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Our exciting /format frame is constructed 
from twin aluminium strips moulded into 
double thickness karrimat material with extra 
protective padding. It fits into a special frame 
pocket and is additional to the chevron
stitched padded back. 

The/format can be shaped to fit you 
personally. It enhances the superb comfort of 
the "bodyhuggers" and, coupled with the 
precisely located harness attachment points, 
ensures maximum stability in action. It's tough, 
malleable and doubles as a bivi seat. 

For further details, write to 
karrimor International ltd., Box BHM. 

Avenue Parade, Accrington, 
Lancashire. 

... or visit your nearest 
karrimor specialist dealer 

The /format is only one of many important 
design improvements to the Alpiniste. 
Others are:-

* A new extendable flap. * A new 'S" cut 
back for stability and comfort. * A rising base 
to keep the load close to the body and to reduce 
the risk of the sac catching on steep descents. 
* A narrower, yet thicker, harness for greater 
comfort. * Double riveted haul loop for 
greater security. * The Haston tunnel for hip 
belt storage (ilfustrated) . * A new shape and a 
new colour in KS-1 OOe ... the material specially 
developed for rucsacs by karrimor. 
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'CLIMBING IN 
CHINA' -------ev-------MICHAEL,,. CHRIS 

WARD ~ BONINGTON 
A lecture on the first British Expedition to 

one of the highest unclimbed peaks in the world. 

Manchester 15th October at 7.30 pm 
New Century Hall, Corporation Street, Manchester 
Tickets from BMC Office ond Climbing Shops 

London 17th October at 7.45 pm 
Queen Elizabeth Hall, London SEl 
Tickets from Box Office, Queen Elizabeth Hall and Pindisports 

Edinburgh 21st October at 8.00 pm 
Music Hall, Assembly Rooms, George Street, Edinburgh 
Tickets from Graham Tiso and other shops 

Bradford 22nd October at 8.00 pm 
St George's Hall, Hall lngs, Bradford 
Tickets from St George's Hall and Guiseley Mountain Sports 

Organised by The Mount Everest Foundation 
Sponsored by Jardine, Matheson & Co., Ltd. _______ _ 

EVERY 
MAJOR 
BRITISH 

EXPEDITION 
OVER THE PAST 

10YEARS 
RELIED ON US 

CLOGWVN CLIMBING GEAR 
Deiniolen - Gwynedd - North Wales - U.K. 

Telephone: Llanberis (028682) 551 

Climbing Ropes 
You can stake your life on 
MOAC ropes quality 
and performance 
- you may have to. 

Nuts! 
Big ones, small ones, some as big as your . . . 

Get your favourite chock on wire, any shape 
bought or home made. Small sizes on 3mm 
wire (0.6 ton B.S.), the rest on 4mm wire 
(1 ton B.S.), with talurit alloy swage and 
plastic sleeve to keep wires parallel. Overall 
length: 8 inches. 
Price includes return postage. 
Per chock U.K. £1.00 overseas £1 .25 
The Bivouac 56 North Parade, Matlock Bath, Derbys. 
Tel. Mat. 3750.Open M.T.W.T .F.S. 9.30-5.30. 
Sun 9.30-2.00. 



This year we have concentrated 
more than ever on 

providing the very best quality of 
materials coupled with a high 
standard of manufacture. We have 
directed our designs towards 
flexibility of use, the new materials 
now available such as Goretex and 
Thinsulate having given us the 
opportunity to enhance well tried 
products like the Redline and Cerre 
Torre duvets and introduce a new 
range of very interesting jackets and 
vests under the Freestyle title. 
Much work has gone into the 
sleeping bag range - for the middle 

Mountain 
Equipment 

George St, Glossop England 

band our Dragon Series is 
unbeatab_le value - for the top band 
we have secured a supply of much 
improved down and introduced a 
vertical baffle system over the 
central body core for more efficient 
performance. All this is the outcome 
of a truly unique programme of 
research and development which in 
our view is absolutely essential in 
maintaining our position as 'First 
choice when only the best will do'. 

