition, the force of will that 
tips the scale on any great endeavour. They 
were well equipped. Salathe seemed obli
vious to danger, and Nelson summed up 
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Above: Salathe at fifty-eight, gathering herbs in 
Switzerland in 1957. Photo: John Thune 

his attitude this way: "One cannot climb 
at all unless he has sufficient urge to do so. 
Danger must be met - indeed it must be 
used - to an extent beyond that incurred in 
normal life. That is one reason men climb; 
for only in response to challenge does a 
man become his best." 

Over the Labour Day holiday, Salathe 
and Nelson set out on their third attempt 
on the Lost Arrow. The familiar lower 
pitches went quickly. By the middle of the 
second day they had passed their rivals' 
high point, which Wilts and Austin had 
taken two-and-a-half days to reach. Sala the 
worked up a wall of decomposed granite. 
He showed his canny nature by knocking 
holes in the rock, through which he threa
ded rope slings, and by stringing together 
a number of poor pitons to make a passable 
hold. (By his resourceful use of aid Salathe 
presaged the aid climbing specialists of the 
early 1960s.) He stuck with this lead 
through the afternoon and finished it the 
next morning. He had been at it for eight 
hours. 

With the carefully limited supply of 
eighteen pitons and a dozen karabiners, the 
leader frequently ran out of equipment and 
had to descend and clean out the lower 
pitons. Progress was painstakingly slow. 
On the third day they made only 200ft., 
but, as they huddled together in the bivouac, 
Salathe confided to Nelson his happiness 

at being there with "our great friend", the 
Lost Arrow. On the morning of the fifth 
day the weary pair climbed the last few feet 
to the summit. 

The thirst and suffering had been terrible 
at times, and Salathe exclaimed: "Ve ver 
pooped out till ve thought ve ver dead." 
Yet the climb was a great spiritual adven
ture for him. It was a vindication of his 
lifestyle, a time when he felt the "good 
angels" were with him. 

By reason of the difficulties, the length 
of the climb, and the commitment required, 
the ascent of the Lost Arrow Chimney was 
a landmark in North American climbing. 

A year later, Salathe and Nelson went 
up to look over the 1,500ft. North Face of 
Sentinel Rock. However, the first climbers 
really to come to grips with the face were 
a new group. Students Al Steck and Bill 
Long were the prime movers, ably backed
up by physicists Phil Bettler and Jim 
Wilson. As with the Lost Arrow, there was 
no all-out attempt right away, but rather a 
series of probes. In a two-day effort in May 
1950, Long and Bettler reached mid-height, 
the top of the Flying Buttress, before they 
retreated. The Great Chimney loomed 
menacingly above their high point, and they 
expressed doubt about the climbing pos
sibilities on the smooth headwall that 
barred the way into the chimney. With the 
competition intensifying, Steck and Wilson 
got into condition by cross-country running 
before they launched the first all-out try 
that June. But Wilson was disabled by 
muscle cramps, and they were forced to 
come down. 

Steck had an advantage over the rest of 
the field. He had climbed in the Dolomites, 
where he made the first American ascent 
of the famous Comici route on the North 
Face of the Cima Grande. Thus, he had 
already climbed an awesome wall, and he 
knew that a higher standard had been 
reached in Europe. 

Over the 1950 Fourth of July weekend, 
the Sierra Club group planned a trip into 
the High Sierra. Steck had greater things 
in mind, but, with Long committed to 
assist on the club trip, he was without a 
partner who he felt was up to the demands 
of Sentinel. Although not a close friend, 
he knew Salathe's stubborn tenacity. 
Sensing a chance to steal a march on the 
rest of the field, he telephoned him. The 
climb was on. 

In two days they were on top of the 
Flying Buttress, climbing into the unknown 
and into the appalling summer heat. Salathe 
spent ten hours on the lead over the Head
wall and into the Great Chimney. As they 
hung on the wall, they looked down on tiny 
figures languishing in the Merced River. 
With only a few mouthfuls of water each 
day, they were unable to eat, and Salathe 
abandoned his can of dates in the Great 
Chimney. (This hallowed can remained in 
the chimney for many years until a thought
less souvenir hunter removed it.) 



Type 

1 
2 
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A BUYER'S GUIDE TO ... 

LIGHT-WEIGHT WALKING BOOT : 
Soft leather uppers. leather lining and light-weight 
moulded soles. 

STANDARD WEIGHT WALKING BOOT: 
Similar to the first type but with leather through soles 
and Vibram rubber soles. 

WALKING / CLIMBING BOOT: 
This type uses a better quality upper and a stiffer so le. 

Example 

Scarpa 107 

Scarpa 108 

Scarpa 763 
Diadora Chardonnet 

£15.50 Alp-Zermatt 

£18 .90 Alp -Treviso 

£26.90 Alp-Bronzo 
£25.90 

£13.95 

£19.90 

£24.90 

4 ALPINE CLIMBING BOOT: 
Medium weight boot with finest quality reversed leather 
and steel stiffened sole. 

Galibier Super R.D. £41.91 Alp-Super Guide £29.45 

5 HEAVY DUTY ALPINE BOOT: 
As above but with thicker sole better insulation and 
more leg support. 

6 
7 

DOUBLE ALPINE BOOT: 
Basically an alpine boot with the added warmth and 
comfort of a fitted leather inner boot. 

ROCK BOOT: 
Light-weight. smooth so led rockcl imbing boot. 

Al l these models are available from: 

Dolomite Major £46.90 Alp-Major £36.00 

Galibier Makalu £66.65 Alp-Double £49.00 

Galibier P.A. £16,28 E.B. ·s £11.95 

alpine sports 309 Brampton Road. S.W.3. 
10/12 Holborn. E.C.1. 

01-581 2127 
01-405 7541 
0273-26874 1 38 Western Road. Brighton 

Always a 
feature al any 
outstanding 
performance I,\( 
For the first time in the history of mountaineering : 
A dual assault on one of the world's giants. 
Success for Reinhold Messner and Peter Habeler with 
Stubai mountaineering articl es on the Hidden Peak. 
25.000 ft. up in the Himalayan Karakorum. 

As they had feared , they could not force 
their way directly up through the Narrows 
section of the chimney. Salathe made a 
bold lead on the outside wall; the top was 
in reach . On the fifth day they pulled on to 
the summit. The climb demanded every
thing they had , but Steck explained : " There 
is nothing more satisfying than being a 
pioneer. " The last of the great Yosemite 
problems of the day had been solved. 

Salathe was in his fifty-first year at the 
time of the Sentinel climb. In the following 
years his climbing tapered off. In the m id-
1950s he returned to Switzerland, where 
he lived alone in a mounta in chalet and 
subsisted on the na tive plants. In the 1960s 
he was in North America once more, living 
out of the back of an old truck . He spent 

the winters near the Mexican border and 
followed the sun during the summer, but 
he seldom visited Yosemite Valley, the 
scene of his three great climbs. He felt that 
the new regulations and camping fees were 
the creation of swindlers, an imposition 
which this great-hearted and simple man 
could not put up with. 

In looking back on Salathe, we see a 
characteristic that typified the innovators 
whose achievements are admired today. 
They conceived the climbs that they wished 
to do, and from this conception they 
evolved the necessary methods to do the 
job, whether the methods were daring leads, 
the acceptance of high mountain bivouacs, 
or the creation of a superior piton. The 
men and their spirit preceded the methods. 
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SUMMARY 
Yosemite Valley: California. An account of the 
major explorations made by John Salathe be
tween 1947 and 1950, taken from Chapter 13 
('Hard Rock, Hard Steel') of Climbing in 
North America by Chris Jones (University of 
California Press : Berkeley, 1976). 
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Above: On the South Ridge of Mt . Proboscis. The Robbins route on the South-East Face takes the 
sunlit walls on the right, and faces the camera in the accompanying photo. All photos: Hornberger 

.A. Mt. Proboscis .i,,. Mt. Flattop Bustle Tower .A. .A. Terrace Tower Phenochrist Spire .A. 
Above: The Cirque of Unclimbables is actually a collection of small cirques. The first and second cirques are shown here. The third cirque, which holds the Lotus Flower Tower, 

Lotus Flower Tower and t e Cirque of Unclimbables 
by Ruedi Hornberger 

ON JUNE 11, the well-known 'De Havil
land Beaver' took us 150 miles north from 
Watson Lake to Britnell Lake. We were 
looking forward to what was to come, and 
it was not until we said good-bye to the 
pilot - "See you in three weeks" - that we 
realized how alone we would be up there. 

Two days of hard work saw all our gear 
shifted to Base Camp, 3,000ft. higher up . 
We established it beside a huge block on 
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'Tombstone Meadows', right in the centre 
of the 'Cirque of Unclimbables'. Everything 
was still covered in deep snow, with granite 
spires looming all around. Conditions were 
wintry, and the walk up to the bottom of 
Lotus Flower Tower was extremely hard. 
But the aesthetic lure of the peak was too 
strong : wet feet and a hard slog were 
nothing in exchange for a wall like that. 

On June 19, we at last started climbing, 
having prepared the wet and difficult diedre. 
Soon we reached the obvious crack which 
later widens into a chimney. Beautiful free-

climbing took us steadily upwards and, 
towards evening, we reached the only bivi 
spot on the whole climb, right in the centre 
of the face . Here, the striking 'ski tracks' 
start reaching for the summit, another 
1,000ft. up. These parallel, finger-width 
cracks looked as though they would call for 
a lot of artificial climbing. We discussed 
tactics, and had a short bivi. 

Beautiful rock formations - we called 
them 'concrete loaves' - made for delightful 
climbing. The whole undertaking turned 
into a dance on a vertical plane. Pegs and 
wedges were used, sometimes for direct aid, 
but mainly only for belaying. Even the 
belays in slings, ten altogether, were very 
safe. It was a great climbing day ; in the 
evening, looking from the summit at the 
uncountable numbers of tops, we were truly 
satisfied. 

The top of the Lotus Flower Tower had 
been visited only three times before. The 
first ascent was made by W. Buckingham's 
party in 1960; Tom Frost, Jim McCarthy 
and Sandy Bill then conquered the steep 
South-East Face, and this was later repeated 
by a French team. Now it was our turn : 
we were content indeed. · 

Fear struck us next day, while we were 
descending in heavy rain. Stonefall, poor 
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abseil points and reluctant ropes presented 
a hard test. 

Our next objective was Proboscis. To 
have repeated the incredibly steep and 
highly technical South-East Face Route, 
put up by Royal Robbin's party, would 
have been well worth it, but we eventually 
decided on the South Ridge, which 
promised a lot of free-climbing. And we 
were not disappointed. The approach, via 
Mt. Contact, is rather long, but we were 
well rewarded. During a superb spell of 
excellent weather, amongst the finest of 
views, we climbed the ridge with its 
characteristic steps. Sections we had sup
posed to be easy, turned out to be hard 
and problematic; enormous cornices stood 
poised on both sides, overhanging bottom
less precipices. Still we continued, and at 
last the summit was 'ours' . Eventually, after 
twenty-six hours of continuous effort, we 
were back in camp. We didn't need a 
lullaby. 

In the second cirque we discovered a face 
which, after close study, promised to be a 
'good thing' . And we were right : once 
again the climbing called for every trick in 
the book. A day later we reached the virgin 
summit via the virgin South Face. We called 
the summit the 'West Huey Spire' . Bucking-

Above: Local mountain goat. Left: Meeting at 
Britnell Lake: I. to r. Hornberger, Maurice 
Cochra~d, Brunner, Edgar Oberson and Muggli . 

ham's party must have missed it. All the 
prouder, we erected the very first cairn on 
the peak. However, after so much virginity, 
we were slightly confused, and it took us 
some time to find a line of descent. 

Spring came to the camp at last, and 
masses of snow melted away in the shortest 
of times. Day and night, enormous 
avalanches thundered down the North 
Face of Mt . Harrison Smith. By now there 

was also an American party and a team of 
geologists operating from the lake, but 
there were no other people for hundreds of 
kilometres around. 

At last our time on the Tombstone 
Meadows, amongst the Cirque ofUnclimb
ables, came to an end. We had had fantastic 
adventure, great peaks, friendship and a 
good helping of luck. As we struggled to 
take the gear back down to the lake, each 
of us was thinking his own thoughts about 
what he would do first back in civilization. 

The plane arrived on time, and it was a 
great pleasure to see two friends from 
Lausanne, Edgar and Moma. We had ten 
minutes to exchange news and views, then 
adventure started for them and ended for us. 

A last plea for others who follow : the 
Logan Mountains are one of the few 
remaining bits of untouched wild nature ; 
anyone who visits them should be aware of 
this, and treat them as a treasure. 

SUMMARY 
Yukon Territory: The Logan Mountains. An 
account of three climbs, made in June 1975, 
by Swiss climbers Paul Muggli , Ruedi Horn
berger and Hans Brunner. Ascents were made 
of the Bill/McCarthy/Frost Route on Lotus 
Flower Tower, the South Ridge of Proboscis 
and, for the first time, the South Face of West 
Huey Spire (grade 5.8, A2) . 
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Above Left: West Huey Spire, ...... '"" ~"'"" "~'"" '""' '"" · 
Above Right: The magnificent rock walls of Mt. Harrison Smith towering above the Swiss Base Camp. 
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OutWith 
TheBoys 
Again 

by Mike Thompson 

OUR LEADER had decreed that, in order 
not to place an intolerable burden upon the 
Nepalese countryside, we should walk to 
Base Camp in two parties, one travelling 
a day behind the other. Perhaps unwisely, 
he labelled these the 'A team' and the 'B 
team', and immediately there was much 
speculation as to the underlying basis for 
his selection. At first there were fears among 
the B team that the choice of summiters 
had already taken place and that they were 
travelling with the leader in order that 
they could plot the fine details of the 
assault in secrecy. But even the most para
noid could not sustain this belief for long, 
and a more popular theory was that the 
'chaps' were in the A team and the 'lads' 
in the B team. This perhaps was nearer the 
truth since what had happened was that 
Chris had, quite understandably, taken 
with him all the executives: Sirdar Per
temba, Base Camp Manager Mike Cheney, 
Equipment Officer Dave Clarke, Senior 
Doctor Charles Clarke, and of course the 
media in the shape of the Sunday Times 
reporter and the television team. These 
middle managers were, during their fort
night's walk, to have the interesting ex
perience of, in the words of Our Leader, 
"being let in on his thinking". The B team, 
gloriously free of logistics, planning, 
scenarios, computer print-outs, communi
cation set-ups and the like, immediately 
sank into that form of communal warmth 
generated by squaddies in a barrack room, 
that impenetrable bloody-mindedness born 
of the I-only-work-here mentality of the 
shop-floor. A series of perfectly sensible 
decisions led to the emphasis of a division 
that is always incipiently present in any 
large expedition . The A team represented 
the Overground Leadership, the B team 
the Underground Leadership. 

In theory, we, the B team members, were 
in the tender care of the Deputy Dawg, 
Hamish Macinnes, but Hamish is never one 
to assert his authority unduly and even if 
he had tried to he would have had to cope 
with that powerfully-built and passionate 
anarchist, Doug Scott. One of the disad
vantages of anarchy concerns decision
making. For myself, I always feel that too 
much fuss is made about decisions on 
expeditions. There seems to me to be only 
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one real decision, which is when that letter 
in unmistakable scrawl arrives, saying: 
"How about coming on the coldest holiday 
of your life. P.S. Will you do the food?", 
and like a fool you write back and say 
"Yes". But on the day the A team left 
Kathmandu, Deputy Dawg fell ill. Should 
we set off the next day as planned, leaving 
Hamish behind, or should we wait a few 
days to see if he recovered - a course of 
action (or, rather, inaction) that might also 
allow Martin Boysen, who had got his leg 
stuck in the Trango Tower, to catch up 
with us? Of course, Hamish himself should 
have taken the decision, but he, though 
unable to walk, refused to admit that he 
was ill. His Scottish stubbornness is so 
highly developed that even if he had a leg 
amputated he would insist that it was just 
a slight limp. Not one of us was prepared to 
take that enormous step from private 
soldier to lance corporal, and make a 
decision, so several delightful days were 
passed in the fleshpots of Kathmandu until 
very early one morning some land-rovers 
arrived at the hotel. They seemed to be for 
us, so we set off. 

I suppose that during the approach we 
should have been organized by the second 
Sirdar, Ang Phu, but he had been having 
severe marital problems and was hitting the 
chang pretty hard, so we just wandered 
along, stopping where the Sherpas usually 
stopped, eating what Kancha the cook gave 
us to eat and generally building up a casual 
yet strong rapport with the Sherpas, by 
approving of their choice of camp-sites and 
menus, and by luring one another into 
wayside chang-houses. 

