


Six of the 
best 
by Camp Trails 
RIDGELINE This popular economy bag will delight the beginner or 
casual hiker who nevertheless wishes to carry a substantial load. Two 
large outside zip pockets - Nylon tie down cords on storm flap. Made 
in orange weatherproof urethane coated nylon . Medium and large sizes. 
2560 Cu .in. 
CRUISER FRAME The famous cruiser frame that doesn't let you down. 
Alluminium alloy tube, heliarc welded with four cross members gives 
you a frame of incredible strength and lightness - Nylon backband and 
padded shoulder straps make for more comfort and enjoyment. 

MOOSE A specialist bag designed for awkward or unstable loads. Criss 
cross lash cords pull tight to secure load firmly to the frame, as your 
load becomes smaller at the end of the trek . Two large pockets -
hooded zips. Drawstring and cord lock on deep storm flap. 
Extendable top - Green or orange urethane coated nylon. 
Medium and large sizes. 4860 Cu.in. 

SKYLINE CRUISER FRAME Identical to the cruiser frame but with 
the addition of a padded hip belt which places the load comfortably on 
the pelvis, and the floating mounting ensures that jogging of the load 
does not put undue strain on the bone structure. 

TIMBERLINE A large capacity straight 
through bag, made to the usual high Camp 
Trails standards. Five huge pockets with 

hooded zips. Map pocket with Velcro 
fastening - Nylon tie cords on deep storm 
flap. 4230 Cu.in. 

ASTRAL CRUISER Alluminium alloy tube 
- heliarc welding for strength. Vee bar truss 

to resist diagonal forces. No horizontal 
bar to bang your head . Angled . Pre

stressed bars to distribute stresses 
evenly. FLOATING padded 

hip belt. Adjustable shoulder 
straps. 

Write to Moac for a full 
colour catalogue
then ask your 
dealer for the 
best! 

Mountaineering Activities Limited Wellington Place, Liverpo~l Road, Manchester M3 4NO 



BORROWDALE ROAD, KESWICK 

Our latest special overtrousers with zipped legs which 
make them easy to get on over boots. Full gusseted leg. 

Self adjustable braces allowing ventilation and free 
movement at the waist. 100 % silver lined. Nylon. 

Price £8.45 postage 50p Small, Medium and Large. 
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For tough conditions you 
need a Caribou Sweater 
in natural Swaledale wool. 
suede elbow/shoulder pads. 
crew neck, washable 
and very hard wearing. 
Chest sizes 38" 
and above £12.25 
(small sizes £11.65) 
U.K. p.p. 60p. 
Matching hand made. 
Swaledale gloves 
£2.50 extra. 
SWALEDALE ~OOLLENS 

etail:,Ordlfs to.Sefretary, 
2111/illow Way, Ponteland, -
Northumberland, NE20 9RJ. 



There~ 
nothing 
quite 
like ... 
the CYCLOPS SPIDER 
A superb, truly anatomic 
climbing sac, only from: 

Materials: 7 oz. Nylon 
Red/ Royal ; Royal/ Red ; Green/ Red 
Sizes: 2 & 3 
Capacity: 79 litres (with pockets) 
Weight: 4 lb . 2 ozs. ( 1.9 kg.) 
Dimensions : Height : 2s·· (720 mm) 

Width : 19" (520 mm) 

861t6HJIUS 
34 DEAN STREET, NEWCASTLE UPON TYNE 

ENGLAND. TELEPHONE : 0632 23561 

M.NTANA 
coll-tex 
ADHESIVE CLIMBING SKINS 

Made from top grade Mohair 
laminated with cotton cloth 
backing, they're a combination of 
high strength and light weight. 
Montana coll-tex® adhesive skins 
are the safest because no· snow 
will ever get between the skins 
and the running surface. 

For complete details, write REI, 
P.O. Box 22090 Seattle, WA 98122. 
Attn : Dept. M-7-MC 

INTER-MONTANA 
The brand for top quality in sports equipment 

~ 
RECREATIONAL EQUIPMENT, INC. 

Seattle• Portland• Berkeley• Los Angeles 
" The Original Outdoor Co-op-Est. 1938" 
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MAIL ORDERS TO 
10/12 HOLBORN, LONDON EC1. Tel. 01 4057541 
Also at 
138 WESTERN ROAD, BRIGHTON. Tel. 0273 26874 

Climbing Department Price Li,t 

ACCESS AND BARCLAY CARDS WELCOME 

MAIL ORDER 

may 1977 
Please send all mail orders to the Holborn address and include a standard postage and packing charge of 75p. 
Payment by cheque, money order etc. should be made out to Alpine Sports Limited. Alternatively quote your 
Access or Barclaycard number and we will charge your account directly. 
If we are unable to despatch your order within one week we will acknowledge your order and advise you of the 
expected delivery date. 
BULK BUYING 
Alpine Sports Contract Climbing Department is now open to all Climbing Clubs, Education Authorities, Outdoor 
Education Schools, etc. For further information write or ring 01 405 7541 Mr. Richard Turnbull Contracts Manager. 
RUCKSACS FJALLRAVEN Hexagon on wire No 4 
BERGHAUS Okst1ndan II 60.00 Hexagon on wi re No. 5 
Trojan canvas 10.50 Okst1ndan lll 75.00 Hexagon on wire No. 6 
Munroe 13.95 Everest II 78.00 Wedges on wire No 1 
Boa 15.30 Everest Ill 92.00 Wedges on wire No 2 
Titan standard 18.90 G.66 87.00 Wedges on wire No 3 
Titan super 20.95 WALKER Wedges on wire No 4 
Adda 21.80 Venus 29.95 Set of 3 micro wedges on wire 
Cyclops Guide 18.90 Himalaya 39.95 MOAC 
Cyclops Standard 24.50 ULTIMATE Original chock 
Cyclops Oauphine 23.90 Solo 59.50 Or1g1nal chock on wire 
Cyclops Super 26.50 Packer 76 64.40 Baby M OAC on wire 

I PRICES CORRECT AS OF 22 APRIL 1977) 

OPENING HOURS 
Holborn : Monday to Saturday 
1 0.00am to 6.00pm. 
Late night Thurs. until 7.00pm. 

Brighton : Monday to Saturday 
9.00am. to 5.30pm. 

1.18 MI SC ELLANEOUS HARDWARE 
1.38 CLOG 
1.56 Figure of 8 descendeurs- original 

.99 Figure of 8 descendeurs- hghtwe1ght 
1.09 Clogger Pruss1ker 
1.18 (logger Exped1t1on Pruss1ker 
1.29 Ju mar Pruss1ker 

2.97 Stwht belay plate wnh spring 
2 ~9mm 

.58 2)(11mm 

1.00 Salewa fif1 hooks 
1.17 Sa!ewa pruss1k plate 

Cyclops Echo 27.90 Packer 77 66.96 : : (}si:iiofo AA~ASi:iifN'o'il /< 
Troll 'snappin' peg carrier 

Cyclops roe canvas 26.90 Super Packer 75.33 Troll bolt kit complete 
Cyclops roe nylon 25.90 Sting 83.70 ::::::::::::::::':::\:llPEC: IP.L. _Q_Fl'E_IIS::,: Clog plastic hammer holster 
Cyclops pockets each 2.60 The Tent 104.62 HELMETS 
Spider 32 .90 High Country 2 77.00 TROLL JOE BROWN Super Helmet 
Serac 32.90 High Country 3 83.70 Tee chocks No 2 1.04 ULTIMATE Climbers helmet 
Centurion Pack sac 14.30 COMPASSES Tee chocks No. 3 1.20 ICE AXES 
Mach 2 frame 12.75 SILVA Wedges on wire 00 1.07 INTERALP monte rosa 
Mach 3 frame 8.60 Type 7 NL 3.17 Wedges on wire 0 1.07 Mackin1ey 
Andean sac & frame complete 26.90 Type3 NL 3.94 Wedges on wire 1 1.07 Cerro Torre 
KARRIMOR Type 3 5.05 Wedges on wire 2 1.07 Alpamayo 
Pinnacle canvas 7.35 Type 2 NL 5.57 Wedges on wire 4 1.18 Chouinard/Frost Hickory 
Pinnacle nylon 8.50 Type 4/360/6400 6.98 Wedges on wire 5 1.18 Chouinard/Frost Bamboo 
Tat ra 11.45 Type 4S 8.15 Wedges on wire 9 1.36 OTHER AXES 
Chamonix 11.45 Type 1 /360/6400 9.26 Wedges on wire 11 1.36 SIMONO metallic 720 
Aiguille (new model) 18.55 Type 1S 10.30 CHOUINARD SNOWDON MOULDINGS curver 
Joe Brown extendable canvas 21.75 Type 15 T 13.14 Hexcentrics No. 1 !:]!ii MACC INNES/PECK terrordactyl 
Joe Brown extendable nylon 22.75 Type 15 TD 15.58 Hexcentrics No. 2 STUBAI Manalasco 
Pamir 19.95 T ype 15 TD-CL 16.94 Hexcentrics No. 3 STUBAI Rupal 
Alpine haul sac 22.90 SUUNTO Hexcentrics No. 4 :::::,%.:: STUBAI Hidden Peak 
Jaguar 1 19.90 Type RA 66 3.56 Hexcentrics No. 5 ::t:ro:: ICE HAMMERS 
Jaguar 11 28.90 Type RA 69 3.86 Hexcentrics No. 6 ::1::1~>': INTERALP 
Joe Brown pockets per pair 4.30 Type RA 751 5.12 Hexcentrics No. 7 ,,:i::n, Climaxe Chouinard/Frost 
Haston Val lot 21.95 Wayfarer map case .90 Hexcentrics No. 8 WW Baltoro 
Haston Alpinist 33.75 MAPS Hexcentrics No. 9 CHOU INARD Alpine 
Bambino 1 4.55 We stock all the Ordnance Survey Maps of the Hexcentrics No. 1 0 :}:)ii:: OTHER HAMMERS 
Bambino 11 5.65 popular walking areas. Hexcentrics No. 11 ::2:22:: SI MONO Condor 
Edelweiss 9.10 GUIDEBOOKS Hexcentrics on wire No.1 ::r::ro:: SIMON Condor Glace 
Tacpac 9.95 We endeavour to stock all the Guides that are Hexcentrics on wire No. 2 :::1:;'tli:: SALEWA ice hammer 
Fellman 40 12.55 currently in print for both Br1ta1n and the various Hexcentrics on wire No. 3 :J,$lJ:: Terrordactyl hammer head 
Fellman 60 18.30 Alpine regions. We also have many chmb1ng and Hexcentrics on wire No. 4 :::i::08:: CRAMPONS 
Ski pouch 4.55 exped1t1on books. Hexcentrics on wire No. 5 ,::i;Q$: CLOG adjustable crampons 
Totem frame 8.95 MAGAZINES Stoppers No. 4 .60 SA L EWA adjustable crampons 
Totem frame+ padded hip belt 11.25 MOUNTAIN, CLIMBER & RAMBLER. and CRAGS Stoppers No. 5 .60 CHOUINARD rigid crampons 
K2 frame 9.95 KARABINER S Stoppers No. 6 .75 SIMONO makah, 
K2 frame+ padded hip bett 12.45 CLOG Stoppers No. 7 .92 MISCELLANEOUS ICE GEAR 
Euro frame+ padded hip belt 13.20 2.100 Kg snap alloy 10mm 1.78 Stoppers No. 8 1.20 Tubular Ice Screws 
Orienteer + padded hip belt 15.95 2.500 Kg snap alloy 11 mm 1.96 

Stoppers on wire No. 1 1.36 CHOU INARD 
Totem 40 pack sac 9.95 3,500 Kg snap alloy 13mm 2.41 Stoppers on wire No. 2 1.36 SALEWA 
Totem 60 pac sac 12.60 Stoppers on wire No. 2½ 1.36 SIMOND 
Annapurna pac sac 13.25 

2.500 Kg screwgate alloy 11 mm 2.31 Stoppers on wire No. 3 1.45 Drive In Ice Pegs 
Totem 65 pac sac 14.90 

3.500 Kg screwgate ;illoy 1 3mm 2.67 Stoppers on wire No. 3½ 1.45 SALEWA 
Totem senior pac sac • canvas 14.30 

3.500 Kg screwgate steel 13mm 2.41 
Stoppers on wire No. 4 1.45 INTERALP/CHOU INARD 

Totem senior pac sac• nylon 15.60 
CHOUINARD 

Stoppers on wire No. 4½ 1.70 SNOWDON MOULDINGS 
Totem classique pac sac 18.35 

2.000 Kg snap alloy 2.25 Stoppers on wire No. 5 1.86 SIMOND 
Randonneur 20.35 

80NAITI Stoppers on wire No. 5½ 1.56 CLOG deadman belay 
Papoose IV 11.95 

2.500 Kg snap alloy 1.75 Stoppers on wire No. 6 1.86 CLOG deadboy belay 
Papoose cape 2.35 

SIMOND Tubechock 1 · 6 1.53 Ice axe head cover 
CAMPTRAI LS 2.500 Kg snap alloy 2.30 PITON S Ice axe point protector 
Entreel 5.50 2,500 Kg. screwgate alloy 2.60 CLOG Sliding ring and wrist loop 
Entree2 7.50 SEE BACK PAG E SPECIAL OFFE RS King Pins No 1 short thin 1.60 4-piece neoprene crampon straps 
Extreme 29.90 

CHOCKS King Pins No. 21ong thin 1.60 1 2-point crampon protectors 
Moose sac + frame 33.90 CLOG King Pins No 3 short medium 1.60 ROPE 
Timberline sac+ frame 34.90 Cog No. 1 .70 King Pins No 4 long medium 1,60 VIKING HAWSER LAID ROPE 
Ponderosa sac + frame 44.90 Cog No. 2 .81 King Pins No 5 short thick 1.60 11mmx45m 

Yukon sac+ frame 59.90 Cog No. 3 .83 King Pins No 6 long thick 1.60 11mn'lx 36m 

TENTS Cog No. 4 .90 King Pins No. 7 extra long 1.60 10mm x 45m 

ROBERT SAUNOERS Cog No. 5 .97 Offset eye blade pegs No 1 .92 10mmx 36m 

Fellp1ne all nylon 47.50 Cog No. 6 1.05 Offset eye blade pegs No. 2 .92 7mmx90m 

Fellp1ne with cotton inner 44.95 Cog No. 7 1.24 Offset eye blade pegs No. 3 .92 MAMMUT DYNAMIC KERNMANTLE 
Base camp 69.50 Cog No. 8 1.40 Angles No 1 1.18 11mm x45m 

Dolomite 59.50 Cog No. 9 1.65 Angles No. 2 1.18 9mmx 90m 

Backpacker S 49.95 Cog No. 10 1.53 Angles No. 3 1.1B MAMMUT DYNAFLEX KERNMANTLE 
Backpacker 2 EXT 58.50 Cog on wire No. 1 1.54 Angles No 4 1.18 11mm x 45m 

Backpacker GC2 64.50 Cog on wire No. 2 1.54 Bongs No. 1 1.28 9mmx90m 
Cog on wire No. 3 1.60 Bongs No. 2 1.45 EDELRID CLASSIC KERNMANTLE 

VANGO FORCE TEN Cog on wire No. 4 1.68 Bongs No. 3 1.62 11mm x 45m 

Mk 2 C/N iai:):.oo, Cog on wire No. 5 1.77 Bongs No 4 1.78 9mmx 90m 

Mk2LW $,1,,W: Hexagorl No 1 .25 Micro Pegs flat .85 INTERALP KERNMANTLE 
Mk 3 C/N 69:'5Q'. Hexagon No 2 .31 Micro Pegs bent .85 11mm x 45m 

Mk 3 LW oo;w, Hexagon No 3 .38 Skyhooks straight .98 11mmx 50m 

Mk 3 STD 1$$:»J:i: Hexagon No 4 .46 Skyhooks curved .98 9mmx 90m 
Mk 4 C/N :W:M: Hexagon No 5 .59 CHOUINARD 9mmx 50m 
Mk 4 LW :'Jsj:_:oo: Hexagon No 6 .75 Lost arrows 1.15 INTERALP EVERORY KERNMANTLE 
Mk 4 STD :nm.: Hexagon No 7 .99 Angles 1.35 11mmx45m 
Mk 5 C/N :M:oo: Single hole wedges 2-6 .27 Leepers • a11 sizes 2.04 11mm x 50m 
Mk 5 STD s-i:oo Double hole wedges 2A .53 PITON HAMMERS 9mm x 90m 
Mk 2 extension :3J::Si:i Double hole wedges 3A .59 STUBAI 9mmx 50m 
Mk. 3 extension :~;t::!j(l Double hole wedges 4A .78 Berg hammer 3.35 

Price per metre for Kernmantle Rope 
Mk 4 extension :11:rm Hexagon on wire A 1.18 Heavy hammer 2.75 

4mm 
Mk. 5 extension 43:&i:i Hexagon on wne B 1.18 5mm 
253 Microwe,ght t-ik'!!e Hexagon on wire No 1 1.18 CAMPIN G ACCESSORIES 6mm 
262 M1crowe1ght :$$:W. Hexagon on wire No 2 1.18 We stock a full range of lightweight camping 7mm 
265 M1crowe1ght :P-1:!)Q Hexagon on wire No 3 1.18 accessories 8mm 
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4.45 
3.56 

12.47 
16.94 
25.00 

3.95 
3.60 

.50 

.83 
1.62 
5.61 

.97 

9.95 
9.50 

:i5::T-S: 
1li:i:2s 
~,~ 
:215:IJ<l: 
:iliii:w :~,;t~ 
29.68 
24.30 
21.38 
22.90 
23.90 
23.90 

11.90 
7.95 
8.95 

13.95 
18.95 
13.10 
19.40 

16.95 
15.75 
19.75 
23.95 

8.50 
4.55 
3.95 
5.30 
3.50 
2.99 
2.95 
4.12 
3.57 

.45 

.28 

.57 
3.95 

.89 

22.60 
18.15 
18.22 
14.58 
21.00 

47.90 
76.95 

55.90 
89.90 

49.90 
72.90 

29.95 
34.00 
49.95 
28.00 

39.00 
44.00 
59.00 
33.00 

.16 

.24 

.26 

.36 

.41 



9mm .65 Northern Lights 
11mm .90 Soppy for washing Down Bags 
TA PE ( Prices per metre) Vallot 
TROLL Expedition 32oz. filling 
i'" orange .16 UL Tl MATE EQUIPMENT 
i" orange .22 P3 Dacron Sleeping Bags 
1 '"orange .31 20 Winks cotton 
1 ½" orange .44 20 Winks nylon 
2'" orange .61 30 Winks 
i"' blue·super tape .28 40Winks 
1 "blue super tape .45 DOWN CLOTHING 
KARRI MOR MOUNTAIN EQUIPMENT 
19mmyellow .15 Redline duvet 
13mm yellow tubular .22 Redline duvet extra large 
INTEAALP Snowline duvet 
25mm white tubular .30 Snowline duvet extra large 
TAPE ACC ESS ORI ES AN D HARN ESSES Annapurna duvet 
TROLL Stiched Slings Annapurna duvet extra large 
4 ft. x 1" orange 1.00 Dolomite duvet 
8 ft. x 1" orange 1.51 Dolomite duvet extra large 
4 ft. x 5/8" super blue 1.00 Dolomite sweater 
8 ft. x 5/8" super blue 1.46 Down boots 
4 ft. x 1" super blue 1.36 Down breeches 
8 ft. x 1" super blue 1.94 Redline pied d' elephant 
Climbers belt 3.14 F reney duvet POI NT FIVE 
Chest harness 5.67 Brenva duvet POINT F IVE 
Wh1Uans sit harness 8.59 Bernina duvet POINT FIVE 
Full body harness 16.20 Vermont jacket POINT FIVE 
2 •piece body harness Down waistcoat POINT FIVE 
Chest section 2.72 Soppy for washing Down Jackets 
Sit harness section 3.34 SPORT-TREK 
Hangr1ght etners 1" 3.89 Expedition duvet 
Hangright etners 1 ½" 4.54 Duvet 
Hangnghtetriers 2' 4.54 Sweater 
1 "etrier wlth metal top spreader rung - Waistcoat (cotton inner) 
3rung 3.24 DACRON CLOTHING 
4 rung 3.89 MOUNTAIN EQUIPMENT 
Hammer holster .70 T orridon vest 
Belay ring for climbers belt .97 Torridon duvet 
ldentltape per roll .26 Dalesman jacket 
Bandol1er gear carrying sling 1.10 POINT FIVE 
Easynser 1" 3.24 Glenmore jacket 
Easy riser 2" 3.24 Thermo jacket 
BOOTS Thermo sweater 
Alpine Sports Zermatt 14.00 Hood for Thermo sweater 
Alpine Sports Treviso 23.90 PILE FIBRE CLOTHING 
Alpine Sports Bronzo 28.95 JAVLIN 
Scarpa Sella 23.90 Jacket 
Scarpa Trento 28.90 Jacket with pockets 
Scarpa Monte Rosa 42.90 Super Javl in 
Sesto 33.90 HELLY HANSEN 
Tofana 43.90 Polar Sweater 
Dolomite Shoe 22.50 Sweater with zip 
CLIMBING BOOTS Polar jacket 
Chardon net 29.50 Polar jacket longback 
Tecnica Super Guides 29.95 Polar trousers 
Tecnica Major 36.00 Polar one piece suit 
Tecnica Double Boot 49.00 Polar mittens 
Dolomite Super Egger 46.90 Polar mittens with nylon covering 
Dolomite Major 69.90 Work mittens 
Asolo Super Cervino 49.00 Polar socks short 
Galibier Peuterey 66.43 Polar socks long 
Gal ibier Super Guide 58.05 INSU LATA 
Dolomite Super Laverado 58.05 Vest 
Ga1ibier Super Pro 63.99 Sweater 
Galibier Makalu Double 91.53 Jacket 
SPECIALIST ROCK BOOTS Socks 
E.B. Friction Boot 14.95 STOCKINGS 
Shoeinard 25.00 Langlauf extra long 
Galibier P.A. Friction Boot 23.75 Aaggstockings 
Galibier Yosemite 34.83 Devoid plain grey Strech long 
SLEEPING BAGS Red or blue long with loopstich foot 
DAIMOR North wall loopstich 
Cairngorm full.zip 26:IJSC:: SOCKS 

:il~;w,: Jungfrau Extra thick loopstich 
Mench :~$,i».:: Aaggsocks 
Mooch full •zip ~:!:!():,: Short Langlauf 
MOUNTAIN EQU IPMENT 

:ila)i::: GAITERS 
Torridon P3 (Synth.) 

:46:IJf: 
BERGHAUS 

Ptarmigan• Canvas or nylon 
Lightline $:J:;21i:': KAAR IMOR 
Alpen :lltt:oo:: Nylon 
Laverado • :fil5:li:ii::: Canvas 
Snowline • i!i;i;~,: Backpacking nylon 
Redline :!!~::?.~:: STUART MADELEY 
Everest w,:;i:.:i: Short gaiter 
• available with zip as extra .•.·.·.·.·.·.·.· Zipped anklet 
SPORT -TREK SHIRTS 
Greenlander :ii$;~~: Helly Hansen 
PO INT F IVE Moac 
Snowcap 33.70 
Orion XL 57.00 UNDERWEAR 
Helios 65.00 Lita Longjohn 
Convertible 55.60 Lifa T •shi rt 
Sierra 81.00 Hasse Longjohn 

91.00 BALACLAVA HATS 
1.92 BREECHES 

57.00 CRAGHOPPERS 
89.50 Green tweed 

Grey tweed 

31.05 
Corduroy 
Molecord 

31.05 Stretch 
39.08 Grey tweed trousers 
47.87 HARRIS MEYER 

Stretch 

:18;5;1': 
MOAC 
Bonneville wool 

ii3:i9:: Whipcord ,w.n, ROHAN 
:14,1:t': Stretch 
:i,1)'..~'jf Halenca sallopetts ,e:i:;~~ Hallenca wool sallopetts 
:;s,t:?il': MITTS 
:;fi:)i:i;:: DACHSTEIN 
::i/l';:1~:: Heavyweight wool mitts 
25.50 MILLAR fingerless mitts 
32.28 KARR IMOR 
45.68 Oiled cotton overmitt 
56.00 STUART MADE LEY 
43.30 Nylon overmitt with long 

35.95 sleeve & leather palm 

51.00 Everest mitt 

21.60 WATERPROOF CLOTHING 

1.92 G&H PRODUCTS 
Cagjac 

:5{00: Overtrousers 

:~1i::2t BERGHAUS 

:,~O>.i: Thor jacket 

J~-~: Thor overtrousers 
Tern cagoule 
Childs casual jacket 

14.78 Chi Ids overt rousers 

24.60 HENRI LLOYD 

38.56 Glencoe jacket 
Fortress jacket 

39.90 
Glencoe overtrousers 
TROLL Overtrousers 

45.50 JIFFY Fold away cag 
25.90 
4.95 NATURAL FIBRE WATERPROOFS 

Moac Oiled jacket 
Ventile jacket 

13.68 Epee cotton jacket 
14.25 Scimitar 60/40 jacket 
28.60 STOVES 

Gaz S. 200 
15.32 Delux Super Bleuet 
16.90 ·Cartridge 200 
17.50 Globetrotter 
18.50 ·Cartridge 75 
15.05 Single Burner 
31.08 Standard Double Burner 

3.68 Delux Double Burner 
3.75 Transat Double Burner 
4.60 901 Container & gas 
3.60 904 Container & gas 
5.44 901 Refill 

904 Refill 8.50 
907 Refill 10.50 
SVEA 123 11.50 
Optimus 77A 4.50 
Optimus88 
Optimus99 3.50 
Optimus96L 1.95 
Optimus OOL 2.50 
Optimus 111 lB 2.95 
Optimus BA 2.50 
Trangia 27 

1.95 Trangia 27K 
Trangia 25 1.50 
LYTHAM 2.95 
Titch 
Tiddler 

5.95 
Tandem 

MISCELLANEOUS ACCESSORIES 
6.90 KAAR IMOR 
5.95 Stuff sacs small 
3.95 Stuff sacs Large 

Pack frame shoulder straps per pair 
4 .35 Padded hip belts for pack frames 
2.95 Non•padded hip belts for pack frames 

50mm waist strap for climbing sacs 
10.35 ·u· tube to enable pack sacs to be 
7.36 carried without frame 

Cord grips 
Karrimats 34x95 cm (to fit J.B. sacs) 

5.30 Karri mats 45x 145 cm 
4.75 Karrimats 45X 185 cm 
5.95 Karrimats 45x95 cm 

2.50 

12.50 
12.50 
12.50 
11.50 
12.50 
12.50 

14.50 

15.90 
12.90 

12.95 
22.18 
30.13 

4.95 
3.65 

2.95 

3.50 
5.99 

11.95 
6 .74 

14.95 
6.80 
6.20 
5.50 
3.10 

21.50 
23.65 
13.95 
10.60 
6.95 

22.90 
34.95 
31.90 
29.90 

5.9~ 
8.98 

.48 
9.25 

.44 
4.92 

13.25 
18.98 
18.98 
8.58 

12.75 
.90 

1.80 
2.00 

16.68 
13.44 
21.33 
19.87 
16.68 
19.92 
32.34 
19.38 
10.45 
13.10 
12.75 

4.95 
5.95 

10.95 

2.10 
2.90 
1.85 
3.45 
2.15 

.85 

.50 

.18 
1.40 
3.30 
4.75 
2.50 

Polythene survival bags 90x180 cm .59 
Polythene survival bags 120x240 cm 1.10 
Sac liner .15 
TROLL 
Stuff sac small 1 .34 
Stuff sac medium 1.54 
Stuff sac large 1.88 
OTHERS 
Tent patch kit .88 
Achil Headlamp 4.40 
Pifco 3 cell headlamp 3.38 
Hydrolan boot waterproofer per tin .60 
Nixwax per tin .35 
Wetproof per tin .18 
Boot laces per pair .40 
Sportsmans blanket 5.25 
½L. Aluminium bottle 2.65 
1 L. Aluminium bottle 3.20 
Flares (packof three) 7 .80 
Whistle .20 
Glacier cream non-greasy .16 
Glacier cream for I ips . 14 
Glacier cream greasy, high altitude .19 
First aid kit in plastic box 2.17 
St. John's Ambulance first aid kit 1 .95 
Knives we have a fine selection of 
Swiss Army knives 
We stock ranges of dried foods by:. 
Springlow 
Batch el ors 
Raven 

SPECIAL OFFIii i 
''ROCKMAN" I • ''ICEMAN" 

Chouinard Hexcentrics 
The world's most popular nuts 
Prices slashed on current stocks 

No 1 5 6 7 8 9 
Loose - 50p 60p 70p 80p 90p 90p £1 
On wue £1 £1 £1 £115 £1.30 -

Just anived! 
Hexcentrlcs No. 10 1.15 No II 1 .30 (loose) 

'Stoppers' bySimond 
S1mond are now producmg stoppers to the same 
design as Chouinard They are equivalent quality 
but much more reasonably pnced 

No I 3 5 6 7 8 
Loose - 60p 60p 90p 90p 
On wue 90p 90p 90p £1 20 £120 £120£120-

Karabiners 
Bona1t1 2500 Kg L1ghtwe1ght alloy 
Normal pnce· £1 75p each 
4 for only £5 00 
25 for only £29 00 

E.B.'s 
£1495 

Rope 
A dtrect bulk purchase make these the lowest 
Rnces m Bntam, ULAA approved 
llmm x 45mm (150ft) £29 95 
9mm x 90mm (300ft) £4995 

Asolo 
Supercervmo £49 00 
Unbeatable value Alpme chmbmg boot Fully 
suffened, v1bram sole. Full gram galuser leath.er 
Norwegian s1Itch1ng, soft ankle cuff 

Stop Press!!! 
We now have a manufacturer makmg top quality 
down sleeping bags and duvets Come m and see 
our new range at ~CY. comp_guuve P.nces 

"Something for everyone" 
at ALPINE SPORTS 

Crampon Protectors 50p 
Inter alp Baltoro Hammer 7 .95 

Chouinard Alpine Hammers 
Curved pick, metal shaft and new rubber gnp gn]y 
£8 95 + 75p P + P 

Interalp Monte Rosa Ice Axes 
Alpine Axe Ash shaft only £10 95 

Chou1nardtln1eralp 'Warthog' dnve·m ice screw 
£3 50 + a large selection of high quahrt ice axes from 
S1mondl!ntera!p /Peck 
INTERALP Tubular Ice Screws 
20cm 25cm 30cm £3.95 

See our pnces on Mountain Equipment duvets and 
sleepmg bags1 Buy now before down pnce goes up 
agam (Estimated at so, shortly! ! 