The world specialists in cold 
weather comfort - 1980/81 range. 
Freestyle line 

FREESTYLE JACKET (Illustrated) 
The jacket with the zip-out lining for body and 
sleeves. Elegant styling in a well thought out 
package to cope with a varied climate . Outer in 
Polyester/Cotton with water repellant finish , zip-out 
lining to body and sleeves in either down or 
Thinsulate.4 closing pockets and 2 hand warmers , 
separate hood . 
Weight 2.5Ib 
Colours - Beige outer, Blue Jet cover to zip-out 
lining. · 
Shell only 
With down or Thinsulate lining 

TELEMARK JACKET - Another Freestyle winner. 
Goretex and Thinsulate - the materials of the 
eighties skillfully combined into a warm garment 
with minimum condensation. The outer fabric is 
water and windproof, breathing Goretex, the lining 
is warm and compact Thinsulate. 
Weight . 1.5Ib 
Colours - Beige outer with Navy yoke, 
Blue jet liner 

TELEMARK VEST - Same styling and materials as 
the Telemark jacket. Weight 15oz. 
Colours as jacket 

ASPEN JACKET- Freestyle flair. A Hollofil garment 
featuring zip-out sleeves. Outer shell is nylon with a 
proofed yoke. 
Weight 1.68Ib. 
Colours - Matt Navy inner and outer. 

ASPEN VEST - Same styling and materials as the 
Aspen jacket . 
Weight 1Ib. 
Colours as jacket 

continued over page 
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Sleeping bags - better down, 
SPECIALIST SLEEPING BAGS ~ --i.c . 

- INSIDE OUT! . v -.;.,,_ ... ,... ... I Mca ' tt..dtokft OeflNDNtfrom new ideas 
If •• iJ ,f,, t. J •1' Mountain Equipment Down Bags 
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A rel/able way to choose a sleeping bag. 
Makers ratings are a source of confusion, some are even absurd. We have 
produced a class rating based on practical and scientific testing which 
helps to evaluate fairly, any bag. This very informative poster is on show 
now at your specialist shop - use it before making your choice. 
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* Improved quality of filling for greater loft. 
* Unique vertical baffling over chest to improve 

body core insulation. 
* Improved hood cut. 
* Baffle in footpiece for better distribution of down. 
* Improved drawcord arrangement. 
* Base and footpiece in ripstop nylon - greater 

tear strength . 
* All bags (except Thermashell) come with net 

storage sack - also useful aid for washing . 

EVEREST Class 5 
An exceptional bag chosen again and again for 
expedition use. Filling weight 3Ib. Total weight 
4.6Ib. Colours: Navy bottom and footpiece, Royal 
top, Sandstone inner. 

REDLINE Class 4 (illustrated) . 
Simple, rugged and warm. Filling weight 2.25Ib. 
Total weight 3.7Ib. Colours: Navy bottom and 
footpiece, Red top, Sandstone inner. 

ANNAPURNA Class 3. 
An excellent standard bag. Filling weight 1.62Ib. 
Total weight 2.68Ib. Colours: Navy bottom and 
footpiece, Blue Jet top, Sandstone inner. 

LIGHTLINE Class 2. 
Warmth without weight. Filling weight 1 lb. Total 
weight 1.88Ib. Colours: Blue Jet bottom and 
footpiece, Royal top, Sandstone inner. 

Dragon Series from China 
Filled with superb grey duck down - materials and 
workmanship excellent. All fitted with full length zip. 

Very competitive prices - ask your retailer. 

YELLOW DRAGON Class 2. 
Filling weight 1 lb. Total weight 2.1 lb. 

GREEN DRAGON Class 3. 
Filling weight 1.5Ib. Total weight 3.25Ib. 

MOUNTAIN DRAGON Class 3. 
Filling weight 1.81Ib. Total weight 3.75Ib. 
Down filled cowl at hood 

SUPER SEVEN Class 3. 
Filling weight 1.56Ib. Tota! weight 3.37Ib. 
Down filled cowl at hood 

ICE DRAGON Class 4. 
Filling weight 2.25Ib. Total weight 4.37Ib . 
Down filled cowl at hood 

Hollofil bag 
FITZROY Class 3. 
The standard synthetic bag. Fill 2 x 7oz. Total weight 
4.25Ib. Colours: Brown bottom and footpiece, Tan 
top, Sandstone inner. 

Combination bag 
THERMASf-.fELL Class 1. 
Top in Thinsulate, the latest synthetic, giving 
warmth with reduced bulk, bottom in fibre pile for 
comfort and maximum underbody warmth. Use by 
itself in summer and as an outer for increasing the 
class of other bags. Total weight 2. 75Ib. Colours : 
Royal outer, Navy pile base. 