The members of the A team had adopted 
the puritanical regime of getting up in the 
morning, eating breakfast, and then walking 
until they got to the next camp-site in the 
afternoon. We followed the more tradi
tional pattern of just tea and biscuits in bed, 
followed by two or three hours' walk 
during the cool of early morning, until, 
rounding a corner, one came across the 
kitchen with its alfresco breakfast of pan
cakes, eggs, chips, cheese, tuna fish, tea and 
chocolate biscuits, almost ready to serve. 
After this a little sleep and a gentle run-in 
through a few cha~~-houses would bring 
us to the next camp-site in the early after
noon . Of course there were occasional 
interruptions to the idyllic progress of this 
mobile, intensive-care geriatric unit, such 
as when Doug Scott was waylaid at a chang
house by Ang Phu before the sun had even 
risen and never even reached the breakfast 
place, or when I foolishly followed Ned 
Kelly (who had been there before) and 
ended up in a trackless jungle and on the 
wrong side of a monsoon-swollen torrent. 

The level of conversation was excep
tionally high, by which I mean that we gave 
full rein to a very childish brand of humour, 
often in questionable taste. The greatest 
favourites were Whillans Jokes . One could 
always tell when one of these was coming 

as the teller would suddenly screw up his 
face, narrow his eyes to slits and begin to 
emit a high-pitched whine. Useful on many 
occasions, to justify the imbalance between 
a porter carrying about 701b. and a sahib 
carrying his Olympus OMl was: "No! No! 
These fellows are used to it - they've done 
it all their lives". Happy hours were passed 
recounting those epics in which Whillans 
would gradually unfold an account of his 
rectitude and forbearance in the face of 
seemingly intolerable chicanery and pro
vocation. Like some Greek tragedy the 
sequence of events would move inexorably 
to the inevitable, fateful conclusion. All 
such tales led to the same final and literal 
punch-line: "So I 'it 'im". 

Hamish Macinnes recounted how, during 
Dr. Herrligkoffer's European Expedition 
to the South-West Face of Everest, Don, 
apart from nicknaming his leader 'Sterling
scoffer', did in fact behave with astonishing 
forbearance in the face of almost unendur
able provocation and never once stepped 
out of line - until the expedition was over. 

Apparently, during the earliest stages of 
the expedition, when the members were 
just getting to know one another, they 
heard on the Base Camp radio that 
Germany had just beaten England in the 
World Cup. "Aha!" cried the dour Felix 
Kuen (the climbing leader) to Don "we 
have beaten you at your national game!" 
Don paused, looked around, narrowed his 
eyes to the merest slits, leant forward, 
paused again and said in a harsh whisper : 
"Aye, but we've beaten you at your 
national game twice now". No wonder the 
individualistic, subversive Whillans became 
the cult hero of the B team. Never was 
anyone more present by his absence. 

The other great approach-march sport, 
I'm ashamed to say, was 'Boardman
baiting'. Poor Peter had recently been 
appointed to the post of Permanent Under
Secretary to the President of the National 
Amalgamated Union of Mountaineers of 
Great Britain and Bradford. What is more, 
he alone amongst us was being paid while 
on the expedition: somewhere, we believed, 
in the region of £30,000 per year, of our, 
the tax-payers', money. The reality was 
barely less infuriating: he was the National 
Officer of the British Mountaineering 
Council (the BMC) which as you will all 

MOUNTAIN 
BACK NUMBERS 

The following back numbers are still available 
at 50p per copy (U.K.) or S1.50 per copy 
(overseas) . 

Mt. 32 Scotland / Australia / Kinder/ Badier 

Mt. 33 Devil's Thumb/Little Orme/ Sentinel 

Mt. 34 New Cornish Crags/ E. Alps pioneers 

Mt. 36 Buhl / Matterhorn/ Hindu Kush 

Mt. 38 Patagonia / Glasgow Walls/ Gaurisankar 

Mountain c/ o 56 Sylvester Road, London N.2 



know is run by Dennis Gray who, on 
several occasions ( on the basis of his ex
perience on some very large expeditions to 
quite small mountains) has attacked modest 
expeditions (including ours) to very large 
mountains as being counter to the prole
tarian ideology of the true heartland and 
fountain-head of British Mountaineering -
Yorkshire. 

But perhaps, while on the subject of 
Yorkshire I can digress for a moment, for 
we did have with us one Yorkshireman, 
Mike Rhodes (from Bradford, to boot). 
Mike had not, until Everest came along, 
travelled outside Yorkshire. After all, what 
is there outside Yorkshire worth travelling 
for? Whenever anything un Yorkshire-like 
happened to him, such as being bitten by a 
leech, being offered curry and rice, spaghetti 
and Parmesan cheese or chang, or falling 
through a crevasse in the ice-fall, he would 
remark in a surprised and slightly pained 
voice: "Nothing like this in Bradford" 
(pronounced 'Bratfud'). As Martin Boysen 
remarked, when he finally caught us up: 
"People are always going on about the 
dangers of professional mountaineers but 
what about professional Yorkshiremen ?" 

But to return to Boardman-baiting: this 
would usually be initiated by some seem
ingly innocent enquiry such as, "What do 
you do all day in your office on the fiftieth 
floor of Dennis Gray Tower?" And then we 
would hear about all sorts of official bodies, 
such as the UIAA and the MLC Board, 
about negotiations for access, about grant 
supports for students writing PhDs on 
climbing harnesses or crash-hats and read
ing papers on specialized aspects of their 
research at international seminars in the 
Caucasus. All this was a revelation to me: 
I had been climbing all these years unaware 
of the existence of this bureaucracy, and 
it was all I could do to keep up with the 
initials and the jargon. Crags, I discovered, 
were 'recreational facilities' and the BMC 
was empowered, if need be, to acquire these 
recreational facilities by compulsory pur
chase (CPO, you know). And all this time 
I'd thought they were crags! 

"Recreational Facility of Ages cleft for me 
Let me hide myself in Thee." 

Usually, by this time, Tut would be 
writhing on the ground in paroxysms of 
laughter, gasping: "PhDs on harnesses, 
BSI kite-marked nuts"; and Doug, fists 
clenched and beads of sweat standing out 
on his furrowed brow, would be dreaming 
of the not-too-far-off day when he would 
lead his first guerilla raid to blow up a 
National Park Information Centre; or the 
glorious morning when the newspaper 
headlines would shriek : "Stanage Warden 
Murdered By Inadequately Clad Climber." 

If the baiting was. taking place in a chang
house, the chances were that it would really 
take off at this point, the British Moun
taineering Council becoming one with the 
British Motor Corporation and Dennis 

Gray merging with Lord Stokes and being 
blamed for the state of the economy and 
for mini-vans breaking-down on the Ml. 
And then, in a desperate conciliatory 
gesture Peter would deliver the final 
stunning blow: "But we're doing all this 
ON YOUR BEHALF". 

At Kunde, we momentarily met up with 
the A team. Though we were forced to 
attend an expedition meeting ("Welcome 
aboard" said Our Leader, adopting the 
terminology of the only one of the armed 
services of which he has not been a member) 
and to perform the more menial tasks of 
equipment-issue and crampon-adjustment, 
we did have the rare pleasure of watching 
Dave Clarke as he presided over the most 
depressing thing that can happen to any 
shopkeeper - the distribution of his entire 
stock without receiving a penny in exchange. 
There was a brief respite when we split 
again into A and B teams for the walk to 
Base Camp, but once there the Under
ground Leadership was totally submerged 
as The Logistic Machine swung into action 
- and very impressive action it was too! We 
got our kicks in the Ice-Fall - up at two in 
the morning and glissade down in time for 
breakfast - and did penance trying to break 
down the Macinnes boxes into 301b. loads: 
all the sections of the incredibly complicated 
aluminium frames were threaded together 
with elastic string and, just as one coaxed 
the last bit into a large cardboard box, 
another bit would escape and the whole 
frame would re-erect itself like a monstrous 
Jack-in-the-box. It was more than even 
Boysen's legendary patience could stand 
and the Old Fox of Glencoe's ears must 
have been burning as, far above us in the 
Western Cwm, he indulged himself con
structing the highest truss-girder bridge in 
the world. 

The Sherpas built a shrine to placate 
whatever it was that lived in the Ice-fall 
and consecrated it with McVitie's chocolate 
wholemeal biscuits and John Haig Whisky; 
and Mr. and Mrs. Boardman (Dim Juff, 
the Duff Doctor) excavated outside their 
tent a patio-cum-sun-terrace which, with its 
genteel folding chairs and sun-shaded table, 
might have passed unremarked on the 
Algarve, but had a certain incongruity at 
eighteen-and-a-half thousand feet on the 
Khumbu Glacier. 

At this early stage of the climb there 
were far too many Chiefs and far too many 
Indians, and this, coupled with the fact that 
there was only one camp and that all the 
action took place within full view of it, 
meant that the traditional avenues whereby 
the Underground Leadership could assert 
its devious influence were firmly closed. 
Usually, on such expeditions, the Over
ground Leadership can be contained by 
witchcraft accusations, of which the most 
feared (and therefore most effective) are 
'secret-eating' and 'equipment-hoarding'. 
'Unnatural sexual practices' is, by com
parison, surprisingly ineffective. On the 

positive side, the Underground can, once 
the expedition is strung out over a number 
of camps and communications are strained, 
influence the course of events by with
holding information. In this way the Over
ground still makes all the decisions, but on 
the basis of grossly inadequate information, 
and this means that, skilfully handled, the 
Overground without realizing it simply 
okays the wishes of the Underground. 
When communications are really stretched 
it may be possible to ignore the Overground 
completely and present them with, in Mick 
Burke's phrase, "a fait accompli, as they 
say in Spain". For this kind of action to be 
constructive in the long-run, one needs a 
leader who changes his mind a lot and has 
difficulty in remembering from one day to 
the next what he has decided. We were 
fortunate in having such a leader. 

Once on the face itself, the situation 
suddenly changed. It was like Annapurna 
again: all at once the expedition was quite 
small; there weren't enough people to do 
everything that had to be done and one's 
own contributions and omissions were 
immediately evident to one's fellows. At 
last, this was what we had come for! 

The fulfilment of long-cherished desires 
can take some curious forms at high alti
tude. As a 'support climber', I was aware 
that I was fortunate to have got as far as 
becoming the Camp 4 Commandant, re
sponsible, in theory, for five face boxes, an 
equipment dump, nine Sherpas, and a 
variable number of'lead climbers' in transit. 
I became obsessed with actually becoming 
a Sherpa and increasingly I resented the 
lead climbers who passed through on 
oxygen, carrying just their personal equip
ment. I was quite ridiculously touched 
when, having managed to drag myself and 
my load up to Camp 5 without oxygen, 
Pertemba said, with what I now suspect 
was heavy sarcasm : "You are a real 
Sherpa now". 

Camp 5, perched in its little notch, was 
filled with slightly unbalanced euphoria. 
Our Leader, doing his usual thing of shoot
ing up to the front (and rightly so), had now 
entered his Mad Madhi phase, running out 
drums of fixed rope in the wrong direction, 
ranting on at Ang Phurpa about "really 
good Sherpa food", working out logistics 
on his porridge-encrusted electronic calcu
lator, and communicating his befuddled 
instructions to the outside world on a 
broken walkie-talkie that had been per
suaded to work again by jamming a ball
point pen into its circuitry. 

A few days later I, too, became a transit 
passenger and moved up to Camp 5 along 
with Dougal Haston who was being whisked 
on oxygen from Camp 2 to Camp 5, like 
Lenin in his sealed train, to join Doug (who 
was resting on oxygen) for the first summit 
attempt. Still playing the Sherpa, I stopped 
off at the old Camp 4 site and spent a 
happy couple of hours excavating the 
Japanese peg-store (we had in fact run out 
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of rock pitons). As I clanked into Camp 5, 
the triumphant Rock-Banders, Nick and 
Tut, came leaping down the fixed ropes 
(cries of "aye, aye, aye ... etc.") and there 
was Doug, the angst-ridden giant, happily 
sorting out the food and equipment for the 
summit bid. A changed man, he explained 
to me that, at the very moment when 
success was within our grasp, the impos
sible had happened: the Underground and 
the Overground had merged into a single 
upward-thrusting force. Miraculously free, 
for the moment, of Sandhurst-trained 
leaders and trades-unionized bureaucrats, 
at peace with the world, he could direct 
his all towards what Whillans would call: 
"T' job we've come 'ere for". He was his 
own man at last. 

And he was right about the Leadership: 
Bonington and his image were now clearly 
separate, and all the logistics of climbing 
Everest were condensed into just six heavy 
loads which just six of us would have to 
carry through the Rock Band the next day 

to establish Camp 6. In the jargon of the 
sociologist, success on Everest requires 
massive redundancy, duplication and over
lap, but this was just what we didn't have. 
If just one of us didn't make it up the fixed 
ropes, then the summit bid would be off. 
What was more, the route through the 
Rock Band was not complete nor had a 
site for Camp 6 been found. Doug and 
Dougal would have to set off before us, 
complete the route, fix 300ft. of rope, and 
find and excavate the site for their Summit 
Box. In consequence, it was a happy little 
non-redundant, unduplicated, non-over
lapping group that sat enjoying the view 
and the sunshine that afternoon in the little 
crow's nest that was Camp 6. 

As is the way on such momentous 
occasions, the conversation was quite 
spectacularly inane: me getting at the tech
nologically illiterate Dougal who the even
ing before had omitted to turn on the 
oxygen bottle, with the result that we spent 
the whole night sucking the thin outside air 

through saliva-filled masks; Mick Burke 
remarking "What a lovely spot for a 
bungalow"; and then Chris, after much 
deliberation, announcing: "You know, we 
must be the highest people on earth". Since 
the Americans had just failed on K2, since 
there was no one on Kanchenjunga, and 
since we could see that there was no one 
on Lhotse, I suppose he was right and we 
were the highest people on earth - but not 
for long! For, as we wished Dougal and 
Doug good luck and set off down the fixed 
ropes in the evening sunlight, I knew that 
for me Everest was over. Still, I consoled 
myself with the words of the great Maurice 
Herzog: "There are other recreational 
facilities in the lives of men".* A 
•I quote, of course, from the official BMC translation of 
Annapurna, by P. Boardman, published by The Closed 
Shop Press, Bradford. 
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The Charmoz North Face 
Long, long, ago, when men were men , ice 
climbs were steep and hard, pterodactyls 
were prehistoric birds and double boots 
were science-fiction, Welzenbach and Merkl 
climbed the North Face of the Charmoz, 
Heckmair and Kroner added their direct 
finish, and the stage was set for the comedy 
team to have a go. 

We had already auditioned for the job 
twice. First time we climbed the wrong 
mountain: peering up into the pre-dawn 
darkness we climbed the obvious groove 
mentioned in the description, only to 
emerge triumphant on to the crest of a 
ridge totally disconnected from our in
tended destination. Second time rain stop
ped play at 2.00 a.m. We crawled into our 
poly-bag, saying, "Oh, what a shame," but 
privately snuggling up to the idea of getting 
to sleep and waking up to the comparatively 
simple task of returning to the safety of 
Chamonix. And so it came to pass that the 
ticket office at Montenvers railway station 
relieved us of nine francs each, for the third 
time. I smoked my last cigarette before the 
walk-in for the third time, and the three of 
us wondered if we really did want to be 
alpinists. 

We knew the walk-in well, and had first
hand experience of two bivouac-sites. At 
seven o'clock next morning, we crossed the 
bergschrund and moved on to new ground 
without event; however, we were lost. 

The big, obvious groove which splits the 
lower part of the face was nowhere to be 
seen; it wasn' t on our right because that was 
the direction we had come from, and to 
our left were big obvious ice falls , so some
one would have to climb the ribbon of 
fairly horrible-looking, sugary-type ice 
above us, and the big obvious candidate 
was Gordon. Alex, who was belaying, 
asked me if I thought he was going to fall 
off. I must admit he was twitching a bit, 
but I said I didn't think he would and 
quietly clipped myself on to a different 
belay. Marvellous to watch a craftsman at 
work, even better to hear him shout, "On 
belay." Alex followed and I followed Alex, 
an admirable order of progress which I 
would have been quite happy to see main
tained for the next two or three thousand 
feet. Unfortunately the next pitch was a 
traverse round a rock rib, and it was 
generally assumed that I might enjoy it, 
which meant of course that I didn't have 
time for the compulsory between-pitches 
puff on a Gauloise. (This was a ' three
packet route', by the way, in terms of the 
most accurate alpine-grading system ever 
devised. This system even lends itself to the 
technical grading of individual pitches, 
according to how many cigarettes are 
smoked whilst your partner leads it.) On 
the other side of the rib, which was hard, I 
managed to drop a sling and two karabiners. 
The others didn' t see this so I kept quiet, 
but it meant I had to lead on up a bank of 
slushy ice with no runner. Another steep 

pitch followed , and we landed on a little 
patch of snow, still well below the central 
ice-field . Bits of ice were falling down, 
waterfalls were falling down, courage was 
falling down and only we were going up. 
Midday had come and gone, thoughts of 
retreat had come and stayed, and Gordon 
led the next pitch : steep ice, wet and soggy, 
up a gully trending left, then mixed ground 
trending right and on to the ice-field in the 
middle of the face. 