Axes. Buy now at old prices while stocks last. 

WALKERS AND CAMPERS 

60140 Ultimate Kestrel Jackets £19 95 
Trev1so Walking Boots 23.90 
Zerma!! Walking Boots £14 00 

Bergans Sacs 
20 off 1976 pnces 
V1kmg Standard £18 36 
Viking Super £2019 

VangoTents 
We have a large stock of pre-pnce increase tents 
Rmg our Ho!born shop(Ol-405 7541) for detalis 

See our wide range of lightweight backpacking 
tents from Ult1mate /Saunders!Walker/f'Jallraven 

We will .ilsu carry a range at family frame tents and 
general camping equipment from easter. 

5 



6 

Australia's Mountain Equipment 
Stocks leading brands from 
throughout the world . 

Berghaus, Camp Trails, Chouinard, 
Clog, Edelrid, Fairydown, Jumar, 
Fjallraven, Galibier, Karrimor, 
Salewa, Saunders, Scarpa, 
Simond and Ultimate. 

Streamlined mail order service 
throughout Australia and N.Z. 

MOUNTAIN EQUIPMENT PTV. 
P.O. BOX 703, CROWS NEST, SYDNEY, 
AUSTRALIA 2065. Tel. 02/ 439 2454 

EDELWEISS 
AT THE BEST PRICES 

Compact llmmx36m £27.00 
Compact llmmx45m £36.00 
Extrem 

Extrem 
Extrem 
Everdry 

llmmx45m £41.75 
9mmx90m £68.00 

llmmx45m £45.50 
Send for our new "Equipment Guide for 
Backpackers and Climbers" and price 
list to Mary Jones at our Acton branch. 

THE SHERPA CO-OPERATIVE 
KATHMANDU NEPAL 

Specialists in personally 
planned trekking 

Write for more details to: 

The Sherpa Co-operative, 
P.O. Box 1338, 

Kathmandu, Nepal . 

and mountaineering 
Of course we can arrange treks to 

Everest, Langtang, the Annapurans, 
Manang and the Kali Gandaki. But 
only we can take you to those re 
mote and beautiful areas of Nepal 
that Tour operators and Travel 

Agents have never even heard of. 
Your travel in the Himalayan 

Mountains of Nepal is planned by 
Mike Cheney who has 20 years 
active experience of trekking and 

expedition organization 

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 



SHAPING UP 

Nothing insulates as efficiently as down. 
Very few commodities cost as much. 
So we've redesigned our gear to make the efficiency 
greater. It's what you'd expect from Mountain 
Equipment. 

The Tulip Shape 
Less convection 
More loft 
Lower weight 
Packs smaller 

No 1 in high altitude 
clothing. 

Mountain Equipment Ltd. 
George Street, Glossop, 

Derbyshire SK 13 SAY, Englond. 
Telephone: Glossop 3770 
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dual purpose 
jacket 

An outstanding well styled mounta in jacket -
hardwearing for climbing and smart for casual 
wear. 

• Manufactured in cotton with a double thi c kness 
over the shoulders encl osing a proofed nylon 
panel for improved weather resistance. 

• Two waisl pockets fastened by press studs. 

• Two chest pockets fastened with velcro for 
easy access. 

• Fron t zipped closure of the jacke t is covered 
by a press slud fastened flap which extends 
to the chin fo r greater protection. 

• Nylon hood with drawcord folds into the up
r ight collar which is velcro closed. 

• Reinforced elbows. 

• Adju stable press stud closure at wrist. 

Material : Cotton . Colours : Royal , Red, Orange . 
Sizes : 38" - 46'' 

Further details consult: 

B6R6HJIUS 
34 Dean St. Newcastle upon Tyne 

Telephone Newcastle 23561 

BMC • 

KENYA'S OUTDOOR CENTRE 

Base for climbing Mt. Kenya 

Transport, Equipment and Porter Hire service . 

insurance 
The new BMC Insurance Scheme provides 

for UK resi dents the security even the 
best gear cannot supply. It 's worldwide, 
12 months cover at a premium which every 

c limber or walker can afford-and cannot 
afford to be without. 

It covers: rescue, medical, repatriation, 
personal accident, baggage and equipment, 

loss of deposits, public liability. 
Also avai lable, Hut Insurance and 

expedition cover. 
You don't have to be a hard man , or 

go abroad, to need 
f inancial protection like this . 

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

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

Climbing School 

.J~ 
~i')~British 
Mountaineering 
Council Services Ltd 

Crawford House 
Precinct Centre 

Booth Street East 
Manchester M13 9RZ 

Please send me detai Is of 
BMC Insurance Schemes. 

I 
I 
I Name 

Address 

(or telephone 061-273 5839) 

I 
I 

--------- .J 

The finest In U.S. and European equipment 
from PoulRoss,BillAughtonand Fronk Simon 

U.S.Dlstrlbutors for J.B.Hard Hats.Clog, 
Terrordoctyls, Troll, Berghaus Packs and 
Mt.Equipment. catalogue 

Box494, Main St, North Conway, 
New Hampshire, U.SA tel. 603.356.5287 



Haston Vallot 
A simplified version of the Haston Alpiniste 

or a modified Vallot. It has a full bivi sheet and 
hip belt tunnel. The dominant features are: 
1. "Aergo" chevron back for comfort and 
ventilation. 
2. Extension for bivouacing and load carrying. 
3. Hip belt for load carrying which can be 
wrapped out of the way whilst climbing by 
fitting through the hip belt tunnel. 
4. Double ice axe fittings. 
5. Ergonomic shaping, sizes 50,55 and 60. 

For further details write to: 

Mrs M.Long.Karrimor International Limited 
Avenue Parade,Accrington.Lancashire 
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GREATER HIMALAYA 

Indians climb E.Ridge 
of Kangcheitjunga 
NEPAL 

Kangchenjunga (28,208ft.) 
An Indian Army expedition, led 
by Colonel Narender Kumar, 
made the second ascent of the 
world's third highest mountain 
by a new route up the East Ridge, 
from Sikkim. We have few de
tails at present, but it is under
stood that four climbers reached 
the summit in two groups in late 
May. 
Lhotse (27,890ft.) 
A German expedition, led by 
Gerhard Schmatz, made the se
cond ascent in early May, taking 
a route directly up the face above 
the Western Cwm. On May 8, the 
summit was reached by Her
mann Warth, Johann von Kanel 
and Urgen Sherpa, who were 
followed the next day by Fritz 
Zintl, Gunther Sturm and Peter 
Worgetter. Two days later, 
Michael Dacher, Peter Vogler, 
Max Lutz and another also rea
ched the top. During the descent, 
Max Lutz was killed. His body 
was found near Camp 3 and it 
seems that he fell during the 
night from near Camp 4, while 
"sleep-walking" after a tiring 
descent from the summit. 
Nuptse (25,850ft.) 
An eight-man Japanese party, 
led by Haruoh Kato, made the 
first ascent of the North- West 
Ridge and the West Summit 
(25,410ft.). They did not con
tinue along the connecting ridge 
to the main summit (see photos 
in Mountain 45). The West Sum
mit was reached on May 10 by 
Osamu Kunii and Jamboo 
Sherpa. 
Other Expeditions 
Several other expeditions in 
Nepal failed without making any 
substantial progress on their ob
jectives. Reinhold Messner's 
six-strong International team 
spent a period studying the 
avalanche-riddled South Face 
of Dhaulagiri, before deciding 
that the danger was unjustifiable. 
An American party, led by Jeff 
Long, made an attempt on the 
West Face of Makalu but re
treated after an avalanche devas
tated a camp. 
Gerhard Lenser's German party 
set up three camps on Manaslu 
before bad weather and avalan
che danger led to the expedition 
being abandoned. 
An attempt by a three-man British 
team on Sisne Himal (21,742ft.), 
a little known mountain in West
ern Nepal, ended in disaster. 
During a push to 18,500ft., Rich
ard Anderson and Andrew Rus-

sell were swept 1,000ft. down 
the mountain by an avalanche. 
Anderson managed to dig him
self out, but Russell was killed. 

KASHMIR 

Sickle Moon (21,570ft.) 
A Japanese expedition of seven, 
led by Kenjiro Ohtaki, attempted 
to climb this mountain by a 
route from the south, in July, 
1976. The bid was abandoned, 
however, after the three-man 
summit team had been hit by 
stonefall, which seriously injured 
one of them. 

HINDU KUSH 

Noshaq (24,581ft.) 
Koh-e-Hawar (20,300ft.) 
Koh-e-Wark (20,025ft.) 
Kesmikhan (22,129ft.) 

Several important alpine-style 
ascents were made on these 
peaks last summer by a ten
strong Polish expedition, led by 
Riszard Szarfirski. Of particular 
interest was Christoph Zurek's 
eleven-hour solo ascent of 
Noshaq in a single push from 
Base Camp, with a bivouac dur
ing the descent. Besides making 

GREENLAND 
The 1976 Season 
Administrative problems within 
the Ministry of Greenland have 
prevented the compilation of a 
full list of expeditions for last 
year, although it is known that a 
number of small Austrian, French, 
Italian and Swiss parties visited 
the various mountain areas in the 
south and east. In addition, the 
Evighedsfjord and Wegeners 
Halvo areas were visited by two 
separate expeditions from Spain, 
under the leadership of Ramon 
Marsol and Jordi Riera respec
tively. Riera's party sailed all the 
way from Spain in a thirty-foot 
yacht. Both parties made a num
ber of first ascents of minor 
peaks. 
Greenland also saw the prelimi
nary stages of the British Trans
Globe Expedition, which aims 
to follow the Greenwich meridian 
around the world, passing 
through both poles. Leader Sir 
Ranulph Twistleton Wickham
Fiennes and members Charles 
Burton and Oliver Shapard 
spent the summer training and 
testing equipment for the polar 
sections of their journey, in 
Thule, in North-West Greenland. 
Earlier in the year they made a 
"training" trip to the North Pole, 

White Sail (21,148ft.) 
Devachen (20,300ft.) 
Papsura (21,165ft.) 
Angdu Ri (19,S00ft.) 
A seven-man British expedition, 
led by Paul Bean, made a number 
of interesting ascents in the 
Kulu area during the spring of 
1977. Rowland Perriment and 
George Crawford-Smith made 
the first ascent of the South
West Ridge of White Sail. Last 
year, a Japanese expedition to 
this peak was abandoned when 
its leader, Hiroyasu Takemoto, 
and a Sherpa died during a sum-

Noshaq 
soloed in 
11 hours 
the first ascent of the 4,000ft. 
South Face of Koh-e-Hawar, and 
climbing Koh-e- Wark by its 
North-East Ridge, the group also 
traversed Kesmikhan up the 
North-East Ridge and down the 

from North Ellesmere Island. 
The expedition proper, which is 
due to start in August this year, 
will use only surface transport, 
and is expected to take three 
years to complete. 
At a more down-to-earth level, 
a party of three Finns, led by 
Christer Boucht, left Thule in 
March, intending to ski to Elles
mere Island. However, the pack 
ice in Smith Sound proved too 
difficult, and the party was pick
ed up by the R.C.M.P. at 
Makinson Inlet. 
In April, travelling by dog-sledge, 
Jeni and Derek Fordham, ac
companied by two Polar Eski
mos, made a long journey north
wards from Thule, into the Kane 
Basin. They then proceeded 
along the east coast of Ellesmere 
Island, where Palaeo-Eskimo 
settlement sites were surveyed. 
Next year a strong party, led by 
Steve Chadwick, is planning to 
attempt the 5,000ft. North Face 
of the Bersaerkertinde (8,600ft.), 
in the Staunings Alps. The party 
will include Keith Myhill, who 
led most of the pitches on the 
extremely difficult first ascent of 
the South Face of lngolfsfjeld, 
in 1975 (see Mountain 47) 
Correspondent: Derek Fordham 

mit bid. The British party also 
made the first ascents of Deva 
chan (Bean, Tara Chand and 
Barry Needle), the South-West 
Ridge of Papsura (Needle and 
Perriment), and the South Ridge 
of Angdu Ri (Crawford-Smith 
and Steve Berry). 
Nanga Parbat (26,660ft.) 
A nine-man Japanese team, led 
by Hideki Kato, attempted to re
peat the original route on the 
Diamir Face last year. Three 
camps were placed and much 
rope was fixed. Use was also 
made of an old winch left by the 
1962 German expedition. 
Heavy stonefall was encountered 
in the steep ice couloir above 
Camp 1. Eventually, in late 
August, a high-point of about 
23,000ft. was reached, but at 
this point the attempt was 
abandoned. 
Correspondents: Cheney and 
Bean 

North-West Ridge, and made 
the first ascent of the peak's 
6,000ft. North Face. In addition, 
the third ascent was made of 
Koh-e-Skhawr's North Ridge. 
Wakhan Corridor 
A German expedition, led by 
Anton Putz, gained access to 
this hitherto restricted area and 
made the first ascents of the 
North-West Ridge of Koh-e
Galati (18,922ft.) and the North 
Ridge of Koh-e-Benom 
(19,942ft.), and the fourth as
cent of langar (22,829ft.) by a 
new route up the North Ridge. 

THE ALPS 
MT BLANC GROUP 

Mt. Blanc Traverse 
A nine-member Czechoslovak 
team, consisting of Ludovic 
Chrenka, Andrej Belica, Slavo 
Drlic, Vladimir Lauler, Stano 
Merton, Peter Miziko, Jano 
Obuch, Jaromiz Strejskal and 
Mebod Sveo, made the first win
ter traverse of the complete 
chain, following the frontier 
ridge from Col de Voza in the 
west, to Co/ des Hirondelles in 
the east. Four climbers did the 
traverse, while the remainder 
placed food dumps along the 
route. The climb took place be
tween February 28 and March 13. 
Aig. Noire: S.E. Face 
A new direct route has been 
made up the Pillar of the South
East Face, by Tiziano Nardella, 
Mario Canali, Graziano Bianchi 
and Emanuele Galimberto. The 
climb, which took place during 
August 7-9, 1976, starts near 
the Cretier/Ollieti Route, but, 
where that route veers off to the 
left, the new route takes a line 
directly up the fine rock pillar to 
the summit. Excellent and de
manding rock climbing was en 
countered on the pillar, but the 
lower part of the face was ex-
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posed to some stonefall. 
Aig. du Grandes Charmoz: 
North Face 
Roger Baxter Jones made the 
first winter solo ascent of the 
Welzenbach Route in late 
December. 
Mt. Blanc du Tacul: East 
Face 
Lindsay Griffin and Stephen 
Venables attempted the Super 
Couloir over six days in late 
December. They managed to 
reach a point just below the top 
of the main difficulties, before 
being forced to retreat in the 
face of spindrift flurries and the 
threat of bad weather from the 

UNITED STATES 

$ fortunes 
made from 
drug Plane 
The Mexican Connection 
This spring, Yosemite regulars 
found themselves involved in an 
incident that could have come 
straight from the pages of an 
Alistair MacClean novel. A Lock
heed Lodestar cargo plane 
crashed in the Lower Merced 
Pass Lake and, when Park Ser
vice officials hiked up the snow
bound road, they discovered 
that the plane was carrying 
contraband marijuana. The news 
did not remain secret for long in 
Yosemite's close-knit social 
scene. Three climbers hiked in 
and found that the plane had 
been full of bales of Especial XXX 
high-grade marijuana. The dope, 
along with most of the wreck
age, was locked under the 
frozen surface of the lake. It 
seems that the plane had been 
on a smuggling trip from Mexico 
to the Bay area, when it had 
gone off-course and crashed. 
The whereabouts of the crew 
was not known, and it was as
sumed that they were either 
dead or had fled the scene for > 

THEANDES 
Huandoy Norte (20,981ft.) 
(Cordillera Blanca) A Polish ex
pedition, led by Stanislav Zier
hoffer, made the first ascent of 
the 3,000ft. East Face, in August, 
1976. The party had hoped to 
tackle the South Face of Huan
doy Sur, but they were beaten to 
this by the French, Japanese 
and Italian expeditions. The 
East Face was completed on 
August 18 by Jan Strycynski, 
Wlodzimierz Waligora and Jerzy 
Marcinkowski. They took a line 
up the central pillar of the face, 
where stonefall danger was at a 
minimum. Roman Tuliszka and 
Jerzy Marcinkowski also made 
the first ascent of the 1,500ft. 
East Spur of Nevada Pisco, com
pleting the route on August 11. 
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north. Several years ago Griffin 
was caught in a storm on the 
summit of the mountain and was 
lucky to escape alive. This time 
a rapid descent was made to the 
Vallee Blanche, and thence to 
the Midi. We have unconfirmed 
reports that an early (probable 
second) ascent of the couloir was 
made in May by Gordon Smith 
and party. 
Aig. Verte: Nant Blanc Face 
The second overall and first win
ter ascent of the Char/et/ 
Devouassoud Route was made 
during the 1976 Christmas per
iod, by Henri Casamajor, Robert 
Chere and Daniel Monaci. This 

difficult climb, first made in 1929, 
takes a diagonal line across the 
face from the bottom right 
corner. Its reputation for diffi
culty was found to be fully 
justified. 

PENNINE ALPS 

Matterhorn: North Face 
The first winter solo ascent of the 
Schmid Route was made during 
March 13-16, by Tsuneoh Hase
gawa. The descent took a fur
ther two days. An abortive 
attempt had been made prev
iously by Yvan Ghirardini, who 
was forced to make an exit on 
to the shoulder of the Hornli 

Above: Routes on the South East Face of El Capitan. 1. New Jersey 
Turnpike, 2 . El Cap Tree, 3 . Tangerine Trip, 4. Zodiac, 5. Eagle's Way, 
6. Waterfall Route, 7. East Buttress. Photo: Doug Scott 

fear of arrest. 
The climbers returned to camp 
with sacks full of booty, and this 
triggered off something of a 
'gold-rush'. Camp Four emptied 
and climbers abseiled off the 
walls to make the arduous snow
shoe hike for the 'Lodestar 
Lightning', as it became known. 
One particularly well known 
climber actually took up a chain 
saw to liberate bales trapped 
under thick ice; so rich was the 
subsequent haul that the saw 
and other excess gear were left 
on the scene, so that more booty 
could be carried out. Two climb
ers chopped out a jacket that 
others had thought might be at
tached to a body. In it they 
found not only $1,600 in brown
stained $50 bills, but also what 
was clearly an 'underworld 
directory' - a black notebook 
containing a number of names 
and addresses. This was sum
marily torn to shreds and des
patched to the four winds. 
The bonanza lasted for about a 
week, until 'Big Wednesday' 
when, dead on cue (as foretold 
by the Yosemite underworld), a 
customs helicopter appeared on 
the scene and the 'rescue· opera
tion passed into other hands. 
Fortunes had been made, how
ever, and the luckiest cashed 
their hauls for five-figure sums. 
One trip alone resulted in 

enough to buy a new car. One 
climber, who had been 'scarfing' 
for years in the Valley's cafes, 
was eating $6.95 steak dinners 
every night, while others planned 
the expensive European holidays 
they had always dreamed of. It 
is understood that many of 
America's finest rock climbers 
were involved in the affair, but 
everyone's sympathies were ex
tended to Jim Bridwell - the 
Godfather of the Yosemite clan -
who missed out having chosen 
1977 to make a trip to Patagonia 
after years of Valley-locked 
climbing. 
Yosemite Notes 
In January Kevin Worrall, Mark 
Chapman and Pete Minks climb
ed Silver Strand, a 500ft. frozen 
waterfall to the west of the 
Widow's Tear. The average angle 
of the ice was 70° - 80°, with a 
short vertical section. Worrall 
considers this to be the most 
climbable of the frozen water
falls in Yosemite Valley. Normally 
it is difficult to find the 'winter· 
on winter ascents in the Valley, 
and especially so in this very dry 
year; but in early March Dave 
Bircheff, Ron Kauk, and Steve 
Sutton sat through two snow 
storms and dodged ice blocks 
on a six-day ascent of the North 
American Wall of El Capitan. 
In April, Kauk, Dale Bard, Bruce 
Hawkins, and Hugh Burton 

Ridge, in the face of bad 
conditions. The route was also 
climbed by Yoshihiro Matsu
bayasi, lvao Yamada and Yaso
hachi Fujiwara during March 5-8. 
Also, on March 8, Wolfgang 
Merhar made a 6½-hour solo as
cent and caught up the Japanese 
party on the summit. Another 
rapid ascent was made on 
March 17 by Martin Wechsel
berger and Wilfried Studer, who 
though having to contend with 
bad weather, still managed to 
climb the face in twelve hours. 
Correspondents: Contamine, 
Nardella, Ferguson and 
Venables 

added a new route to El Capitan 
between North America Wall 
and Tangerine Trip . Entitled New 
Jersey Turnpike (Grade 6, 5.10, 
A4), it is reported to be on good 
rock and not desperately hard. 
Just under half the route is free 
and involves good face climbing 
such as is found on Middle 
Cathedral Rock. About ninety 
bolts were used. Hawkins further 
refined Yosemite big-wall tech
nique by taking along a light
weight Navy bunk, which the 
team used as a portable ledge. 
Other interesting climbs on El 
Capitan include the second as
cent of Excalibur by Tom Carter 
and Bill Price, and a solo of The 
Shield by Jim Beyer. Beyer also 
soloed the Dihedral Wall last 
September. 
Heavy rain in May curtailed 
much of the free climbing this 
spring, although some fine new 
routes were done. Rick Acco
mazzo and Richard Harrison put 
up two new routes on th€ neg
lected East Face of Lower 
Cathedral Rock. They are Star
fire (five pitches, 5.10) and 
Shake 'n' bake (four pitches, 
5.10) . 
Harrison and John Yablonsky 
climbed Elephantiasis (5.10) on 
the headwall left of the summit 
of the Worst Error on Elephant 
Rock. Worrall and Kauk climbed 
Space-Babble, a new seven 
pitch route between the Kor/ 
Beck and the Bircheff/Williams 
on Middle Cathedral Rock. Six 
of the pitches are 5.10. Ray 
Jardine has climbed several new 
routes, but so far details are 
lacking. Astroman, the name 
given to the East Face of Wash
ington Column when done free, 
had two interesting ascents this 
June: Kauk, belayed by a part
ner who jumared the ropes, led 
all of the pitches free; several 
days later John Bachar climbed 
the route in the same manner. 
These ascents, compared with 
the tentative first free ascent by 
Kauk, Bachar, and John Long, 
bring Astroman into the realm of 
standard, although very difficult, 
free routes. 
In May, Jack Dorn, a well liked 
climber, died in a fall from a steep 
trail while on a night-time 
rescue. 



ALASKA/YUKON 

Deborah's 
N.Face 
climbed 
Mt. Deborah (12,540ft.) 
(Hayes Range) A four-man 
team, consisting of Dakers 
Gowan and Chas MacOuarie, 
supported by Dave Davis and 
Eric Reynolds, made the first 
ascent of the coveted North 
Face, in May. All four climbers 
were involved in the first at
tempt on the 7,300ft. face. 

BRITISH ISLES 

Climbing alpine-style, they took 
three days to reach the promi
nent snow shoulder at two
thirds height. However, bad 
weather intervened at this point, 
and they were pinned down in 
a snow cave for six days before 
being finally compelled to re
treat. After a further week of bad 
weather, Davis and Reynolds 
had to leave, but Gowan and 
MacOuarie set off for a second 
attempt. They reached the snow 
shoulder in two days, but were 
again stopped by bad weather 
which they sat out for four days. 
They then attacked the 2,500ft. 
upper face and made some pro
gress before the storms return
ed, forcing them into an un-

pleasant bivouac and a descent 
to the snow cave for another 
wait. On the eleventh day they 
set off again and, after a day and 
a half of difficult climbing, in
cluding steep ice pitches, loose 
rock and an "irreversible" ten
sion traverse, they reached the 
summit. They descended by the 
Beckey/ Harrer/ Meybohm 
Route, regaining their Base 
Camp after fifteen days on the 
mountain. 
This audacious climb marked 
the fifth ascent of the mountain, 
another party having made the 
fourth ascent by a new route 
up the North-West Ridge, 
shortly before Gowan and Mac
Quarie completed their climb. 

Lakeland Boom continues with 
routes on Scaf ell and Raven 

Delirium have left the impression 
that it was somewhat over
graded at E5, and The Creation, 
which has had two more repeats, 
is also thought to be a little over
blown at E4. In addition, The 
Medlar, was climbed free by 
Martin Berzins and Chris Hamper. 
Five new routes have been 
found. Rob Matheson and Ed 
Cleasby traversed left out of The 
Medlar, to gain the prominent 
groove, which provided them 
with Decline and Fall (5c, E2). 
Shortly afterwards, Pete Gomer
sail and Pete Livesey climbed 
the overhanging wall to the left 
of The Medlar, effectively adding 
a very hard start to the previous 
route. They called their climb 
Peals of Laughter (200ft, XS, 
6b). The first pitch (6a) was led 
by Livesey, and the second (6b) 
by Gomersall. On the latter sec
tion, Livesey found one of the 
moves so hard that he had to 
pull on the rope. Just after the 
second pitch the climb links up 
with Decline and Fall. 
Steve Clegg and Pete Botterill 
devised Close to the Edge 
(185ft., XS, E2), which starts up 
The Medlar, traverses right to 
the first stance on Gates of 
Delirium and then continues up 
a groove just left of that route. 
Blitzkrieg (160ft, XS, 5c), 
another Livesey-Gomersall 
creation, follows Blitz free to the 
foot of the flake, and then con
tinues up the flake, a groove and 
a chimney. 