Mountain Equipment 



Down, Synthetic and Goretex 
clothing 
Goretex 
CASCADE JACKET (lllustratedi - An unlined 
jacket, giving a high level of protection and comfort , 
2 patch pockets, inner map pocket, 2-way front zip 
wired hood. All seams taped . 
Colour - Mid-Blue 

CASCADE CAGOULE - Goretex performance in a 
simple form. Hood and front cargo pocket. All 
seams taped. 
Colour - Mid-Blue 

CASCADE OVERTROUSERS - To match the jacket. 
All seams taped. 
With full length 2 way side zips covered by velcro 
attached flap 

Down 
All fl/led with new white duckdown 

LIGHTLINE DUVET (Illustrated) - This jacket goes 
back to the style of the original alpine duvets made 
by Pierre Allain and others. Like them the Lightline 
is as light and compressible as possible. with 
stitched through quilting. The 1980 model shell 
materials are lighter and • softer than before. 
Weighing only 1.25Ib, it rates a careful look from 
climbers as well as backpackers . Hood available as 
optional extra. 
Colours - Blue Jet cover, Red inner 

LIGHTLINE VEST - Same specification as jacket. A 
really versatile vest - can also be used to uprate the 
Lightline jacket. 
Weight 12oz. 

ANNAPURNA DUVET - Superbly suited for Alpine, 
Scottish or Himalayan climbing, whenever weight 
and space are at a premium. It is unique in havina 
vertical as well as horizontal walls in its 
construction, giving very good down distribution. 
Zip with flap and press studs. 
Weight 1.87Ib 
Colours - Royal outer, Sandstone inner 

REDLINE DUVET - This must be one of the world's 
most proven expedition and high mountain duvets 
over the last ten years . It has a special three layer 
shell construction with a smooth weatherproof 
outer. The zip is covered by an insulated flap with 
Velcro closure. 1980 improvement Goretex outer 
shell. Weight 2.75Ib 
Colours - Red outer, Sandstone inner. 
With Goretex shell 
With Ripstop shell 

Thinsulate Thermal Insulation is a new 
family of thermal insulations develop
ed by 3M . This new insulation line is 
based on extremely fine fibres. In 
general for an equal thickness of 
insulation filling Thinsulate will pro
vide greater thermal insulation than 
other synthetic fillings . 

Hollofil 
CERRE TORRE DUVET (Illustrated) - This 
jacket has a 7oz Hollo/ii body and arms with a 
Th insulate lining to cover the important trunk 
area . Duvet warmth with freedom of 
movement, elasticated hem. Weight 2.56Ib. 
Colours - Red outer, Blue Jet inner 

FITZROY JACKET - The ideal middle range 
jacket for anyone wanting real warmth, but 
stopping short of extreme conditions such as 
Alpine winter bivouacs. With a hood , 
insulated pockets and handwarmers, this is 
our most useful jacket . Ripstop nylon outer 
and Taffeta lining . Weight 2.25Ib. 
Colours - Tan outer with Sandstone inner or 
Navey outer with Red inner. 

FITZROY VEST - A superb little heat saver 
with a dozen different outdoor uses. Sniart 
too for all occasions. For extreme conditions 
it can be worn under a Fitzroy jacket. 
Weight 1 lb. Colours as jacket 

continued over page 
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New ideas in Goretex 
The Alpine Range - a purpose designed system to answer the basic 
criteria for comfort on the hills - windproof, waterproof, breathable with 
the added dimension of removable insulation. All seams taped . Colour 
Mid Blue. 
ALPINE JACKET. Available as shell only or with removable down or 
Thinsulate lining . 2 zipped front pockets, inner map pocket , detachable 
lined hood, 2 way front zip, under arm zips to increase ventilation . 

The Nomad Range. All weather protection in the lightest and most 
compact packages. All seams taped . 

NOMAD BIVOUAC. A bivouac shell in Goretex throughout. Weight 
1.5Ib. NOMAD SOLO. A one man framed tent. Goretex top, P.U. 
base. shock-corded glass fibre poles with central tensioning device for 
speedy erection , rear pole for long stay sites. Zipped insect net door, 
inside zipped Goretex door. Weight 2.1 Sib. 