We untied and soloed up, trailing the 
ropes. Gordon and Alex flew off like 
whippets. I wheezed along behind, trying 
to keep up with the imaginary safety of a 
loose end of rope which kept taking two 
steps to every one of mine. The ice was 
bare and hard and wet, then it was overlaid 
by six inches of snow, sugary, dangerous 
and wet, then it was cloudy and we 
couldn't see Montenvers. We paused to eat 
some fudge and talk about going down, but 
nobody did and we climbed into the final 
couloir. 

TWO FRENCH 
ICE ~CES 

BY TERRY KING 

Gordon was perched on the top of a 
little block, I was just below him, Alex was 
about ten feet higher up the couloir and the 
hard pitch was ten feet above him. We 
stared like three wise monkeys struck 
dumb. Who said it wouldn't be so bad 
when we got up to it; who said it wouldn't 
be as steep as it looked from below; who 
said we might be able to avoid it? The 
clouds had got thicker and blacker, we had 
got wetter and colder and Gordon got 
bigger and braver. After all, it was an ice
pitch and he is a Scotsman, so what was 
the argument all about? The argument was 
that he wouldn't climb past me unless I 
moved, and I wouldn' t move because I 
thought he could; looking back it was all 
too silly, like refusing to move away from 
the tent door when Oates decided to go for 
a walk. I suppose I pushed my luck until 
Gordon was about to say, "Well, you lead 
it," then I moved aside. Three o'clock 
struck and the world didn't know that we 
were gripped. It started to snow and the 
spindrift whispered down in a non-stop 
torrent for ten full minutes. Alex was only 
ten feet away, but was totally obscured 
from vision. I began to feel lonely. "Are 
you still there?" I asked; "Yes," he said . 
"Are you cold?" I asked; "Yes," he said . 
"Is Gordon still climbing?" "Yes," he said . 

I managed to put on my cagoule, put up 

the hood and tried to hide underneath it. 
Agonized howls and Scottish oaths came 
spinning down in the snow. "I've got hot 
pains," screamed Gordon - some people 
are born lucky. The avalanche became less 
persistent and in between downpours I 
could see him, all crusted in white, lurching 
upwards, carrying his spectacles clenched 
between his teeth. The moaning and groan
ing had stopped because he was unable to 
open his mouth for fear of dropping his 
eyesight. Time raced by and I smoked 
another cigarette. 

Alex went next and I was left alone with 
the spindrift. I couldn' t help feeling envious 
of this snow that would soon be resting 
easily on flat ground at the bottom of the 
North Face. As for me - Oh Hell, where 
would I be spending the night? It was my 
turn to climb, but no sooner had I started 
than they were shouting at me : "Stay there, 
hold on." Oh no, I thought, no longer 
please, I want to see you, smile at you and 
not be alone still. So I raced up to the hard 
bit and got myself committed: "Quick, take 
in, I can't stop now." It was hard, too, a 
steep wall of powder-snow up to a rock 
spike covered in ice but chipped out to 
expose a mean hand-hold. I followed the 
tell-tale scrape marks past another spike 
where a runner had fallen off, and on from 
rock to rock, with plates of ice offering the 
odd crampon placement, to twenty feet 
below their belay. I grinned at them. "Good 
lead," I said. They asked if I could stay 
where I was, for the stance was small; I 
said I could, glad enough just to be in sight 
and sound of the team again. I nursed my 
hands through the trauma of having blood 
in them again. The next pitch was similar 
to the last, mixed rock and ice, powder 
everywhere, but not quite so hard . When I 
climbed up to join them at the end of it, 
they were looking at me with that gleam of 
interested anticipation as when an actor has 
forgotten his lines . Improvising around the 
plot, I quickly realized they wanted me to 
lead. I tried to ignore it by muscling on to 
the belay, but they'd got all the ploys 
worked out: "You see, we've got the ropes 
in a bit of a tangle, except yours, and it 
would be easier if . . . " At least my pitch 
had plenty of thick ice and no nonsense 
placements. I climbed as fast as I could, 
daring myself to go another move, and 
another, then just one more before I paused 
to shake the pain out of my leg muscles and 
promise to my hands that soon, so soon, 
if only they would just climb another fifty 
feet, they would be warm. 

They did, and I asked them and begged 
them if I couldn't just have another fifty 
feet, so together we climbed on, ignoring 
the possibility of falling off, looking for a 
belay, but none came and no runners came 
and, in the death-throes of daylight, the 
rope went tight and two voices cried: 
"Stop!" I strained my eyes to see a piton 
crack, then stretched the rope to reach it. 
The rock expanded as it took the peg, but 
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I was glad enough to have it while I waited 
for the agonizing hot pains as my circula
tion rediscovered the ends of my fingers. 
Five minutes of pure devastating pain and 
at the end a release so euphoric that nothing 
seemed bad any more: the cold wasn't cold, 
danger wasn't frightening, because, thank 
God, my hands had stopped hurting. There 
was only one more steep pitch before the 
angle eased, evening turned to night and 
we climbed on using head-torches. It had 
managed to stop snowing, the sky was 
clear, the stars were frozen solid, a breeze 
was blowing and we were soon to learn all 
about enforced bivouacs. Eleven o'clock: 
a snowy ridge with a boulder sticking out, 
a fine view down the other side of the 
mountain, and sixteen hours of upward 
motion were over. I tied a rope around the 
boulder, sat down and I leant my back 
against it: "Don't worry about me lads I'll 
be O.K. here." Gordon did the same on my 
left, Alex got settled on to the ridge on my 
right. It was only a two man boulder, and 
soon cramp was running riot through our 
limbs. Never take cooking chocolate on the 
hill: it may be cheap, but you have to chew 
it so hard it gives you cramp in the jaw, 
which, believe me, is highly undignified, 

Below: The North Face of the Grands Charmoz. 
The Heckmair/Kroner Route follows the couloir 
that leads directly to the summit and the 
Welzenbach/ Merkl Route takes an easier line just 
to the left. The couloir on the extreme left was 
climbed by John Bouchard and Steve Zajchowski 
in 1975. Photo: Bradford Washburn 
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especially with a mouthful of cooking 
chocolate. We climbed into the ever-faithful 
poly-bag and, with our legs dangling over 
the edge, pretended to go to sleep. Alex 
squatted on the ridge, rolling around like 
a kamikaze rocking horse; I was writhing 
about with cramp in my legs and gradually 
destroying the snow platform I was sitting 
on; Gordon started reciting W. H. Murray. 

We pulled our plastic bivi-sack over our 
heads, but, every time I lit a fag and got a 
good fug going, Gordon started choking. 
I think it was then that I realized that 
Scotsmen aren't as hard as they are cracked 
up to be. In between rounds, Alex was dis
pensing salt tablets, vitamin pills and 
dextrosol tablets - full marks for being 
prepared. I gave him some of my cooking 
chocolate. Morning came and we didn't 
sleep late, frosty fingers refused to do their 
tasks, confusion everywhere. Gordon had 
to take off his socks to get his frozen boots 
on, which he claims gave him frost-bite. In 
support of this theory he sported a black 
toe all summer. I think it was permadirt 
myself, but as he didn't have a shower for 
three months I was never able to prove it. 
We descended the Charmoz/Grepon Cou
loir and ploughed for ever through deep 
wet snow and thick green forest, and down 
and down to greet the new arrivals on the 
Biolay. 

"What's the weather been like, mate?" 
"Crap, mate, crap." 
"Done anything?" 
"Yes, just the one so far." 

The Shroud 
The walk up the Lescheaux Glacier to the 
Lescheaux Hut is a long, steep, lung abus
ing, unrelenting, uphill slog. People with 
local knowledge will immediately dispute 
this, it being generally regarded as an easy, 
one hour walk over flat ground, but to me, 
whose fitness suffers a severe blow after 
mounting the steps to the telepehrique 
station, and experiences the infant (going 
on for junior) effects of altitude before even 
reaching the glacier, it will forever remain 
a symbol of extreme human endeavour. 
Tea, tobacco and ten minutes' rest on the 
balcony of the hut had barely started to 
repair the damage caused by this gruelling 
experience, when the guardian came strid
ing out to see us. All bronzed, rippling 
muscles and white teeth flashing. 

"You sleep in the refuge?" he asked, in 
English; they can tell, can't they. 

"No, we sleep on the balcony." 
"No, you must sleep in the refuge," he 

insisted. 
"We have no money." 

Quizzical looks all round, and they say 
money is an international language. 

"Pas de sous, pas de !'argent," explained 
Gordon, our French expert. I suppose if 
you can get your tongue around Scottish, 
you can get it around anything (they do as 
well, they're not fussy these Scots). Alex 
and I just grinned, Gordon babbled on a 
bit and the guardian went into his hut, to 
emerge several minutes later with bowls of 
coffee for the three of us, a gesture which 



earned him a rise of several places in our 
estimation. Our attitude was suitably al
tered. Alex and I grinned again and Gordon 
made some more French noises, of which 
'the Shroud' and 'Le Linceul' began to be 
recognizable. Also, "We reste dans le hut 
pour libre ?" is fairly straightforward, isn't 
it? 

The guardian's companion, hitherto 
silent and not very interested, began to pay 
us some attention. He was a surly young 
man, with regulation, outsize, French calf 
muscles. 

"You will climb the Shroud?" 
"Er, well, we might have a try." 
"There will be much rock-fall when the 

sun comes up." 
I must admit that this chilling concept 

did come as something of a surprise to us, 
a shock even, foresight not having figured 
over much in our decision to climb the 
route because it had such a pretty name. 
But we tried not to let on and jovially 
assured him that our horoscopes for the 
next few days were good. It wasn't long, 
though, before the brighter ones in our 
little group were making the inevitable 
connection between his disturbing predic
tion and the sound of rattling rocks we 
could hear on the mountain. Is that lot 
coming down the Shroud? Apprehension 
was growing, we fiddled with our coffee 
cups like schoolboys who'd been caught 
out by the teacher. The teacher looked on 
benignly : "Tomorrow," he was thinking, 
"You will die." I took to heart his kind 
consideration for the safety of others, and 
eventually got to thinking about it myself, 
at the same time listening to the clattering 
sounds on the hill, and began to fear he 
might be on to something. 

The evening chill crept in as the stars 
crept out, and the weather was looking 
horribly good; where were the rapid, in
coming storms that the Grandes Jorasses 
are so famous for, why must tonight, of all 
nights, hold out such promise? I lay on a 
bunk with no hope of sleeping; surely I 
wasn't the only one having such sickening 
doubts, didn't the others have any imagina
tion? Surely between three intelligent people 
a plausible excuse could be formulated. If 
nothing else, we could sleep too late and, 
as I had the only watch, I felt confident that 
it could be fixed fairly easily. A little com
forted by this idea, I finally managed a kind 
of insomniac's doze around about midnight. 
At 2.00 a.m. I dreamt of golden girls, swing
ing hips and long blonde hair, Pirelli 
women smiling through the dark; but the 
undreamt noise of out-of-bed activity be
gan to invade my private pleasures : alarm 
clocks and kettles boiling madly, the 
guardian saying sorry he was late in rising 
but be quick now and eat the porridge be
fore it went cold. It took a few seconds to 
take in the full significance of this new 
situation, a moment or two of blinking 
eyes and I began to wake up to his game. 
This mad Frenchman was calling our bluff, 

trumping our last card and, to set the seal, 
he blazed a trail for us, in knee deep snow, 
half-way up the glacier, then he turned back 
with smiles and wishes of good fortune. I 
don't know whether he was exercising some 
kind of grudge or whether he really thought 
he was doing us a favour, but I felt as 
though I'd been towed into the middle of 
the Atlantic and cut adrift, brought face to 
face with a Bar Nationale, drunken day
dream. 

We put on the rope, a good ploy in 
moments of anxiety, but our speed of 
progress was cut by half at least since the 
retirement of Mr. Powerful. A thick crust 
of snow would promise to take our weight, 
then break to let us sink for a foot or more 
into soggy snow underneath. Time after 
time, just as we thought it was going to 
hold, through we'd go. We must have made 
one of the slowest approaches ever. Alex 
was the only one who had any success at 
walking on the crust without breaking it. 
This was achieved, so he claimed, by pre
tending to be a fairy; any excuse is better 
than none, I suppose. I must confess that 
in desperation I succumbed to the tempta
tion of testing his fantasy treatment of the 
problem. I didn't half feel bloody silly, too. 
I mean here was I, a mere apprentice at this 
big mountain game, approaching one of the 
mightiest bastions in the Alps, where men 
do manly things, where folk heroes had 
gritted their teeth and not surrendered, and 
I was tripping across the snow trying to 

Above: The North Face of the Grandes Jorasses. 
The Shroud is the prominent ice-field just to the 
left of the Walker Spur. The Hirondelles Ridge 
is the left skyline. Photo: Wolf Jurgen Winkler 

become a fairy: real hard man stuff. It 
didn't work, either; the weight in my sack 
didn't seem keen to play the game and I 
was left, knee deep in snow, wondering 
what I was carrying that Alex wasn't and 
whether he could walk on water as well; 
after all, he did go to a Jesuit school. 

The Walker Spur, all wintry white still, 
made an impressive appearance at dawn, 
and we finally crossed the bergschrund at 
eight o'clock. The majority of the route 
consists of a very long, not very steep (60° 
at the steepest parts), fairly uniform ice
field. I'm not trying to say it's boring or 
anything, but one move did eventually be
come a bit reminiscent of the last. However, 
the access was via seven hundred feet of 
mixed ground and not nearly so straight
forward. We moved together up a none
too-solid snow-slope, trying to relate our 
surroundings to a rather vague route des
cription: nothing corresponded, but we 
found a ramp going diagonally left, which 
appeared to give access to the ice-field. The 
first few pitches, though not hard, were 
covered in loose snow and gave awkward 
moves over little rock steps. Gordon and 
Alex alternated the lead and I soloed up 
behind, the crucial holds having by then 
been uncovered. We came across a fixed 
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rope, presumably part of the Desmaison 
Route up the West Flank of the Walker. It 
all seemed to be going well and, having 
climbed about six hundred feet, we natur
ally assumed we must be gaining height. 
But what no one had noticed was that, as 
we were making a rising traverse to the left, 
so was the glacier. We were doing a kind 
of low-level girdle of the Grandes Jorasses, 
Gogarth-style. A steep rock ridge sepa
rated us from a broad couloir, which ran 
from the glacier, still only three hundred 
feet below, directly on to the main ice-field 
with no obstructions. It was up to Alex to 
find an entry to this gully, across the spur 
which stood between us. He climbed some 
putrid ice for thirty feet above us, to the 
point where the rock was at its narrowest; 
Gordon sunbathed; I smoked a cigarette 
and we both watched the rocks begin to 
hurtle past. (The guardian's friend had not 
spoken with forked tongue.) Alex pegged 
across, more or less doing a series of tension 
moves using three or four pitons. I was 
finding it increasingly difficult to remain 
keen on the whole idea : lots of nasties were 
coming down, it was already 10.30 a .m., 
and we were still effectively only three 
hundred feet up. Gordon followed and 
yelled down that he would take the pegs 
out to save time. I didn't quite understand 
how I would then get across, so I pretended 
it meant he was cracking, too, and they 
were going to abseil down. Much com
forted by this show of good sense I won
dered what time we would get down to 
Chamonix. 

But it was not to be, and, as my turn to 
climb approached, the realization that I 
might have to pendulum twenty feet or so 
to join them became a bit too obvious. I 
climbed up to the traverse line. 

"Why did you take the bloody pegs 
out?" I asked, bitterly. 

"To save time." 
"Well what the hell am I supposed to 

do?" 
There was a short silence, saving breath 

as well; thrifty these Scots. Then : 
"Just swing over on the rope." 
Just swing over, just let go, fall off, jump 

off, close your eyes, be brave, just pen
dulum. 