SCOTLAND 

Skye 
Mick Fowler and Phil Thomas 
made a number of new routes 
here. On the East Face of Blaven 
they put up Stairway to Heaven 
(400ft., XS) on the wall between 
Jib and The Great Prow. On the 
Coireacnan Rhuadha Face of 
Sgurr MhicCoinnich, they 
straightened out Mongoose, by 
taking a 150ft. groove just left of 
Dawn Grooves, where Mon
goose coincides with that route. 
They then added two new routes 
to Sron na Ciche: The Nipple 
(420ft., HVS) takes a direct line 
between Cioch Grooves and 
Bastinado and Dilemma (260ft., 
XS) takes the slab and overhang 
between Vulcan Wall and Creag 
Dubh Grooves. Finally, the pair 
freed and straightened out 
Atropos, which they graded HVS. 
Glencoe Area 
Glaswegian climbers have been 
active on the buttresses of 
Aonach Dubh. On the East Face 
Dave Cuthbertson (not to be 
confused with 'Smiler', the well
known Welsh activist) and Rab 
Anderson put up Gambado 
(190ft., HVS, 5b), which frees 
Dangle and continues up the 
wall above. Cuthbertson, Ander
son and Willie Todd then added 
Solitude (240ft., XS, 5b) to the 
wall right of Spider. 
On the North-East Nose Cuth
bertson made a virtually free as
cent (one peg remains) of the 
old aid route, Freak Out, and he 
proposes to rename the route 
Quiet Desperations. It will be 
interesting to see how the con
servative S.M.C. guidebook 
mandarins shape up to trendy 
renaming challenges. 
All these routes were soon re
peated by Murray Hamilton and 
Adge Last, who considered 

Quiet Desperations in particular 
to be very hard. 
Willie Todd, followed by Ander
son, Cuthbertson and Murray 
Hamilton, worked out a new 
route called Crocodile (250ft., 
XS, 5b), which starts to the right 
of Freak Out, crosses it at the 
first stance and continues up 
difficult grooves above. 
The same team, with the addi
tion of Ken Johnston, repeated 
Ed Grindley's The Clearances 
on the North Face. They des
cribed the route as being as good 
as the adjoining Yo-Yo and, sur
prisingly, only slightly harder 
(5b). Cough, just right of Yo-Yo, 
was repeated without its aid peg 
by Ken Johnston, who has also 
repeated Le Monde on the 
Buachaille's Creag a'Bhancair. 
Cuthbertson and Todd put up a 
new route on the West Face of 
Aonach Dubh's E. Buttress. En
titled Bannockburn, it takes the 
left wall of Trapeze, crosses Big 
Top and finishes up a groove left 
of that route's Direct Finish. It is 
believed to be the hardest climb 
on the buttress. 
On the Etive Slabs, Swastika has 
been climbed free (possibly for 
the first time) by Todd and 
Hamilton. The top corner gave a 
hard 5b pitch. The climb was 
soon repeated in this form by a 
party led by Andy Parkin. 
Ben Nevis 
Titan's Wall, on Carn Dearg, has 
been climbed free by two teams. 
Mick Fowler and Phil Thomas 
made an ascent in mid-June and 
they were followed shortly after
wards by Dave Cuthbertson and 
Murray Hamilton. Both parties 
took the exact line of the old aid 
route. These are believed to be 
the first free ascents, there being 
as yet no confirmation of the 
rumoured Heyes ascent. 

LAKE DISTRICT 

Borrowdale 
Mick Fowler and Andy Parkin 
made the third ascent of Footless 
Crow on Goat Crag. The ascent 
was both prolonged and event
ful, and the climb seems to have 
shed little of its reputation for 
difficulty . 
Thirlmere Area 
Considerable attention has been 
directed towards Raven Crag. 
Three more repeats of Gates of 

Finally, Martin and Bob Berzins 
added a new left-to-right girdle 
line, called First Circle (360ft., 
XS). This links the traverses of 

Below: Lakeland contenders (clockwise from the top left): Ed 
Cleasby, Pete Botteri/1, Steve Clegg and Pete Whi!lance. Photos: 
Rob Matheson 
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Above: Ed Cleasby powers up 
the crux of Gates of Delirium. 
Photo: Rob Matheson 

Merger and Gates of Delirium, 
before continuing round to the 
big cave on Delphinus and then 
moving further right to finish up 
Totalitarian. 
On Castle Rock, The Ghost had 
its first repeat, "following the 
shameful quarryings of Boning
ton and Richards". The climb 
was made by Whillance and 
Dave Armstrong, who thought 
the route now deserved the E3 
grade. 
Langdale Area 
Ron Fawcett, Chris Gibb and 
lain Edwards have added a new 
route called Big Brother (XS) to 
Pavey Ark, taking a line between 
Arcturus and Cruel Sister. 
On Gimme, Crag, the Berzins 
brothers repeated Breaking 
Point. 
On White Ghy/1, Ed Cleasby and 
Rob Matheson put up Warrior 
(E3, 6a), taking a groove line 
between Paladin and White 
Ghy/1 Chimney. Botterill and 
Clegg made the second ascent, 
and they were followed by 
Livesey and Gomersall, who 
found the climb hard and deserv
ing an E4 grade. 
On Deer Bield Crag, Whillance 
and Armstrong produced two 
new routes: Gymslip (185ft., 
XS) takes a shallow groove line 
between Dunmail Cracks and 
Deer Bield Crag, and Desperado 
190ft., XS) starts up Peccadillo 
(free) to gain the spike on the 

14 

arete, and then works an intricate 
line up the wall on the right. 
Gymslip was repeated shortly 
afterwards by Clegg and Botter
ill, who also freed Peccadillo of 
its two aid points (it is now 
graded E4). Desperado received 
its second ascent from Martin 
Berzins and Botterill, and is by 
all accounts very hard indeed. 
Cleasby and Matheson got in on 
the act with Imagination (180ft., 
5c, E3), which takes the arete 
between Hubris and Deer Bield 
Chimney. They inspected the 
route by abseil and pre-placed a 
protection peg. Cleasby then 
top-roped the route, but on the 
lead he found the peg unneces
sary and ignored it. However, 
Whillance, who had partially 
cleaned the route before the 
Cleasby ascent, returned and led 
the route without practice, nam
ing it Life in the Fast Lane (E4). 
Controversy, still unresolved, 
surrounds these ascents. 
Scafell 
Ed Cleasby and Rob Matheson 
added two new routes to the 
East Buttress. The most impor
tant is Shere Kahn (200ft., XS), 
which plugs the much-attemp
ted gap between Lost Horizons 
and Armageddon - one of the 
steepest sections of the cliff. The 
climb, which is very strenuous, 
begins with a long 6a pitch up 
two grooves linked by a ramp. 
Cleasby was forced to use a point 
of aid in the first groove and a 
resting nut in the second groove, 
so that he could clean it; after
wards, he lowered off and clim-

bed this groove free. Matheson 
says that the climb just warrants 
an E4 grade. Matheson and 
Cleasby's other new route was 
Edge of Eriador (200ft., XS) 
which climbs thE "picturesque" 
rib between May Day Direct and 
Dyad, after a start up May Day 
Climb. The crucial 5c second 
pitch was led by Matheson, and 
the climb rates E2. 
On Scafe/I Crag, Martin Berzins 
and Chris Sowden put up Ring 
Wraith (1 00ft., XS) on the wall 
between Nazgul and White 
Wizard, having first placed two 
pegs by abseil. The Berzins bro
thers also climbed a new pitch 
up the front of the Great Flake 
(Foxshooter, XS, 1 piton). 
On Scafe/I Shamrock, Bob 
Hutchinson and John Earl put 
up Shamrock Eliminate (530ft., 
XS), which takes a steep line to 
the left of Gilt Edge Eliminate. 

NORTH WALES 

Anglesey 
Little of note has been discovered 
here. Martin Wragg and George 
Hardill put up a new route on 
North Stack. Entitled Blow Out 
(160ft, XS), it starts at Genuflex 
and moves up and right to cross 
Archway. 
Round the corner in Wen lawn, 
Pat Littlejohn and Nipper Harri
son climbed the steep groove 
(5c) just left of the first pitch of 
T. Rex, thereby creating a Direct 
Start for Games Climbers Play. 
There were some important re
peats, including the second as
cent of Graduation Ceremony 

by Jim Moran, Dave Hollows 
and Dave Roberts. They found 
the climb very hard and thought 
the main pitch was harder than 
the adjoining Citadel. Also of 
interest was Ed Hart's and Phil 
Robson's repeat of The Cow on 
Yellow Wall, which they reported 
as a magnificent route. 
North Coast Limestone 
Great Orme's New Dimensions 
is gathering a reputation for 
quality, following repeats by 
Jerry Frost and party and Moran 
and Paul Williams. 
Llanberis Pass 
A plea from the author of the 
forthcoming bumper guide to 
Llanberis, for a clean-up of the 
remaining aid, has resulted in a 
spate of activity, resulting in both 
aid eliminations and new routes. 
The most significant event took 
place on Cyrn Las, where Jim 
Moran and Dave Hollows freed 
Black Mamba from its untidy 
seven points of aid, and at the 
same time added a more logical 
finish. Moran believes that the 
new state of the climb represents 
such a major change that a re
naming is called for, and he pro
poses Times Past (XS, 5c). This 
is a new development for Wales 
(apart from isolated instances at 
Tremadog) and it poses an im
portant problem of precedent 
that all climbers should con
sider. Also on Cyrn Las, Lubyan
ka has had its second and third 
ascents, from Bill Wayman and 
Nigel Shepherd, and Hollows 
with Tony and Robin Barley, re
spectively. On Dinas Mot, 

Hollows freed Sexus - "an im
pressive performance". 
On Dinas Cromlech, Foil and 
Memory Lane received their 
second ascents from Moran and 
Hollows, who reported that both 
climbs offer superb climbing at 
a reasonable standard. Right 
Wall, however, retains its repu
tation for difficulty, having re
cently rebuffed leading American 
climber Rick Accomazzo, who 
took a 40ft. fall from the first 
crux. However, third and fourth 
ascents of the wall soon fol
lowed, by ropes led by Chris 
Hamper and Dave Roberts. 
On Carreg Wastad, Alec Sharp 
and Chris Dale breached the 
overhang above Shadow Wall, 
with Zangari/la (5b). 
Moran and friends added three 
new pitches to Clogwyn y 
Grochan: Quasar (120ft., XS, 
5c), which was climbed with Al 
Evans and Ernie Marshall, takes 
a line up the wall right of Hang
over Direct; Stone Child (5c), 
climbed with Martin Crook, 
utilizes the crack just right of 
Karwendal Wall; and Wind 
(HVS), led by Crook, is a crack 
linking the start of Kaisergebirge 
Wall with Babel. 
ldwal Area 
Bill Wayman and Nigel Shep
herd have been examining the 
wares of Suicide Wall. Having 
made the third ascent of Capital 
Punishment, which they report 

B.M.C. censure Sir Jack Langland 
for misdirecting the MIB. 
B.M.C. representatives on the 
Mountain Training Board took 
the extraordinary step of tabling 
a censure motion on the Chair
man, Sir Jack Langland, at the 
meeting of the Board on July 14. 
The censure motion (defeated 
by 12 votes to 4) came at the 
end of protracted discussions on 
the future of the Mountain 
Leadership Certificate. Agree
ments had been drafted on all 
elements of the reformed Course, 
except for its name. Both the 
B.M.C. and the Mountaineering 
Council for Scotland feel that the 
Course should be named Moun
tain-Walking Leader Course. By 
including the word 'walking' in 
the title, they believe that the 
course will be seen in its true 
lowly status, and not invested 
with inflated value which could 
lead to over-confidence and 
accidents. 
In the B.M.C.'s view, the name
change is a fundamental part of 
any reform package, and without 
it the other provisional proposals 
will not receive B.M.C. support. 
In singling out Sir Jack for spec
ial censure, the B.M.C. represen
tatives were acting on instruc
tions from their Management 
Committee, who had decided, by 
12 votes to 3, to censure the 
Chairman if no agreement was 
reached. B.M.C. President, Bob 
Pettigrew, said: 

"We believe that Sir Jack has 
misdirected the M.T.B. in this 
matter, and has ignored the 
deeply felt concerns of the 
climbing world. A chairman 
should attempt to bring the 
conflicting interests together. 
We have tried to meet and 
compromise with the other 
interests on the Board, and 
have made substantial modi
fications in our policy. How
ever, we felt very strongly 
about the name change. With 
wise chairmanship this could 
and should have been achiev
ed. We can no longer give Sir 
Jack our support. He has been 
chairman for over fifteen 
years and has given the Board 
valuable service, but it may 
now be time for him to con
sider his position". 

The B.M.C. is now preparing 
constitutional proposals for the 
M.T.B., in an attempt to break 
the deadlock. 
B.M.C. Abolishes 
Committees 
At a recent Management Meet
ing the B.M.C. wound up three 
Sub-Committees and set up a 
new Area Committee. The 
Future Policy, Huts and Safety 
Sub-Committees were abolish
ed, the safety brief being added 
to the remit of the Technical 
Sub-Committee. The new area is 
Lancashire/Cheshire but the 

to be worthy of a three star/E4 
rating in its free state, they also 
made the second ascent of Last 
Rites, which they say is very 
worthwhile and deserving of 5c, 
E2. Finally, they added a new 
route called Death Row (XS, 5c, 
E3) between Route 1 and Capital 
Punishment, and made a Direct 
Finish (5c, E3) up the grooves 
above and left of Suicide Groove. 
Tremadog 
There has recently been a spate 
of new route discoveries here. 
On Craig Bwlch y Moch, Pete 
Gomersall, accompanied by Jim 
Moran and Al Evans, climbed 
Mongoose (6a), a direct finish to 
The Snake on Milestone (Vector) 
Buttress. The wall to the right of 
Zukator provided Ron Fawcett, 
Chris Gibb and lain Edwards with 
Marathon Man (170ft., XS). 
On Craig Pant /fan, Vulcan and 
Falcon Direct have both been 
climbed free, the first by Faw
cett, Gibb and Edwards, and the 
second by Dave Hollows. Also, 
Moran added two new routes to 
the right of Falcon. With Hollows 
he put up Scarecrow (150ft., 
XS, 5b), which takes a line just 
to the right of Falcon, with a 
finish up the crack above the 
final stance of Valerian (the 
crack sometimes used by those 
who lose Valerian at this point). 
Moran's second route, Steel
fingers (XS, 5c), which was put 
up with Paul Williams, takes a 

exact details of the reorganisa
tion have still to be finalised, and 
clubs should await instructions 
from the B.M.C. Head Office. 
Mount Everest Foundation 
Affairs 
The Nepalese Government has 
decided to drop its new one year 
registration scheme for Expedi
tion applications, and revert to 
the previous six month arrange
ment. This decision follows 

Deaths of six 
noted climbers 
In the past few months, the 
climbing world has lost a num
ber of its better known figures. 
The deaths have occurred of 
Claudio Barbier, Don Morrison, 
Se Billane, Heini Holzer, Ben 
Humble and Luigi Micheluzzi. 
Barbier, the Dolomite solist, died 
after falling from the Rocher du 
Paradou, in Belgium. He was 
cleaning a new route from an 
abseil, when the root supporting 
his rope broke. 
Morrison, a major pioneer of 
gritstone climbing in the "fifties, 

groove line right of the large 
overhang to the right of 
Scarecrow. 
Moran and Martin Crook worked 
out a route called Serpico 
(200ft., MXS), which links the 
start of Crocodillo with Strange
ways and then takes a red 
groove to the right of Holloway. 
Amidst all these desperate 
things, a VS called Wanda (4b) 
was found on the cracked tower 
above Fandango, by Moran, 
Crook and Pete Deans. 
Moving left again, Integral had a 
direct finish (5b) added by 
Nigel Shepherd and Dave 
Alcock. Pete Gomersall provided 
the same service to Mangoletsi, 
separating it from the final 
stages of Barbarian by adding a 
roof problem and a steep groove 
(5c). With Graham Summers, 
Gomersall also climbed the right 
edge of the Mangoletsi bastion, 
to produce a route called Spare 
Rib (5c). 
Finally, on the steep buttress left 
of the upper part of Borchgre
vinck, Moran, Crook and Paul 
Williams added Tall Dwarfs (XS, 
5c) up a weakness just to the 
right of Erebus. This had prev
iously been partially used by 
John Whittle and Chris Dale, as 
part of their Girdle Traverse. 
Correspondents: Todd, Fowler, 
Hutchinson, Livesey, Clegg, 
Matheson, Moran, Sharp, Crook, 
Shepherd and Hart 

diplomatic initiatives set in mo
tion by the M.E.F. The M.E.F. is 
also seeking the enlargement 
of the number of peaks on the 
'permitted' list. 
Plas y Brenin Affairs 
The new Director is to be John 
Barry, a thirty-two year old 
Royal Marine Captain from 
Poole. The full story of the man 
and the job is told in People on 
page 43. 

fell into a crevasse during his ex
pedition in the Latok Group of 
the Karakoram. 
Se Billane, the experienced Irish 
mountaineer, was killed in an 
abseiling accident at Fairhead, 
and Heini Holzer, the Tyrolean 
mountaineer and extreme skier, 
fell 1,300ft. while attempting a 
ski descent of the North-East 
Face of Piz Roseg. 
Humble, a writer and an influen
tial figure in Scottish mountain 
rescue circles, died at his home 
in Aviemore at the age of 73, and 
Luigi Micheluzzi, the famous 
Dolomite guide, died naturally 
at the age of 76. 
We will carry full obituary notices 
in future issues. 

The British Mountaineering Council invites applications for the post 
SECRETARY TO THE MOUNTAIN TRAINING BOARD/ 

ACCESS & CONSERVATION OFFICER 
Applicants must have sound knowledge of the whole field of Mountain Training 
and an interest or academic qualification in the field of conservation. The job is 
both an innovative one and a service role, based at the BMC Office in Manchester. 
A competent administrator and dynamic negotiator is needed to support the 
BMC team working on Mountain Training/Access and Conservation matters. 
The successful applicant will work through the General Secretary to the Com
mittee of Management. Salary will be in the region of £4,000 per annum on 
appointment rising to £4,500 after two years incrementally. Plus cost of living 
reviews. Apply in Confidence to The President, British Mountaineering Council, 
Crawford House, Booth St. East, Manchester, M13 9RZ. 
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The Polish K2 
Expedition 

by Janusz Onyszkiewicz and Eugeniusz Chrobak 

Onyszkiewicz: We reached Base Camp on 
the Godwin Austin Glacier on June 26, 
bringing to an end the permanent suspense 
which had accompanied our march-in. The 
success of a caravan in this area depends on 
many factors over which one has little or no 
control. The porters, for example, form a 
highly unpredictable element, and an ex
plosion from them can wipe out an expedi
tion's chances. The caravan can also be 
halted somewhere high on the glacier by a 
period of bad weather long enough to 
exhaust the porters' fuel and rations. When, 
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therefore, I saw the pile of loads at the foot 
of Negrotto Peak and the backs of the 
departing porters, I felt an enormous re
lief. I was the leader of the caravan and it 
had been my responsibility to ensure its 
smooth running and safe arrival. Now, for 
me, everything would be much simpler. 
From now on, I would be just one of the 
eighteen climbers. The secondary actors 
had abandoned the scene, leaving just two 
main protagonists: the mountain and our
selves. 

It had required two years of hard and 

often hectic work to get nearly two hundred 
loads and twenty people to Base Camp. 
During those two years we had spent many 
hours discussing the choice of route. There 
was one thing clear from the very begin
ning: we should try to pioneer a new route. 
Quite soon our attention was concentrated 
on two possibilities. The West Spur was the 
first: a fine, mainly rocky route with tech
nical difficulties beginning quite low and 
continuing to the very summit. It is pretty 
steep, but because of that the route is 
relatively short and safe. The second pos-



Left: The steep traverse below the ridge between 
Camps 3 and 4. Skyang Kangri is in the back
ground. Photo: Janusz Onyszkiewicz. Right: K2 
from Skyang Kangri. Photo: lwa to Yuki 

sibility was the North-East Ridge. We did 
not know much about it and had only 
managed to obtain distant photographs. 
This line was chosen by Eckenstein in 1902 
for his attempt on K2 but he got stuck 
half-way between the glacier and the ridge. 
In 1975, a Japanese reconnaissance team 
examined it from the glacier, but came to 
the conclusion that the ridge was not 
feasible, being long and difficult and 
generally too risky. 

So, the ridge was risky, but the spur 
would require a lot of oxygen. We could 
afford the risk, but not the oxygen! 

In the days following our arrival at Base 
Camp the normal expedition work began: 
arranging Base Camp, and establishing and 
stocking the higher camps. 

The route along the glacier up to Camp J 
was quite easy. It also looked quite safe 
until a huge avalanche from the shoulder 
ofK2 swept across the glacier, burying four 
qf us in powder snow. Fortunately no one 
was injured, but after that the avalanches 
kept sweeping the glacier and the trip to 
Camp 1 became a sort of Russian roulette. 

On June 7, Camp 3 was established at an 
altitude of 22,150ft. Now we were faced 
with the ridge: half a mile of ice pinnacles, 
with giant cornices overhanging both sides. 

We started work on the ridge. Four 
teams, consisting of four to five climbers 
each, took it in turns to push the fixed ropes 
further and further. It turned out easier 
than expected, though it was still quite hard. 
Fortunately, it was low enough (23,000ft.) 
to enjoy some good ice climbing on front
points. Only traversing under the giant 
cornices caused twinges of uneasiness. Our 
progress was slowed down by very un
stable weather, but the ridge was at last 
climbed on July 17, and Camp 4 was 
established at the end of it. Several attempts 
to establish Camp 5 were foiled by bad 
weather and we were forced to make a 
dump at 24,200ft. Finally, the weather broke 
down completely and we had to retreat to 
Base Camp. During this retreat, our ridge 
showed how dangerous it could be. The ice 
slopes, pleasant in good weather, became 
a real nightmare after snow-fall. In spite of 
their steepness they held a thick layer of 
snow which would not, of course, take the 
weight of a climber. Only due to the fixed 
ropes were we able to retreat, but, instead 
of the usual two or three hours, it took us 
ten to traverse from Camp 4 to Camp 3. 

By the beginning of August we were 
facing quite a serious crisis. After two 
weeks of bad weather we had about 3ft. of 
snow at Base Camp. The porters with relief 
supplies of kerosene hadn't shown up and 
we were running short of fuel. For cooking 
we began to burn cardboard and wooden 
boxes. We still had two more camps to 

establish : 5 (25,263ft) and 6 (26,246ft) . 
Also, to make matters worse, in trying to 
sit out the bad weather, we had nearly ex
hausted the supplies in the higher camps. 

For me, this period was one of the 
darkest in my mountaineering life. A 
mystery illness and high temperature (above 
104°F) kept me in my sleeping bag for 
nearly ten days, ruining all my hopes. 

After long discussions and even a secret 
poll to gauge opinion on who should be in 
the summit team, Janusz Kurczab, our 
leader, announced a plan of action. Accord
ing to this, there would be one massive 
operation, during which Camps 5 and 6 
would be established and stocked, and two 
summit bids launched. As summit pairs, 
Kurczab selected Leszek Cichy and Janek 
Holnicki, and Eugeniusz Chrobak and 
Wojciech Wroz. For many, this meant the 
surrender of their most cherished hopes, 
but, because the choice mo~e or less re
flected the results of the general poll, it was 
probably easier to accept. The most diffi
cult psychological moment for any expedi
tion was past. 

Kurczab's very determined operation re
qu1red the mustering of all available 
forces, including the sick and unfit, of whom 
there were several by that time. The orders, 
in effect, were: all fit climbers carry to 
Camp 6 or higher; all unfit ones only up to 
Camp 5! 

The weather was still very uncertain, but 
finally it stopped snowing and, on August 
6, the first group set off. According to the 
plan, these eight climbers were to break the 
trail and establish Camps 5 and 6. The 
group included the first summit pair, Cichy 
and Holnicki. 

A day later the second team set off. It 
consisted of various of the sick and the 

convalescent, accompanied by our climbing 
doctor (just in case ... ). This group of six 
was dubbed the Krank-Kommando (krank 
being German for sick). The degree of fit
ness certainly compared unfavourably with 
that of Dad's Army! Needless to say, I 
was in this group and, having only recently 
quitted my sleeping bag, I was not at all sure 
that I could even make it to Camp 1. 

The remaining four climbers, amongst 
them the second summit pair, Chrobak and 
Wroz, were to set off the day after. 

Our rucksacks were very heavy - about 
501b. Besides the gear, we had to carry our 
own food and fuel for the whole operation. 
Our loads would of course diminish, but 
still we were expected to take about 301b. 
each to Camp 5. 

Two days later it became clear how 
difficult the operation would be. The first 
group had an especially Herculean task. 
Everything was covered in masses of fresh 
snow, and many of the fixed ropes were lost 
for good. But the camps were the main 
snag. Camp 2 was covered in snow, and 
Camp 3 was found only because the top of 
a high radio aerial was sticking out of the 
snow. The leading climbers were searching 
for the site of Camp 4 for some time before 
they realized that it was right under their 
feet. The snow was packed hard by the wind 
and the tents had collapsed under its 
weight. The frames were broken and the 
fabric torn . The first group were unable to 
dig them out, and succeeded only in rescu
ing the camping gear that was inside them. 
Each night they improvised by erecting the 
tents intended for Camps 5 and 6. 

But our Krank-Kommando had no such 
option available, as we were not c;arrying 
any tents, just oxygen. So, every time we 
reached a camp-site, we had a frantic race 
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with the frost and the night. We had to dig 
out the tents, mend the canvas with sticking 
plaster, and then make up masts by com
bining all the odd pieces and binding them 
together with slings. 

We were well aware that we had virtually 
no reserves and couldn't afford a systematic 
build-up, but at the same time we were fairly 
optimistic. After all, we were managing 
somehow. To my surprise, I felt stronger 
every day. As a team, we were overcoming 
the obstacles as they arose. We knew there 
would be more to come, but this knowledge 
acted as a challenge: the greater the diffi
culties, the greater would be our satisfaction. 

But again the weather got worse and all 
three groups were pinned down in Camps 
2, 3 and 4 for some time. Our reserves were 
exhausted, and there was just enough food 
and fuel for the assault, provided every
thing went well. 

The weather improved again and, on 
August 12, Camp 5 was established on the 
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top of a vast bulging dome. On the same 
day, to everyone's surprise, our Krank
Kommando supplied the camp with food 
and oxygen. 

Surmounting the dome and arriving at 
Camp 5 was a dramatic experience. Sud
denly one was brought face to face with the 
whole summit pyramid, which seemed to be 
literally hanging over the camp. It was 
already in shadow and its size was awe
inspiring. Vast snow-fields stretching up to 
the left, towards the top of the Abruzzi 
Ridge and thence to the summit. The huge 
face was bisected from top to bottom by a 
steep rock rib, to the right of which two 
parallel ice walls cut the face into three 
sections. These ice barriers were clearly 
going to be the crux of our route. 

We left our loads and descended quickly 
to Camp 4, where we joined the third 
group. That night all eighteen climbers 
were above the ridge in the two top camps. 

Next day we began to disperse. Some 

descended, others went up to establish 
Camp 6. Only Laukajtys and I remained in 
Camp 4 in reserve. We suddenly realized 
that we were desperately short of fuel. 
There was only one gas cartridge in the 
burner, and that was partially exhausted! 
Our radio was broken, so we could not even 
inform anybody. However, there was no 
question of descending. We simply had to 
stay to make another lift to Camp 5. We 
had no butane, but we had quite a lot of 
time and we knew that we had to find some 
solution. First, we unwrapped all the 
medicines and collected any inflammable 
rubbish. It was quite sunny, so we were 
able to dry it quickly. Then came our major 
discovery: somebody had left a book in the 
tent - a Simenon detective story. Cooking 
a meal on a bonfire inside the tent (it was 
too windy outside) took quite a time, but 
by evening the meal was ready. 

Meanwhile, Camp 6 was established and 
the first summit pair were ready to set off 

the following day. 
The first attempt was a failure. Cichy and 

Holnicki climbed the first barrier, but only 
managed to make a reconnaissance of the 
second one. They found a possible route 
up the left of the barrier, but reckoned it 
would take too long. Chrobak and Wroz, 
however, were more optimistic, and they 
set off the next day to try the barrier again. 

Only the supporting climbers, Zygmunt 
Heinrich, Kazimierz Glazek and Piotr 
Kintopf, our doctor, remained in Camp 5; 
the others began to descend. We also set 
off from Camp 4 towards Camp 3. On 
reaching it, we got some terrifying news 
over the radio: Glazek had become para
lysed in Camp 5 and needed to be brought 
down immediately. However, there were 
only two climbers in the camp with him, 
and there was no radio contact either with 
the summit couple or with the group 
descending to Camp 4. Furthermore, there 
was no fuel in the camps, and very little 

food. Although some of us were still quite 
fit for action, there was simply no way we 
could remain effective on the ridge without 
food or fuel. So the group that had just 
descended to Base Camp had to turn round 
and come up again, carrying extra food 
and butane, while we descended quickly to 
Camp 1 to get things moving again. 