ALPINE SALOPETTE. Available as she.II only or with removable 
Th insulate lining. Full length side zips with velcro flaps, cargo pocket. 
Breeches length with velcro calf adjustment. vista 

Vista fibre pile clothing and bags~ 

SHEARWATER MK II Class I 

Clothing 
WINDLITE JACKET (Illustrated) . 
A real breakthrough - a general purpose jacket 
highly acclaimed for backpacking , fell walking 
and climbing- performance proven in expedition 
use. The Windlite construction Is unique - a fibre 
pile lining and over this a poly /cotton cover 
material which Is windproof and waterproof yet 
soft and flexible . As an added bonus it retains 
some of the breath ability of uncovered f ibre pile. 
The successful 79 Kangchenjunga team of Pete 
Boardman, George Bettembourg, Doug Scott 
and Joe Tasker had this to say : 
"Proof against any bad weather that m ight be 
encountered". 
"Extremely functional work garment; light, warm 
and used throughout the climb ". 
"Confident by the last phases of the climb that 
with this clothing we could survive in v,rtually the 
worst weather". 
Weight 1 lb 12oz. Colour : two tone Royal and 
Dark Blue. 

WINDLITE SALOPETTE. Same outer as jacket
lightweight pile lining, full trouser length with 
21 " zip and gusset at leg bottoms. Reinforced 
knees, inside ankle and seat. 2 chest pockets. 
Front zip. Weight 1 lb 14oz. Colour: As jacket. 

K2 LITE PILE JACKET. Reduced pill fibre pile, 
elasticated cuffs and waist , 2 hand warmer 
pockets . Weight 1 lb . 5oz. Colour: Dark Blue. 

Sleeping Bags 
(UK Reg . Patent) 
Fibre pile sleeping bags are immediately warm 
and comfortable, superb in damp conditions, 
amazingly effective under body weight, eas ily 
washed , storable in their carrying bag , able to 
'breathe' to give more comfort in warm 
conditions. 
ESKIMO Class 3. 
Heavyweight Polyester pile, poly/ cotton cover 
the finest bag for prolonged wet cold 
conditions. Weight Sib. 4oz . Colour : Inner, 
Apricot, outer, Dark Blue. 
BEAVER Class 2. 
Mediumweight Acrylic stretch pile for maximum 
comfort . Nylon cover with stretch panels. Weight 
4Ib. 4oz . Colour : inner, Cream, Outer, Light Blue 

Lightweight pile bag - uncovered use as a liner to increase existing bag rating or 'revive' an old bag - can 
also be used as a summer bag in its own right (separate draught cover available) . Weight 1Ib. 12oz. 
Colour: Dark Blue. 

Mountain Equipment Ask your specialist shop to show you this exciting 
range vista 

~ George Street, Glossop. Phone Glossop 3770 
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STU BAI 

Manaslu with G 
or Metal Shaft 

Stubai quality climbing gear-proving the best 
doesn't always cost the most. 

5pECEI~ SALE··· A r.'.I USEBLOCKLETTERS- - -a1 
off WWM lwouldliketoorder I 

CRAM Po N SI .......... pairs of cramponsat£15.95 pr. I 
.......... pairs of straps at £6.30 pr. 1 ...... .. .. pairs of protectors at £1.61 pr. I 

12 Point-Adjustable 11 enclose cheque/P.O. for£ I 
ONLY£15 95 FREEP0STAGE-ifyoubuyall3items 

+ £1.00p + p 
FREE POSTAGE 

■ Please debit my Access/Barclaycard I 
No. II 

if you buy all 3 ite Please send crampons etc by return to I 
MME I ------, 
ADDRESS I 
-------1 ________ , 
SIGNATURE I .. -----------------------post to Ellis Brigham, Wellington Place, 

uckle neoprene 
crampon straps £6.30 

ecrampon protectors £1 .61 

' I 
Available I ~ 
at shops in 
Manchester Liverpool Capel Curig Chester Bristol Liverpool Rd. Manchester. 

FIELD&TREK 
MAIL ORDER SPECIALISTS 

SPECIAL OFFER 
F&T KERNMANTEL ROPE 

45x11mm 45x9mm 
£31·74+£1·50 p+p £25·39+£1·50 p+p 

UIAA APPROVED 

We stock one of the largest ranges of quality climbing gear 
available in Britain at permanently discounted prices. 