"Have you got me?" 
"Yes." 
"Are you sure?" 
"Yes." 
"What are you belayed to?" 
"An ice peg." 
"Christ, is that all?" 
"Yes." 
I swung like a sack of luggage, grazed 

every bone on every bit of granite and 
smashed into the ice like a stunned pig: 
one of the aesthetically pleasing moments 
with which alpine climbing is filled . The ice 
broke up under the impact and I was left 
dangling underneath a little overhang of 
my own creation, reaching above it to 
place terrors, scrabbling with my feet below 
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it and shouting for tight. I climbed up to 
join the others : "Any more little time saving 
tricks?" 

The gully widened and we made faster 
progress up the straightforward ice, but 
rocks were coming down all the time now. 
They were being issued from a couloir way 
above us; a couloir we had vainly hoped 
might provide a direct finish; how brave 
we were in Chamonix, how commendably 
adventurous. In the event, I was far more 
interested in the abseil slings appearing at 
regular intervals on the rocks to our right. 
We continued by a vote of silence and 
emerged on to the open ice face called the 
Shroud. 

It wasn't hard, but it was exposed, a 
long way up, a long way down, wide open 
on either side as well, a kind of three 
dimensional exposure. It was wet, soaking, 
sodden wet, springs of water sprouting from 
the ice, dribbling down in sheets and 
streams, water in boots, water in breeches 
and spilling down our sleeves. But we were 
still making good progress, and by midday 
we were almost half-way; the climbing was 
simple and the belays were ice pegs, al
though they were pretty useless in the 
slushy ice. 

They say that if a bomb has got your 
number on it, its going to get you. This 
wasn't a bomb, it was a brick; but it was 
coming my way and I knew it long in 
advance, from the very first noise to the 
black whirring shape in front of my face. 
A volley of stones came screaming down, 
twisting and spinning, racing each other 
through space, granite bloodhounds bounc
ing down to bite. I pointed my helmet up
wards and tried to streamline myself below 
it. Bullet noises all around, jagged rocks 
whining as they passed. My thigh, just 
above the knee, got hit. The power of a 
free-falling rock, stopped dead in its tracks, 
went snapping through my leg, the bone 
and muscle stiffened with pain, I felt sick 
and far from happy. Alex led the next pitch 
and I followed, front-pointing with a limp. 

Gordon decided that ropes were an un
necessary luxury on this sort of ground, it 
being wet, uncomfortable, dangerous and 
thoroughly (don't want to be here) rather 
than actually hard. So he set off soloing. 
Alex and I continued to pitch it, what with 
my bad leg and all; we alternated the lead, 
but seemed to make absolutely no impres
sion on the way ahead. It was still very 
exposed; the whole structure of ice felt like 
a loose tile resting uneasily on the side of 
the Grandes Jorasses, holding us, with little 
enthusiasm, on top ofit. We were level with 
the top of the Petites Jorasses, which ap
peared to grow as we gained height, for it 
wouldn't disappear below us. The after
noon was nearly over, we were late; no 
stopping, no luxurious dreams of descent, 
the quickest and easiest way to a brew was 
up; we were, as they say, committed. 

Gordon was making better time alone, 
and it wasn't long before Alex and I dis-

pensed with the formality of silly screws 
pushed into mush, and began moving to
gether. As we got higher, six inches of wet 
snow overlaid the ice in big slabs, like lethal 
toboggans; only fatigue kept the frighten
ing consequences of a ride on one of these 
from my mind. Across troughs of ice and 
fluted ribs, we were being funnelled into the 
rocky summit gully. The Hirondelles Ridge 
came into view, way above. Six hundred 
feet : how can six hundred feet be so far, 
how can each step measure so little, how 
can an objective look so near and stay so 
far away, for so long, so painfully? 

Gordon arrived first and set about dig
ging a bivi ledge. Stubbornly, the distance 
between us submitted; first we were shout
ing (put on a brew) then we could talk (he 
said I'd got the stove), and the Shroud gave 
in shortly before we did. It was over; the 
sun was dying in a blood red ball: it looked 
like my eyes felt. I took off my breeches and 
wrung out the water, did the same with 
long john's, socks and shirt, tipped the 
water out of my boots and, deep down in
side, through hardships endured and 
shared, I felt a stirring in my inner soul: 
frost. Under a clear black sky, the ice ag_e 
began, we shivered through the night, three. 
in a bed, wriggling toes to keep them 
awake and making brews until Alex drop
ped the pan: expensive mistake. The dawn 
arrived with a sting in the throat. We elected 
to skip the summit and descend the 
Hirondelles Ridge, so we could go down 
the French side to our friendly coffee-dis
pensing guardian in the Lescheaux Hut. 
This turned out to be anything but the 
easy option it was supposed to be. In the 
first plat e, the abseil rope kept jamming 
and, in tpe second place, it was me who had 
to keep going back up to unjam it. But, 
worst of all, we found it was impossible to 
get down the French side, so it was another 
glacier-bashing session down into Italy. We 
hitched through the Mont Blanc tunnel, 
back to Chamonix and, as we got near to 
the Biolay camp-site (in fact, right by the 
sign which says : No Camping), we were 
met by the two Nicky's. This redoubtable 
pair of scavengers, occupants of a well
appointed plastic home in the up-town 
district, were on their way to town for a 
' Mooch' (Midday Offensive On Chamonix 
Homesteads), and to further Anglo/French 
relations with their maxim: Biolay Boot 
Rule O.K. 

"Do it?" they enquired. 
"Yes." 
"Oh great, well done. Actually, we were 

going to split up the gear you left tomorrow, 
but we'll leave it now you're back." _.. 

SUMMARY 
Mt. Blanc Group. An account of the ascents of 
the North Face of the Aig. des Grands Char
moz, by the Heckmair/Kroner Route, and The 
Shroud on the Grandes Jorasses. Both climbs 
were made in the summer of 1975 by Alex 
McIntyre, Gordon Smith and Terry King. The 
Shroud ascent was the first time the route had 
been climbed by a British party. 
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Above: The South-East Face of Dunagiri (23,184/t.) . The route takes the obvious spur in the centre of the face. Photo: Chris Boning/on 

Two's Company 
WE GA VE a sigh of relief as we drove into 
Delhi. With the completion of the 6,000 
mile drive, it was the end of one adventure; 
another was soon to start. For the first few 
days, it was a new and exciting experience; 
but the initial interest rapidly began to 
wane, after a week had passed and the 
Indian Mountaineering Federation had still 
not assigned a liaison officer to our two
man expedition. At Soni's guest house, 
where Joe Tasker and I were staying, 
travellers came and went. "Mountaineering 
expedition" was our stock reply to their 
questions, but after a while it began to 
sound slightly ridiculous. Disheartened by 
the unexpected delay, we both pictured the 
expedition dying a premature death with
out so much as a glimpse of Dunagiri. 

Our gloomy mood was dispelled one day, 
when we were introduced to Mr. Kapoor, 
who was to act as our liaison officer. In 
Delhi we had met Pete Roberts, who was 
interested in trekking around the Nanda 
Devi area, and he also joined our party. 
Early on a wet Sunday morning, two weeks 
after our arrival, the four of us set off. 

After a two-hundred mile drive north-
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east into the foothills, we arrived at 
Joshimath. Mist obscured the mountains, 
but the cool air was a welcome change from 
the sweltering heat of the lowlands. At the 
village of Reni, the liaison officer employed 
thirteen porters. We straggled up the well
trodden track to Lata. Rising steeply from 
the valley, the path offered no gentle 
introduction to the six days of walking 

Dick Renshaw describes an eleven
day, alpine-style ascent of the 
South-East Face of Dunagiri. 

through forty miles of wild, rugged country. 
The rigours of walking proved too much 
for Mr. Kapoor and, after two days, he 
returned to Reni. This was no great loss; 
far more serious was the deteriorating 
condition of Joe, whose severe toothache 
obliged him to return to Joshimath for 
treatment. This latest setback did not leave 
us a great deal of time before the onset of 
winter. However, my misgivings dispersed 
as we walked deeper into the heart of the 

mountains. It was a privilege just to be 
here, within sight of Nanda Devi, walking 
on the winding track above the sinister cleft 
of the Rishi gorge. 

On the fifth day, as we were trudging 
along, one of the porters suddenly gave an 
excited cry: ahead, in the distance, I could 
just make out the umistakable outline of 
Changabang. Arriving at a suitable site 
below the foot of the Ramani Glacier the 
following day, we paid off the porters and 
established Base Camp. Two days after our 
arrival, Pete decided to return to Delhi. I 
accompanied him part of the way, only to 
meet Joe, cured of toothache. On the way 
back to Base, we eagerly exchanged news 
and decided to set off as soon as we'd 
sorted out food and equipment, in order to 
locate a higher camp and, hopefully, 
establish ourselves on the mountain. 

From Base Camp, we followed the 
Ramani Glacier for a short distance, until 
we could see the triangular form of 
Dunagiri and its South-East Face. Further 
up the glacier, the magnificent blade-like 
profile of Changabang dominated the icy 
landscape. Moving off the glacier, we 



followed a moraine-filled valley towards 
Dunagiri and, after three hours, came to a 
sandy platform not far from the small 
glacier at 17,000ft., below the South-East 
Face. It was an ideal site for a camp. In 
the amber glow of evening, we scrutinized 
the face, and it did not take long to pick 
out what appeared to be a safe, feasible 
route. A prominent feature of the face was 
a ridge which formed a barrier between the 
Dunagiri Glacier and the head of the 
Ramani Glacier. Above the ridge, a snow
slope led to a triangular rock buttress. But 
it was a band of steep rock above this, and 
not far below the summit, that attracted 
our attention. At that altitude it would give 
some difficult climbing, and it made the 
summit look even more inaccessible. Still, 
there was a chance of success, and we chose 
the long snow-slope on the left of the face 
as a possible means of descent. It was via 
this ridge that Andre Roch and his party 
climbed Dunagiri for the first time in 1939. 

A snowfall during the early morning 
delayed an attempt until the following day. 
Under a glaring sun, we crawled up the 
glacier to the welcome shade of an ice 
gully which led to the top of the ridge. A 
hostile volley, the only stonefall we en
countered on the entire climb, narrowly 
missed Joe as we climbed the gully. Once 
established on the ridge, we looked down 
on to the head of the Ramani Glacier, and 
spent the remainder of the day picking 
our way up broken rock. We had a 
relaxed bivouac, stretched out on one of 
the few spacious ledges that existed on the 
whole climb. 

It took over three days to climb the ridge; 
looking back on that period, it seems like a 
continuous event, difficult to define the 
individual days. There was much broken 
rock in the lower section, but we kept the 
rope on as we were continually coming 
across short difficult sections. Our cumber
some sacks contained bivouac gear and six 
days' supply of food and fuel. As we 
gained height, the rock became more solid, 

Below: Tasker leading one of the rock pitches on 
the lower part of the ridge. 

Above: Tasker climbing the Ramp, with the lower 
part of the ridge in the background. 

giving steeper and more difficult climbing. 
Six pitches were awkward enough to 
warrant climbing without a sack, and mov
ing up the warm, brown granite un
hampered by a 301b. burden was a rare 
pleasure. 

We became engrossed in the climbing, 
and the hours seemed to slip by. Each after
noon a south-west wind blew in threads of 
mist which we hardly noticed until we 
were totally enveloped. Casual conversa
tion gradually dwindled; we climbed in 
silence. On the third day I saw a chough; 
it gave a harsh croak as it circled above 
our heads, breaking the feeling of isolation. 

On the fourth day, we finally completed 
the ridge and continued up the snow-slope 
towards the triangular rock buttress, which 
we avoided by climbing the ice-slope on its 
left side. It was tiring work, front-pointing 
at 21,000ft. Above us, it was just possible 
to make out the looming outline of the 
rock band, veiled in mist. 

Towards the end of the day, we came to 
a large shoulder of snow, not far from the 
base of the rock band. After excavating a 
spacious platform, we got into our sleeping 
bags and surveyed the prospect. The rock 
band revealed an icy ramp slanting up 
leftwards. It was a possible solution and 
we felt less apprehensive about the next day 
as we started cooking. As the sun set, I 
watched the serrate horizon turn to a mass 
of shadows. 

The sun, winking over the summit of 
Changabang, woke me. It was tempting to 
bask in the warmth and linger over break
fast, but we shook off the lassitude and 
traversed a snow slope to the start of the 
ramp. Following the ramp for four pitches 
brought us to an icy chimney. It was Joe's 
lead and he gave an impressive performance, 
climbing the lower section in crampons, 
then taking them off to overcome the 
overhanging upper section. The mixed 
terrain above was less steep, but climbing 
the delicate, icy rock taxed jaded nerves. 

After a day of continuous difficulties, we 
found ourselves at twilight still without a 
ledge on which to pass the night. Wearily 
we hacked a ledge from the ice on which 
we stood; it was a job as unwelcome as 
unpaid overtime. Wedging our buttocks 
on the tiny ledge, we thought about to
morrow when, hopefully, we'd reach the 
summit. It allayed the discomfort a bit. 

With the first hint of daylight we were 
on the go, spurred on by the relief of being 
able to move again. The difficulties were 
behind us: a 1,000ft. snow-slope was all 

Above: Tasker leading the icy chimney pitch on 
the Rock Band. This and other photos: Renshaw 

that remained. Leaving our packs by a 
crevasse, we unroped and slowly made our 
way up the final summit slope. Even with
out a sack it was hard work, each step an 
effort. 

Despite wearing every article of clothing, 
I felt the piercing wind which swept across 
the summit. There was no elation, no 
satisfaction. Perhaps that would come later, 
but on this exposed summit the senses were 
brutalized: it was a savage physical ex
perience. A quick look down the Swiss 
Route revealed a heavily corniced ridge, 
and we agreed that it would be safer to 
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descend by our route of ascent. Having 
retraced our steps to the spacious plat
form where we had left the sacks, we 
decided to spend the night there. We had 
enough food for one day, and petrol for 
two more fillings of the stove. We were not 
unduly concerned, thinking that it would 
take a maximum of two days to reach 
Base Camp. 

The seventh day was unmemorable, apart 
from one incident. During the night, as we 
huddled on a restricted ledge just above the 
rock band, my helmet and the stove slid off 
into the darkness. 

The eighth day made a more lasting im
pression. In the morning, ominous dark 
clouds on the horizon forecast a change in 
the weather. The storm broke in the early 
afternoon, just as we were making the 
last abseil down the rock band. A bitterly 
cold wind whipped up flurries of snow, and 
thick banks of cloud reduced visibility. It 
became a race to reach the shelter of the 
snow shoulder where we had bivouacked 
previously. The final abseil brought us on 
to a steep ice-slope, with a 200ft. traverse 
remaining to the shoulder. 

Standing on a small stance, lashed to two 
ice-screws, I belayed Joe. The ice was rock 
hard, and blunted axe and crampons made 
little impression. It was laboriously slow 
work and, as I stood inactive, the insidious 
cold took effect and I began to suffer from 
exposure. After about 70ft., Joe placed an 
ice-screw and continued the traverse. When 
he slipped, I didn't register it consciously at 
all: it must have been a reflex action that 
made me grip the rope, for he fell 20ft., 
checked by the ice screw. But finally he 
reached the security of the shoulder and 
brought me across. My mind and body 
refused to function; I was not in the least 
bit aware how critical the situation had 
become. "For Christ's sake hurry up, Dick, 
I'm freezing." The desperate cry penetrated 
my blurred consciousness and, remember
ing the cold I had suffered, I made an 
effort to force my pace. Just short of the 
ice-screw runner, I slipped, and it became 
clear to Joe that I would not be able to 
make the remaining 70ft. without a back
rope from the ice-screw. As we were 
climbing on one rope at the time, it meant 
tying both ropes together. With my dulled 
faculties, it seemed like a Herculean task; 
it was only with Joe's easy-to-follow in
structions that I was able to complete this 
seemingly complex manoeuvre, which un
fortunately had compelled me to remove 
my gloves. Eventually I joined Joe on the 
stance, and finally we reached the haven 
of our bivouac ledge. 