Later, some rather better news came over 
the radio from Camp 5. After being given 
oxygen and a series of injections, Glazek 
was much recovered, and there were even 
hopes that he might be able to walk. How
ever, the doctors could not say whether the 
paralysis would return or not. It was a 
matter of great urgency for him to be taken 
down, particularly as the· weather was 
worsening by the hour. But still there was 
no contact with the summit pair. It was a 
terrible dilemma for those in Camp 5: 
should they make a descent, or wait for 
Chrobak and Wroz? Either way, it could 
be a matter of life or death for someone. 
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Left: The upper section of the route, with the 
arete between Camps 3 and 4 on the right. Top: 
Digging out Camp 3 after the bad weather. 
Photos: Onyszkiewicz. Above: The final section 
of the route, seen from Camp 5. Photo: Janusz 
Kurczab 

They decided to wait. 

Chrobak: August 14. We set out from 
Camp 5 towards Camp 6, following our 
supporting pair, Heinrich and Glazek, who 
are carrying four oxygen cylinders for us. 
Meanwhile, the first summit pair, Holnicki 
and Cichy, are somewhere above Camp 6, 
which consists of a single tent pitched under 
a rock at an altitude of 26,246ft. 

By 11.0 a.m. we are going noticeably 
better than yesterday, having had a night 
on oxygen, and having lighter rucksacks. 
We had difficulty making it to Camp 5 
yesterday evening, with about 501b packs 
on our backs. Now we are carrying food, 
some gear, a 16mm. movie camera, one 
oxygen bottle, walkie-talkie, cameras - well, 
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and the hope that we'll make it to the 
summit. It doesn't worry us that Holnicki 
and Cichy will be ahead of us. The fact that 
Janusz Kurczab selected us as a summit 
pair from the ranks of the expedition 
members, any of whom could have formed 
the assault team, was a distinction and 
contributes to our self-confidence today. 

Eventually, after a long chase, I caught 
up with our support pair, who left the camp 
two hours before us. Although I have 
broken my personal altitude record, I feel 
that I haven't yet reached my physical 
limits. Eight thousand metres is not so 
terrible after all! 

Wojtek Wroz is busying himself in the 
vicinity of the tent. He is chatting with the 
lads, who are about to go back down, and 
I know that he, too, is in good form. 

Four yellow oxygen bottles are lying in 
front of the tent. We'll take one of them for 
the night. I squeeze inside. It is unbearably 
cramped. I cook our meal and then prepare 
a pan of magnificent soup for the summi
ters. I hope that they'll be down soon, 
although Wojtek insists that they'll arrive 
during the night. I even have momentary 
illusions that I can hear their voices. 

Now, at 5.0 p.m., I can definitely hear 
them: they are outside the tent. Their faces 
are grey, eyes deeply sunk and lips cracked. 
There is no shadow of joy about them. In 
silence they throw off their heavy pack 
frames and oxygen sets. It is clear they 
didn't reach the summit. The double 200ft. 
rope lies tangled on the snow. They drink 
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the proffered soup greedily. 
I talk to Janek Holnicki. From time to 

time Leszek Cichy joins in: "The second 
barrier won't go - vertical rock, hard ice." 

I dig in Janek's rucksack, searching for 
ice pegs. I have to hurry because they are 
going down in a minute. From above, fog 
and darkness descend on our camp. 

It's 10.0 p.m., and I've been lying for a 
long time unable to sleep, irritated by the 
dampness of my oxygen mask and the 
condensation which drips down my neck; 
my irritation is compounded by the rubber 
tube that I don't know what to do with, the 
hiss of the oxygen, and the fact that Wojtek 
is already asleep and snoring while I am 
awake. 

August 15. I have to get up at 1.0 a.m. -
so little time left, and still sleep will not 
come. 

At 3.30 a .m. I am woken violently by a 
shower of cold water that has collected in 
my face mask. I aim the torch at my watch: 
it is late, we have overslept. We take from 
our sleeping bags the bottles of water we 
prepared yesterday. Hurriedly we make 
some bouillon and eat some frankfurters. 

We climb out of the tent at 5.0 a.m. The 
sky is starry, and it's freezing. We pack 
into our sacks a couple of oxygen bottles 
each, together with valves, masks, pegs, 
about fifteen karabiners, 150ft. of spare 
rope, walkie-talkie, a litre of tea, glucose, 
duvet jackets and trousers, anoraks and the 
flags of Pakistan and Poland. We shall set 
off dressed only in sweaters, for, although 

Above: Camp 5 (25,263ft). Photo: Kurczab 

we are shuddering with cold, we know that 
in a short time it will be hot. 

I can't get my rucksack on. It's heavier 
than ever it was when we were carrying 
between camps. It weighs about 601b. We 
move slowly. Only above the first barrier, 
over 8,150m., will we begin to use oxygen. 
We know we will need it higher up, where 
the first pair were turned back. 

7.0 a.m. and we have reached the gully 
leading through the first barrier. It is steep, 
but there are masses of rock and ice 
splinters lodged in it. Above us towers a 
roof of yellow rock already lit up by the 
sun. Tiny single pebbles and pieces of ice 
spin and leap past us. Suddenly I'm terrified 
that something will roar down on us from 
above. I might be in the Alps, except that I 
am totally unable to speed up. I have 
reached the limits of my lung capacity. 

By 8.0 a.m. the sun is shining brightly 
and we feel its energy-sapping heat. I fix 
the valve to the first cylinder. The gauge 
shows a pressure of 100 atmospheres. I ask 
Wojtek to check his, as my bottle is less 
than half full. Should we carry on in this 
situation? The difficulties that stopped 
Holnicki are still ahead of us. We must try 
- after all it may be the only chance. So we 
carry on. Wojtek, who has a full bottle, will 
lead as far as the foot of the second barrier, 
with his oxygen flow set at four litres per 
minute. I follow with a flow of two. Wojtek's 
crampons pierce the hard snow rhythmi-



cally. He rests frequently, but his stops are 
short. 

It is now 11.0 a.m. Wojtek has already 
breached the impregnable second barrier, 
and apparently sheer impetus has carried 
him 100ft. up the bare ice, which is angled 
at about 70°. 

I reach him, using the rope. Now it's my 
turn. The stance is uncomfortable. On the 
smooth, sloping rock slab, hanging on to 
the peg, I lean towards my partner so that 
he can take an oxygen bottle and rope out 
of my rucksack and set my oxygen flow at 
four litres per minute. The rope will be 
used to haul our spare cylinders and will 
then be left as a fixed rope on the hardest 
section. 

From the very beginning I have to cut 
steps in the hard ice. It is so steep that I am 
afraid I may damage the rubber balloon of 
my breathing set, which hangs on my chest. 
I move up under a rock overhang. Jamming 
my helmet against it to hold myself in 
balance, I hammer in a peg. It doesn't go in 
far. Now there's an awkward traverse to the 
left. 

Wojtek is far beneath me, and below him 
the snow-fields lead the eye down to the red 
dots of the tents at Camp 5. 

The rock is sound and vertical. I remove 
my gloves and search for tiny rugosities. I 
must get a peg in. My foot, contacting the 
rock only through one crampon spike, 
starts to shake. There is a crack. The peg 
goes in well. I can't move up. Snow slides 
off the smooth slabs, so I move down again. 
It's no better here. I stand a long time. I 
bring my breathing under control and move 
up again in my previous tracks. I hammer in 
a peg, clip in the rope and move down. My 
feet lose contact with the rock. For a while 
my whole weight hangs on the rope as I 
pendulum across to the welcoming snow of 
the couloir. I kick my feet in and then 
search for a placement for my last peg. At 
last the stance is ready. I take off my ruck
sack and turn down the regulator on my 
breathing set. I must economize. I haul up 
the cylinders carefully, each bump against 
the rock almost causing physical pain. The 
other rope, zig-zagging from peg to peg, 
won't budge. I jerk it with all my strength, 
and inch by inch take in the slack. 

2.0 p.m., and Wojtek has reached me. 
He leads off. I estimate how much further 
it is to the summit. We have a good chance, 
as the couloir doesn't seem too steep. 
Wojtek, however, is moving slowly, his ice
axe in constant use. He is placing pegs in 
the rock to the left of the couloir. It is 
harder than it looks from below. 

He's run out nearly 180ft. and it's my 
turn. I transfer the valve to my second 
oxygen cylinder and get a shock: this time 
there are only 170 atmospheres. Again I 
set the flow at two litres per minute. My 
partner leads the next pitch and the one 
after that. We are now on mixed snow and 
ice leading diagonally left towards the 
summit snow-fields. 

I take over the lead. I move up about 50ft. 
and then, on a section which appears easier, 
unexpectedly lose my balance. At the last 
moment I regain it with the aid of a con
venient block. Then I bang in an ice-peg 
and bring up Wojtek. We'll have to eat 
something. I'm tired. 

Wojtek reaches me, gasping. His first 
cylinder has run out, although he, too, 
economized by shutting off the flow while 
belaying me. The empty bottle bounces 
above the second barrier and cuts through 
the air like a rocket. 

5.0 p.m. Maybe higher up we'll find a 
more comfortable spot to stop and drink 
some tea. Wojtek moves up about 30ft. and 
then, after a long traverse to the right, dis
appears behind the rocky wall of the 
couloir which probably leads out on to the 
summit snow-fields. 

I feel that my oxygen flow is falling. 
Probably the tube has frozen up. I try to 
warm the end of the delivery tube, and put 
the rubber balloon under my sweater. It 
doesn't help. We are now surrounded by 
mist, and it has started snowing. I am 
getting cold. We've reached 27,558ft. I have 
only 50 atmospheres of oxygen left, and 
we have probably another three hours to 
the summit. 

We should make an immediate decision 
whether to carry on or to go back. 

7.0 p.m., and we have decided to retreat. 
From a stance I prepared, we are starting 
the first abseil. 

Three abseils later, I am alone and it is 
completely dark. Wojtek has descended the 
30ft. to reach the top of the fixed rope and 
gone down to a stance above the second 
barrier. I try to pull down the abseil rope, 
but it jams. I jerk it - the end disappears 
into the middle of the couloir. I abandon 
it and descend towards Wojtek. Our only 
hope is to use the fixed rope. 

Wojtek abseils over the edge first. I feel 
him jerking the rope and then hanging for 
a long time. 

In spite of his warnings I go down with 
the rope merely under my armpits, because 
the breathing set would get in the way of a 
classic abseil. Suddenly my crampons are 
sliding on rock. I see them sparking in the 
darkness. Then I am hanging free; the rope 
is breaking my arms and I am suffocating. 
Down quickly! I try to grab the rock. I 
throw myself to the left - and again. My 
lungs are bursting. I would tear off my 
mask, but I can't let go of the rope ... 

Wojtek quickly turns my oxygen flow to 
five litres. I am getting my breath back 
when l hear the hiss from the valve dying 
away. No more oxygen! 

11.30 p.m. We are resting above the first 
barrier. Although we are wearing our duvet 
suits, we are freezing without oxygen, and 
the wind is vicious. Wojtek has just parted 
company with his second cylinder. We 
descend carefully, belaying with the fixed 
rope taken from the barrier. Ahead of us is 
an avalanche-prone traverse to the right. 

We enter the tent in the early hours. 
August 16. At 6.0 a.m. we set out in the 

direction of Camp 5 in continuously falling 
snow and strong winds. 

For hours we search for the tents, shout
ing and stumbling about in the white-out. 

10.0 a.m. Piotr Kintopf, the expedition 
doctor, is giving Wojtek the first injection 
towards saving his toes. A day earlier, with 
a similar injection, he saved the life of the 
partially paralysed Glazek, who still doesn't 
recognize us or remember our names. 

Two days later, in continuing snowfall, 
the five of us set out for Base Camp. 

Onyszkiewicz: Glazek felt reasonably well, 
and so did the others. But the weather 
showed no signs of letting up. Camp 5 was 
separated from Camp 4 by extensive snow
fields, at the end of which one had to strike 
an ill-defined ridge, and in such a snow 
storm there was very little chance of finding 
it. Those in Camp 5 felt compelled to wait, 
despite the fact that they had virtually no 
food or fuel left. For us, down below, it 
looked as if the trap was closing. It is 
desperately frustrating just to be an ob
server, to be iJ1 a state of enforced idleness, 
but there was nothing we could do. 

The next day it became obvious that there 
must be a 'make or break' attempt to get 
Glazek down and, despite the blizzard con
ditions, the group broke through to Camp 
4. There was no butane, but half the 
Simenon was left, enough to melt some 
snow for a drink. 

They had their next meal two days later, 
when they met a rescue team on the ridge. 

So, we were beaten again, but we refused 
to accept defeat. Again we worked out a 
plan for another desperate attempt. This 
time I was supposed to lead the first summit 
bid, with Cichy as my partner. But the 
weather didn't give us a chance. After sit
ting out another storm in Camps 2 and 3, 
we all began to descend on September 4. 
There was fresh snow up to our waists. 

Our fight for the mountain had not been 
a Samosierra, but fortunately it had not 
been a Balaklava either. We had put up 
quite a fight, but the final 600ft. had 
eluded us. Now we had run out of almost 
everything, including time. The hiss of the 
oxygen as we let it out of the bottles 
sounded like a requiem for the expedition. ... 
SUMMARY 
Karakoram: Baltoro Mustagh, K2 (28,250ft. 
or 28,741ft.) An account of an unsuccessful 
attempt to reach the summit by a route up the 
North-East Ridge. The expedition comprised 
Janusz Kurczab (leader), Eugeniusz Chrobak, 
Leszek Cichy, Andrzej Czok, Ryszard Dmoch, 
Janusz Ferenski, Kazimierz Glazek, Marek 
Grochowski, Zygmunt Andrzej Heinrich, Jan 
Holnicki-Szulc, Piotr Jasinski, Piotr Kintopf, 
Jan Koisar, Marek Kowalczyk, Wojciech 
Kurtyka, Andrzej Lapinski, Tadeusz Laukajtys, 
Janusz Onyszkiewicz and Wojciech Wroz. A 
high-point of 27,558ft was reached by Chrobak 
and Wroz on Aug. 15, 1976, but thereafter bad 
weather and depleted supplies prevented further 
progress. 
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IT WAS BITTER that Halloween midnight, 
near Nevada. Across the entire desert there 
was only one movement not at the mercy 
of the north wind: a small and battered 
Volkswagen was feeling its way through 
the night, its passage marked by the waver
ing beam of its headlights. Even the stars 
had succumbed to the approaching blizzard, 
having vanished in cloud. 

Peter Guerre, the car's sole occupant, 
ignored the building storm. Preoccupied 
with his thoughts, he drove on toward Lee 
Vining. He was glad, now, that he hadn't 
told the tale of his solo on Washington's 
Column. The Column hadn't been difficult, 
he decided; one long reach above that bolt 
on the fifth, that was it really, and he'd 
been faster than ever. Peter Guerre, better 
known as 'P.G.', the Kingsbury Magician, 
fast, flashy, taciturn. Globe-trotting from 
Baffin Island to Patagonia, from Australia 
to Chamonix, he'd seen some of the best 
rock on the planet. Youngest climber on 
the Dhaulagiri expedition in '73, and one 
of the two lads topping out Lhotse on a 
Dutch invitation two years later, he'd gone 
on to cap it all with a staggering two-week 
solo of Pumori, for which he was still being 
lionized. At the age of twenty-four, his 
name was known, his legend inseminated. 
Ambitious and physically powerful, P.G. 
was renowned as a master craftsman who 
tamed stone and ice to his own devices. 
And, though the accolades left their mark, 
P.G. had discovered that he could afford 
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modesty, that in fact it enhanced his repu
tation and gave him an air of intelligent 
gravity. 

He recalled a large film-showing in Aspen 
last spring. Without a word as to his 
identity, he had politely introduced the film 
by title, before addressing a softly spoken 
"please" to the projectionist who waited to 
engineer the lights. The room had hushed 
black, then lit up with stormy, antipodal 
sunshine. On a whim, P.G. had slipped 
from the room and left, his silhouette 
marring the screen momentarily then 
vanishing. After the film had run for several 
minutes, a common murmur amongst the 
audience showed that they had recognized 
one particular celluloid figure - a young 
man garbed in wind-blown, rock-torn 
clothing, sporting a livid scar down one 
cheek and brandishing his ice-axe like an 
educated demon. It was only then that they 
connected this bellicose Kingsbury Magi
cian with their tall, gentle master of cere
monies. An hour later, when the Himalayan 
sun sank like a red diamond into night and 
the auditorium lights flashed on again, 
everyone looked around eagerly for the 
paradoxical Magician. But the hero was 
gone, the podium empty. The audience, he 
learned later, had groaned. In his quiet way, 
P.G. found that very gratifying - existing 
as a silhouette faster than reality. The 
mountaineering itself was automatically 
satisfying, but it took on a double sweet
ness when he considered that each new 

climb was also one further appendage to 
his reputation. He had no idea where the 
wheel of fame would deposit him; he didn't 
think about it. It was a hobby as much as 
a lifestyle. Some people collect butterflies, 
some collect knives. P.G. collected moun
tains, though more precisely he collected 
anecdotes about himself climbing moun
tains. Often his climbs yielded nothing in 
the way of kudos. His solo on the Column 
had been a complete bust in that sense, up
staged by Byrd's solo on the Shield and by 
some unknown gymnast's ascent of a 
5.11 +. But, as had become habit by now, 
P.G. had said nothing when, earlier this 
evening, he'd strode into camp, dumped his 
gear and gone over to stand by a camp-fire. 
For an hour he'd listened to the other 
stories: how Byrd was muttering to himself 
when friends found him on the summit 
edge; how the gymnast had overcome the 
final knob, stood up, and speechlessly 
dropped his hands in retrospective surren
der. P.G. hadn't bothered to mention his 
own bold sortie of the past few days, be
cause by comparison it wasn't so bold. The 
tale would come out some other time. And 
by then he would have vanished again. 

A snowflake drifted down into his head
lights, then flashed overhead. Two more 
hours to Kingsbury Grade, P.G. estimated, 
to home, a bath, food and sleep. He acce
lerated slightly. If it was snowing here in 
Lee Vining, it would be coming down 
heavily up on Kingsbury Grade. Snow on 



Halloween: a cold night for souls. Veering 
gently, he swept down off Tioga Pass, then 
slowed to enter Lee Vining. The town was 
dead, the Coffee Shoppe closed, the lights 
at the gas station off. A tenuous outcrop of 
brick and wood in the daytime, Lee Vining 
now looked like the end of the world-dark, 
empty and wordless. P.G. might even have 
failed to register the town in its brevity and 
silence, had not a second snowflake lanced 
his tired stare. Shaking his head sharply, 
he broke from his trance. As he crossed the 
outer fringes of midnight and the ghost 
town, his headlights picked out a third 
snowflake, a steady, white point. P.G. fixed 
his faraway highway stare on it. The snow
flake didn't drift or dance, it remained 
stationary. As he drove closer, it assumed 
proportion, then swelled into an object. At 
last P.G. saw that his snowflake was the 
figure of a man, and closer still, that of an 
old man. 

The man was just beyond the town's 
edge, stockstill and waiting, neither patient
ly nor impatiently to judge by his posture, 
just waiting. He stood at the side of the 
road like a tattered mannequin, hands 
stiffly lowered, head up. P.G. slowed down. 
He examined the figure with grim, half
bemused curiosity. The man was dressed 
in bizarre and ancient clothing: a greasy, 
torn cagoule, a mouldering balaclava, both 
calves wrapped in cloth strips. In the chill 
desert on Highway 395, it was these last 
that struck P.G. more than the rest- puttees 
taping the frail legs of an alcoholic. He 
slowed even more, expecting the hobo to 
extend his thumb or wave him down. He 
was obviously in search of a ride, for why 
else would he be standing here on the side 
of the road at midnight? The Volkswagen 
edged closer. Despite the decrepit costume, 
there was something about the old man's 
stance that gave him a look of fragility and 
aged dignity. The man didn't raise his hand. 

"O.K." murmured P.G., and he would 
have driven on, leaving the man to his 
obstinacy and cheap wine, but in the glare 
of the headlights the old man continued to 
stare with unflinching nonchalance. Fero
city or liquor? P.G. examined the old face 
more carefully and suddenly jerked his 
head in shock. Within the wizened crows
feet lacing the old man's eyes, the sockets 
were collapsed, sunken with disuse: the 
old man was blind. 

P.G. stopped with a hiss, cursing the 
night. He must belong somewhere, thought 
P.G. - crouched in some empty garage or 
covered in newspapers beside a garbage 
can, but at least out of the snow. The old 
man waited by the car, his cagoule punched 
and bitten by the Nevada wind. P.G. 
leaned over and rolled down the window. 
He had to call twice before the old man's 
face, sun blackened and with eyes squeezed 
shut, appeared at the window. 

"So," rasped the old man, "a ride north." 
The proclamation twisted off with the night 
wind. P.G. shrugged. The old spook could 

go as far north as he was going, then find 
another ride. He wiggled the stick out of 
gear and stepped out. It was bitterly cold, 
dry and sharp. A little like Lhotse's cold, 
he decided. His breath trailed him as he 
walked round through the two spears of 
light to his passenger. 

"North," mumbled the old man. P.G. 
opened the car door and guided him by one 
thin arm towards the seat. The old man 
limped heavily, scraping the asphalt. P.G. 
looked down at the cracked boots. Hobnails 
bordered their soles. Hobnails and puttees 
- antiquity itself. 

'Tm Andrew," the old man announced 
from inside the car. P.G. closed the door 
and walked back round to his own side. 
"Andrew," the old man repeated as P.G. 
got in. His voice was bare like a worn bone. 
The manner and tone in which he an
nounced his name located him far outside 
P.G.'s company, a passive dereliction. P.G. 
didn't offer his own name. It would have 
been wasted breath to such an afflicted 
spirit. The old man, wrapped in his ancient 
cagoule, seemed anyway oblivious. Whip
ped by the accumulating storm, the Volks
wagen shot away. 

"I'm cold," came a whisper. . 
"Heat's on," P.G. answered. It was 

already hot in the car, and he could smell 
the vents scorching a handful of junk perlon 
he'd tossed on to the back floor. Neverthe
less the old man was shivering, perhaps as 
a result of his wait by the roadside. For a 
time the old man and boy rode in silence, 
enveloped in the hollow can of a mutual 
environment, the wind outside pounding at 
the car. P.G. tried to plug back into his 
thoughts of the Column climb, but the heat 
and monotonous darkness seduced him. 
He had to break violently out of sleep a 
second time. He reached for the radio to 
dispel the journey's weight, but just as he 
pinched the volume knob the old man 
trapped him with another whisper. 

"We climbed," he muttered. "We climbed 
high." 

P.G. snapped a glance at his passenger, 
but saw the cowl of his hat and a shock of 
renegade white hair. Climbing? P.G. inter
preted the old man's remark as an in
gratiating prelude to a conversation in 
general. But how could he have known that 
P.G. was a climber? The ropes and gear on 
the back seat? The smell of scorched 
perlon? Then the old man's ragged costume 
echoed its intimation. The garb was half-a
century out of time, but clearly alpinist in 
mode. Was the masquerade more deliberate 
than coincidental? A single moment passed 
as P.G. explored the possibility that this 
old man had been waiting for him, Peter 
Guerre, on the side of the midnight road; 
an ancient climber lying in wait for a young 
one. How ominous, P.G. chided himself, a 
cold, blind Halloween vampire. 

Since there was no tail to the old man's 
opening statement, P.G. asked him with 
sceptical hesitation where he'd climbed. The 

old man raised a hand, orchestrating 
thoughts. P.G. watched the hand drop 
back on to the old man's thigh. Finally the 
old man spoke, coherent but absurd. 

"Everest," he said. A smile ribbed his 
face. "I do remember that, that I climbed 
Everest." There was neither modesty nor 
boasting in the coarse, empty voice. P.G. 
gave a little snort and turned his head to 
mock the blind man with a grin. He was 
amused. By his rigid credo a person who 
couldn't fire a warthog into 85° ice, or 
figure out an easy 5.10, was a scrambler, or 
worse, a liar. The old man was a liar. 

"Cracker?" P.G. held up a half-rifled 
box of wheat thins. For several minutes he 
attempted a dialogue, hoping to recover 
the talk about the climb. But it was a 
wispy, halting exchange, acid with the boy's 
doubt and lamed by the wino's senility. It 
serviced neither of them. The old, striated 
face had locked shut. Suddenly, unpromp
ted, the old man rustled. 

"Yes," he declared. "I climbed Everest." 
The statement was vigorous this time, even 
proud. By the balls, you liar, P.G. grinned 
to himself. He'd been to Everest himself, 
climbed Lhotse, been through the Khumbu 
lcefall, descended by the South Col. He 
would let the old man build his fiction into 
a mountain, then, as at other times with 
other liars, expose the lie with the real 
mountain. Maybe not though, he demurred. 
In fact ... why? This lie and these clothes 
were probably Andrew's only possessions. 
P.G. found himself wondering how such 
creatures come to wander apart from the 
rest of their race, becoming alley and road 
animals without an anchor in the world. 
That's just the way it is, though, P.G. con
ceded. Every town on earth has drifters like 
this one: men who appear, utter and then 
disappear. Their fictions atrophy, and they 
die. 

Just then the snowstorm erupted, flinging 
itself in erratic, ballooning swirls at the 
windshield. By the time they'd passed Mono 
Lake there was a soft white mantle adhering 
to the scrub brush and coating the high
',J,'.ay. P.G. started to chastise himself for 
having picked up the old man. Now he'd 
have to drop the spook off somewhere but 
with all this snow it couldn't be just any
where. Momentarily, P.G. considered his 
own home, then tallied the samaritan com
plications and rejected the idea. Besides, 
there was a home for such spirits as this in 
Reno, fifty miles north, hours distant ... 
but after all, P.G. sighed, it was merely an 
inconvenience, an extra couple of dollars 
for gas, an extra few hours. He found it a 
little touching that one climber should be 
giving a hand to another, even if it was to a 
liar dressed in rags. It suggested the traces 
of a climbing community, the young tend
ing their elders. And trying to feed them 
crackers, scoffed P.G., and put up with their 
bullshit. Everest! 

He broke the thought and aligned a new 
one, slowly rebuilding the Column. Last 
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night at this time ... two twisted trees, a 
bolt painted yellow, a thin wafer of rock to 
sit on ... and cold. But had tonight's snow 
appeared last night while he was cadging 
sleep, P.G. thought, he would have really 
suffered. The snow had waited though; he 
wasn't called the Magician for nothing. He 
always managed to recover from the nights, 
their loneliness and raw chill. He always 
had control, slender sometimes, but suffi
cient. 

The old man muttered something loud 
but incoherent then, disrupting P.G.'s 
revery. Giving powerful nods of his wool
capped head, the old man seemed bent on 
confirming his illusions. P.G. turned his 
attention back to the road. It was becoming 
thickly coated with fat snowflakes, stretch
ing on and on. 

"Cold?" the old man suddenly barked. 
There was a rattling deep in his throat. 
"Cold?" he asked again, more gently. P.G. 
glanced over. His cagoule tucked beneath 
his chin, the old man sat very straight, his 
tweeded thighs pointing stiffly forward like 
old men keep their legs, simply and firmly 
planted. By the greenish light radiating from 
the dashboard, P.G. picked out the stained 
wraps of the puttees, even discovering a 
petal of rust on the small buckle clasping 
the knicker cuffs. 

"Andrew," P.G. said. 
"Andrew?" answered Andrew. The face 

smiled at him, but again not at him. The 
old man was looking far away, somewhere 
else dark and alone. P.G. examined the old 
face and its intense sunburn. For the first 
time he noticed the perimeters of its stain, 
two eyelets above the blistered, peeling nose 
and cheeks. P.G. had seen such faces be
fore: goggles and sun, the mark of alpine 
climbing. It mildly surprised him. A pair 
of big sunglasses and a bender in the desert, 
P.G. guessed. How else such an odd sun
burn? 

"You still cold?" he asked the old man. 
"I was told to go down," replied the old 

man quietly. "Give me your air, go down. 
It was very high you see, and I hurt and 
wanted to do down." Caught in his moun
tain, P.G. realized. Old Andrew's stuck on 
Everest. He respected the old man for that. 
Impoverished as he was, Andrew still had 
the integrity to embody his lie. 

"So I hadn't any air," continued Andrew. 
"Then I remembered the length of shadows 
in the afternoon and followed them back 
down." P.G. listened, cynical, though not 
unsympathetic. 

"Who were they?" he finally asked. 
"Who sent you down?" 
"No." The old man apologized tangen

tially. "Names slip by me." Sure thing, 
thought P.G. As much as he liked the old 
man's bizarre facade, the gall and fatuity, 
he still resented the actual lie that had been 
created. Long ago he'd decided that moun
tains belong to the climbers who touch 
them, not to flatland men with cheap words 
and bravado. Ambivalently, still curious 
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though irritated, P.G. rejoined the con
versation. 

"You can't remember any names at all?" 
"There was . . . Tibet of course. We 

crossed south." The old man's hand brushed 
at the air as if to clear away the obvious. A 
little gold star for geography, P.G. sniffed 
to himself. "But the mountain parts I have 
trouble with," finished the old man. "It's 
been so long." 

"How about the South Col?" prodded 
P.G. "You probably remember that, don't 
you?" A vision of bleakness and wind 
swept through him eidetically. He saw the 
area again, shingled rocks and hard scabs 
of snow, and a single piece of cardboard 
poking from its grave. 

"No," said Andrew. "I don't know about 
the South Col." He didn't seem intimidated 
or embarassed by his ignorance, though, 
and there was no righteousness to his state
ment. He acted as plainly as when he'd first 
said his name was Andrew. It confused 
P.G. He'd expected a pouting, rheumy 
defense to his attack on the unreal moun
tain. But the loose smile remained, and this 
ingenuous amnesia continued. 

Pretend, thought P.G. pretend he did 
climb Everest. Treat the mountain like a 
mirror: the Nepali half reflects the Tibetan 
half, the South Col weighs against the North 
Col, the Khumbu Glacier against the Rong
buk Glacier. P.G. looked at the old man. 
Let him climb the mirror. Help him climb. 
The game suddenly intrigued him, this 
piecing fact with fraud, with fiction. 

"Well," asked P.G. "did you go through 
the icefall ?" He calculated the mountain, 
carefully omitting the name of the icefall. 

"The icefall ?, " questioned the old man. 
"The Khumbu ice?" offered P.G. Its 

blue seracs surfaced in his mind again, the 
moon illuminating sharp holes, tiny orange 
and blue tents lit up like paper lanterns 
among the rubble below, and the listless 
red marker flags on bamboo wands that 
tilted lower and lower each day, the icefall 
ingesting them. P.G. caught his breath at 
the vivid memory, that solitary night in the 
icefall which he could never share because 
it was so embedded and complex. He shook 
his head at the memory. 

"I don't think I've been there, that area," 
the old man decided after a moment. 
"Maybe we went a different way, my col
leagues and I." OK, thought P.G. Don't 
hang yourself yet old man. Let's play the 
game as far as it goes. He didn't ask about 
the Rongbuk Glacier which lay in Tibet, 
he wasn't sure about it, nor did he want to 
know about it for the time being. Khumbu 
lcefall and South Col went together with 
the Nepali Everest, and the old man had 
denied them all. P.G. applauded the old 
man's consistency. It translated into an 
attempt from the Tibetan side, illogically 
but possibly as the old man had claimed. 
It dated the lie, marking it a lie of the 
'twenties or 'thirties. But how Tibetan can 
Andrew keep his fiction, P.G. asked him-

self. One wrong answer from the old man 
and the mountain would vanish into its lie. 
It would have turned into naive malice and 
P.G. would drop it altogether. But the two 
of them were still ascending Everest, still 
composing its lines, conceding its unreali
ties. By building as many blanks as possi
ble, P.G. knew, they could escape pure fact. 
He shifted into third gear. Snow was accu
mulating on the highway. 

"I was twenty-two years old," the old 
man offered. "I was young. Then I was 
told, give me your air. Go down." The old 
man waved his hand and slapped it softly 
on his leg, a gesture of fatigue. 

"It wasn't Hillary who told you to go 
down, was it?" P.G. felt certain that Hillary 
had never sent anyone back down the 
mountain. There was no reply. The old 
man was beginning to sink back into his 
mute images. Don't slip away old man, 
P.G. thought. 

"Was it Noyce or Odell or Mallory?" 
P.G. had to dredge their names from nearly 
forgotten history. The game was complicat
ing itself inwards. He wasn't sure how much 
longer he could feed the old man blanks. 

Andrew mumbled again about the cold 
and lengthening shadows. And P.G. re
membered how shadows stretched long and 
low on the mountain. It would grow cold 
while the summit was gradually devoured 
from below by the darkness, the body of 
the mountain swallowed bit by bit until at 
last the very crown faded. Then all the 
humans would get in their tents. 

"Then what did you do? Where did you 
go down to?" P.G. tried to make his 
question unobtrusive to the old man's 
reverie. Beneath the blind sockets the 
parched, cracking lips moved rapidly. There 
was a long pause. The old man raised and 
dropped his hand. 

"I can't remember." It was final. Old 
Andrew couldn't remember. 

"You can't say how high you got?" P.G. 
persisted, trying to reconstruct the flow of 
the story, the geometry of the mountain. 

"It was very painful," said the old man. 
"Jt was very cold." P.G. remembered that, 
too, how very cold it would be. Everything 
would freeze. The only way really to thaw 
out would be to climb, up or down, it 
didn't matter much, but stasis was fatal. 
Even illusions were better than simple, 
frozen sleep. P.G. remembered sharing a 
tent with two other men. Throughout the 
cold night he had heard them shifting and 
muttering, talking within themselves. Then 
in the morning they had all emerged from 
their unreal worlds, put on their boots and 
climbed. 

The old man sank back into his algid 
mutters. In the headlights everything was 
covered now with snow; the flat white 
world stretched on and on. It was very cold 
there. P.G. drove on with the blind man, 
pressing on through the black morning. He 
tried to talk about their mountain some 
more, but the old man had gone to sleep. A 
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"IF THIS CLIMB doesn't blow you away, 
nothing will," James ventured as he hit the 
brakes. "I still can't believe that Earl and 
I did it." We hopped out of the Youth 
Challenge Bus and ambled over to the 
abrupt rim of a dark abyss - the Black 
Canyon of the Gunnison River. Never in 
my life had I seen such an enormous wealth 
of accessible and terrifyingly steep granite. 
As we stood on the edge of the canyon, the 
Nose of Chasm View Wall and our hoped
for route, The Cruise, loomed up out of deep 
shadows. Their aged and battered faces 

dropped nearly 2,000ft. below the high 
Colorado plains and grasslands. I felt an 
inexplicable loathing for the eroded depths 
of the chasm, but at the same time I had a 
half-crazed desire to be upon those isolated 
walls. Bryan Becker and I bumbled about 
as if we were on recess from school, which 
we were, while Jim Dunn and Earl Wiggens 
gazed across the void, hoping for a moment 
to relive some of their previous adventures 
on the walls of the canyon. A steady up
draft buffeted us from the emptiness below. 

After several minutes we rounded up the 

dogs and drove to the camp-ground above 
North Chasm View Wall. James and I 
strolled above the crest of the wall in the 
warming afternoon sun. Every so often he 
would stop suddenly and excitedly point 
out particular features: "There's where The 
Eighth Voyage comes up . .. see that off
width down there, Ed?" 

"Right Jim," I replied with a lump in my 
throat. "Sure looks pleasant!" 

At one point all four of us bellied down 
on the very edge, peering foot by foot down 
the insanely overhanging face, all the way 
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down to the narrow, silver thread of the 
river. Now usually I like exposure, that 
tingly feeling and lack of perception, but 
this time the suddeness of the 2,000ft. gulf 
rushed to my head. The violent overpower
ing roar of the river was tremendous. I was 
forced to pull back. We hadn't even roped 
up yet and I was starting to think that the 
Black Canyon was the most frightening 
climbing area I'd ever visited . 

That evening we met Bryan Teale and 
Dan Morrison, other friends from Colorado 
Springs, who'd just tried the Chasm View 

Various views of the cliffs of the Black Canyon. 
Left: Earl Wiggens peers over the lip near the 
finish of High and Dry, The Painted Wall is on 
the extreme left. Centre: The North Chasm View 
Wall. Right: The unclimbed South Chasm View 
Wall. Abo;e: The Hooker Buttress - the Cov
ington/ Westbay Route takes the corner on the 
left . Photos: Ed Webster 

Nose, but bagged it when they reached a 
pitch on which Dan unzipped 40ft . of A4 
pins. The two looked remarkably calm and 
high spirited, no doubt because the climb
ing stage of their trip was over; now they 
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could just relax and space around in the 
company of friends. But before we could 
sit around our fire, they disappeared in 
search of Dean Tschappat and Steve Miller 
who were due off the Dragon Route. 

Tired but overly anxious, I shivered the 
night away in a light-weight sleeping bag 
with a broken zipper. Too late, perhaps, 
we were off: running through dwarfed pine 
woods, losing control on a steep slope, nuts 
clanging, hopes and buried fears quicken
ing under the pace. Earl and Jim raced 
down the descent gully eager to begin their 
climb, a free ascent of Layton Kor's and 
Wayne Goss's The Diagonal, a 2,000ft. A5 
route on North Chasm View Wall. Bryan, 
the Hobbit, was taking it slow, having been 
kicked in the shoulder by a rodeo bull two 
days previously. As the morning sun rose 
higher in the cloudless sky, we descended 
lower and lower out of its reach, to where 
water met granite. Our climb, The Cruise, 
began here. James and Earl slipped out of 
sight, wishing us the best of luck. 

Our starting was off-key; words were 
crisp or fell silent before they were spoken. 
The Hobbit felt distant and led the initial 
5.9 section in a huff before I had the belay 
set up. Soaring above, my perspective of 
the climb faded into obscurity. The crack 
system we were to follow for five pitches 
ended suddenly, intersected by a huge, 
rotten vein of pegmatite. Higher up, the 
vague lines of cracks and corners blended 
with the grey-blue tinge of the subtly 
banded gneiss, for upon closer inspection 
the rock revealed itself not to be granite at 
all, but a widely varying granitic gneiss, 
boldly foliated. I suffered up the first two 
leads, wearing our day-sack, which con
tained a pint of water, sneakers, sweaters, 
mitts, balaclavas and my camera. Since we 
had taken only the essentials it didn't add 
up to much weight, but on those first few 
pitches the pack impressed us with just how 
much of a nuisance it could be. 

The weather was perfect : a brilliantly 
clear sky hallowed the October sun, which 
imperceptibly rode an ancient arch above 
the jagged South Rim opposite us. Always 
it was the engulfing air and sullen rock 
which weighed upon us, spinning our 
thoughts. We weren't climbing to reach 
unattainable heights or mystical summits. 
We were climbing up from beneath the 
surface of the Earth, out of a darkened 
wound. 

A pitch later the Hobbit found himself 
belaying in the recesses of a claustrophobic 
squeeze chimney, which pinched to a 150ft, 
5.9/5.10 off-width above him. Armed with a 
four-inch tube and several hefty hexes, I 
artistically leap-frogged nuts all the way up 
the struggle, sparing myself any sort of 
embarrassing runout. Meanwhile Bryan 
cringed helplessly as friable flakes rattled 
offensively down the crack. After what 
seemed like ages I was finally up; the fall 
days had grown short and we would have 
to be quick if we were to avoid being 

28 

Two pitches on The Cruise with Bryan Becker 
leading. Above: The third pitch. Right: The fifth 
pitch - probably the most difficult on the rollfe. 
Photos: Ed Webster 

benighted. Somehow Earl and James had 
made the first free ascent of The Cruise on 
their first attempt in only six hours. That's 
1,700ft. of climbing in the 5.8 to 5.10 + 
category for fourteen leads, all protected 
with nuts. And they hauled a pack heavier 
than ours; impressive! 

A bit overawed, Bryan shouldered the 

rack for the crux pitch, a 150ft. left-facing 
corner, overhanging in the middle, laced 
with a narrow crack. 15ft. out, with no 
protection, his fingers strained and gripped 
the rock. 

"Ya got me Ed?" 
"I got you Bry !" I said, tightening my 

belay. "You're safe!" 
"No I'm not!" he corrected. Without 

warning, danger sprung from nowhere: his 
foothold broke. The large blade tumbled 
into our tangled ropes, though afterwards 
I discovered them to be unharmed. The 
Hobbit clenched his wits, ran the rope up 
several more feet, and finally placed a good 
stopper. 

"I'm comin' down," Bryan quavered 
dryly as his limbs gave out. Back on the 
belay stance he stared in bewilderment at 
his trembling hands, as sweat poured 
through the chalk. I was handed the drip
ping rack of nuts. 

Move by move I eased up the corner, 
each jam painfully bad, my feet bridged out 
between paper-thin edges. All other cares I 
had - my love for a woman, an education, 
worries over a future I had to resolve to 
live in - were all replaced by an immediate 
reality and a heightened awareness of my 
position. Slowly I became sympathetic with 
the rock; I was allowed to rest. No. I and 2 
stoppers protected me on the most difficult 
moves. I knew that uncounted pitches still 
lay hidden above us, and that we must dis
cover each one before reaching, once again, 
our starting point, the plateau surrounding 
us. Our finish would be our start; our start 
would be our future. Perhaps nothing 
would be too different, only that our 
memories would be filled with stark, chilled 
images of a deep canyon where few have 
ever climbed. 

Tired, but clear-minded, I reached a belay 
niche at last, anchoring to several opposed 
nuts, avoiding a belay stance with a half
driven bolt on my right. Bryan joined me 
and we talked openly, cheerfully, happy to 
be here together, for being here together 
was more important than doing the climb. 
The warmth of the moment felt somewhat 
temporary, though, when I realized that 
once the sun passed behind the Nose to our 
left, we would be left in the ageing, autumn 
shadows. As I clicked off a couple of photos, 
the Hobbit mastered the crumbling band 
of feldspar and biotite crystals, a lead we 
had been warned about in advance. 

Earl's fantastic finger-crack was next, 
piercing an unlikely-looking blind face to 
our right. Hours wound away as I eased 
past half-inserted stoppers, worth little be
yond holding their own weight, to the crux 
which finally defeated me. I lowered 
delicately and handed the sharp end to the 
Hobbit. Hyped from crouching in the cold, 
Bryan swarmed past the move, only to end 
up aiding another 5.10 move above. With 
difficulty, I tried to envisage Larry Dalke 
and Layton Kor nailing this pitch thirteen 
years ago on their two-day first ascent. 



Christ! - I placed a No. 1 stopper in one of 
their A4 scars. I wonder, did they ever 
imagine that this route would one day go 
all free? 

Inevitably, now that we were above the 
two crux pitches, we talked openly of 
retreat, of long and tortuous rappels to the 
ground. Back to the gorge of raging water 
and foam, of poison ivy and poison oak, of 
desolate rock. Back to The Land of The 
Dead, which the Ute Indians avoided so 
many centuries ago. 

"No way, Ed. We'd have to climb back 
out of the canyon up the gully ... " 

"James told me that walking out the 
descent gully is a fate worse than death," 
I said, cutting off Bryan as we re-racked on 
a tiny ledge, close together in the shadows. 

"Rapping down we'd lose all our gear 
besides!" Bryan added. 

"Really man. Wish we had more light 
and I hadn't wasted so much time fooling 
around on that last pitch. Oh well, all the 
more reason to get the hell out of here!" 
I answered. 

l really love to climb with the Hobbit 
because failure never seems to bother him, 
at least he never lets it show. I guess that's 
because he hates rappels and their inherent 
danger even more than unplanned-for 
bivies. With his encouragement a second 
wind swept me up a 5.9 finger-crack and 
diagonally left across a beautiful wall 
speckled with turkey-heads. There was no 
mistaking the lateness; a pale, yellow light 
glowed on the far rim. I sat by myself on a 
narrow ledge, my adrenalin pumping several 
hours too late. 

Bryan breezed up a hand-crack framing 
the right side of a tottering pillar. Minutes 
later I followed by feel in the dark, glancing 
up at the remainder of the wall, so menacing 
and out of touch. The Hobbit roughly 
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ordered me to lead the next pitch before he 
did. Maybe we could thread our way 
through to the top, he argued. We only had 
a couple more pitches. Those other guys 
said it got easier. Obstinately I climbed up, 
entering a black chimney affair, watching 
the world sink deeper into a final numbness. 
A sharp, gaping tooth presented itself out 
of the haze and, groping along, slowly and 
blindly, I landed a two-bolt belay. After 
checking out my poor stance, Bryan opted 
for a bivi alongside the towering fin, using 
that as a windbreak. 

We spread out our 9mm. haul-line over 
several flakes loosely jig-sawed together to 
form a platform. "This is it," I thought, 
donning my hat and mitts. "What if that 
snowstorm moves in tonight, Bryan?" I 
said aloud. 

"We're going to start climbing as fast as 
we can, whether its light out or not," the 
Hobbit replied candidly. 

The temperature began to drop; we 
tried to sleep before the real chill of the 
night set in, but couldn't. What more could 
we do besides shiver and hug each other 
and otherwise cajole warmth into our 
bodies? In a vague, throbbing darkness we 
embraced each other, shivering in almost 
uncontrollable spasms, lapsing into our 
own dreamful memories for minutes at a 
time, only to emerge trembling with cold, 
hugging each other even closer. Story
telling and dreaming, aching and laughing, 
never sleeping, we sat and watched the 
roaring blackness, where the raging flow of 
the Gunnison and the deep black of the 
canyon became one, a torment to our 
thoughts. 

My feelings went out to Earl and Jim. 
Were they off their climb? Had they been 
benighted like us? They had no food, no 
extra clothing and no water. They had put 
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all their chips on the table, laid their lives 
on the line, bringing only a single rope and 
a rack of nuts - for a 2,000ft. wall! Legend 
had it that there was an A5 pitch on The 
Diagonal, which took Kor seven hours to 
lead. From high on the route they would 
have no chance of retreat. And what about 
Dean and Steve? Were they OK? Had they 
succeeded in mastering the Dragon Route 
on the Painted Wall? All day long we had 
seen no hint of other people. 

Dawn was signalled by streamlined, 
orange wisps. Just as the sun rose above 
the east rim a cloud-bank stole the warmth 
we craved and filled the bleak air with 
spindrift flurries. After moving up to the 
two-bolt belay, Bryan traversed right for 
30ft., underclinging in his mitts, breathing 
cotton into the air. I rooted for the sun, 
feeling as if I was at a sports event, sitting 
in as a spectator. Out of sight, Bryan led 
a 5.9 face, with tied-off bolts for safe
keeping. My strength and drive returned 
when the sun burned off the early clouds 
and banished the snow into space. 

Ten minutes later it was so hot I stripped 
to a T-shirt. The Hobbit was sitting in a 
stupor as I grimaced past a strenuous over
hang, when I heard a faint yell from above. 
Two dots sat perched on the very top of 
the precipice, legs dangling carefree over 
the side. I was so spaced I just yelled, 
"Where do we go from here?" 

"Straight-up!" Earl replied, jerking his 
thumb in the appropriate direction. The 
wall reared vertical and was littered with 
rotten flakes, so I exited left towards a thin, 
vertical crack-system that seemingly led to 
our friends. 

Belaying up the Hobbit in the heat, I felt 
so nauseous I thought I'd vomit. We argued 
feebly about which way to go; finally Bryan 
led a long and difficult pitch to my left. I 
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collapsed against the fractured rock, pray
ing he wouldn't come sailing into view, 
because I knew I'd never hold him if he fell. 
Even if I could, the dream wouldn't end, 
no, not yet. My stoppers would pull as the 
rock broke into small shards and, twisting 
and turning, falling free in fantasy we would 
float without meaning to the bottom of the 
gorge. Something pulled me together just 
enough to follow Bryan's fantastic lead. 
He said: "You know Ed, I almost fell." I 
was tied in and someone cleaned the web 
of gear hanging in a knot around my neck. 
I felt sick and hungover. The canyon 
shimmered in my eyes, white light flickering 
off grey rock. Dean was perched out on the 
tip of a slender rib portruding off the rim. 

"Gee boys," he said, "wish I had a 
camera. You two sure look neat out there!" 

Occasionally, Earl popped up from over 
the edge, and higher I could just make out 
Dunn lounging atop a mushroomed blur of 
rock. 

The Hobbit volunteered to lead the final 
pitch, leaving me wondering where he was 
getting so much energy to lead these last 
pitches, haul the sack and belay me up. He 
bopped up the crowning 70ft. and there 
was a prolonged period of silence before I 
saw Dean's outstretched hand, clenching a 
tall can of Coors beer. Licking my lips I 
wimpered up the final crack. 

Dean simply grinned and cracked: "Jees, 
Ed. Looks as though you need one of 
these! Where were you guys last night 
anyways? We had a great party!" For my 

other hand Earl passed me a gallon jug of 
water and, laughing into my thankful eyes, 
said: "I wish I had a picture of this." 

I returned to the Black Canyon two 
months later on my way home from 
Arizona, the memories having distilled 
somewhat. The tremendous rage of the 
Gunnison River hung like a dead weight 
around my neck, the incessant noise drag
ging me down, straining my will to hold 
back from the edge of the chasm. I reeled 
back, but the next free chance I have I'll 
return. Something very treasured is down 
there. 

* * * 
For the record, Jim Dunn and Earl 
Wiggens were successful in climbing The 
Diagonal, in one day, on their first attempt. 
The climbing was 5.10 and the aid was 
reduced to just two tension traverses. Both 
climbers felt it was by far the most frighten
ing climb they had ever lived through. 
Steve Miller and Dean Tschappat succeeded 
in making the second ascent of the Dragon 
Route on the Painted Wall, which they 
found characterized by sustained, strenuous 
nailing, loose rock and airy situations. .A. 
SUMMARY 
Colorado. An account of the second ascent of 
The Cruise (V 5.10+), a 14-pitch climb in the 
Black Canyon of the Gunnison River. The 
climb was made by Bryan Becker and Ed 
Webster in late October, 1976. 

Below: The Chasm View Nose. The Cruise takes 
the central crack system and the grooves above. 
Photo: Ed Webster 
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Grand 
Canyon 
Climb 
by Pat Littlejohn 
DAWN: AN EYE OPENS reluctantly and 
registers light filtering through a half-inch 
breathing-hole in the top of the sleeping
bag cocoon. The bag is just the last defence 
against the cold, being backed up by long 
johns, trousers, T-shirt, wool shirt, pull
over, polar jacket, balaclava and two pairs 
of socks. And still I am freezing. Not for a 
week now have night temperatures on the 
South Rim exceeded 10°F. It seems 
miraculous that in a few hours the desert 
sun will push the temperatures up into the 
sixties 

I release the drawcord and take a stinging 
breath of neat air. Thirty yards to the bog -
sorry, 'rest room' - a centrally-heated 
paradise. Step into pumps and run. Move
ment causes eyes to stream, nose to run, 
and then a coughing fit. This cold or in
fluenza or whatever it is has become a way 
of life. I've been in its grip for two weeks -
too long. Time, perhaps, to pay attention 
to those anxious little voices inside my 
head, saying: you're asking for it, pneumo
nia, sleeping out sub-zero every night. 
What would mother say? I'm emptying my 
passages into reams of toilet-paper as John 
bursts in, blue face set in red duvet. He's a 
sufferer of a couple of days' standing and 
joins the morning ritual. When the worst 
has been expelled and we're left with just 
a dull headache, we prepare for the next 
move, a hop to the cafeteria. 

Two hours pass in a studied, drawn-out 
breakfast. We are slowly sipping our fifth 
coffee and peering outside, trying to guess 
the temperature. Don't be fooled by the 
dazzling sun. It actually matters today, as 
we're committed to breaking our Grand 
Canyon invalids' routine of lounging, read
ing, sunning and strolling; for today we 
have a PERMIT - to climb. It had taken 
some getting. 

* * * 
"There is no rock-climbing here," said the 
crisply-dressed rangerette. "The rock's too 
crumbly. If you want to climb you ought to 
go to Granite Mountain. That's a hundred 
and fifty miles south." 

I told her I'd closely inspected one 
particular band of cliffs and, on the basis 
of ten years' experience, judged them ex
cellent for climbing. 

"Well, I can't authorise it. You'll have 
to apply to our Head Ranger, he's an 
expert climber." 

Two miles to the Ranger Station. Far 



enough for your enthusiasm for climbing to 
wane, if you're feeling rough. However, just 
getting the permit seemed a worthwhile 
challenge, so we pressed on. 

On the wall of the office was a huge 
picture of Half Dome's North-West Face, 
which seemed encouraging. The Head 
Ranger got straight to the point. 

"What climbing experience have you had 
in the United States?" 

"I've done that," I said, pointing to the 
picture. 

"Uh-huh, what else?" 
"A few other Yosemite classics: Nose of 

El Cap, Lost Arrow Chimney, lots of 
shorter stuff." 

"Hmm." He looked unimpressed. Christ! 
- did one have to be Royal Robbins to 
climb this scruffy little crag? I was just 
wondering what else I could throw at him -
things I'd heard of like the Longs Peak 
Diamond and the Painted Wall in Colorado 
- when he asked to see our equipment. We 
emptied our two sacks, and it made a pile 
two feet high. This must be it, I thought. 
Still no comment from the chief. 

We followed him inside and our group 
seemed quite naturally to arrange itself into 
an interview situation: the Head Ranger 
behind his big desk, and us on little chairs 
in front of it. 

"Our problem is," he began, "that we 
have no real facilities for cliff rescue in the 
Park." 

I told him I'd done most of my climbing 
on remote sea cliffs, where there was even 
less possibility of rescue. 

"So where did you want to make your 
climb?" 

I described to him a chimney line in the 
Cocconino sandstone band of cliffs, about 
a thousand feet down the canyon. The line 
is right beside the main Bright Angel Trail, 
a point in its favour, I thought. 

"Can't allow that. People will watch you, 
try to imitate, and next thing we'll have a 
dozen accidents or rescues on our hands." 

"Another line we looked at," I interposed 
swiftly, "was a big corner about half-a-mile 
along the cliff." His eyes brightened. 

"I've seen that line. Always thought it 
would be an incredible route." 

From that moment, things took a new 
turn. A message securing our permit began 
its passage along the pipe-line to the afore
mentioned rangerette, while the Head 
Ranger, Ernie, told us of his own quite 
eventful climbing career. Among other 
things he had been on an early ascent of 
The Diamond. 

* * * 
At midday we emerge from the Lodge, 
blinking in the sun's glare. To be honest, 
neither of us feel too bad now, as our germs 
usually give a few hours' respite in the 
middle of the day. Gear is sorted then we're 
off down Bright Angel. 

"Say, are you guys going rappelling?" 
The questioner is one of a pair of 

scrawny youths. To be suspected of partici-

pating in such an activity is an insult to any 
self-respecting climber, and we ignore him. 
'Rappellers' are a novel phenomenon to 
British climbers visiting the U.S. They have 
built a whole sport around abseiling and 
get their kicks from roping down different 
cliffs, as climbers get theirs from doing 
different routes. Apparently you haven't 
really rappelled a crag unless you've done 
it on a double rope, a single rope, and both 
with and without top-rope protection. A 
van-load of rappellers rolled up at a 
bouldering crag in Tuscon while we were 
there, and spent all day roping down a 12ft. 
precipice, amid a continuous barrage of 
instructions and commands from their 
associates. Our reaction ranged from 
amusement to total mystification. You 
could dismiss rappellers as loonies, were it 
not for the fact that Yvon Chouinard be
gan his career as one. 

We round a bend and ahead of us lies 
the chimney line we had originally hoped 
to climb. How nice it looks: 500ft. of 
sustained VS climbing, on hard, weathered 
sandstone. It must remain inviolate, how
ever, as its ascent would have incited hordes 
of tourists to hurl themselves, lemming-like, 
at the cliffs, scrabbling upwards until they 
became stuck or dropped off. Strange this 
doesn't happen in Yosemite. 

Once off the trail, the desert terrain is 
hard going, not designed for the passage 
of man. Unstable, sandy slopes, boulders 
shifting underfoot, every plant thick with 
spiny weapons. The odd lizard scuttles out 
of sight; otherwise there is no movement 
and no sound. The great Colorado River is 
more than five miles away and can barely 
be seen, let alone heard, and Bright Angel 
will be silent until the mule trains whoop 
and jangle their way up around evening
time. 

I am freshly stunned by the grandeur of 
the line we have come to attempt, and at 
the same time reminded of the reason I 
opted for the chimney in preference to it. 
The corner is capped by an overhang at 
least 40ft. across. However, with the excep
tion of this final hurdle, the route couldn't 
be more compelling and we waste no time 
in roping up. 