The storm died out; when night fell, the 
sky was bright with a myriad stars. Joe was 
silently cocooned in his sleeping bag, 
whilst I, possessed by a strange excitement, 
gazed at the wonderful landscape, which 
was illuminated by a sliver of moon. It was 
a wonderful sight, and I urged Joe to have 
a look. Muttering curses against his crazy 
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partner, he emerged and was amazed to 
see me not even in my sleeping bag. Once 
inside my bag I started eating a bar of 
chocolate. Suddenly I realized that I'd 
finished the chocolate and was now nibbling 
at my fingers. Closer examination revealed 
the black, frostbitten tips. But this dis
covery caused me no concern. Drifting on 
a wave of euphoria, I felt it part of a remote 
dream. Later, I was jarred out of apathy 
by a violent fit of shivering and a searing 
pain which ripped at my fingers. Eventually 
this subsided and I fell into a deep sleep. 

I awoke next morning feeling groggy, 
with a blurred memory of a nightmare. I 
hurriedly pulled my hands from the sleeping 
bag. It was real enough: some finger ends 
were black, others were white and hard. 
Then I recalled taking off my gloves to tie 
the ropes together during the storm of the 
previous day. Joe groaned with dismay 
when I showed him my fingers, then reas
suringly added that they were probably not 
as bad as they looked. I felt as if I was 
suffering from a gigantic hangover as we 
started the descent, and by early afternoon 
I was too exhausted to continue any 
further. Although there appeared to be no 
sign of a ledge, Joe consented to call it a 
day. After an hour's hard labour had pro
duced only a minute ledge, we contrived a 
hanging bivouac with the aid of slings. The 
dreams and hallucinations which haunted 
me that night were startling and realistic. 
In a pleasanter world of dreams I forgot the 
discomfort of my aching body, parched 
mouth and the cold. In a warm Manches
ter pub I sat next to Harold Wilson, drink
ing unlimited amounts of liquid from a 
pint mug. The image faded and, fully awake, 
I stared into the darkness. From the sha
dows, a strange figure approached me. He 
was dressed in a tatty tweed jacket, a flat 
cap and hob-nailed boots. He introduced 
himself as Alf Briggs, master builder from 
Lancashire. We talked awhile, then saying 
goodbye he was suddenly gone, swallowed 
up by the night. It had all seemed so normal, 
part of the natural order of events and I 
felt neither surprise nor fear. The remainder 
of the night passed slowly as I sat motion
less and silent, ticking off the minutes to 
dawn. In the morning, I no longer felt the 
torpor of yesterday and, feeling a renewal 
of strength, I was eager to get started. 

We packed our sacks and started abseil
ing. Realizing the danger of infection to my 
fingers, I wanted to get down as quickly as 
possible and obtain medical treatment. The 
day passed all too swiftly, and by late 
afternoon it was clear that we wouldn't 
reach Base Camp that night. It was a bitter 
disappointment, but I reconciled myself to 
spending another night on the mountain. 
With our goal in sight, a lot of our tension 
disappeared. We chatted, laughed and 
looked back over the events of the past ten 
days. But my good humour rapidly changed 
to concern when I discovered there was no 
sensation in any of my toes. 

Above: The magnificent North-West Face of 
Kalanka and Changabang, seen from the South
East Face of Dunagiri. Photo: Joe Tasker 

I was up the following morning at six, 
arranging the final abseil. A short section 
of scrambling remained to the col between 
the Dunagiri and Ramani ~laciers, but, 
whilst descending some icec;!-up rocks, I 
slipped and wrenched my ankle. As it 
wasn't too painful, I did not tell Joe, who 
unexpectedly declared his preference for 
descending to the Ramani Glacier, taking 
the circuitous route to the lower Base Camp. 
I preferred the more direct descent to the 
Dunagiri Glacier, so we separated. By the 
time I had reached the snow couloir leading 
down to the glacier, my ankle was swollen 
and painful, so I sat down and slid the rest 
of the way to the glacier. It wasn't long 
before I stumbled across a small stream. 
We had been deprived of liquid for four 
days, and the water tasted sweet; the simple 
pleasure of drinking my fill eased my 
anxieties. 

Two hours later, I arrived at the tent of 
the advance Base Camp and, unable to 
reach the lower camp by nightfall, stayed 

there. After a night haunted by startling 
apparitions and dreams, I- hobbled down to 
Base Camp. Joe had arrived there the pre
vious night and was greatly relieved to see 
me, for when I had failed to turn up that 
night he had feared the worst. After he had 
dressed my fingers, I basked in the after
noon warmth, savouring those idle mo
ments which made no physical or mental 
demands. 

That was the only relaxation I had during 
the next few days, for on the following day 
I set off alone on the walk-out. Disturbing 
a herd of wild sheep, I watched enviously 
as they agilely ran out of view. With frost
bitten toes and a sprained ankle, my move
ments were clumsy, and walking was made 
even more arduous when I stumbled and 
sprained the other ankle. Urged on by 
slightly festering fingers and gloomy 
thoughts of amputation, I arrived in Reni 
after a gruelling ·two-day walk. When the 
headman of the village saw my hands, he 
shook his head sympathetically and with 
his knife made a chopping motion across 
my fingers. I hired some porters to go to 
Base Camp, but Joe had to wait six days 
before they arrived. There were further 

Right: Dunagiri route topo. Descent bivouacs 
are on the right in italics, and - - - - indicates 
descent variations. Photo: Joe Tasker 

traumas in store for him when a heavy snow
fall compelled him to abandon all the 
equipment, as it was impossible for the 
porters to carry their loads over the passes. 

We met two weeks later at the army 
hospital in Delhi. Joe had retrieved most of 
the equipment, and I still had ten fingers 
on the way to recovery. Joe intended to 
drive the van back overland with all the 
equipment, but it gave its death rattle in 
Kabul and he was forced to abandon it. 
He travelled the remaining 5,000 miles on 
public transport, valiantly struggling with 
fourteen articles of luggage. I flew from 
Delhi to London, unaware of his plight. 
After the seventeen-hour flight, I made my 
way to the Underground. It was cold and 
damp as I slouched through the streets, 
hands driven into the warm depths of my 
pockets. The mountains felt a long way off. 
SUMMARY 
Garhwal Himalaya: Dunagiri (23,184ft.). An 
account of the first ascent of the South-East 
Face, by Joe Tasker and Dick Renshaw, in 
October 1975. The climb, which was achieved 
alpine-style, took eleven days to complete. 
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OBITUARY 
I Peter Biven I 

Alan Gledhill Phil Herron 
Miriam Underhill 

Peter Biven 
Forty-year-old Biven fell to his 
death in the Avon Gorge in 
June (see report in the Infor
mation Section) . Biven, a tea
cher, was sometime adviser in 
Social Education to the Devon 
County Council and had recent 
ly taken up a Research Fellow
ship at Bristol University. He 
was married w ith two children . 
Biven was one of Britain 's most 
experienced rock climbers, with 
over twenty-five years of active 
climbing to his credit . In the 
early 'fifti es, after an appren 
ticeship in the Leicestershire 
quarries, he and his young er 
brother, Barrie, began a major 
spell of activity on Derbyshire 
gritstone. Pete, who was very 
much the stronger climber, 
made the first ascents of a num 
ber of climbs that are now re
garded as among the greatest 
on grit. Most notable is the fine 
Gardom's trilogy: Eye of Faith, 
Moyer's Buttress and Hearse 
Arete. The sight-lead of Moyer's 
Buttress was, in the words of 
gu idebook writers, " one of the 
boldest feats of cragsmanship 
during this era" . It is interesting 
to note that this major route was 
'overlooked' by the talented 
climbers active at that time, 
despite frequent top -roping . On 
Stanage, Biven's important 
discoveries included Congo 
Corner, Ferryboat Highway, 
Easter Rib and The Flange. He 
made a top-roped ascent of 
Quietus, but was beaten to the 
first ascent by Joe Brown, who 
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led the route on sight. Biven led 
the route shortly afterwards, 
and in those days it was a very 
serious undertaking. But per
haps his most difficult Stanage 
route was the obscure B.P. 
Super, which fell into disuse 
when a crucial hold broke off. 
During these explorations, the 
brothers were often accom
panied by Trevor Peck, a weal
thy Leicestershire businessman 
whom they had met by chance 
while hitch-hiking. Peck became 
both their mentor and climbing 
companion . He was already too 
old to contemplate leading hard 
routes, but his insatiable appe 
tite for exciting climbing explora
tion led to an interest in aid 
climbing . 
The trio initially chose the 
neglected Millstone and 
Lawrencefield quarries for 
their pegging, and Great North 
Road and Excalibur were two 
fine routes that were put up 
during this period. Then as now, 
however, there was widespread 
distaste for pegging on grit, and 
criticism soon led the trio to 
transfer their activities to lime
stone. High Tor was a crag that 
attracted them. Peter played a 
major part in the first ascent of 
Original Route and, with Peck, 
also climbed both Fortress and 
Bastion Walls. All were climbs 
that relied to some extent on 
pegs. Bolts were also employed 
on occasion. In 1 959, the trio 
established their major arti
ficial route when they made the 
first ascent of the stupendous 
Central Wall at Malham. Bolts 
were used, but the challenge 
was irresistible, and the climb 
has stood the test of time ; it re
mains one of the premier aid 
routes in Britain . 
The collaboration between the 
Biven brothers and Peck on 
these technical routes led to an 
early interest in both piton de 
sign and artificial chockstones. 
Peck was one of the first to 
market these in climbing stores 
in Britain and the United States, 
and the designs owed much to 
Pete's advice. However, Pete 
was very much the minor partner 
in the all -out aid routes, and he 
preferred to concentrate his 
attentions on free -climbing , in 
which he excelled in terms of 
both skill and style . 
The friendship with Peck pro 
vided the brothers with valuable 
transport and also led to th eir 
early and frequent visits to th e 
Cornish sea -cliffs, one of 
Peck's favourite haunts . Here, 
Pete played a major role in the 

development of the Main Face 
at Bosigran. His routes there 
include such classics as Suicide 
Wall , Phantom, Ghost, Paragon, 
Thin Wall Special, Little Brown 
Jug and, finally, the difficult 
but controversial Beowulf, on 
which bolts were used for pro
tection . Biven and Peck also 
produced the West Face of 
Great Zawn, the major aid 
route of the area, and one of the 
earliest probes on to a sinister 
face. 
Biven was indeed one of the 
country 's most active sea-cliff 
explorers, with a fund of ex
perience gathered from such 
diverse areas as Whin Sill, Little 
Orme, Baggy Point, Berry 
Head, Pembroke, Lundy and, of 
course, Cornwall. Although he 
was past his prime when 
Lundy and the South Devon 
sea-cliffs were being developed, 
he did take part in a number of 
major first ascents, including 
Ulysses Factor, Devil's Lime
kiln, Albion and Shark, on 
Lundy, and Moonraker and 
Barbican on Berry Head . He 
wrote a number of guidebooks 
of which the most important 
was the C.C. guide to Bosigran, 
produced in collaboration with 
M . B. McDermott, in 1968. In
deed, his interest in the South 
West led him to settle in Exeter 
in 1961. He became a central 
figure in the local climbing 
scene and the guiding spirit to 
climbers like Cannings, Littlejohn 
and Darbyshire in their forma 
tive years . Thus, Biven will be 
remembered as a major pioneer 
of both gritstone and Cornish 
climbing, a sea-cliff enthusiast 
and a man who took part in 
hundreds of first ascents, 
including some of the major 
classic routes of Britain . 

Miriam Underhill 
Miriam O' Brien was one of the 
leading female alpinists of the 
'twenties . With Robert Under
hill (who she later married), she 
made guided ascents of many 
of the major Alpine climbs of 
the period, including the third 
ascent of the North-East Face 
of the Finsteraarhorn . She took 
part in several first ascents, the 
most notable being on the 
Aig . du Roe and the first trav
erse of the Aiguilles du Diable . 
On the latter climb, which was 
done in 1928, she and her 
husband were guided by the 
redoubtable Armand Charlet, 
with Georges Cachet. These 
and many other experiences are 
recorded in her admirable book, 

Give Me The Hills. 
Miriam Underhill joined the 
American Alpine Club in 1926, 
and was made an Honorary 
Member in 1961. She died re 
cently at her home in Randolf, 
New Hampshire. 

Phil Herron 
Nineteen-year-old Herron, a 
Zoology student from Otago 
University, was killed in acre
vasse accident on Torre Egger 
in January (see Mountain 49). 
The diminutive but tough 
Herron had already established 
himself as one of New Zealand's 
leading climbers, taking part in 
thirteen new routes in just three 
years of climbing . His best 
ascents were made in partner
ship with Bill Denz and Murray 
Judge. They include the first 
winter ascents of the Balfour Face 
of Mt. Tasman, the North Face 
of Hicks (by a new route) and 
the South Face of Hicks (also by 
a new route). The trio also made 
important new routes on the 
North-West Face of Sabre, and 
on both the North and South 
Faces of Marion. 
In addition to climbing these 
essentially alpine routes, Herron 
played a leading part in pio
neering winter climbing and 
rock climbing in the Darrans. 

Alan Gledhill 
The death of Gledhill on Uni
corn Peak, near Mt. Cook, is 
reported in our New Zealand 
notes. With his twin brother, 
Gledhill was an important and 
pivotal figure in Australian 
climbing. Chris Baxter writes : 
"Whilst there were always 
harder climbers in Victoria, 
there were none more energetic 
and adventurous then Alan 
Gledhill. He put up some sev
enty new routes, opened up 
many new cliffs and wrote two 
guidebooks. His first ascents 
included Little River Gorge, 
The Queen Victoria Buttress, 
The Establishment, McLeod 
Slabs and Ozymandias Direct. 
In Tasmania, the twins' 1,400ft. 
route, Pegasus, was a truly 
adventurous feat for the day. 
Alan was an accomplished 
alpinist and had made a num
ber of fine ascents in New 
Zealand, including the first as
cent of the face on which he 
was later to die. He was a loving 
and compassionate friend, 
whose spirit lives amongst us. 
Rarely do we find such an ex
ample. Outspoken, and at times 
fiery, he leaves an abyss in our 
climbing scene." 



LETTERS 
Mountain pursuing a 
divisive policy in the Hunt 
debate 

From the Principal of White 
Hall Centre 

Dear Editor, 
As a reasonably active climber, 
one of " Lord Hunt's colleagues", 
Chairman of the Peak Commit
tee of the B.M.C., member of 
the B.M .C. Committee of Man
agement, member of the 
M.L.T.B. and Principal of a 
centre which runs Mountain 
Leadership courses, I feel bound 
to comment on the editorial in 
Mountain 49. 
My varied, and perhaps in your 
assessment conflicting, interests 
in the mountaineering world 
permit a fairly rounded view of 
the Mountain Leadership affair. 
In fact, the acknowledgment of 
elements of truth in all the argu
ments renders impossible the 
total support of one side or 
another. However, I must break 
silence and state that I am sick 
of Mountain's naive assumption 
that mountaineers are either 
good guys ( climbers) or bad 
guys (educationalists) . I am 
tired of the constant implication 
that mountain activities under
taken by education-based 
groups are not enjoyable and 
that almost by definition organ
izers and leaders care little or 
nothing for the ethics of our 
sport. But, above all else, I have 
had enough of th e deliberate 
polarization of attitudes encour
aged by the stance adopted in 
your editorial. 
If the problems within the 
mountaineering world were best 
solved by open conflict then the 
battle stations prescribed by 
you for the B.M .C., M .L.T.B. , 
Sports Council and Education
alists may well ensure maximum 
mutual damage. However if, as 
it seems to me, every party has 
something of value to offer, 
then the answer must surely be 
the softening of attitudes and 
the fostering of co-operation 
between all concerned for the 
overall good of mountaineering. 
The crux of your editorial , the 
"kernel of the Hunt package" , 
lies in the penultimate para
graph which cries for the aboli 
tion of the certificate . True, a 
certificate can never guarantee 
safety but, whilst perhaps 
slightly more likely to do, neither 
can experience alone. We all 
know of people "who wil I never 
learn". The real fault, recognized 
in the· Hunt Report, lies not in 
the bit of paper but in its misuse 

by some organizing bodies 
which insist on adopting the 
M.L.C. as a basic minimum 
qualification. 
This misuse has been recog
nized for some time by the 
M.L.T.B., which is currently 
producing a more potent ver
sion of a three-year-old docu
ment which states categorically 
that the M.L.C. training scheme 
is intended for already commit
ted and experienced hillwalkers 
and mountaineers; that the 
Certificate indicates technical 
competence only and cannot 
remove from the employer the 
responsibility for ensuring that 
his leaders are fit to lead ; 
that the Certificate should not 
be regarded as the only criter
ion of expertise, and that the 
lack of a certificate should not 
exclude from leadership those 
who are otherwise suitably 
experienced. 
It is worth noting that most of 
these clarifications were first 
published (admittedly in very 
small print) in the Joint Boards' 
document, "Policy, Purpose and 
Perspective", before Lord Hunt's 
Committee came into existence. 
It is, therefore, true to say that 
on the question of the misuse 
of the M .L.C., which is the root 
cause of many of our problems, 
the Hunt Committee, B.M.C., 
M.L.T.B. and most outdoor 
centres are in accord . 
Another important factor, rarely 
acknowledged, but which per
haps happily discourages 
the polarization of attitudes in 
potentially conflicting camps, is 
the considerable amount of 
cross representation on the 
B.M .C. Committee of Manage
ment and the M.L.T.B . Fortu
nately, the mutual understand
ing thus engendered is ad
equate to neutralize the cataly
tic reports which, from time to 
time, appear in the climbing 
press. 
I sincerely hope that the sanity 
of mountaineers who sit on both 
committees will prevent any 
deterioration in the relationship 
between the B.M .C. and 
M.L.T.B. and that all factions 
involved will direct their energy 
towards fostering a better under
standing of the M.L.C. and its 
limitations, whether the actual 
certificate remains or not. It may 
also be that the interests of 
British mountaineering would 
be better served by Mountain 
if a little more column space 
were devoted to the above ends 
instead of encouraging a cold 
war situation by deliberately 

polarizing opinion . 
Yours sincerely, 
Lyn Noble (Buxton) 