It's mid-afternoon by now, but condi
tions are perfect. I don my sun hat and 
begin climbing, assimilating through finger
tips the characteristics of the rock. Harder, 
certainly, than the Navajo sandstone at 
Zion, where we climbed a week ago. A 
difficult groove, then a swing left into a 
tight, narrow corner. My brimmed hat 
scrapes the rock, so I flick it off and watch 
it circle down into the bush from whence it 
came. 5.9 eases to 5.8, and 50ft. of perfect 
jamming gets me to a stance on a pile of 
sandstone pancakes. Wliile John is follow
ing, the sun rounds the canyon rim and the 

Right: Pat Littlejohn leading the third pitch of the 
climb - a flared chimney that was eventually 
climbed facing right. 



temperature drop is instantaneous. For
tunately, the air is absolutely still. On go 
the pull-overs, in creeps a sense of urgency. 

The corner crack has been widening 
imperceptibly with height gained, and at 
the stance it is fist-jam width. 20ft. above 
is a nasty-looking roof, and I'm hoping the 
crack won't go off-width before I get over 
that. It very nearly does, and I hang out 
on the lip on a lousy little-finger/thumb
knuckle jam, wondering if it will slide out 
when I go for the swing round. I launch, it 
holds, and soon I'm running it out in an 
off-vertical off-width, a long way from 
protection, and cursing my lack of big 
hexentrics. On the theory that nothing can 
be as hard as the Arrow Chimney, I keep 
cool and keep going. A neat stance arrives 
but I have nothing wide enough to jam 
in the crack. Ten minutes are spent in 
chipping a loose rock to size, then John 
follows, taking a swing at the roof. 5.10, 
that one. 

Chimneys: are they enigmas to everyone, 
or just me? I've been scrutinizing the 
specimen above for twenty minutes and 
still can't decide whether it's going to be 
easy or insane. Presumably it will be easier 
facing one way than the other, but how do 
you decide? I've only one nut big enough 
for the crack, so don't like the idea of fancy 
revolving antics. 25ft. of off-width, then I 
bid goodbye to my hex eleven and enter the 
flared chute. Try it facing left. Inelegant 
progress is made before I fall prey to 
spasms of fear and pain, as the runner 
recedes into uselessness and knee injuries 
sustained in Lost Arrow Chimney are 
reactivated. I'm a no-kneepad freak, as 
well as a chalkless freak, but the former 
principle may well have to be sacrificed if 
I'm not to become a wheelchair freak. 

"Watch me, I'm coming down." 
A grinding, sliding motion ensues, 

arrested at intervals by the panicky wedging 
of any available appendage. Fortunately, 
descending chimneys is rarely as hard as 
ascending them. At the base, I swivel round 
and begin again the random actions which 
comprise my chimneying technique. This 
time I succeed without too much of a 
struggle, but my elation wilts as I approach 
the obstacle ahead: an overhanging, off
width crack, 40ft. long and set in a smooth, 
rusty-coloured wall of softer sandstone. 
The grimmest-looking thing I've seen in the 
U.S., outside of downtown Houston. For 
five minutes I bridge motionless across the 
top of the chimney, staring. John's voice 
eases my solitude. 

"How does it look?" 
"Gruesome." 
"Do you want to go on?" 
We have less than an hour of daylight. 

The decision to rope off has got to be made 
some time, why not now? But I'm quite 
sure I want to do this line, and would 

Left: Littlejohnjumaring to the high-point on the 
second day - he is about level with the top of the 
first pitch 



Above: The first section of the crucial fourth pitch of Book of Genesis, an overhanging corner-crack climbed on jams. Below: Climbing free round the lip 
of the overhang by a "sinew searing" bridge. These and other photos: John Mothersele 



rather not face this thing lead-bellied after 
morning hot-cakes. 

"I'll just take a look." 
Jams lead up to the wide crack and, 

hanging from the last of them, I rearrange 
my gear on to a shoulder-sling, to keep it 
outside the crack. I'm keyed-up for the 
fight of my life, but fate grants a brief 
reprieve as my left hand sinks into a sharp
edged crack inside the off-width. This God
given feature speeds me on for 20ft., then 
it begins to snake away inside the mountain. 
One more move and I can only reach it with 
my fingertips; next move, it's gone, and I'm 
reliant on pure off-width techniques. Not 
English off-width tactics either - there are 
no chockstones to lasso - this has to be 
American style. Just 10ft. higher the crack 
widens to a chimney and easier ground. 
John's advice would be: if you don't fancy 
this bit, why not miss it out? Ten paltry 
feet. I could tell you of the body-racking 
struggle, with its curses, prayers, anger and 
howls of despair. But skip to the chimney 
(it's possible in print), where I'm groaning 

• and gasping like one who has just run a 
marathon. I fumble with a runner and push 
on against the gathering dark. The corner 
becomes much more recessed, accentuating 
the failing light. I reach a big sloping ledge, 
strewn with loose blocks, and work on 
fixing anchors, hardly daring to look up. 
It's much as I expected. The corner crack, 
fist-jam width or a little wider, overhangs 
steadily for 60ft. before reaching a visor of 
stepped overhangs 30ft. across. Good night
mare material, I think, as I rope off into 
the gloom. 

The rocks ring with curses as we stumble 
back to the trail. Joined ropes just reached 
the ground; gear was shed quickly and left 
where it lay. Not many climbers pass this 
spot. Our first duty is to report our well
being to Ernie. We meet him later in the 
bar, drink the evening away, and enjoy the 
live music which is a nightly feature. While 
Grand Canyon's social scene is not fan
tastic, it's many times better than Yose
mite's. 

* * * 
Night takes its toll. An hour after waking 
it's obvious that yesterday's respite is being 
paid for by today's relapse. John also feels 
worse than ever. We make the cafe by 8.30 
and meet Ernie, as arranged, to borrow a 
couple of bongs for use in the wide crack 
above our high-point. They are Dolt 
originals, squat and heavy, but better than 
carrying rocks up under your pull-over. 

"What time do you guys expect to be on 
the route?" 

"Give us an hour or so." 
"We'll be watching through the observa

tion telescope. Good luck." 
An hour slips by, but we can't bring our

selves to move. I sit by the lodge fire, buried 
in down clothing, withdrawn from the 
world like a sick animal. John sits opposite 
me, nodding off to sleep between violent 
bursts of nose blowing. Around noon we 
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shuffle out to the car and are sitting inside, 
eating, when Ernie approaches, accom
panied by another uniformed ranger. 

"Goddamn, aren't you guys on the climb 
yet? We've been looking through the 'scope 
for the last two hours, trying to pick you 
out." 

Our excuses sound lame in this land of 
health and dynamism. We know we have to 
get on the route, if only to retrieve our 
ropes, as we are scheduled to move on 
south today or early tomorrow. More 
promises are made: watch for us in a 
couple of hours. 

Another beautiful day; ninety five per 
cent of them are, in Arizona. Everything is 
just as we left it: slings strewn around be
neath a fragile-looking pink strand which 
soars up for 100ft. or more, before being 
swallowed up by the corner crack. Nearly 
twenty minutes to reach the knot, and I'd 
made the 500ft. to Sickle Ledge in that time 
a month ago. I slump back in my slings, 
sweating, throat parched, and feeling 
feverish. The lower rope is secured so that 
John can follow, then I continue upwards 
like a run-down automation. On the stance 
in the recess I get myself belayed in a 
position of armchair comfort, then take in 
the rope so that John can climb the pitch 
below. A newcomer to the States, it's his 
first off-width experience and not a nice 
initiation. I can tell where he's at by the 
noise he makes: a whoop of elation as he 
feels the edge inside the crack; curses when 
it runs out; grunts, gasps and raves as he 
fights the inch-by-inch battle to get estab
lished in the chimney. He arrives and looks 
up. 

"God, how are you going to do that?" 
"Oh, it's nothing. You should see some 

of the crack lines in North Cornwall." 
A standing joke between us is that every 

bit of rock we see over here has a super
counterpart in North Cornwall, an area 
John has never visited. Though feeling far 
from up to scratch, there are some theories 
I'd like to test on the pitch above. 

The gently overhanging fist-jam crack 
above the stance feels like it's lined with 
broken glass and I leave a lot of blood and 
skin behind. It's tough being a tapeless 
freak. Surprisingly good holds lead up and 
out: chockstones, jugs on top of semi
detached blocks, perfect hand-jams. Then 
the rock stops playing games and over
hangs twice as sharply, forcing me to use 
my novel stratagem. Hanging from jams, 
I swing into a chimneying position, using 
eye-level footholds between the tiers of the 
overhang. Each move is wilder than the 
last, but some of the strain can be taken off 
my arms till the tiers run out, still more than 
15ft. from the lip. Then there is just the 
roof crack and nothing for it but to hang, 
sloth-like, from fist and foot-jams. 6ft. from 
the lip I know I'm not going to make it. My 
only big hex is about knee-level and I'd 
need the split-second placement of another 
to carry on free-climbing. All I've got are 

Ernie's bongs, clanging like cowbells some
where in the air behind my back, and not 
another pair of hands to place them. I yell 
for a tight rope and plummet back to the 
sling. With a lot of fiddling I manage to 
place the bongs as nuts, getting away with 
a light hammer tap. Hanging from the 
second one, I'm within reach of the lip and 
try several times to move around. My 
reluctance is due more to leaden arms than 
difficulties, and soon I find myself in a 
sinew-searing bridge position from which 
the only way is up. The 5.7 groove above 
seems like level ground by contrast, and is 
in fact about perpendicular to the climbing 
below. 

The day is drawing swiftly to a close. I 
belay in time to watch the last flicker of sun 
touch the North Rim and the intervening 
summits. Perhaps for the first time, I'm 
seeing Grand Canyon with a kind of com
prehension, without being blinded by the 
spectacle. Awareness of it as one of the 
world's natural wonders comes suddenly 
and fully. My gaze rests on the spire-like 
Zoroaster Pinnacle, most attractive of all 
the canyon's summits to a rock climber and 
the only place, according to Ernie, where 
serious climbing had been done prior to our 
visit. With the sun's quietus the sky becomes 
metallic and the canyon is filled with 
shadow. A chill wind sweeps the cliff. 
John's speedy arrival is imperative as there 
is a pitch to go and we're not dead sure of 
the way off. He climbs half the pitch and 
jumars the rest, taking a pendule as each 
protection point is removed. Reaching me, 
he dumps excess gear and leads through 
without a pause. Contracting into the 
groove as far as possible to avoid rock-fall 
and the piercing wind, I watch as the 
features of the cliff dissolve into a uniform 
dark mass. t' shout tells me John has made 
it, then it's my turn to grope blindly up
wards. 

* * * 
What can be the sense in doing a 500ft. 
rock climb in a canyon 5,000ft. deep? Did 
we just create a British climb overseas? 
Most people come to look, or to walk down 
the trail and look, but Grand Canyon is a 
vast area of wild country full of oppor
tunities for adventure. To experience adven
ture is to heighten perception, and if you 
find your adventure in climbing, try ex
ploring Grand Canyon through its most 
basic element - rock. Do our route, do 
another. The cliff is hundreds of miles long 
and presents a striking line every hundred 
yards. That way, perhaps your experience 
of Grand Canyon will crystallize into some
thing richer and more memorable than if 
you simply arrive, and depart, as a regular 
tourist. A 
SUMMARY 
Arizona: An article describing a tourist-turned
climbing visit to Grand Canyon, by Pat 
Littlejohn and John Mothersele, which resulted 
in what was possibly the first serious rock 
climb to be done on the canyon walls - Book of 
Genesis (5.10) on the Southern Rim. 
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G D 111/EST COULOIR 
AT THE END OF a turbulent spell of 
weather, which contrasted strangely with 
all rumours and reports we had heard about 
September in the Alps, we made an easily 
foiled attempt on the Gabarrou Direct, a 
deep-set chasm on the West Face of the 
Plan, with a reputation for steep and diffi
cult ice climbing. Of course, as any Scots
man knows, continental ice climbs are 
grossly over-graded. Once the first Scottish 
ascent has been accomplished, however, 
their overblown reputations can invariably 
be cut down to size with that popular one
liner, "Och, it's a nice wee route, but it's 
noo worth more than grade 2". My partner 
is particularly keen on such excursions, but 
on this occasion, as he would be the first to 
admit if pressed very hard, the climb's 
reputation remained intact. 

I suppose we should have known that 
ten days of precipitation would have result
ed in a little snow being around, and that 
powder avalanches, especially in the cou
loirs, might not be unexpected. But the wea
ther forecast was so good, it seemed a 
shame to waste it. We only did two pitches 
before the avalanches got bigger and, when 
the biggest nearly got us, we baled out. 

Back at the Bar Nationale the last of the 
year's 'Biolay Boys' were enjoying a final 
drink before starting the journey home. 
They greeted us with told-you-so faces : 
"The season's over, mate - finished. No 
more routes this year". These poor, unitia
ted people had clearly not heard, as we had, 
of the big 'S' : 'S' for September, with 
sensational weather and long settled spells, 
and 'S' for its secret that nobody knows . Or 
maybe they did, maybe all the world knew 
that 'S' was for sucker, for stubborn, for 
seeping through the tent and soaking to the 
skin. September celebrated its triumph of 
deception in an orgy of drizzle, downpours 

Left: The West Face of 
the Aig. du Plan with 
the Gabarrou/Picard
Deyme Route marked. 
The Aig. Verte and Les 
Droites can be seen in 
the background. Photo: 
Gabarrou collection 

by Terry King 

and three inches of snow right down to the 
valley. The exchange rate went down again, 
and the final 'S' was for sodding expensive. 

* * * * 
I wanted to go home, I really wanted to go 
home. In my dreams the Railway Station 
became the focal centre of town, the be
ginning of that long trail a-winding into the 
land of bacon and eggs, chip butties, 50ft. 
crags and pints of tea. 

Riding back up the Midi telepherique, I 
could see the hitching spot at the end of the 
Mont Blanc tunnel. I waved goodbye to 
fantasy journeys through France in the 
bucket seat of a big car being driven by a 
stunning blonde whose husband didn't 
understand her, because I was going climb
ing again : live now, enjoy it later. 

Our tracks were still visible on the glacier 
and we made much better time. A slightly 
different start, which was shorter, but steep
er, brought us on to a ramp leading to the 
beginning of the couloir proper. The climb
ing was absolutely superb: fingers of ice 
contained in granite-walled gullies, steep 
enough to be interesting, protected enough 
to be enjoyable and constructed in a series 
of steps, usually with an easy snow slope in 
between, giving the impression of a very 
unserious, almost un-Alpine situation. 
However, looking upwards it was not possi
ble to see the easy bits between buttresses: 
it appeared as one impenetrable wall, its 
massive bricks set oddly out of line and 
cemented by smears of ice intersecting one 
another, giving the illusion of nightmarish 
angles. Looking down, on the other hand, 
was far more attractive : the steeper sections 
were hidden and there seemed to be only 
an easy snow plod back to the glacier. But 
Gordon wasn't looking down; with the 
elated eyes of a pilgrim beholding Mecca, 
he was gorging himself on the limitless 
possibilities above and preparing for the 
unpopular task of introducing a new phrase 
to the Scottish language - grade 3. 

My orders were to climb the first pitch of 
the step in front of us, but on no account, 
under absolutely no condition, was I to 
venture on to the ice above. At this stage I 
harboured a secret plan to pretend that I 
couldn't find a belay, intending then to 
carry on up the ice, but how differently, 
how very differently it all turned out. 

Keeping my crampons on, I set off up a 
jamming crack, stepped right into another 
one at 20ft. and climbed diagonally right 
to the foot of a steep wall split by a thin 
crack. I had a good nut in there and was 

playing around at pulling up on a poor one 
above. But I could see that the remaining 
40ft. or so to a small cave was going to be 
mainly artificial, whereas 10ft. to my right 
was a wide corner crack, filled by a column 
of ice, that led to the same place. I tensioned 
over and hit it with a hammer. Nothing 
fell away, so, after several other experimen
tal bashes, I started climbing. It was awk
ward, but not too hard. I got about 25ft. 
above the runner, where a little bulge pre
ceded an easing into a snowy bay. The ice 
was getting mushy and the bulge was hard; 
trying to wedge myself in the crack as much 
as possible, I dared to take a 'terror' out 
and make a placement above. It was no 
good, so I scraped away some of the sugary 
surface and tried again; still no good. Feel
ing suddenly a little pressed I began to look 
for a runner, but it was too late and, with 
all the well documented speed with which 
such events take place, I was off. 

The top 'terror' came out and I was 
pivoting outwards. Glassy-eyed, I watched 
the bottom one pop out as well and, with 
my feet still in contact, I toppled backwards. 
Trying to stifle a whimper, I threw a last 
chance placement at the ice, but it was no 
good. Like the bow of a ship splicing water, 
I saw it skipping through the ice and, with 
a bellow that was heard in Chamonix, I 
mentioned to Gordon what must already 
have been fairly obvious: 'Tm off, kid". I 
came belting down, somersaulting back
wards and bouncing off the granite. All I 
can remember thinking was: "I'm falling, 
Christ I'm falling". Not a subtle observa
tion, but not a wrong one either. Emerging 
from a strange no man's land in which I 
was totally aware of the situation, but was 
also detachedly observing a rag doll being 
thrown downwards and was musing quietly 
about it doing a head-over-heels, I found 
myself hanging upside down, having landed 
on my head. The weight of my sack was 
pulling me back, inspiring the feeling of a 
tortoise lying on its shell. 

The first thing I noticed was that I was 
still alive. Having made this fairly satisfying 
discovery, with a lot of effort I got myself 
upright, just in case I passed out. Gordon, 
practical to the finish, and no doubt fearing 
that this set-back would provide me with 
sufficient reason to demand a retreat, de
cided to test my feelings on the subject. 

"Yur crampon's come off, Jimmy. Are 
you going down to get it?" 

Not realizing at this juncture that the 
article in question had miraculously landed 
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only twenty feet away in the snow, and 
imagining a 2,000ft. descent to collect it, 
I wasn't too keen on the idea, but his zeal 
impressed me. He lowered me off and, to 
give him his due, he did look quite peaky. 
In fact, I got the camera out, and the Scot
tish Scowl which normally accompanies 
such occasions was noticeably absent. Both 
my knees and both elbows had been knock
ed badly and were very painful, and I felt 
muzzy. Gordon gave me a sweet and asked 
if I was OK. I said I was and asked him for 
another one. Hobbling down to get the 
crampon I found my watch right beside it 
and, in a moment of anxiety, checked to 
see if the inexplicable force which was 
separating me from my belongings had also 
managed to liberate my cigarettes. But all 
was well, the ascent could go on. 

"Would you mind doing this pitch?" I 
asked. 

"Who me?" said Gordon, as if the stance 
was crammed with bearded Sctosmen, all 
waiting to move off. 

From my top runner he chose the thin 
crack above, which turned out to be mainly 
pegging into the little cave. My aches and 
pains were stiffening up, and climbing was 
not at all appealing. From his eyrie high 
above, Gordon was yelling about the merits 
of being careful and colouring his voice 
with an alarm that could only mean "Bad 
Belay". I arrived to find him cowering in 
the depths of his bower, his eyes and face 
strained and shrunken behind his specta
cles, as he jibbered uncharacteristically 
about the useless peg and nuts wedged into 
the rubble that he was tied to. It would have 
needed only the tiniest suggestion from me, 
the merest twinkle of an eye, that well 
known sigh and look downwards, and he 
would have been sanctioning retreat, but 
there was no abseil point, absolutely 
nothing. We were left hollowly accepting 
the need to continue. Of course, the final 
irony was that the ice tentacle above the 
cave was now my pitch. I thought longingly 
about deferring this privilege, but standing 
on a tiny stance with rubbish belays was 
hardly more attractive. 

It was very steep, but quite short. A 
quick rising traverse on to the face of it, 
and then perhaps only 15ft. of steady front
pointing, with the taste of placements 
ripping out still very much in my mouth. 
But the real shock was yet to come. Having 
surmounted this bulge and rounded a 
corner, I was faced not with the anticipated 
easy snow slope heralding the top of the 
buttress, but a wide corner crack filled by a 
column of ice, almost a carbon copy of the 
one I had just fallen off. My first reaction 
was to give in, dig a hole and go to sleep - I 
submit, you win. Then I thought I would 
bring Gordon up and let him lead it. There 
was no belay, but that didn't seem to regis
ter as being particularly important. Perhaps 
I could chop the ice away and climb the 
rock. I couldn't escape right, or traverse off 
left, or get back down. Somewhere below 



the casing of ice there must have been an 
absolutely perfect runner, but a pretty use
less flake was all that came to light in my 
fruitless search, so I set about relearning 
one of the fundamental rules of ice climb
ing: leaders don't fall off, not very often 
anyway. 

A great big granite spike, an immovable 
pillar of security with a sling resting snugly 
around it, just managed to raise the glimmer 
of a smile to my battered disposition as I 
started to bring Gordon up the pitch. Try
ing to take in the rope, smoke a cigarette 
and get a camera ready for action, all at the 
same time, is almost beyond my capability. 
A wailing request for a tight rope came 
wafting up to vex me. "Listen, mate, if you 
want to be famous you'd better shut up". 

The pitch above started pleasantly 
enough. A short wall of ice, not overtaxing, 
led into a couloir capped by a short stubby 
icicle. The ice had been getting progressively 
slushier and we had consequently become 
very wet. It was late afternoon and the sun 
was catching the big side walls above us 
and to our right. The glimmer of an idea 
was maturing in my mind. We weren't 
going to make the top tonight, so why not 
bivi now, just below these walls, dry the 
gear out in the sun and climb on in the 
morning when the ice was frozen again? Of 
course, a distinct advantage of this plan 
was that a cup of tea became an imminent 
prospect. The problem was convincing 
Gordon, who doesn't drink tea. 

"Er, listen Gordon", I said, trying to in
vest my words with great authority. "Er, 
what time do you make it?" 

"I've no got a watch", he replied, which 
of course I knew. 

"Ah, well, it's getting on a bit you see, so 
why don't we bivi ?" 

"What, here?" 
"No, up there in the sun". 
"Aye, OK". 
He must have been feeling a bit off, as I 

had never managed to negotiate such an 
early clocking-off time before. I relaxed 
into my second cigarette and contemplated 
a quick trot up the pitch above on a tight 
rope to the welcome tonic of a brew. 
Gordon was at the icicle and, with a 'terror' 
placed in either side of it, was heaving up, 
trying to get established above. During the 
height of this frenetic activity, the icicle 
snapped off and, screaming all the while, he 
came sliding down with his 'terrors' still 
embedded in the trunk of ice which was 
pinioned to his chest like the sword of 
Damocles. As far as I knew, he'd placed 
no runner and I could see no alternative to 
him whipping past me and clear over the 
steep pitch below. With all my hopes of an 
early night evaporating, I prepared for my 
turn as guardian angel, but a nut, hidden 
around the corner, arrested him premature
ly, still 40ft. above me. The screaming 
stopped and a series of grumpy curses and 
discourteous little grunts told me that there 
was nothing broken except his pride. 

"One all, matey, one all", I shouted by 
way of encouragement, while the mumbling 
about never having fallen off ice before 
continued. My images ot: lazy afternoon 
biviones were fading with the sun. Gordon 
had started the lengthy process of pegging 
up the side wall, to avoid the broken ice 
pitch and, when he had climbed 150ft., and 
all the rope was out, I heard a familiar cry, 
"Start moving", which in Scottish means, 
"I can't find a belay". There is also a parti
cular intonation which, if applied to this 
simple appeal, can expand its meaning to, 
"Drop everything and move up three feet 
quickly or I'll fall off". Such was the request 
now and as far as I could determine we still 
had no belay as I started up the line of pegs. 
Above these I emerged on to a snow slope 
and followed a line of footsteps through 
deep powder and up into the shadows to 
join their maker, who was furiously digging 
a platform out of a kind of mini bergschrund. 
From the size of it, and the possessive snarl
ing which accompanied my trying to get on 
it, I gathered that he had found his spot and 
it was up to me to find mine. 

In fact, we both ended up with excellent 
lie-down ledges, a little· narrow and prone 
to collapse, but protected by good rock 
belays. I settled down to several cups of 
tea, a few cigarettes and an immaculate 
Alpine scene of crystal stars above a sea of 
cloud, set against the general background 
of a seething headache, cramp, cold feet 
and backache. 

There was only one hard pitch left now 
before easy ground led to the summit. We 
had both gone to sleep without mentioning 
it, each assuming that the other was going 
to lead, and the subject was studiously ig
nored during the whole of the morning 
ceremonies as well. It was an icefall, about 
100ft. high, very steep, with an easy traverse 
leading across to it. Sacks were packed, 
crampons on and 'terrors' to the ready and 
still no decision had been made. 

"Well?" said Gordon. 
"Well what?" said I. 
""Well hold my rope while I do the tra

verse". Even at that time in the morning 
it took me no time at all to realize that on 
a system of alternate leads I had been duped. 

"Er, well, no look, I mean listen ... " 
"Have you got me?" he said, his accent 

veering towards the Glasgow side of the 
Scottish dialect. 

"Yes, when you're ready". 
I found it really strenuous, especially with 

a heavy sack, but the ice was perfect and 
there was a resting place at half-height be
hind a pillar. After one more pitch we 
moved together up easy but deeply pow
dered snow slopes to the col below the final 
rognon. 

The summit of the Aig. du Plan was 
above us, but the summit of our dreams lay 
way down below, so we left the final 100ft. 
or so unconquered and began an epic des
cent of the Envers du Plan Glacier. Feet 
deep in new snow, with no tracks to guide 

Left and Above: Two photos in the couloir show
ing the situation and character of this fine climb. 
Photos: Terry King 

us, we laboured back and forth through the 
ice, abseiled down seracs, fell over and fell 
in and, eight hours later, fed up and tired, 
reached the Requin Hut. 

Back in Chamonix we registered our ad
venture in the 'Bullshit Book for Big
Mouthed Boys' at the guides' office. It was 
the only entry during the several weeks of 
bad weather, and curious looks accom
panied our request to borrow a pen. Our 
inscription was duly inspected and dubious 
brows were frowned in our direction. 

"It's true, mate, it's true", we rallied, 
remaining as nonchalant as possible until 
the confiding shadows of the stairwell con
cealed a couple of satisfied grins. A 
SUMMARY 
Mt. Blanc Group. Aig. du Plan: West Face. The 
second ascent of the Grand West Couloir 
(Gabarrou/Picard-Deyme Route) in September, 
1976 by Gordon Smith and Terry King. 
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THE SUR VEY OF INDIA'S original sym
bol for Gasherbrum 1, the second highest 
peakoftheKarakoram, was KS. The moun
tain has been measured from four stations 
without any differential worth mentioning. 
The mean height arrived at is 26,470ft., a 
figure that has remained undisputed for 
many years. W. M. Conway, in the mistaken 
belief that this beautiful mountain could 
only be seen from the upper end of the 
Baltoro Glacier, named it 'Hidden Peak'. 
As the peak does in fact lie far back and is 
considerably masked by its neighbours, the 
name is well chosen, and it has won inter
national acceptance. 

Conway's expedition in 1892 made a suc
cessful ascent of Pioneer Peak (22,606ft.), 
a subsidiary of the 23,983ft. Baltoro Kangri 
(then known as 'Golden Throne'). This 
created quite a sensation at the time, but 
the topographical survey of the Upper Bal
toro Glacier (during which Hidden Peak 
was observed, photographed and measured 
for the first time) was probably of far 
greater importance. 

The 1909 expedition, led by the Duke of 
the Abruzzi, did not actually concern itself 
with a close approach to Gasherbrum I, 
but it did result in Vittorio Sella's magnifi
cent pictures of the mountain. 

In 1929, the Baltoro region was visited 
by another strong Italian expedition, led 
this time by Aimone di Savoia Aosta, Duke 
of Spoleto, a nephew of the Duke of the 
Abruzzi. Professor Ardito Desio was res
ponsible for the most valuable geographic 
and geological results of this scientifically 
outstanding expedition. He explored the 
upper Baltoro Glacier (the so-called Abruz
zi Glacier) right up to the Conway Saddle. 
The maps produced and the photographic 
material collected, not only of the whole 
range, but of Hidden Peak itself and its 
neighbours, represent a major contribution 
to our knowledge of the region. 