Editorial comment: 
Mountain fully supports the re
commendations of the Hunt 
Committee, of which Lyn Noble 
was a member. In as much as 
those recommendations con
stitute a criticism of the present 
state of mountain training in 
Britain (and they do embody 
some serious misgivings), then 
Mountain is similarly critical. 
No doubt, as Noble reveals, the 
M.L.T.B. has made efforts to 
change the attitudes of those it 
caters for, but those efforts have 
clearly failed if the Hunt Com
mittee (which included five 
M .L.T.B. members) found it 
necessary to advise more fun
damental reforms. Mountain's 
sole concern is to secure a sane 
future for mountain training, 
so that it supports and fosters 
the traditional character of the 
sport. If this policy proves 
temporarily divisive, as indeed 
it may in a field of such con
flicting interests, then that is 
unfortunate, but the long-term 
health of the sport is far more 
important than a few ruffled 
feathers at this crucial stage in 
the debate. 
While there are doubtless de
tailed aspects that can be 
" negotiated", one of the fun
damental recommendations of 
the Hunt Committee was that 
the M .L.C. should be abolished 
and replaced by a more flexible 
arrangement. We believe that 
the B.M.C. should endorse this 
policy and then ask the M.L. T.B . 
to carry it out. The M .L.T.B . can 
then deliberate for itself. Its 
ranks are known to hold view 
points both for and against the 
policy, but there can be no harm 
in posing the crucial question. 
Then , at least, the debate will be 
focused on the issue that is 
actually in dispute. 

Educationalists Uncon
cerned about Loss of 
Spontaneity 

from David Hopkins 

Dear Sir, 
Despite its somewhat sancti 
monious tone, your recent 
editorial on the Mountain Edu
cation debate (Mountain 49) 
made perhaps the crucial point 
when it said: ., .. . the educa
tionalists have somehow lost 
touch with the real values of 
mountaineering. There is a feel-

ing that what should be a spon
taneous and enjoyable activity 
is being distorted into an over
organized, methodical ritual." 
There is conflict precisely be
cause the educationalists do 
not regard this outcome as 
problematic . 
This has not always been the 
case. The early history of formal 
Outdoor Education was charac
terized by a zeal to impart those 
values which the present edu
cationalists appear to disdain, 
and a concern for the individual 
which is now largely ignored. 
The early Outward Bound 
movement, Brathay Hall, White 
Hall, and the inimitable Moun
taineering Association, all had 
few permanent instructors and 
relied heavily on amateurs, 
drawn mainly from the clubs, to 
help with the running of their 
programmes. In this way, many 
hundreds were introduced to 
the hills, with the enthusiasm 
and love which only the truly 
amateur possess. 
The change in attitude occurred 
with the mushrooming of LE.A. 
centres in the late 'fifties and 
early 'sixties, with the emer
gence of the professional in
structor, and an increasingly 
didactic approach to the process 
of Outdoor Education. Moun
taineering became yet another 
school subject, instead of pro
viding a release from the 
stultifying effect of traditional 
schooling. The M .L.T.B., despite 
its original intention, was soon 
servicing this movement, by 
tacitly advocating the 'con
sumer package' approach to 
mountaineering with the M.L.C. 
and, in the case of the M .I.C., 
by encouraging the instructor 
caste and the striped sweater 
syndrome. 
This line of thought leads to the 
type of situation described in 
your editorial, but it is naive, I 
think, to expect that the Hunt 
proposals, if implemented, will 
guarantee the preservation of the 
character of the sport . For one 
thing, this has already been 
gravely undermined by the 
popularization of climbing in 
the last five or ten years. The 
equipment manufacturers, the 
cult / superstar image fostered by 
sections of the mountaineering 
press, and over -commercializa
tion in general have already 
seriously diluted the purity of the 
sport. But, be this as it may, the 
educational problem is not go
ing to be solved simply by abo
lishing the M.L.C. As Disley sug
gested (Mountain 49), this 
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would only lead to the formation 
of a maverick body of teacher/ 
climbers controlling the educa
tional use of the sport, yet 
having no contact with its 
central development. Combine 
this with an over-zealous 
National Park Authority, already 
severe conservation and access 
problems, and 1984 is much 
less than eight years away. 
What is really needed is a 
thorough and rigorous reap
praisal by the educationalists of 
the value of mountain experience 
in education . There appear to 
be two major arguments. The 
first is that the particular ex
perience is intrinsically worth
while, and so children should 
be freely encouraged to share 
it; which is fine, except, that in 
our educational system, freedom 
to learn, enjoy and appreciate 
is regarded as being innova
tory, and compulsion is usually 
the motivating force, so the 
impetus is self-defeating from 
the outset. The second argu
ment is that exposure to moun
tain training results in positive 
personality growth. At present, 
I am researching into the 
psychological implications of 
Outdoor Education, and the 
evidence appears to suggest 

that the major variables arising 
from this experience are the 
self -concept and adventure. 
Apparently a more positive and 
realistic self-concept is the 
result of adventure training; 
but adventure is not in any 
sense the prerogative of the 
mountains. 
If this is the case, then the 
educationalists would be better 
advised to utilize the concept 
of adventure within the out
door environment near the 
school, if personality develop
ment and outdoor learning are 
really the goal. Or, if value is 
placed on the opportunity to 
discover the mountains, to
gether with what they offer in 
terms of sport and life-style, 
then let us encourage this; but 
not as part of a compulsory 
school curriculum. Rather as an 
extra-mural activity, with a 
teacher who is really a moun
taineer, or, far better, in con
nection with a club where 
mountain values and an adven
turous spirit are still prevalent. 
If the Hunt proposals can en 
courage this type of thinking, 
then perhaps our sport still has 
a future. 
Yours etc., 
David Hopkins (Sheffield) 

CHALK ... makes climbing easier .. 
more enjoyable and more elegant 
... clogs up holds and cracks . . 
if it isn't outlawed soon, the best 
routes in the country will become 
caked .... 
Chalk Forum 

Opinions for and against the use 
of chalk continue to circulate 
around the climbing world. 
Having received a number of 
letters on the subject, we asked 
various climbers to add their 
comments. The resulting col
lection of views is presented 
below, together with sundry 
passages on the topic that have 
appeared in notes from our 
special correspondents. 

from Mick Doyle 

Dear Sir, 
I was one of the climbers on 
Valor that Martin Berzins criti
cized in his letter in Mountain 
48. We plead guilty to heckling 
the climbers on Zukator. Our 
justification was that they were 
using chalk on every hold on 
both pitches, and not just for 
the crux moves. When tackled, 
they claimed that chalk didn't 
make any difference, then con
tradicted themselves by adding : 
"It just makes it easier, that's 
all." 
The first pitch of Zukator has 
been climbed umpteen times 
without chalk. Why is it that 
chalk is now suddenly needed? 
Could it be that it is trendy? 
The little bag goes so well with 
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the cut-off Levis and the sweat
band. Later, we were disgusted 
to see chalk on the higher 
pitches of Valor. The chalk made 
the holds immediately obvious, 
and it was just a question of 
planking one's hands on the 
chalk marks and mechanically 
moving up. It would have been 
even easier, of course, if the 
holds had been numbered .. . 
but maybe that will come in 
the future. Anyway, it really 
spoilt the climb for us. 
We did use the pegs on Valor, 
and we don't have the dual 
standards of which Berzins 
accuses us. The aid pegs are 
already in; if you don't want to 
use them, climb past them. If 
you don't want to use them for 
protection, don't clip in. We 
left the pitch in exactly the 
same condition we found it in; 
but that wouldn't have been so 
if we had been chalkmongers. 
You can't see the pegs from the 
road, but you can see the white 
splodges without too much 
trouble. The apologists for chalk 
say it is not permanent; I 
would describe it as semi
permanent, at least so long as 
it doesn"t rain. The more 
fashionable it gets, the less 
chance the crags will have to 
cleanse themselves, as party 

after party climbs with chalk 
and it becomes the accepted 
norm. 
It's already being used on Hard 
VS climbs; where will it end? 
I echo Bill Tilman's plea at the 
Buxton Conference : if you 
can ' t do it without chalk, come 
back down and wait until you 
can. 
Yours hopefully, 
Mick Doyle (Deeside) 

from Rab Carrington 

Dear Editor, 
Although I was one of the first 
people in the country to use 
chalk (on gritstone, in 1972), 
and although I still use it from 
time to time, I feel that some 
people are now over-using it, 
both in quantity and in terms 
of the difficulty of the routes 
(i.e. on easier routes it is not 
really needed, as the holds are 
usually large enough to be 
climbed without its help, even 
if they are greasy). 
I feel this increase in the use of 
chalk, especially in the lower 
grades, has developed because 
of these loathsome climbing
walls. Holds used repeatedly in 
the sub-tropical heat of a sports 
centre soon become incredibly 
slimy. Hence, to get a good 
grip, the climber has to resort 
to chalk. The psychological 
aspect of chalk is thereby de
veloped : a 'rookie' climber 
approaches the climbing-wall 
problem, but finds that his 
fingers are incapable of clutch
ing the necessary hold. Then, 
lo, the mentor approaches and 
offers a 'dip' around in his chalk 
bag. At this stage, the rookie's 
knees tremble at the proximity 
of ... A GOD. He returns to the 
problem, his fingers curl tena
ciously round the now dry 
hold and - Poof! - the problem 
is no more. Ergo, chalk makes 
one climb better. It is then 
merely a matter of extrapolation 
that brings the chalk out again 
on the crag. 
There are one or two further 
points that may be relevant : 
a) A 1 oz . bag of chalk lasts 
me about two weekends, 
though a lot lands up on the 
floor. 
b) Chalk has affected certain 
climbs (made them more slip
pery?); Ochre Slab on Vector 
is one example, though it may 
be that this is just due to sweat. 
Yours etc., 
Rab Carrington (Chester) 

from Ed Hart 

Dear Editor, 
' Do your own thing' is the 
motivating force underlying 
rock-climbing. Of course chalk 
is an aid to higher standard 
free-climbing and cannot be 
considered the 'unacceptable 
face of climbing ', until one 
person's use of chalk interferes 
with another person's freedom 
to enjoy his own rock-climbing 
and do his own thing . In that 
case, the use of chalk ceases to 

be a matter merely of private 
concern ; the individual cannot 
'plaster· a cliff without giving 
thought to others . It becomes a 
public issue, affecting all. 
Some code of conduct is there
fore needed for chalk. Maybe it 
should only be used for routes of 
terminal difficulty, where a 
chalkless ascent would be ana
logous to the present concept 
of a free, aidless ascent, and 
should be considered an im
provement in style. 
Yours sincerely, 
Ed Hart (Guildford) 

from Pat Littlejohn 

Dear Sir, 
I should like to state my sup
port, and that of virtually all 
Bristol-based climbers, for the 
apparently dwindling number 
of people throughout the 
country who are opposed to 
the use of chalk on British 
cliffs. 
Its users claim that it is better 
than conventional forms of aid. 
It is worse, for these reasons: 
First, there are people like 
Martin Berzins (see Mountain 
48) who claim that it is not aid 
at all. ( If it doesn't aid you, 
why use it?) This view has led 
to its indiscriminate use on 
climbs that have been ascended 
for years without it, even climbs 
of moderate difficulty. 
Second, its use makes the 
whole climb easier, not just a 
short section which may have 
required aid . Small wonder that 
aid moves have been 'freed' 
using chalk, when the climbing 
up and beyond the move is 
made less demanding. 
Third, chalk spoils the beauty 
and visual impact of the rock. 
It cannot be compared with 
gardening, which tends to en
hance a cliffs appearance by 
removing material which has 
masked its natural features. 
(This assumes an appreciation 
of rock architecture, rather than 
a wish to see cliffs as rock 
gardens.) I have not seen the 
results of wire-brushing on 
gritstone, but two wrongs don't 
make a right. Chalk is white 
dirt and an eyesore . 
Fourth, chalk imposes itself on 
other parties who do not wish 
to use it. The argument that it 
disappears after a shower of 
rain ignores the reality, which 
is that it collects in pockets, 
clogs up incut holds, and lines 
the inside edges of cracks. 
Moreover, it is semi-permanent 
on impending walls or any rock 
protected by overhangs. And 
on climbs where it does wash 
away, must people who want to 
avoid chalk only put in an 
appearance after a rain-storm? 
Fortunately, the ill-effects of 
chalk are not yet widespread 
outside the gritstone areas, but 
if all seventy-thousand British 
climbers decided to improve 
their standards by using chalk, 
the affect on our cliffs would be 
catastrophic. 



Above: Ron Fawcett leading 
Curbais L'Horla - a photo that 
captures all the flair and urgency 
of the present generation of 
activists, but pinpoints the 
dilemma raised by chalk. Faw
cett is using chalk on a route that 
had previously been led without 
it I Photo: Al Evans 

Climbers could, if they chose, 
banish chalk completely through 
weight of opinion, but the 
current elite seem too hooked 
on the stuff for this to be a real 
possibly. What we must do is 
to recognize chalk as an artificial 
aid, to be mentioned if used on 
a first ascent, and to be out
lawed if used after a chalkless 
ascent. Only by adopting such 
attitudes can a serious threat to 
British climbing be avoided. 
Yours, 
Pat Littlejohn (Bristol) 

also from Pat Littlejohn 

" ... We recently did Positron 
with two rest slings on the big 
pitch, and having to wipe 
chalk from half the holds didn't 
improve my chances of doing it 
completely free. Almost all the 
pockets and incuts had a layer, 
which had set to the con
sistency of seagull-shit. This 
was in spite of the fact that the 
route had not had an ascent 
for six weeks (Since those of 
Fawcett and Livesey. Ed.), 
during which time there had 
been considerable rain. If chalk 
isn't outlawed soon, half the 
best routes in the country will 
become caked. 
... Although I do not wish to 
join the West Yorkshire fan
club, Fawcett's lead of Positron 
was immaculate by all 
accounts (apart from the chalk), 
which gives me tremendous 
respect for his stamina ... " 

We also received critical com
ments from Ed Hart about the 
state of Darkinbad the Bright
dayler after Fawcett's chalk
aided, but otherwise free, 
ascent. However Hart, too, was 
full of praise for Fawcett's 
achievement in leading the 
route free (Hart was only able 
to cut the aid to three points). 
The rock on Pentire Head is 
very dark, and chalk stands out 
prominently; as in the case of 
Positron, it had not been washed 
away after several weeks. 

from Ron Fawcett 

" ... I hear that there has been 
some controversy about our 
use of chalk on Positron. In my 
book, using chalk is better than 
repeating a route with aid, or 
lacing it up with wires above 
one's head ... " 

from Pete Livesey 
" ... Chalk is like E.B.s: it 
makes the actual physical act 
of climbing more enjoyable, 
more elegant, more dynamic 
and more self-fulfilling. Nuts 
get better every year and make 
climbing psychologically easier 
and safer, and therefore less of a 
challenge. All kinds of silly yobs 
can bumble their way up Welsh 
Extremes and Malham VSs 
now, with above-the-head wire 
protection. Some of our routes 
have been done with chalk, and 
some without; it depended how 
hot it was, or how worn down 
our fingers were (after a lot of 
hard climbing, skin on the fingers 
wears thin and the sweat comes 
through much faster). Some
times we just didn't have any. 
I find it much less important 
than discussing how many nuts 
I used for protection on various 
routes. On the big pitch of 
Positron, for example, I used 
the in-situ protection (a peg 
and a wire}, nothing else. I 
would have had a 180ft. fall if 
I had come off near the top: 
does that make Alec Sharp's 
ascent invalid because he put 

in loads more nuts? I think not ; 
so why prattle on about chalk?" 