G. 0. Dyhrenfurth's International Hima
layan Expedition 1934 (1.H.E. 1934) con
fined its main activities to the upper Baltoro 
(Abruzzi) Glacier and the neighbourhood 
of the Conway Saddle. At the same time, 
Hidden Peak was reconnoitred from north
west, through west and south-west to south
east, and the basin of the South Gasher
brum Glacier, which forms the inner side 
of the whole Gasherbrum group, was visited 
and explored for the first time. Team 
members Hans Ertl and Andre Roch 
reached a height of 20,350ft. on the 'I.H.E. 
Spur', which leads up from the Abruzzi 
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Glacier through the belt of precipices and 
over Pt. 21,993, to a huge snow-plateau at 
the base of the Urdok Ridge. The party 
was convinced that this line of approach 
offered the best chance of success for the 
summit. But Dyhrenfurth and his men had 
to content themselves with a mere recon
naissance. There was no opportunity to 
make an attempt on the peak, because in 
1934 there were no high-carrying Sherpas 
available, and the local Balti porters went 
on strike repeatedly. Reluctantly, the ex
pedition turned to other objectives and 
successfully scaled Sia Kangri (24,350ft.), 
also known as Queen Mary Peak, and Bal
toro Kangri V (23, 786ft.), one of the highest 
points of the Golden Throne massif. 

by G. 0. andNormanDyhrenfurth 

1936 was the year of the first important 
French expedition, which went out with the 
avowed intention of climbing Hidden Peak. 
Henri de Segogne was leader, and he had a 
strong team, not only in numbers, but also 
in terms of mountaineering ability and 
experience. Thanks to a fairly broad finan
cial backing, the expedition was in the 
happy position of being able to obtain the 
services of thirty-five Sherpas from Dar
jeeling, thus ensuring an ample supply of 
porters for the high carries over difficult 
ground. It was also a splendidly prepared 
and well-equipped expedition, and the out
look was extremely promising. Yet the 
Frenchmen were entirely lacking in Hima
layan experience; worse still, the under
taking suffered from serious over-elabora
tion. Its fourteen tons of baggage, requiring 
eight hundred porters to carry it, made the 
whole venture top-heavy. 

Forty days, between April 17 and May 26, 
were sufficient for the approach, by the 
normal route from Srinagar across Zoji La 
through Dras, Skardu and Shigar to 
Askole. Base Camp was established on the 
spot chosen by the I.H.E. 1934, just where 
the Abruzzi Glacier actually becomes the 
Baltoro, on the central moraine at 16,250ft. 
The attack was to be made over the South 
Spur and Pt. 23,196, Hidden Peak's shoul
der, rather than by the 'I.H.E. Spur' 
recommended by Dyhrenfurth. On May 29, 
Camp 1 was pitched at the foot of the South 
Spur, which is for the most part rocky. 

Then began the laborious business of 
pushing up a line of high camps. The 
terrain proved to be fairly difficult, at times 
even severe, so that many pitons and fixed 

ropes were required to make the route safe 
for the Sherpas, who were more accustomed 
to snow and ice. Progress, limited in part 
by stretches of bad weather, was fairly 
slow, and it was June 19 before Camp 5 
could be established at 22,300ft. However, 
the lower belt of precipices had been suc
cessfully breached, and Camp 6 was due to 
be placed in a sheltering neve-crevasse near 
Pt. 23,196 ('Hidden Sud'); the worst diffi
culties had apparently been overcome and 
the way to the summit pyramid lay clear. 

But at that critical moment the party was 
thwarted by what has so often happened 
in the struggle for an eight-thousander: a 
particularly early monsoon set in, about 
three weeks too early. On June 22, snow 
began to fall heavily all over the Baltoro 
Region; by the end of June the expedition 
could do nothing but beat a reluctant re
treat. On July 1, two of the Sherpas made 
an unintentional descent of more than 
2,000ft. in a powder-snow avalanche, but 
by some miracle escaped with their lives. 
On July 2, the evacuation of the four camps 
on the Spur was completed under the most 
difficult conditions and everyone was safely 
back at Camp 1. On the 5th they departed 
from Base Camp, carrying the two injured 
Sherpas. 

For more than two decades Gasher
brum I was left alone. In 1958, when only 
three of our planet's fourteen eight
thousand-metre peaks remained unclimbed, 
Hidden Peak once again became a desirable 
goal, this time that of an American expedi
tion organized by Nick Clinch. Peter K. 
Schoening, who had played such a decisive 
role during the dramatic retreat from K2 
in 1953, was climbing leader. The other 
members were Thomas McCormack, 
Andrew J. Kauffman, Robert L. Swift, Dr. 
Tom Nevison (doctor), Richard K. Irvin, 
Gilbert J. Roberts, Capt. Mohd Akram 
and Capt. S. T. H. Rivsi. The last-named 
were officers of the Pakistan Army. 

On June 11, Camp 1 (17,400ft) stood 
near the base of the 'I.H.E. Spur', renamed 
'Roch Arete' by the Americans in honour 
of Andre Roch (the well-known Swiss 
mountaineer who, in 1934, together with 
the strong German climber Hans Ertl, had 
reached a height of 20,350ft. on that ridge). 
It was a long way from Camp 1 to Camp 2 
(20,013ft.), and the steep snow slopes re
quired the use of fixed ropes attached to 
aluminium pickets. Each day, Americans 
and Baltis alike worked hard relaying loads 
which varied in weight from 25 to 55lbs. 



Above: The North West Face of Gasherbrum 1 
seen from a camp on Gasherbrum 2. Photo: 
Alison Onyszkiewicz 

The ridge leading towards Camp 3, located 
on a snow dome at 21,490ft, turned out to 
be quite lofty. Much step-cutting, and close 
to 5,000ft. of fixed ropes, made for slow 
progress, but, by June 28, Camp 3 was 
amply stocked. To avoid the exposed and 
heavily corniced ridge beyond the 'spur 
summit', and to reach the huge snow pla
teau, they attached a fixed line, dropped it 
through a cornice and managed to lower 
men and equipment some 100ft. down an 
ice cliff. In the event of a forced retreat this 
portion of the route could have been bother
some. Camp 4 (about 22,000ft.) was placed 
near the edge of the plateau, more than a 
mile further away from the summit of 
Hidden Peak than originally contemplated. 
All loads had to be relayed to this point in 
slow, laborious stages. 

Once again the weather turned bad. For 
the next four days the summit team was 
stymied at Camp 4. On July 4, the wind 
shifted towards the north and the skies 
cleared at last. Five men started for Camp 
5, which they hoped to establish on the 
24,000ft. col between the south summit and 
the main peak. Plodding through waist-high 
fresh powder snow made for extremely slow 
going. If only they could have used skis! 
In his book, Baltoro, G. 0. Dyhrenfurth 
wrote, on page 76: "The proposed route 
leads across the upper glacier plateau to 
Pt. 7784 (25,538ft) - a rocky shoulder -
and then along the E.S.E. Ridge to the 
summit. Technical difficulties would be 
encountered only in the lower section, on 

the so-called 'I.H.E. Spur'. The long centre 
portion is definitely easy and could be 
classified as ski-terrain; the final ridge is 
probably quite harmless ... " Makeshift 
snow-shoes - crampons stamped through 
small plywood food-box sides - were of 
limited usefulness. After reaching their high 
cache of oxygen bottles, the men rotated 
the lead periodically, with the first climber, 
who carried a light load, using oxygen. 
They were still perhaps 700ft. below the 
col, and about half a mile short of it, when 
they pitched Camp 5 (23,300ft), with one 
tent near a huge crevasse. The horizontal 
distance from here to the summit was at 
least two and a half miles, and the vertical 
distance more than 3,000ft. Could this be 
done in a single day with a reasonable 
safety margin? Clinch, Swift and Nevison 
deposited their loads and slowly plodded 
back towards Camp 4 as support party. 
Schoening and Kauffman were alone; they 
rested and prepared their oxygen equip
ment, clothing, and packs for the following 
day. A small amount of oxygen was bled 
near their faces through the night to assist 
sleeping. 

They spent a good night, largely due to 
the oxygen. For the final summit push each 
man had two full bottles. The weather was 
extraordinarily beautiful. On the morning 
of July 5, shortly after five o'clock, they 
shouldered their packs and headed for the 
col. As the slope steepened, the makeshift 
snowshoes became useless. After a brief 
rest on the windswept rocks of the col, the 
pair moved on to and across the upper 
snow-bowl in a fairly direct line for the 
summit. They changed leads every few 

minutes. The snow gradually steepened, 
and finally turned to rock and the summit 
ridge. At noon the climbers connected the 
second oxygen bottle and increased the 
flow rate from two to three litres per min
ute. Some belays were used on the rock. 
A snow couloir just east of the summit pro
vided access to the crest of the ridge, but 
wind-crusted layers of snow, which threa
tened to break off under the crampons, 
made for treacherous going. A wind blew 
up as they gained the ridge, and the tem
perature dropped noticeably. The summit 
cone was all snow. At three o'clock they 
reached the top. Only K2 was still higher, 
some eighte.en miles away. Broad Peak and 
the other Gasherbrum peaks were below, as 
were Saltoro Kangri, Masherbrum, Chogo
lisa, Sia Kangri, Mustagh Tower and many 
others. A cloudless day gave them a fan
tastic view to the far horizon. Despite the 
intense cold, they spent an hour taking 
summit photographs before starting the 
descent. At the col they disposed of the now 
empty oxygen bottles. Half an hour from 
Camp 5 they shared a dexidrine. It was 
dark as they crawled into their tent at nine 
o'clock. 

Next day, clouds began to swirl across 
the summit. It was decided to abandon 
attempts to get the entire party up, and to 
withdraw from the mountain. On July 9, 
by a lucky coincidence, the Americans 
managed to hire porters who had just come 
in with the Japanese Chogolisa expedition. 
What with that group and the Italians on 
Gasherbrum 4, the Baltis were having a 
regular 'boom year'. 

Exactly two months after leaving Skardu, 
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the American team was back in the capital 
of Baltistan - a surprisingly short time in 
those days for such a successful Gasher
brum expedition. 

For seventeen years, Hidden Peak re
mained in splendid isolation. Its second 
ascent, made not by the American route of 
1958, but up the unknown North-West 
Face, by Reinhold Messner (Villnoss, 
Southern Tyrol, Italy) and Peter Habeler 
(Mayrhofen, Austria), created considerable 
excitement in climbing circles around the 
world. It was, in the sense of Dennis Gray's 
'The Himalayan Ethic - Time for a 
Rethink?', truly a cornerstone in Hima
layan mountaineering. 

On July 2, 1975, the two friends flew to 
Skardu. After dispensing with the usual 
formalities, they set out with only twelve 
porters and a Pakistani Liaison Officer. On 
July 26, with Base Camp established at 
about 16,700ft., the porters were sent back 
to their villages. Messner and Habeler were 
surprised to find Wanda Rutkiewicz's 
Polish Gasherbrum 3 Expedition, which 
they had supposed to be already en route 
for home, still in the area and camped a 
little above their own Base Camp; further 
round the mountain, too, were the members 
of another small party (leader Hans Schell, 
from Graz in Austria) attempting Hidden 
Peak by the American Route. Messner's 
and Habeler's route up the initial icefall and 
their Camp 1 position was the same as that 
being used by the P0les, but the two clim-

bers were entirely on their own from this 
point. They took up the challenge in 
alpine style - without oxygen, fixed ropes 
and the usual high camps. 

After a thorough study of the route and 
the prevailing weather conditions, the pair 
left the site of Bivouac 1 (19,357ft.) on 
August 9, and headed for the summit. The 
ice wall, with the rock barrier at 22,638ft, 
does look positively frightening, and they 
had 3,937ft. between them and the next 
contemplated bivouac. Climbing simulta
neously and unroped, they steadily gained 
altitude. First one would draw ahead, then 
the other. Complete confidence and abso
lute faith in each other's and their own 
capabilities provided assurance of ultimate 
success. After eight hours of steady climb
ing they reached Bivouac 2 (23,294ft), as 
planned. Next morning, as they left their 
tent at 6.30 a.m., the cold was intense. At 
first the going was easy, but then the alti
tude began to bother them. The slope 
steepened, the snow was wind-pressed and 
trail-breaking was an agonizing effort. 
Again and again they had to rest, heads on 
ice-axes, to wait for some strength to return 
to weary legs. Then onwards. Another fif
teen metres, another rest ... 

At 12.30 on August 10, 1975, Peter 
Habeler reached the highest point of 
Gasherbrum I. Delayed by documentary 
film work, Reinhold Messner arrived a few 
minutes later. The pair embraced. They felt 
"as happy as children". The weather was 

magnificent, the panoramic view over
whelming : one of life's great moments, 
experienced by but few . . . A half-hour on 
the summit, then the descent. Two days 
later they were back at Base. 

While Messner and Habeler were on their 
way down, the mountain was climbed for 
the third time by three members of the 
Austrian party. Hanns Schell (leader), 
Herbert Zefferer and Robert Schauer gain
ed the top on August 11, having made the 
second ascent of the original (American) 
route of 1958. Whilst naturally oversha
dowed by the Messner/Habeler ascent, the 
achievement of these three should not be 
undervalued. Following the normal expedi
tion procedure of setting up high camps, 
they became one of the smallest ever parties 
to climb an eight-thousander and, later, 
with the fourth member of the team -
Schell's wife, Liselotte - they also climbed 
nearby Urdok (7,300m.). 

After seventeen years of peace and quiet, 
Hidden Peak, the second highest summit of 
the Karakoram, had experienced a veri
table 'population explosion'. A 
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PEOPLE 
Edited by Audrey Salkeld 

Roots: Englishmen Docu
ment U.S. Climbing History 
Two new books dealing with the 
development and personalities of 
American climbing have, 
strangely, been produced by 
expatriate Englishmen. One is 
Climbing in North America, a 
masterly overall treatise by Chris 
Jones ; the other, called simply 
Climb!, deals specifically with 
Colorado climbing since 1870, 
and is by Bob Godfrey in colla
boration with Dudley Chelton. 
Chris Jones was living in Lon
don twelve years ago, with Pete 
Crew and others, and was caught 
up in the standard Wales-Alps 

Chris Jones - historian status 

cycle. Then, during an Alpine 
season, he met Royal Robbins 
and Lita Tejada-Flores. Promp
ted by their tales of the New 
World 's climbing challenges, he 
decided to move to the States. 
He believed that there he might 
be able to work for only six 
months at a time, yet still earn a 
good annual income - and so it 
proved. He was quickly absorbed 
into the active climbing scene 
and has remained one of its in
novators ever since. Now he and 
George Lowe (another com
panion from the earlier Alpine 
days) are one of the acknowl
edged leading partnerships in 
North American alpine climbing, 
and Jones has also served his 
time on Yosemite's big walls, and 
on major routes in the Andes and 
Alaska. So, in response to the 
possible criticism that a North 
American history should not be 
written by a Britisher, he can 
claim to have had as much ex
perience as most locals. In fact, 
the book has been universally 
well received and most reviewers 
think that Jones's background 
enables him to have a wider per
spective and to avoid regional 
bias. Jones says that what 
prompted him to write the book 
was the impression that most 

Americans seem instinctively to 
feel that the ' real ' history all 
happened in Europe. "I hope," 
he says, "that my book will give 
the·m a sense of the roots of their 
sport. American climbing has 
developed largely independently 
of the European mainstream 
and, although the American ex
perience has not equalled the 
European in quantity or even 
quality, it has thrown up a 
marvellous collection of people, 
events and techniques. " 
In his own climbing, Jones has 
tried to apply big-wall methods 
to alpine peaks, as for example 
with his ascents of the West Face 
of Canada's North Howser and 
the South Face of Devil's Thumb 
in Alaska. "My real passion," he 
says, "is 'classic' alpinism, and 
for this I have been drawn to 
Canada, where I was fortunate 
to be involved in the exploration 
of the largest faces in the range
routes akin to the great faces of 
the Alps. Edith Cavel!, for ex
ample, may be likened to the 
Walker Spur [Jones climbed 
that in the early 'sixties. Ed.]; 
Mt. Columbia has some of the 
character of the Peuterey Ridge ; 
Kitchener rivals the largest 
Oberland climbs; and North 
Twin may be compared to the 
Eiger Nordwand ." 
Bob Godfrey was born in Selby, 
Yorkshire, and in 1968 departed 
from the Ullswater Outward 
Bound School for the University 
of Northern Colorado. Having 
obtained his doctorate, he was 
later jointly Professor of Psycho
logy at Colorado University in 
Boulder, and Programme Direc
tor for the Colorado O.B. School 
in Denver. Now he is a full-time 
author/ photographer, working 

:;.,.\' ' 
Bob Godfrey- creating 

in Boulder and specializing in 
photographic work . He has had 
a number of one-man exhibitions 
and has recently become very 
involved with the preservation 
of wilderness areas, a cause to 
which he applies himself with 
missionary zeal. He sees his 
photography not merely as an 
art form but also as an expression 

of politics. He believes that 
technology can get in the way of 
experience. Visitors come to the 
wilderness areas, he says, 
loaded with a 40Ib. pack, and 
then occupy themselves with the 
things they have brought with 
them, instead of getting in touch 
with the environment on a 
"direct sensory level". 
Climb! attempts to give a direct 
sensory appreciation of Colorado 
climbing, with more than 200 
photographs and Hard Rock
style first-hand accounts of 
classic routes. Godfrey is follow 
ing this book with one on the 
Rocky Mountain National Park, 
a project he is sharing with 
Colorado Congressman Tim 
Wirth, who last year introduced a 
bill into Congress to expand the 
Rocky Mountain National Park 
and the Snowmass Wilderness 
area. Recently, Godfrey has been 
making a film of Jim Erickson 
and Art Higbee free-climbing on 
the North West Face of Half 
Dome. 

Ronald Clark -Mountaineer
ing Historian 
In less than thirty years, Ronald 
Clark has written forty-six books, 
and his two latest typify the 
diversity of his scholarship. One 
is about Colonel Friedman, the 
cryptologist who broke the 
Japanese 'Purple' code during 
the war ; the other is Men, Myths 
and Mountains, his study of the 
life and times of mountaineer
ing (reviewed in Mountain 55) . 
Clark, who was born in Wimble
don in 1916, began his writing 
career as a Fleet Street reporter 
in 1933. After having been re
jected by the Armed Services for 
reasons of health, he became a 
war correspondent, landing with 
the Canadian Forces on D-Day 
and staying with the action until 
the end of the war, when he 
covered the War Crimes Trials at 
Nurnberg. His interest in climb
ing began in 1937 when he saw 
Courtney Bryson's guide, Rock 
Climbs Round London, in a 
Whitehall shop window. There 
followed a fifteen-year spell of 
intermittent climbing in Wales, 
Scotland and the Alps, though 
always at a modest standard . 
Clark's real interest in the sport 
was scholarly. He wrote about 
the Everest expeditions and soon 
developed an interest in the Vic
torian climbers and their motiva 
tion for climbing, an interest 
which lead to his first books. 
These included The Early Alpine 
Guides, The Victorian Moun
taineers and, in 1957, the monu
mental Mountaineering in Britain 
(in collaboration with Edward 
Pyatt). He had also revealed a 
talent for biography, with his 
books on Coolidge and Sella and, 
in 1965, turned to a wider 
audience with ambitious books 
on the great men of science, 
Tizzard, Haldane, Einstein and 
the Huxleys. Finally, in 1975, he 
produced his best-selling Life of 
Bertrand Russell. He has also 

Ronald Clark - an exhausting 
forty-six book record 

written some highly individualis
tic works of fiction - Queen 
Victoria's Bomb and The Last 
Year of the Old World. 
With such success before a more 
general readership, it is both 
surprising and encouraging that 
he should have returned to 
mountaineering. A measure of 
the intimate interest he main
tains in the sport is evidenced in 
the chapter on contemporary 
crises in his new book, where he 
warns of the dangers of over
regulation and over-usage in the 
hills. Clark's inter_est in moun
taineering and mountaineers 
continues, and he would still like 
some day to produce a really 
comprehensive world history, 
but in the meantime he is being 
kept busy with biographies of 
Edison and Freud 

John Barry - a military coup 

Surprise Appointment at 
Plas y Brenin 
Shock waves ran through the 
instructional world in June, 
when it was revealed that John 
Barry, a thirty-two-years-old 
Marine officer, had been ap
pointed to the prestigious post 
of Director of Plas y Brenin. 
Plas y Brenin is Britain's leading 
Mountain Centre and its Direc
tor can have considerable influ
ence over the character of 
mountain training . A number of 
well-known mountain training 
figures had applied for the post, 
so that the appointment of a 
virtually unknown 'outsider' 
caused predictable amazement 
to climbers, instructors and 
locals alike. 
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Barry is the archetypal com
mando figure. He is the son of 
an Outward Bound Centre 
Warden, and for some years has 
been involved with teaching 
Marines how to be tough in the 
mountains. These rather unusual 
credentials are misleading, how
ever, and Barry himself is the 
first to point out that the image 
of the military climber is not all it 
could be. He is in fact what 
might be termed 'one of the 
boys'. In a two-week stint as a 
Voluntary Instructor at the 
centre, he became very popular 
and was out climbing nearly 
every evening with the active 
staff members. He is highly 
competent on both rock and ice 
and his climbs include the first 
British ascent of the Schneider/ 
Singer Route on the North Face 
of the Dent Blanche and several 
new XS routes in Cornwall. He 
has also done a number of top 
standard ice climbs in Scotland. 
The Plas y Brenin Management 
Committee has therefore added 
to its reputation for being pre
pared to make bold and 
imaginative appointments, and 
the B.M .C. has supported the 
choice in the belief that Barry's 
appointment may lead to a 
steady improvement in relations 
between the B.M.C. and the 
instructional world. 

Press Freaks Over Trade 
Centre Climb 
Top marks to George Willig for 
brightening everyone's day with 
his hilarious World Trade Centre 
climb. Willig, a twenty-seven
year-old New York toy designer, 
is a competent rock-climber with 
experience of hard climbing 
mainly on the 'Gunks and in 
Yosemite. He started up the 
building at 6.30 a.m. and, by the 
time rush hour arrived, he was 
well established on the face with 
thousands of New Yorkers 
watching his progress. 
The occasion triggered off a 
veritable avalanche of classic 
press climbing cliches, but it also 
provided an interesting reflec
tion of the curious relationship 
that exists between climbers and 
public . On the one hand there 
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Toymaker_ Was 'Nev.!!._ Scared' 

City Hall fines 
the 'fly' $1.10 

-that's a penny 
for each story 

the News W>rld ~ 10¢ 
'Because GuyC/imhs 

it'!._~!~e• i~~i; 
Climbing the World Trade ~::==.~ 
Towers is 'fun and easy' i;!-:E.;;?.!:: 
!lYl..Otul,ps 'human fly' wllth . $250,000 lawsuit A super 'fly' conquers 

were the New York City officials, 
who huffed and puffed about 
the expense in terms of police 
time, traffic jams and general in
convenience, and ended up by 
threatening to sue Willig for 

George Willig - slapped in irons 

$250,000. On the other hand, 
were the press and the thousands 
of eye-witnesses, who seem to 
have been both elated and 
thrilled by the feat . When an 

the World Trad..~ Center 

official announced the $250,000 
suit, he was booed by journalists 
and bystanders 
Few climbers would deny that 
the slender strips of cladding 
down each cor.ner of the Trade 
Centre towers constitute obvious 
and irresistible challenges. In 
Britain, Cambridge University's 
Kings College Chapel chimneys 
have offered a similar challenge 
to generations of university 
climbers. But, whereas a Kings 
chimney offers one long pitch 
of precarious technical climbing, 
the 1,350ft. Trade Centre tower 
was technically easy and very 
safe. It was overcome by means 
of methodical aid climbing, 
using specially designed cam
ming devices that wedged in the 
joints between the cladding. 
Willig's real feat lay in braving 
the unknowns of public and 
official reaction - which could 
have constituted a considerable 
objective hazard. In the event, 

!!<l;:;.=..st.;.;;:":"=: ., ......... ,"'-'.,.,.,...,.,,..., .. 1 .......... =:-:tit..:;;.:' 

although he was slapped in irons 
when he had completed the 
climb, the City Officials (perhaps 
w ith one eye on public opinion) 
took a lenient view and fined him 
just $1.10 (a cent for each 
storey of the building), getting 
him to promise to be a good boy 
in future. 
The press had a bonanza, how
ever, with picture stories and 
personal interviews stretching 
out the seven-day wonder and 
leaving behind such memorable 
gems as: 
Bystander : " What's holding him 

7" up . 
Cop : "A lot·of guts." 
Reporter: " He became a tinier 
and tinier speck of mortal frailty 
inching up the sheer silver wall ." 
Photo caption : "Willig reaches 
another peak as he gets a kiss 
from his girl friend ." 
Willig in cartoon : " If you must 
know, I've got this terrible fear 
of elevators." A 



LETTERS 
The Nanga Parbat Affair 

A remark about the 1970 Nanga 
Parbat expedition, made in the 
Messner Interview (Mountain 
51), has resulted in a legal ob
jection from the expedition 
leader, Dr. Karl Herrligkoffer, and 
a statement from Reinhold 
Messner. 
Writing to Messner, Herrlig
koffer's lawyer, Dr. Delp, said 
that the interview and the pre
ceding editorial comment "con
tained some inaccuracies". 

Dr. Delp continued: 
"A statement from you expres
sing your personal opinions can, 
however, under no circum
stances be tolerated in view of 
the concluded agreement ... as 
follows: 

'The Defendant upon penalty 
of unlimited fine or six months' 
imprisonment is forbidden to 
publish the following asser
tions : 
1) The Plaintiff (Dr. Herr
ligkoffer) as Expedition 
Leader in 1970 failed to pro 
vide search and help after the 
disappearance of the Messner 
Brothers on the summit of 
Nanga Parbat.' ..... 

Dr. Herrligkoffer is prepared, 
however, under the following 
conditions to overlook the 
penalty. 
1) You explain immediately to 
Mountain, and publish your ex
planation in the next issue, that 
you were wrong in saying that 
Dr. Herrligkoffer withheld search 
and assistance .. . " 

Writing from Munich to members 
of his former expeditions, Dr. 
Herrligkoffer quoted his expedi
tion report, • Kampf und Sieg Am 
Nanga Parbat', as a reply to the 
Mountain interview: 
"On 20th June, when we first 
learned of the dialogue between 
Felix Kuen and Reinhold 
Messner high up above the 
Merkl Crack, I spoke to the 
Liaison Officer, Capt. Saqi. He 
was immediately prepared, ac
cording to my wish, to send a 
horseback messenger to APA 
District from Astor and from 
there to ask for a Police I nspec
tor from Chilas to be sent quickly 
to the upper Diamir Valley. 
This wish, according to the 
Astor APAP, was fulfilled and 
we learned on 3rd July from him 
that on 30th June he had done 
as we wished. 
I only learned what followed a 
Year later during a talk with a 
representative from APA Chilas 
who testifies : 

'Messner was hungry, thirsty 

and very exhausted. My 
people found him 20 miles 
from Bunarbridge in Bunar 
Village completely out of his 
senses.' 

According to the 1934 Nanga 
Parbat map this is the highest 
village in the Diamir Valley. From 
there Reinhold Messner was 
under the responsibility of the 
people of APA Chilas." 

Reinhold Messner writes: 
"My remark in connection with 
the Nanga Parbat Expedition 
1970, in Mountain 51, that I 
could not understand why the 
expedition leader did not arrange 
for a group to go round to the 
Diamir side to see if we (my 
brother, Gunter, and I) had 
managed to descend, is not to 
imply that Dr. Herrligkoffer took 
no action to effect, as requested, 
search and rescue after our 
disappearance on the summit 
assault. And what I didn't learn 
until much later was that he 
promptly requested an Inspector 
from APA Chilas to climb the 
Diamir Valley with native assis
tants, to rescue us. Acknow
ledging and considering the fact 
that the route over the Mazeno 
Pass is a difficult and risky one 
and runs through little-known 
territory, it is understandable 
that Dr. Herrligkoffer did not 
send a search party over this 
pass, which in all probability 
would have arrived too late." 