also from Pete Livesey (at the 
Buxton Conference) 

"Chalk? - Sure it leaves marks, 
but so does making little yellow 
holes in the snow up Zero 
Gully." 

from Ed Cleasby 

Dear Editor, 
You requested my views on 
chalk and, although I do not 
wish to join in the debate on 
the subject, it might be in my 
own interests to state my 
position, as this differs from 
that of Martin Berzins and I 
have no desire to be branded 
with the same iron. 
I differ with Berzins about chalk, 
but only in terms of the quantity 
used and the circumstances 
under which it should be used. 
It was only this year that I 
started to use chalk, but right 
from the start I decided to set 
myself certain guidelines. 
Accordingly, I only use chalk 
in the smallest quantities on the 
occasional hold. The type of 
rock and the prevailing weather 
also make a difference (i .e. 
limestone on a warm day). In 
other words, I believe there to 
be intelligent and unintelligent 
ways of using chalk, but anyone 
stating that it should be out
lawed is being totally unrealistic. 
Incidentally, chalk has been used 
in the Lakes for some time 
now. Many of the area's leading 
climbers, such as Botterill, 
Whillance and Matheson, use it. 
I realize that its use is now 
quite widespread in the Peak, 
but in our own far-flung corner 
of Britain, ethical problems 
relating to its use have never 
really arisen. The bastard 
practices of certain marauding 
parties, such as top-roping and 
practising moves etc., raises far 
more of an outcry. 
My prime concern is to try to 
establish routes of the highest 
quality and severity, in the 
purest possible fashion, and so 
far I have managed to climb a 
number of worthwhile hard new 
routes, on sight and without 
aid. How many routes that have 
been put up in the Lakes in 
recent years can have that said 
of them? 
Yours etc., 
Ed Cleasby (Kirkby-in-Furness) 

Editorial comment: Cleasby's 
position could be regarded as a 
reasonable compromise. Today's 
leading climbers are justifiably 
proud of their achievements in 
cutting aid, climbing new routes 
in better style and advancing the 
levels of difficulty. Chalk has 
clearly played a part in this, and 
might therefore be welcomed 
in the same way as other tech-

nical innovations (such as more 
sophisticated nuts, tape, P.A.s 
and hard steel pegs), which 
have helped to raise standards 
in the past. To be sure, such 
innovations have also allowed 
the broad mass of climbers to 
move on to a higher plateau of 
competence, but this in turn 
has forced the more talented 
climbers up to still higher 
grades, in order to maintain 
their lead position. 
All this is natural to the sport, 
and a healthy tension between 
the leaders and the rank-and
file has always been present in 
climbing. Nevertheless, tech
nical innovations fall into two 
distinct categories: those which 
interfere with the enjoyment of 
others, and those which do not. 
Pegs come into the former 
category, if used anywhere but 
in the most crucial places. Nuts 
and P.A.s, on the other hand, 
leave little or no trace of their 
passage. Chalk, if used indis
criminately, clearly interferes 
with the enjoyment of others, 
whatever its champions claim. 
To claim, as Livesey and Fawcett 
do, that poor style in others 
somehow justifies their indis
criminate use of chalk, is tanta
mount to saying that two 
wrongs make a right. Already, 
other leading climbers, such as 
Carrington, Henry Barber and 
Cleasby, are being more dis
cerning, recognizing that al
though chalk has its place in the 
pursuit of advancing standards, 
it should be used sparingly and 
with care. 
Hopefully chalk, like pegs, will 
gradually come to be proscribed, 
except for certain agreed climbs 
of great difficulty, and be 
regarded as a form of aid (and, 
as such, bad style) when used 
on conventional climbs that 
have been done countless 
times without it. Failure to 
recognize the need for modera
tion in this respect will either 
project the climbing world into 
an ethical · civil war', or lead to 
the use of chalk on every climb 
in Britain, whatever the grade. 
The opinion-formers of the 
climbing world (traditionally, 
the top climbers of the day) 
should therefore consider their 
position as a matter of urgency. 
Chalk should be regarded as a 
form of aid, albeit a marginal 
one. Many of the new routes 
reported recently in our Infor
mation Section have been done 
with the help of chalk. How
ever, just as we applauded John 
Allen's magnificent free (but 
chalk-assisted) ascent of Great 
Wall, so we will look forward 
to an eventual chalk-free 
ascent, which will be in even 
better style. Such, thankfully, is 
the inevitable tide of climbing 
progress. ► 

Climbing Holidays in the Lake District 
Climbing courses and private guiding with Farmhouse or holiday cottage 
accommodation. Jim Morgan, High Dyonside Farm, Distington Nr. 
Whitehaven, Cumbria. Tel. Harrington 830476 
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The North Col 
. .. is a year round mummy bag designed for excellent warmth-to
weight efficiency. It's lightweight, at 3 lbs. 4 ozs., yet has 7W' flat loft 
from the prime goose down insulation. Packs to 8" x 21". Segmented 
draft tube, contour cut baffle system, 3 way hood closure , 1.9 oz. 
ripstop nylon treated for flame retardancy and water repellency ... it 's 
another exceptional CAMP 7 bag with a lifetime guarantee. 

Catalog free on request Dept. MO, 802 S. Sherman, Longmont, Colorado 80501 

RICK'S MOUNTAIN SHOP 
AUSTRALIA AND NEW ZEALAND 

Retail Outlet for the Odin Equipment Company. 
Specializing in Mail Order Service throughout 
Australia and New Zealand. 

Sole distributor of Chouinard Equipment. 
Stockist of Chouinard, Edelrid, Forrest, 
Leeper, lnteralp, Jumar, Mammut, Galibier, 
Point Five and other leading brands. 

Troll, 
Seab, 

Owned and managed by experienced climbers. 
Shop: 531 Milton Road, Toowong, Brisbane 
Mail order: P.O. Box 12, Toowong 4066, Queensland , 
Australia . Tel. 70 .2294 or 933.771 

Introducing an important Japanese mountaineering magazine 

THE IWA TO YUKI 
This is an excellent magazine for those who wish to keep a track on Japanese 
cli mbing activity. It is about the same size and thickness as National Geographic 
magazin~. It includes accounts. photos and maps of many of the important 
Japanese expeditions. There are frequent features on Alpine climbing, mainly in 
the Mt. Blanc Group. A strong point of the magazine is the excellence of its maps. 
and most of the issues have included a special inset coloured map of a section of a 
major range. Ranges covered so far include the Hindu Kush, the Garhwal and 
Patagonia. The lwa to Yuki is printed in Japanese but much of the captioning. 
sections of the bibliographies and a detailed summary of the contents are printed 
in English. This is just enough to make the magazine useful and informative. The 
lwa to Yuki is the nearest Japanese counterpart to Mountain. We strong ly 
recommend it to Libraries. Expedition planners and serious students of Himalayan 
climbing. 

The magazine is published every two months and the current issue is No. 50 so it 
is almost exactly parallel to Mountain. 

Subscriptions are offered (overland mail) for £10 or $18.00 per year (six issues). 
The inset map alone is worth £1. 

Send cheques to · 
The lwa to Yuki 1- 1-33 Shiba Daimon, Minato-ku, Tokyo 105, Japan . 

Packs , Tents , Outer Wear . 

Hardware , Harnesses , Accessories . 

Dept . (MM). 1752 North 55th St . 
Boulder , Colorado 80301 , U.S.A . 

If your heart's in backpacking, head for 

Backpacker 
at 

THE SKI SHOP 
158 Notting Hill Gate, London, W11 . 01-229 8228 
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Are Helicopters Ethical 7 

from Pete Metcalf 

Dear Editor, 
Mountain 45 reported the first 
ascent of Mt. Logan's North
East Ridge, but failed to men
tion the expedition's use of a 
jet helicopter to cache gear just 
above their ridge on the 
summit plateau. 
The situation seems somewhat 
analagous to the Italians' con
troversial use of helicopters to 
ferry loads above the Khumbu 
lcefall, to avoid the objective 
danger of carrying. The North
East Ridge of Logan ends at 
about 14,500ft. with a dan
gerous ice-cliff. The expedition 
decided against ferrying loads 
over this section and against 
going light enough so as not to 
need to ferry. Their answer, like 
that of the Italians, was the use 
of a jet helicopter to fly their 
gear and food on to the 
summit plateau. 
I am not saying that either 
decision was wrong, nor am I 
an ethical puritan, but I do 
think this is a matter to which 
climbers should give some 
thought (as many climbers in 
the eastern United States are 
doing). 
The whole issue seems to boil 
down to one of degree. On Mt. 
McKinley's West Buttress, 
most climbers get landed with 
gear at 6,000ft., on the 
Kahiltna Glacier. On other 
Alaskan mountains, climbers 
may fly in or walk in, but they 
almost always have their gear 
air-dropped near the base of 
their route. No one has ever 
seemed to question the validity 
of these tactics, and they are 
accepted by almost all. The 
method adopted by the 
Italians, when looked at in this 
light, is not particularly 
radical; it was just a matter of 
utilizing 'Alaskan Tactics' more 
fully than had ever been done 
before. (There is a saying: 
bring everything to its logical 
conclusion and you will be 
sorry.) The Logan expedition's 
tactics, on the other hand, 
though on a much smaller 
scale, seem more innovative 
than the Italians', in so far as 
they involved flying gear above 
the major part of the route. 
Perhaps this is a useful new 
technique that will help reduce 
risk to climbers, and I can think 
of several potential Alaskan 
routes where the use of heli
copters for caching gear would 
make things much simpler. But 
then it could take some of the 
uncertainty and adventure out 
of big routes, for one would 
not have to be so skilled, fast
moving or lightly-equipped. 
Then again, perhaps it's no
body else's business; maybe, 
as Bonington said, " everybody 
ought to be able to do their 
own thing". 
Sincerely yours, 
Pete Metcalf (Garden City) 

Under Pressure 

from R. J. Campbell 

Dear Sir, 
In a society where personal 
liberties are being eroded, there 
has to be some haven from 
rules and regulations. For my
self and many other people, the 
hills and their associated 
activities offer that haven. I 
shuddered to read the Scottish 
Sports Council's plan (Mountain 
47), and am glad that the 
S.M.C. rejected such ill-in
formed lunacy out of hand. 
When will people begin to 
realize that mountaineers want 
no interference or advice, be it 
well-intentioned or not? 
Yours sincerely, 
R. J. Campbell (Newcastle
upon-Tyne) 

Climbing Pollution 

from Phil Swainson 

Dear Editor, 
I was pleased to read your 
editorial on pollution in 
Mountain 45. Not only are we 
littering our own crags and 
mountains, but we are exporting 
the habit. The Biolay Campsite 
at Chamonix is left in a disgust
ing state after every season, and 
much of the blame for this 
should be taken by British al
pinists. Last September, a group 
of us spent a number of un
pleasant hours burning and cart
ing away the rubbish that was 
left. A similar end-of-season 
situation obtains in Snell's field. 
British alpinists using either of 
these campsites should take note 
of the following: 
a) The local authorities provide 
poly-bags for rubbish; these 
should be tied and left for 
collection near the road. 
b) Snell's field (for which the 
Snell family pay the local 
council) is used by the Moun
tain Police as a football field 
when the season is over. These 
are good guys who deserve our 
consideration. As it is, they 
spend the first week of the 
football season picking broken 
glass from the field, and no 
doubt sustain some nasty in
juries at our expense. 
The local council is known to 
be studying the salvage and 
hygiene problems associated 
with these camp-sites. If we 
fail to change our ways, we 
could soon find that we are 
moved off these traditional 
grounds on to one of the more 
organized 'paying' sites. 
Yours sincerely, 
Phil Swainson (Newcastle-
upon-Tyne) A 



SUPPLIERS 
OF MOUNTAINEERING EQUIPMENT 

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

AUSTRALIA 
A.C.T: Canberra 
Paddy Pallin Pty., Ltd., 
46 Northbourne Avenue, 
Civic, Tel. 47.8949 (C) (S). 
N.S.W : Hornsby 
Southern Cross Mountaineering 
Equipment Pty., Ltd ., 
222 Pacific Highway, 2077. 
Tel. 476.3242. (C) 

N.S.W: Sydney 
Paddy Pallin Pty., Ltd., 
69 Liverpool Street, 2000. 
Tel. 26.2685 (C) (S). 
Queensland: Brisbane 
Rick's Mountain Shop, 
531 Milton Road, 
Toowong. 
Tel. 07.702294 
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) . 
Alberta: Calgary 
Fresh Air Experience, 
720 17th Avenue S.W. 
Tel. 403.261.7900 (C) (M) (S). 
B.C.: Vancouver 
ABC of Canada, 
Recreational Equipment Ltd ., 
557 Richards Street, V6B 2Z5. 
Tel. 604.687.7885 
B.C.: Vancouver 
Alpine Crafts Equipment, 
1286 Kingsway. 
Tel. 604.879.7431 (M). 

HONGKONG 
Hong Kong 
Hong Kong Mountain Services, 
Tsat Tsz Mui Post Office Box 73, 
Tel. K 840599 (Laurence Lam), 
H 735152 (Albert Leung) 

UNITED KINGDOM 
Aberdeen 
Bill Marshall, 
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 
Belfast: Northern Ireland 
Jackson Sports, 
38 Bedford Street. 
Tel. 0232.20009 
Bethesda 
Arvons, 
Ogwen Terrace. 
Tel. 0248.600401 
Birmingham 
The Mountain Shop, 
18/19 Snowhill Oueensway, 4. 
Tel. 021.236.6816 (S) . 
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 
Birmingham 
Blacks Outdoor Centre, 
34 Edgbaston Shopping Centre, 
Hagley Road. (C). 
Tel. 021.454.8771 
Blackburn 
Mountain Craft Limited, 
9-11 Higher Church Street. 
Tel. 0254.57688 
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, Essex 
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 
Bristol 
Blacks of Greenock, 
41 a Colston Street. (S) (C). 
Tel. 0272.23166 

Buxton 
Jo Royle, 
High Peak Outdoor Centre (C). 
22 High Street, 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 
Cardiff 
Y.H .A. Shop, 
131 Woodville Road, 2. 
Tel. 0222.31370 
Carlisle 
Dennis English, 
141 Lowther Street. 
Tel. 0228.30239 
Chesterfield 
The Mountain Shop, 
7 Shepleys Yard, Saltergate. 
Tel. 0246.68203 
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 
Dundee 
Blacks Outdoor Centre, 
93-117 Princes Street. (C) . 
Tel. 0382.43766 
Exeter 
Grays Outdoor Shop, 
181 /182 Sidwell Street. 
Tel. 0392.76421 (C) (S). 
Fort William 
Nevisport, 
131 High Street. 
Tel. Fort William 3245 
Glasgow 
Greaves, 
23 Gordon Street. (S). 
Tel. 041 .221 .4531 / 2 
Glasgow 
Highrange Sports, 
99 Great Western Road. 
Tel. 041.332.5533 
Glasgow 
Nevisport, 

. 261 Sauchiehall Street. (M). 
Tel. 041.332.4814 
Glasgow 
Blacks of Greenock, 
132 St. Vincent Street. (S) . 
Tel. 041.221.4007 

Grantown-on-Spey 
Speyside Sports, 
47 High Street. (S). 
Tel. Grantown 246 
Harrison's Rocks, Sussex 
Terry's Festerhaunt, 
Groombridge. (M). 
Tel. 089.276.238 (684) 
Hyde, Cheshire 
The Out-of-Doors Centre, 
11 Manchester Road. 
Tel. 061.368.1558 
Keswick 
Stubbs Outdoor Sports, 
28 Lake Road. 
Tel. 0596.73524 
Lancaster 
H. Robinson, 
Mountain Craft Shop. (C). 
5 New Road. Tel. 0524.66610 
Leeds 
Centresport, 
40 Woodhouse Lane, 2. 
Tel. 0532.31024 
Leeds 
H. W. Poole, 
34/ 36 Eastgate. (C) (S). 
Tel. 0532.33045 
Leeds 
Blacks Outdoor Centre, 
21 /22 Grand Arcade. (C). 
Tel. 0532.458634 
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 
Liverpool 
Don Morrison, 
43a Harrington Street, 2. 
Tel. 051 .236.0525 
Llanberis 
Joe Brown, 
Menai Hall, High Street. 
Tel. 028682.327 
London 
Pindisports, 
14/ 18 H olborn, 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. 
Tel. 01 .839.1722 (S). 
London 
Alpine Sports Ltd., 
309 Brampton Road, S.W.3. 
Tel. 01.581.2127 (S) (M). 
London 
Alpine Sports Ltd., 
5-12 Holborn, E.C.1. 
Tel. 01.405.7541 / 2 
London 
Blacks of Greenock, 
22 Grays Inn Road, W.C.1 . 
Tel. 01.405.4426 
London 
The Ski Shop, 
158 Notting Hill Gate, W.11 
Tel. 01.229.8228/ 9 (C) (M) (S). 

► 
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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 
Y.H.A. Services Ltd., 
36/ 38 Fountain Street, 2. (S). 
Tel. 061 .834.7119 
Manchester 
Blacks Outdoor Centre, 
202-204 Deansgate. 
Tel. 061.833.0340 
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}, 
177 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., 
12 Grey Street. Tel. 0632.24941 

Nottingham 
Roger Turner, Mountain Sports, 
120 Derby Road . (S). 
Tel. 0602.47230 
Oldham 
Paul Braithwaite, 
128-130 Yorkshire Street, 
Rhodes Bank. 
Tel. 061.620.3900 
Oxford 
The Scout and Guide Shop, 
17 Turi Street. 
Tel. 0865.47110 
Penrith 
Lake Mountain Sports, 
Queen Street. 
Tel. 0768.4505 
Penzance 
Ellis Brigham, 
Market Jew Street. 
Tel. 0736.5828 
Portsmouth 
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 
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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 

Stoke-on- Trent 
Jo Royle, 
25 Brunswick Street, Hanley. 
Tel. 0782.266137 
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 
Windermere: Cumbria 
The Fellsman, 
6 High Street. 
Tel. 09662.4876 
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 

EIRE 
Dublin 
The Mountain Hut Ltd ., 
28 Stephen Street Lower, 2. 
Tel. 0001.781.358 .(C) (M) 

NORWAY 
Hemsedal 
Scandinavian Mountaineering 
Equipment, 
N 3560 Hemsedal. 
Tel. Hemsedal 177 

Oslo 
Sport Co. A/ S, 
Mountain and Ski Equipment, 
Roald Amundsens Gt. 6. 
Tel. (2) 110363.447381 

SWEDEN 
Falun 
Heimers Mountaineering 
Equipment, 
Verkstadsvagen 15. 
Tel. 023.34060 
Stockholm 
Wulf -Heimers Mountaineering 
Equipment, 
Karlbergsvagen 40. 
Tel. 08.34.57 .55 

UNITED STATES 
Alaska: Anchorage 
Alaska Mountaineering 
and Hiking, 
2635 Spenard Road, 99503. 
Tel. 907.272.1811 (C) (M) (S) . 

California: Berkeley 
The North Face, 
2804 Telegraph Ave., 94705. 
Tel. 415.548.1371 (C) (S). 
California: Berkeley 
Mountain Traders, 
1702 Grove Street, 94709. 
Tel. 415.845.8600 (C) (M) (S). 

California: Berkeley 
Granite Stairway Mountaineering 
2160 University Avenue, 94704. 
Tel. 415.848.7866 (C) (M) (S). 
California: Campbell 
Mountain Life, (C) (M) . 
2513 Winchester Boulevard, 
95008. Tel. 408.374.7777 
California: El Cajon 
Adventure 16 Inc., 
656 Front Street, 92020. 
Tel. 714.444.A16-2 
California: Fresno 
Robbins Mountain Shop, 
7257 North Abby 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: 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 & Mountaineering, 
844 W. Lancaster Blvd . 93534. 
Tel. 805.942 0804 (C) (M) (S) . 
California: Mammoth Lakes 
Kittredge Sport Shop, 
P.O. Box 598 - State Hwy. 203 
93546. Tel. 714.934.2423 
(C) (M) (S) . 

California: Modesto 
Robbins Mountain Shop, 
1508 Tenth Street, 95354. 
Tel. 209.529.6917 (C) (S). 
California: San Diego 
Stanley Andrews, Sporting Gds, 
443 12th Street, 92101 . 
Tel. 714.232.2167 (C) (M) (S) . 

California: San Luis Obispo 
Granite Stairway Mountaineering 
871 Santa Rosa Ave., 93401. 
Tel. 805.541 .1533 (C) ( M) (S) . 
California: San Francisco 
The Smilie Co. (C} (M) (S) . 
575 Howard Street, 
94105. Tel. 415.421.2459 
California: Santa Barbara 
Granite Stairway Mountaineering 
3040 State Street, 93105. 
Tel. 805.682.1083 (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, 
235 W. Santa Clara, 93001 . 
Tel. 805.643.8616 

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: Boulder 
Lowe Alpine Systems, Inc., 
1 752 No. 55th Street, 80302. 
Tel. 303.442.4791 (C) (M) (S). 
Colorado : Denver 
Ptarmigan Mountain Shop, 
938 South Monaco Parkway, 
80222. Tel. 303.377.2783 
(C) (M) (S). 

Colorado: Denver 
Forrest Mountaineering Ltd ., 
1517 Platte Street, 80202. 
Tel. 303.433.3373 
Colorado: Estes Park 
Steve Komito, 
Davis Hill (Box 2106), 80517. 
Tel. 303.586.5391 
Colorado: Fort Collins 
The Mountain Shop, 
126 W. Laurel, 80521. 
Tel. 303.493.5720 (M) . 

Colorado: Lakewood 
Ptarmigan Mountain Shop, 
1949 South Wadsworth Blvd., 
80227. Tel. 303.986.5541 
(C) (M) (S). 
Connecticut: West Hartford 
Clapp and Treat, 
672 Farmington Ave ., 06119. 
Tel. 203.236.0878 (C) (S) . 
Georgia: Atlanta 
Appalachian Mountaineering, 
1544 Piedmont Avenue, 30324. 
Tel. 404.874.4323 
Idaho: Boise 
Sawtooth Mountaineering, 
5200 Fairview, Mini-Mall, 83704 
Tel. 208.376.3731 (S) (C) . 
Idaho: Moscow 
Northwestern Mountain Sports, 
410 W. 3rd Street, 83843. 
Tel. 208.882.0133 (C) (M) (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 (C) (M) (S). 
N.H.: North Conway 
International Mountain 
Equipment ( Paul Ross}, 
Main Street, 03860. 
Tel. 603.356.5287 
N.H.: North Woodstock 
Skimeister Ski Shop, 
Main Street, 03262. 
Tel. 603.745.2767 (M) (S). 

New York : Buffalo 
Nord Alp Inc., 
3260 Main Street, 14215. 
Tel. 716.837 .3300 (C) (M) (S) . 
New York: Ithaca 
Nippenose Equipment, 
215 N. Cayug a, Dewitt Mall, 
Tel. 607.272.6868 (C) (M) (S) . 

► 



He's one of 
the country's 
most experienced 
suppliers of Mountain 
Clothing and Equipment. 

20 years of buying and supply
ing Camping, Climbing and 
Outdoor Equipment have 
taught us a lot - firstly that 
only the best quality merchan-

Bryan G. Stokes 

dise is good enough and this 
has to be sold at competitive 
prices - write for our price list 
and Catalogue and see what 
I mean. 

9 Charles Street, Sheffield, Yorks. Tel.: 27525 

New York: New Paltz 
Rock and Snow, 
44 Main Street, 12561. 
Tel. 914.255.1311 (S). 
New York: Syracuse 
Nippenose Equipment, 
3006 Erie Blvd. East. 
Tel. 315.446.3838 (C) (M) (S). 
Oregon: Corvallis 
Recreational Sports Warehouse, 
500 S.W. 2nd Street, 97330. 
Tel. 503.752.5612 (C) (M) (S). 
Pennsylvania: Bryn Mawr 
J D Sachs, Wilderness Outfitters, 
880W. Lancaster Avenue, 19010 
Tel. 215.527.3616 

Pennsylvania: Williamsport 
Nippenose Equipment, 
225 W. Fourth Street, 17701. 
Tel. 717.326.6537 (C) (M) (S). 
Pennsylvania: Yardley 
J D Sachs, Wilderness Outfitters, 
10 Penn Valley Drive, 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: Leavenworth 
Der Sportsmann, 
837 Front Street, 98826. 
Tel. 509.548.5623 (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: Seattle 
North Face, 
501 E. Pine Street, 98122. 
Tel. 206.323.0501 (C) (S). 
Washington: Spokane 
Selkirk Bergsport, 
W.30 International Way, 99220. 
Tel. 509.328.5020 (C) (M) (S). 
Wisconsin: Madison 
Erewhon Mountain Supply, 
State and Gorham, 53703. 
Tel. 608.251.9059 (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: Casper 
Cross Country Mountaineering, 
128 W. Second, 82601. 
Tel. 307.237.2071 (C) (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). 
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Ask to see it at your local stockist, 
and indeed the whole range of 
walking/climbing boots distributed by: 

B6R6HJIUS 
34 Dean Street Newcastle upon Tyne 

Telephone: 0632 23561 

Special Offers: 
Salewa metal-shafted hammers . . . . . . £2.80 
Salewa hammer-in screw-out peg £3.55 
Salewa crampons (straps extra) . . . . . . . . . . £11 .45 
Salewa Sticht Brake 9¾ double . . . . . . £2.80 
Salewa Sticht Brake 11 ¾ single . . . . . . £2.50 
Leather Ice Axe covers . . . . . . 
Hipolito 1 pint paraffin pressure stove . . . . 

90p 
£7.80 

GLASGOW OUTCROPS A new rock guide for the west including Meikle 
Ross, Kirkcudbright (for Redcoats south of the border) and hitherto unknown 
crags such as Craigmore. Price £1.00 plus 1 Op p. and p. 

1-1 ighra nge.J!porfs 
99 Great Western Road, Glasgow G.4 041.332.5533 

Novv in Liverpool 
if you find selecting the right gear 

a problem, consult: 

Don Morrison 
shops at: 

LIVERPOOL and SHEFFIELD 
43a Harrington Street, 2. 
( off North John Street) 
Tel. 051.236.0525 

343 London Road, S2 4NG 
Tel. 0742.56018 
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. ~ I Ii ht. Sleeps 2/3. 
A roomy tent yet surprising yh gdes so that either 

. son bot s1 . 
Inner and tly have zf tor the entrance leaving 

side can be use 'de tor kit storage. 
the other s1 

This and the other range of VANGO micro
weight tents plus the NEW Robert Saunders 
lightweight can be found in our new 12 page 

supplement. 

Mountain 
• centre Ltd 

34 DEAN ST. NEWCASTLE-UPON-TYNE Tel. 23561/2/3/4 

DON WHILLANS 
RECOMMENDS 

OPP 
06S 

ACTION 
WEAR 

Cagoules, Jackets, Trousers, 
All-in-one-suits, Overboots, 

Gaiters and Mitts 

Produced from the revolutionary BROLLIBOND (Reg.) process 
which is lightweight, windproof, waterproof, small in bulk, 
non-freezing, and has increased insulation properties. These 
factors make it ideal for a wide variety of outdoor activities . 

STOCK TOPP TOGS NOW! 

FOR GREATER PROFITABILITY 

Manufactured by Tangroad Ltd. , Kirby Works, Withnell 
Fold, Industrial Estate, Chorley, Lanes . PR6 8BA. 

Tel. Brinscall 830101 

• 
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we can supply ,_a __ -..::_ ___ , 
everything but the mountain! 
We stock Climbing Gear, Boots, Sleeping Bags, Duvets, 
Waterproof Clothing. Specialise in Backpacking Gear. Plus 
over 40 Tents suitable for Mountain use: names like Clog, 
Stubai, Snowdon, Peck, M .S.R ., Bonaiti Cassin, 
Gali bier, Chouinard, Viking, Mammut, Joanny, Ede/rid, 
Troll, Salewa, Optimus, J.B., MOAC, Henri-Lloyd, Helly 
Hansen, Grenfell, Ultimate, Point Five, Mountain, 
Soppy, G. & H., Dachstein, Karrimor, Berghaus, Camp 
Trails, Hawkins, Kastinger, Scarpa, Robusta , La 
Dolomite, Blacks, Vango, Saunders, Marechal, Rohan, 
Turblokken, Springlow, Ranch 
House, Bergans, Salopettes. 
You will be dealing with experts - Le s 
Halliwell is our technical adviser. Before 
buying your gear, write or phone for our 
EXTRAORDINARY COMPETITIVE 
FREE PRICE LIST offering substan
tial savings Barclay/ Access accepted. We 
have a large Mail Order Department - most 
items immediate despatch with 7-day 
approval service. 
Specialists in supplying equipment to 
overseas expeditions. 

WE HAVE A 
SPECIAL CONTRACT 

DEPARTMENT 
FOR CLUB AND 
EDUCATIONAL 

ORDERS 
AND FOR 

PERSONAL & DIRECT 
EXPORT 

23/25 Kings Road, Brentwood, Essex, Tel. (STD 0277) 221259 
Only 10 minutes from Brentwood Station; 30 minutes from 

London's Liverpool Street Station (Southend Line) . ---------Please send me your free pnce fist. 

I Name 

Address 

I 
I (M07) I 

When~ 
life is in the balance 
we'll help you keep 

yourliead. 
One of the most important pieces of a 

climbers equipment has got to be a helmet. 
The Ultimate Helmet has been tested 

relentlessly for impact resistance, shock 
absorbancy and toughness, to give you the 
best possible protection you can find. 

You'll find our helmet astonishingly light,well 
ventilated and comfortable. 

We make it self coloured fibreglass, 
attractive and hard-wearing. The harness is 
adjustable to fit all but the most unique head. 

We consider all heads are unique and worth 
protecting in the best possible way - with an 
Ultimate Helmet. 

For more information about our helmet and 
indeed our whole range of equipment, ask 
nearest dealer or post off the coupon to: 

Ultimate Equipment Ltd . 
The Butts, Warkworth, Morpeth 
Northumberland, England NE65 OSP 

r-------------7 Please send me; Ultimate Catalogue, further information 

I ultimaleoo"""~::m:<e UOmOOcs ""'"'"' mAsrnc, I 

I EaJIPrv1ENT ----1 
Address I 

I 
I _______ _J 

■ • • • • • • • • • ■ Adventure with Ultimate confidence 
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The highest campers in the world require a special sort of equipment. 
The 1975 British South West Face Expedition selected Karrimor Box Tents, 
Orienteer Frames, Randonneur Pack Sacs, Gaiters, Overboots and Karrimats . 

All of this equipment is tried and tested regularly and is sewn by some 
of the best machinists in the business-and backed by one of the most 

experienced development teams in the world. 

Send for our 28 page colour catalogue. 

karrimor International ltd. 
Avenue Parade Accrington Lancashire England 
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The newTENSON all-weather jacket used FISHER 
on the 1975 Everest Expedition. New light lining 
Blue, Navy or Yellow Price £38 postage 50p 
Send for one on approval. Borrowdale Road, Keswick 



Cyclops brings 
6ac1' comfort! 

As the essence of backpacking is carrying comfort, a rucsac needs more 
than a pleasing exterior and useful features . The Cyclops achieves this 
with a specially upholstered, contoured back, an internal frame which 
can be shaped to fit the back, 'hip fins' sharing weight between shoulders 
and hips, and tensioning straps which can be tightened to draw the top 
of the sac towards the shoulders keeping the weight closer to the wearer. 
It results in better posture, better comfort and better performance. 
Why settle for less? 

available at your local retailer or consult the manufacturers: 

B6R6HJIUS 
34 Dean Street Newcastle upon Tyne • Telephone: 0632 23561 

Gi) Printed by Sawtells of Sherborne Limited Dorset and published by ~fountain Magazines Ltd. c/ o 56 Sylvester Road, London N.2. 



Ca Foul Weather Gear this light really be waterproof? 

Peter ~tor• 
makes great looking climbers! 

FROM CLIMBING AND 
SPORTS SHOPS EVERYWHERE. 

PETER STORM ALSO MANUFACTURES: 
Bukflex 'No Sweat ' Foul W eather Gear 
PVC on Nylon Foul W eather Gear 
Oiled Wool Sweaters 

Lightweight foul weather gear is superb to wear, but 
only if it is 100% waterproof and tough. That depends 

on "high count" nylon, carefully proofed with 
minimum of six layers of a specially form 

polyurethane coating to fabric and seam 
Peter Storm uses his own uniquely 
polyurethane which assures you 
waterproof featherweight clot · 
anywhere . It 's a Peter S 
That's why Peter S 
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