Clandestine Ascent of 
Dhaulagiri Not Proved 

from Mike Cheney 

Dear Sir, 
My report on the alleged ascent 
of Dhaulagiri 1 (Mountain 54) 
was based on verbal statements 
from third parties to the ascent, 
and I have since discovered that 
there is no proof that the ascent 
was made. These statements 
appeared to be quite genuine as 
they were made separately by 
two unconnected parties of 
American mountaineers who 
were unaware that the alleged 
ascent was illegal. 
Since my original report, I have 
been assured that Naomi Uemura 
was in Japan at the time of the 
alleged ascent. The named 
American members of the expe
dition have firmly denied that 
Dhaulagiri 1 was climbed in 
November 1976. 
I apologize to Naomi Uemura 
and Dave Pendergast for any 
embarrassment caused. 
Although illegal climbing of 

major peaks has taken place in 
recent years, the harsh com
ments on the government of 
Nepal are unfair and unrealistic. 
Mountaineering rules for Nepal 
have been made necessary by 
irresponsible Western climbers 
but the government is not "anti" 
small expeditions. 
Certainly the present moun
taineering rules could be im
proved, and improvements will 
come. No good will come of 
rocking the boat and certainly the 
Nepalese will not be bullied into 
making things easier for moun
taineers in Nepal. 
Yours sincerely, 
Mike Cheney (Kathmandu) 

The Threat of Competition 

from 8. E. Crawford 

Dear Sir, 
Chris Jones's remarks on rock 
climbing competitions (Moun 
tain 54) are somewhat short
sighted. 
First, it is a propagandist diatribe 
to say that Bershov is a regular 
fellow, that viewing a marathon 
is inspiring, that the Wigan 
house painter will be given a 
chance, that at long last we will 
be able to worship the tough 
guys and real heroes, and that 
the Barbers and Liveseys of this 
world wouldn't object to 
competition on the rocks. 
Perhaps Jones merits an 'A' for 
climbing, but something less 
than that for straight thinking in 
this case. 
Second, the issue in competitive 
rock climbing is not the compe
tition itself, but the organization 
and selection of team members. 
Suppose climbing makes it into 
the Olympic Games. How would 
one make the team? I can't 
speak for other countries, but I 
think I know how it would go in 
the U.S.A. Naturally, one would 
have to join an association and 
spend considerable time in it, 
thus assuring approval and, 
hopefully, promotion. Who 
would call the tune, the Ameri
can Alpine Club, the A.A.U., the 
N.C.A.A., or a new creation espe
cially begotten for the moment? 
If Jones is trying to avoid false
hood, it might be best to avoid 
directly or indirectly promoting 
the organizational aspects of 
rock competition. There is com
petition, and Jones seems to 
know who the superior climbers 
are. So what is the point of 
organized competition? 
Third, if rock competitions be
came a fixture in the U.S.A. it 
would take a gift from heaven to 
avoid the 'little league syn 
drome·, involving labels, spon 
sors, emotion and money. 
Fourth, television companies 
are sure to downgrade the sport, 
by playing up superficial aspects 
of the sport, that might titillate 
the public. 
Sincerely, 
B. E. Crawford (South Lake 
Tahoe, California) 

Matheson's Lakeland 
Article 
from Pete Livesey 

Dear Sir, 
Rob Matheson's article, 'Lake
land Climbing in the 'Seventies' 
(Mountain 54), was eminently 
readable, but Matheson fell into 
the very trap that I have often 
entered: namely, in being temp
ted to comment on the style of 
modern development. Opinions 
on ethics change quickly and 
vary from group to group. Mathe
son's comment on my yo-yoed 
ascent of Fingerlicker seems 
reasonable, but at the time 
(1974) I had no idea that some 
groups considered the practice 
unacceptable. I feel we should 
hesitate to criticize the past by 
comparing it to present-day 
ethics. 
There are some historical points 
in the article that need clarifica
tion, for rumour has a strange 
habit of becoming history. I did 
not solo Dry Grasp with the ab
seil rope hanging beside me; I 
back-roped the crucial pitch. The 
abseil rope was still there, but, 
as the pitch is diagonal, it was 
near the route for the final few 
feet. To say I "thoroughly in
spected" Nagasaki Grooves is 
fanciful; I abseiled down, pre
pared to clean a new line, but 
immediately saw that it had al
ready been cleaned and climbed. 
I assumed it was free, so quickly 
abseiled down, retrieved the 
ropes and climbed it with vir
tually no inspection. The pitons 
on Lost Horizons were placed in 
an attempt to get into the rock to 
clean it, not with the idea of 
protection, though the upper one 
was certainly welcome. Eastern 
Hammer's first ascent did not 
utilize the old pitons, except for 
the first one. After the route, I 
abseiled down and broke off, by 
hand, some rusted bits of metal 
that were blocking the crack at 
one point; they had not been 
used for protection on the ascent. 
Your highly amusing graded list 
slipped Footless Crow in as a 
two-pitch route - a scurrilous 
suggestion. To belay at the old 
bolt route's stance would involve 
a hanging belay, resulting in a 
rest and the psychological com
fort of having the second close 
at hand. This would completely 
degrade the paramount aspect of 
the two ascents so far - "the 
super pitch". It is to be hoped 
that the climb is not described 
like this in the forthcoming guide, 
lest it be debased like Palladin. 
Lastly I would like to endorse 
one of the article's major points. 
I see the finished product, the 
route, as the important aspect of 
climbing new routes on British 
rock. It is perhaps better, there
fore, to sacrifice some purity of 
approach in favour of leaving a 
clean, aid-free creation. 
Yours, 
Pete Livesey (Keighley) A 
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After Everest 

by Tenzing Norgay Sherpa 

George Allen & Unwin: £4.95 

From the moment that the sum
mit of Everest was reached in 
1953, the lives of all those invol
ved in the successful climb were 
changed. How different would 
have been the careers of Lord 
Hunt and Sir Edmund Hillary had 
events not turned out as they 
did. And for Tenzing, too, it was 
the same. In the first excitement 
following the climb he was 
showered with attention and 
honours, offers of money and 
career opportunities, invitations 
to enter politics and even to go 
into films. Resisting the more 
bizarre temptations, he resolved 
to stick to mountaineering and 
very soon the idea of establishing 
an Indian school of mountain
eering was born. With the en
couragement of John Hunt and 
the Everest team, the Swiss 
Foundation for Alpine Research 
and official in India, particularly 
the Indian Prime Minister, the 
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Himalayan Mountaineering In
stitute opened its doors in 1954, 
with Tenzing as Director of Field 
Training. Nehru, with whom 
Tenzing had formed a close bond 
of friendship and who had given 
Tenzing clothes from his own 
wardrobe for the Everest cele
brations and the subsequent 
visit to Europe, was fully behind 
the H.M.1. from the start. "I 
want you," he told Tenzing, "to 
train a thousand Tenzings." 
The 1953 expedition was Ten
zing's seventh to Everest. He was 
nearly forty. His life till then has 
been told in the book Tiger of the 
Snows (Man of Everest in 
British editions). Since Tenzing 
can neither read nor write, that 
story was written for him by 
James Ramsay Ullman. After 
Everest is the sequel and this 
time the story has been set down 
by Malcolm Barnes, who for 
many years edited the English
language editions of The Moun
tain World. The book was com
piled largely from tape-record
ings, and it is the personality of 

Tenzing that comes through. 
Barnes said afterwards : "If you 
spend any time with Tenzing, 
you begin to think and talk like 
him, his reactions become your 
reactions. After two weeks, I was 
Tenzing !" Since there is a simi
larity in style with the earlier 
book, this must be true. The 
accuracy of the facts depends on 
Tenzing's phenomenal memory, 
since he has no diaries or written 
records, and it is a pity that his 
'ghost' has allowed one or two 
small errors to slip into the tran
scription (Bonington and 
Somervell have their names spelt 
wrongly, and Frank Smythe was 
not on Everest in 1935 - this 
must have been 1936), but these 
are minor matters in the book as 
a whole, which relates Tenzing's 
travels and the progress of the 
H.M.I. It tells how the sport of 
mountaineering in India has 
grown from near non-existence 
to one of great popularity today, 
thanks largely to the work of the 
H.M.I. Tenzing discloses a trace 
of bitterness over the fact that 
he was not invited by the Indians 
to take part in any of their three 
Everest expeditions, nor in the 
celebrations after their success. 
He feels that seven attempts on 
the mountain are enough for one 
man, and he has no ambition to 
go back; but the fact that in 
India, he is 'out of the show·, 
whilst the rest of the world has 
shown him recognition, smarts 
badly. Furthermore, he has lived 
for so long in Darjeeling that 
many people in his Sherpa home
land feel that he has abandoned 
them. He occupies that sensitive 
middle position of not belonging 
completely either to India or 
Nepal. 
Now in his sixties, and having 
retired as Director of Field Train
ing at the H.M.1., Tenzing is 
currently on the brink of a new 
phase of his very full life. His am
bition is to return to the Solu 
Khumbu and start a Sherpa 
training school there. 
Audrey Salkeld 

Dorset 

by Richard Crewe (with a 
section on Lu/worth and Port
land by Bob Shepton) 

Private publication: £3.50 

A lot has happened on Dorset's 
limestone sea-cliffs since 
Charles White's guide was 
published in 1968. Several 
generations of activists have 
concentrated on the area, each 
leaving layers of new route 
development. Over sixty new 
routes have been added to 
Boulder Ruckle's sparsely de
veloped tracts of limestone, 
bringing the crag's total to one 
hundred and seven, and making 
it one of the most important 
cliffs in southern England. The 
other cliffs also reflect this 
expansion, but, with the excep
tion of isolated knots of quality 
routes, the Ruckle still boasts 
most of the better climbs. 

This seems a very competent 
guide. The descriptions are 
good, the diagrams excellent, 
production (on the review copy) 
is sturdy, and the typography 
and layout are first class. There 
is an overall note of clarity and 
good sense, despite some 
curious route arrangement and 
notation on the Ruckle (based 
on metre distances from Mar
molata). Waterproof paper has 
been used, which may be 
necessary in view of the whimsi
cal pair of photographs that 
show a gigantic wave engulfing 
the cliff. 
The gradings have been 
tinkered with, mainly in the 
upward direction: Ashes and 
Diamonds, Finale Groove, 
Valkyrie Buttress Direct and 
Marmolata, for example, are 
four popular routes that have 
gone up to HVS. Goldfinger has 
disappeared, Gypsy is free and 
still HVS (amazingly), and 
Thesis's crazy route description 
has been corrected. However, 
really hard climbing still seems 
to be absent; no pitch harder 
than 5b appears in the selected 
graded list, and there are only a 
handful of those. 
The Swanage climbers and the 
B. M.C. deserve credit for their 
skilful negotiations with various 
bodies to keep the cliff free from 
regulation and control. A num
ber of agreements have emerged 
from their discussions, and 
certain areas of the cliff should 
be left untouched during the 
nesting season. However, the 
guide adopts a rather censorious 
tone in referring to these re
strictions, making great play of 
the word 'ban'. This makes my 
hackles rise, as I for one don't 
intend to be 'banned' from any
thing. Indeed, I would regard 
such an order as an open invita
tation to do just the opposite. 
Voluntary agreements to 
observe restrictions on various 
cliffs are fine, but banning is not, 
being a complete anathema in a 
sport that despises rules. The 
word itself should be banned 
from all future guidebooks and 
climbing literature in general. 
In fact, the restrictions here seem 
very reasonable, and it is inter
esting to note that one section 
of cliff (Finale Groove to Sheer
line), which was originally 
included in the list of B.M.C.
recommended restricted areas, 
is now deemed to be no longer 
sensitive - clear evidence that 
precise information and firm 
negotiation can pay off. 
Crewe deserves great credit for 
masterminding this fine guide 
which will certainly form the 
basis for much enjoyment and 
adventure on the part of hun
dreds of climbers . 
Ken Wilson ~ 



SUPPLIERS 
OF MOUNTAINEERING EQUIPMENT 

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

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). 
N.S.W: Sydney 
Mountain Equipment Pty., Ltd., 
17 Falcon Street, 
Crows Nest. 
Tel. 02.439.2454 
Queensland: Brisbane 
Mountain Experience, 
21 Bishop Street, 
Kelvin Grove. 
Tel. 356.8393 or 356.8194 
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). 

NEW ZEALAND 
Christchurch 
Alp Sports Ltd., 
216 Hereford Street. 
Tel. 67.148 

CANADA 
Alberta: Calgary 
The Hostel Shop, 
1414 Kensington Road, N.W., 41. 
Tel. 403.283.5551. (C) (M) (S) . 
B.C.: Vancouver 
ABC of Canada, 
Recreational Equipment Ltd ., 
557 Richards Street, V6B 225. 
Tel. 604.687.7885 
Ontario: Toronto 
Margesson's Sports Ltd., 
17 Adelaide Street, E. 
Tel. 416.366.2741 . (C) (M) (S). 

HONGKONG 
Hong Kong 
Hong Kong Mountain Services, 
Tsat Tsz Mui Post Office Box 73. 

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 
Aviemore 
Nevi sport, 
43 Grampian Road. (M). 
Tel. 047.981.208 
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 Queensway, 4. 
Tel. 021.236.6816. (S) . 
Birmingham 
Y.H.A. Services Ltd. (S). 
35 Cannon Street, 2. 
Tel. 021.643.5180 
Birmingham 
Blacks Outdoor Centre, (C). 
34 Edgbaston Shopping Centre, 
Hagley Road. Tel. 021.454.8771 
Blackburn 
Mountain Craft Limited, 
18 Darwen 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 Rd. 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, 
41a Colston Street. (S) (C) . 
Tel. 0272.23166 
Burnley 
Sportak, 
25 Hammerton Street. 
Tel. 0282.36816 
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 
Coventry 
Mountain Sports (Coventry), 
60 Crescent Avenue, 
Stoke. 
Tel. 0203.441241 
Derby 
Powers Sports, 
Green Lane. 
Tel. 0332.48311 
Derby 
Prestidge, 
350 Normanton Road. (S). 
Tel. 0332.42245 
Doncaster 
Smith, Beyer Ltd., 
38 Kingsgate, 
Waterdale Centre. (C) (M) . 
Tel. 0302.21297 
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 
Edinburgh 
Spindrift Mountain Gear, 
46 Dairy Road. 
Tel. 031.337.2332 
Exeter 
Grays Outdoor Shop, 
181 /182 Sidwell Street. (C) (S). 
Tel . 0392.76421 
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 
Black of Greenock, 
132 St. Vincent Street. (S). 
Tel. 041.221.4007 
Grantown-on-Spey 
Speyside Sports, 
47 High Street. (S). 
Tel. Grantown 246 
Halesowen, W. Midlands 
Casac Equipment, 
3 Hagley Road. 
Tel. 021 .550.9748 
Harrison's Rocks, Sussex 
Terry's Festerhaunt, 
Groombridge. (M). 
Tel. 089.276.238 (684) 
Huddersfield 
Smith, Beyer Ltd., 
28 John William Street. (C) (M) . 
Tel. 0484.23165 
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 
Robert Lawrie Ltd., 
54 Seymour Street, W.1. 
Tel. 01.723.5252 
London 
Y.H.A. Services Ltd., 
29 John Adam Street, W.C.2. (S). 
Tel. 01.839.1722 
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London 
Alpine Sports Ltd., 
5-12 Holborn, E.C.1. 
Tel. 01.405.7541/2 
London 
Blacks of Greenock, 
146 Holborn, E.C.1. 
Tel. 01 .405.4426 
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, Altrincham 
Nick Estcourt Outdoor Sports, 
84 Stamford New Road. 
Tel. 061.928.6613 
Manchester, Urmston 
J. & A. Sports & Camping Co., 
15 Station Road. (C). 
Tel. 061.748.6408 
Manchester: Piccadilly 
The Hut, 
1-3 Gateway House, 
Station Approach. 
Tel. 061 .236.0931 
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. 0642.248916 
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 
Norwich 
Norwich Outdoor Centre, 
15 Westlegate. 
Tel. 0603.613378 
Nottingham 
Roger Turner, Mountain Sports, 
120 Derby Road. (S). 
Tel. 0602.4 7230 
Oldham 
Paul Braithwaite, 
128-130 Yorkshire Street, 
Rhodes Bank. 
Tel. 061.620.3900 
Oxford 
Camping and Outdoor Centre, 
17 Turi Street. 
Tel. 0865.47110 
Penrith 
Lake Mountain Sports, 
M iddlegate. 
Tel. 0768.4505 
Penzance 
Ellis Brigham, 
Market Jew Street. 
Tel. 0736.5828 
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Portsmouth 
Safari, 
The Tricorn. Tel. 0705.2941 0 
Preston 
P.S.D. Sports Dept., 
141 Friargate. 
Tel. 0772.53793 
Rochdale 
Jeff Connor Outdoor Centre, 
120/122 Drake Street. 
Tel. 0706.342062. (C) (M). 
Sheffield 
Bryan G. Stokes, 
9 Charles Street. 
Tel . 0742.27525 
Sheffield 
Don Morrison, 
343 London Road. 
Tel. 0742.56018 
Sheffield 
Thomas & Taylor Ltd., 
24 Fitzwilliam Gate. (M). 
Tel. 0742.25631 
Shipley 
P & S Outdoor Shop, 
73 Leeds Road. 
Tel. 0274.592422 
Skipton 
The Dales Outdoor Centre, 
Coach Street. 
Tel. 0756.4305 
Stockport 
Base Camp, 
89 Lower Hillgate. (C). 
Tel. 061.480.2945 
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 
Wells, Somerset 
Rocksport, 
Bus Station, Wells. 
Tel. 0749.73054 
West Bromwich 
Wulfrun Camp and Sports, 
466 High Street. (C) (S). 
Tel. 021.553.1670 
Windermere: Cumbria 
The Fellsman, 
2 Victoria Street. 
Tel. 09662.4876 
Wolverhampton 
Wulfrun Camp and Sports, 
4/5 King Street. (C) (S). 
Tel. 0902.27012 
York 
Camping and Outdoor Centre, 
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 

DENMARK 
Copenhagen 
Dolfisport, 
Snemandsvej la, 
2730 Herlev. 
Tel. 02.94.87.94 

UNITED STATES 
Alaska : Anchorage 
Alaska Mountaineering 
and Hiking, 
2635 Spenard Road, 99503. 
Tel. 907.272.1811 . (C) (M) (S). 
Alaska: Talkeetna 
Alaska Mountain Company, 
Talkeetna, 99676. 
Tel. 907.733.2306. (C) (M) . 
California: Berkeley 
The North Face, 
2804 Telegraph Ave., 94705. 
Tel. 415.548.1371. (C) (S) . 
California: Berkeley 
Granite Stairway Mountaineering 
2160 University Avenue, 94704. 
Tel. 415.848.7866. (C) (M) (S). 
California: Berkeley 
Marmot Mountain Works, 
3049 Adeline, 94703. 
Tel. 415.849.0735 
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: 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 : 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 : 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., 
1752 No. 55th Street, 80302. 
Tel. 303.442.4791. (C) (M) (S). 
Colorado: Denver 
Mountain, 
938 South Monaco Parkway, 
80224. Tel. 303.377.2783. 
(C) (M) (S). 

Colorado: Denver 
Forrest Mountaineering Ltd., 
1517 Platte Street, 80202. 
Tel. 303.433.3373. (M) . 
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: Pueblo 
Mountain Chalet, 
140 W. 29th St., 81008. 
Tel. 303.545.9890. (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, 
309 Cedar Avenue South, 55454. 
Tel. 612.339.3433. (C) (M) (S) . 
Montana: Hamilton 
Expeditions International/ 
Bitterroot Backcountry Store, 
215 Main St. (Box 1040), 59840. 
Tel. 406.363.3440. (C) (S) . 
N.H.: North Conway 
International Mountain 
Equipment (Paul Ross) , 
Main Street, 03860. 
Tel. 603.356.5287 
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Tieoneon. 
And hang one up. 

~ •• ; ,. ,,~J: 
This illustration plus three others are reproduced in 
a seven color, 16" x 24" poster. It's dynamite and, it's yours 
for only one dollar. Send to: Mammut Climbing Ropes, Dept. 2, 
1234 Fifth Street, Berkeley, California 94710, USA. 
Technical information available. Dealer inquiries invited. 

~ A division of The North Face. 
'fl~1x,<f{"" 

PENMAENMAWR - SEA AND MOUNTAIN 
Bed, Breakfast, Evening Meal. Lounge, TV Central Heating. Also two-berth 
Caravan to let. - electric, flush toilet. Open all year. 

phone for details: Don and Audrey Whillans, Bod Hyfryd, Craiglwyd 
Road, Penmaenmawr, North Wales. Tel. Penmaenmawr 3648 

Mountain, Back Numbers We have quantities 
of numbers 33, 50, 53 and 55 available at 65p (sterling) or 
$1.60 each. 

Mountain Indexes Nos. 25-40 and 41 - 52. Available 
at 50p or $1.00 each, £1 or $2.00 for the pair. Send cheque, 
cash or money order to : 
Mountain Magazine Ltd .. 56 Sylvester Rd .. London N2 

N.H.: North Woodstock 
Skimeister Ski Shop, 
Main Street, 03262. 
Tel. 603.745.2767. (M) (S). 
New York: Ithaca 
Nippenose Equipment, 
215 N. Cayuga, Dewitt Mall, 
Tel. 607.272.6868. (C) (M) (S). 
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, 
311 S.W. Madison, 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, 
3320 Meridan Ave., N., 98103. 
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) . 
Washington: Wenatchee 
Asplund's Ski Touring, 
1544 N. Wenatchee Ave., 98801. 
Tel. 509.662.6539. (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). 

Climb with 
'¥HA 

Whatever clothing or equipment you need 
for your next climbing holiday. the chances 
are we have it. Top quality and economy 
lines. All at fair prices-and backed by 
as much free help and advice as you want. 
Call in or telephone for the full facts. 
or a copy of our climbing catalogue. 

cyHA eve.rxone~ climbing ceq,tte 
London: 29 John Adam Street, WC2 01-839 1722 
Birmingham : 35 Cannon Street, 82 021 -643 5180 
Manchester: 36/38 Fountain Street, M2 061-834 7119 

~ YHA Services Ltd 
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YAKPAK makes all 
TM 

the difference. 
A deeply contoured 

frameless sack that doesn't 
splint your back, with the 
most advanced suspension 
in the world , together pro
duce balance and freedom 
of movement unprece
dented by other packs . 

On technical rock or 
ice, or extended jumar 
pitches, a YAKPAK makes 
all the difference in the 
world . For the first time in 
your experience your pack 
rides comfortably and 
doesn't fight your every 
move . You' ll never go back 
to the packs you used in 
the past. 

Six models to choose 
from . Zip bivouac exten
sions available . 

Our catalog is free in 
North America . _ Else
where, $1 US (refunded at 
purchase) . 

The Yak Works 
U.S.A. 

P.O. Box 70256-8, Seattle, WA 98107 

E.B.agood 
one. 
One of a great range of bargains currently available at 
Dean Street including : EB's - £15.91 ; R D's - £19.50; 
Masters - £12.50; Yosemites - £24.50; Calcaire - £29.90; 
PA's - £19.50; Galibier Fitzroy - £39.90; Galibier 
Superguide - £58.05; Scarpa Comici - £57.50. 
Ropes: 11 mm. x 45mm. Joanny £42.50; Bernina £42.50. 

• Return of Mail Order Available 
• Including 50p carriage for each order 

• Barclay card and Access purchases 
accepted by telephone 
• Bulk discount information available 

on request 
• 52 page illustrated Equipment 

Guide out now 25p + 20 p.p. 
Don't delay. contact . . . 



MO I promise you happy toes 
Live in peace with your feet. Twenty miles or 
5000feet-keepyourtoes smiling, your 
pocket too, with these fine value, comfortable 
boots. Excellent materials, design and 
workmanship in every pair and styles and 
sizes to suit everyone. See them at all good 
gear shops or write for colour 
leaflet now. 
Munari Boots are made in Italy and 
distributed in Britain by Vango. 

ILLUSTRATED TOP: 'STRATOS' 
L TOR: 'ISOLA'; 'VENOSTA'; 
'VISO' 

• UADGD (SCOTLADD) LTD. 
47 Colvend Street, Glasgow G40 4DH 
Tel : 041 556 7621 

C~GJACS 
CAGOULES 
JACKETS 
OVERTROUSERS 

'-=' Brochures showing our range are • 91,. 
free on request. Please send S.A.E. ,,. .,,,,,,,. '\. II> 

G & H Products ._.. 
Blackburn R ad, Birstall, 
Batley,W.Y rks, England. 

,. 

.. Waterproof Shell Clothing .. 
made from Bri-Nylon, 

coated with Polyurethane and Silic 
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we can supply 
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, Marecha/, Rohan, 
Turblokken, Spring low, Ranch WE HAVE A 
House, Bergans, Salopettes. SPECIAL CONTRACT 
Before buying your gear, write or phoneforour DEPARTMENT 
EXTRAORDINARVCOMPETITIV_E FOR CLUB AND 
FREE PRICE LIST offering substan- EDUCATIONAL 
tial savings. Barclaycard/Access accepted . ORDERS 
We have a large Mail Order Department 
- most items immediate despatch with 7-day AND FOR 
approval service. PERSONAL & DIRECT 

EXPORT 

23/ 25 Kings Road, Brentwood, Essex. Tel. (STD 0277) 221259 

Only 1 O minutes from Brentwood Station ; 30 minutes from 
London"s Liverpool Street Station (Southend Line) . ---------Please send me your free pnce /1 st. 

Name 

Address 
I 
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CLIMBING? 
Enjoy it more with a CIRQUE Pack from 
HINE/ SNOWBRIDGE. The CIRQUE 

comes in two models 
perfect for almost all 

climbing applications 
from simple rock assaults 

to alpine ascents. 
The CIRQUE Packs are just 

2 of 17 pack models 
designed and built by 

people who use them. For 
a free catalog of all 

the pack models, dealer 
list and mail order 

information write : 

HINE/ SNOWBRIDGE 
Box 4059GQ 
Boulder, Colorado 80302 
U.S.A 
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: ··:\,vateQ)maf, breathafjle, 
versatile 
GORE-TEX laminate is a remarkable material 
with amazing characteristics. 

It's microporous structure permits 
perspiration vapor to escape from within, but 
does not allow liquid water to penetrate from 
the outside. As a result, garments, sleeping 
bags and covers, tents and gaiters made with 
GORE-TEX laminates offer greater versatility in 
protecting you against varied weather 
conditions while keeping you dry and 
comfortable. For instance, one shell garment 
can eliminate the cost and weight of extra 

pieces of equipment. Tested in the laboratory 
and in the field, GORE· TEX laminates 
have proven comfortable and ~ 
breathable under the most 
rugged conditions. so if you 
are looking for performance 
and lightweight comfort in 
outdoor gear, look for this tag. 
For more information write: 

Qore0Tex 
laminate 

W. L. Gore & Associates (U.K.) Ltd. 
Pitreavie Industrial Estate, Queensferry Road, 
Dunfermline, Fife, Scotland KY11 5PU. 
Tel. Dunfermline 0383-25901 Telex No. 72679 

(ii) Printed by Sawtells of Sherborne Limited Dorset and published by Mountain Magazines Ltd. c/o 56 Sylvester Road, London N.2. 



Can Foul Weather Gear this light really be waterproof? 

Peter ~tcr,,., 
makes great looking climbers! 

FROM CLIMBING AND 
SPORTS SHOPS EVERYWHERE. 

PETER STORM ALSO MANUFACTURES: 
'No Sweat' Foul Weather 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 witli 
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 cloth" 
anywhere. It's a Peter St 
That's why Peter S 
written guar~ee 

performs as 
anyone 


	July - August 1977 - 01
	July - August 1977 - 02 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 02
	July - August 1977 - 03 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 03
	July - August 1977 - 04 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 04
	July - August 1977 - 05 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 05
	July - August 1977 - 06 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 06
	July - August 1977 - 07 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 07
	July - August 1977 - 08 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 08
	July - August 1977 - 09 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 10 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 10
	July - August 1977 - 11 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 12 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 12
	July - August 1977 - 13 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 13
	July - August 1977 - 14 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 14
	July - August 1977 - 15 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 16 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 16
	July - August 1977 - 17 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 17
	July - August 1977 - 18 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 18
	July - August 1977 - 19 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 19
	July - August 1977 - 20 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 20
	July - August 1977 - 21 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 21
	July - August 1977 - 22 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 22
	July - August 1977 - 23 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 23
	July - August 1977 - 24 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 24
	July - August 1977 - 25 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 25
	July - August 1977 - 26 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 26
	July - August 1977 - 27 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 27
	July - August 1977 - 28 - Copy
	July - August 1977 - 28
	July - August 1977 - 29