CONTRACTANDEXPORT 
Our contract department specialises in club, expedition and 
educational orders and direct and personal export. ----------FILL IN COUPON 

FOR YOUR 
MAIL ORDER 
CATALOGUE 

TICK □ Mail order catalogue 
(Please enclose 2Sp postage) I 

BOX D Backpacking gear guide 150p enclosed> 

NAME I 
ADDRESS-----------

BiOCKCAPITALSPI..EASE MBL I -----------
Bivi Bags in GORE·TEX® by gear 

Pop stud flap over zip :4:-Loop /of" Specialist gear for serious climbers, backpackers, fell runners etc 
---'Cft--90" , pegg,ng 

-......:FaM//eo(~
5
od

1
no[,bve,~~rain1ig out 1 One man b1v1 bag used extensively since 1978 in Himalayas, Alps and the 

_... ... '-'· "'"' USA; standard equipment for Scotland's Glenmore Lodge instructors. 
freedom wnl1ke a 54" s" Simple, practical design 1n 3oz GORE·TEX waterproof yet breathable. tent 

o single point wsed by 4---+ fabnc: doped seams: large hood with drawcords; 20oz complete with stuff 
0 ::::,, 2 pMple. 1J t., sac: light blue only. 

~HJ.ft"p~~t1i~;<;s 16 2 Budget version as 1 except for 3oz PU proofed, dark blue nylon base; hood ·•'.'l«~;,a;;;~~----...:....----il~ ,I, and top of bag ,n GORE·TEX: only 18oz complete with stuff sac. 

E;:;.;h ~1
~ 0':b/~1;~½!/~~~Je~':~~'~:Sipl.fP 3 Two man biv1 bag; GORE-TEX hood and bag top; 3oz PU nylon base: three 

to 3a o~~~d9e~i;{i}':":a~dt l~~~;f-,-e- ~~~~ 1~1pa~;>e~t~~b ~i-r~~a91:g,~~~~ti :i~l~;n~ 1~:e0t h~0~~!1fo~~i:~u~f 
cook from the 'inside in comfort this size!) 

~~\:~~~~~t~sn~~l~t_o_ctti~~~·y0Gb~~~TE~· t~~t~!,~~~t~~; l~~i:r~rb 4 oz 
,---------------------------------------------------------------, 
! UJil"\tERgcar ! 
! The Old Boathouse, Uanfa1r Hall, Griffiths Crossing, Nr Caernavon, : 
~--Gwynedd LL56. __ Port Dinorwic (0248) 670200 __________________ ! 



HUMMINGBIRD 

MODULAR ICE AXE 
FoUowing the success of the Humming

bird Hammer. Lowe introduces the 
Hummingbird Axe: one tool for all 
mountaineering. The original Tubular 
Pick is famous for stability in hard ice. 
For mixed climbing you may prefer the 
Alpine Pick. With the Tubular Adze you 
can chop steps or bollards quickly from 
any angle . Free Catalog. 

LA.Sl • Dept M7•Spollanstown•T ullamore• Co Offaly•Rep Ireland 

LAS Box 189. M7 CME ltd Dept M7 

Lafayette r-i:?J~~;::;:;l 4508 10th St NE 
CO 80026 Calgary. ALTA 

1303) 665-9220 T2E 6K3 

~l 
~ © 
mattresses 

Tough terrain? Enjoy sleeping comfort anywhere. 
Only Therm-a-Rest does so much: Therm-a-Rest 
grves you more warmth and comfort than other 
mattresses and pads Just open the valve . . Therm
a-Rest self-inflates to 19"X47''X1 ½": rolls to 4"X20" 
for easy packing . weighs only 1 v, lbs Full length 
mattress and Sportseat are also available Sold coast 
to coast 

THERM-A-REST/Cascade Designs, Inc., Dept. N 
568 1st Avenue S., Seattle, WA 98104 

BACK Nos. 
IS YOUR COLLECTION OF MOUNTAIN INCOMPLETE? 

The following back issues of Mountain are still available:
lssues 53, 55, 61 through to 74 (except 65 & 68) 
All back issues must be prepaid and cost : 

£0.85 UK 
£0.95 Overseas 
$3.00 U.S.A. & Canada 

All the above prices include postage and packing. Overseas postage by sea 
mail. 

Also available are: 
INDICES 
Full indices for Mountain nos. 1-12, 13-24 (photo-copy only), 24-40, 41-52 
and 53-64 are available at £0. 75 ($2.00) for each part. This price includes 
postage ai:,d packing. As above all indices must be prepaid and overseas 
postage is by sea mail. 

BINDERS 
Binders for Mountain are available from: 

Easibind Limited, 
Eardley House, 
4 Uxbridge Street, 
Kensington, 
London, W8 7SZ 

Each binder wil I hold twelve issues of the magazine and comes complete with 
a prepared sheet of Letraset for identification. They are priced at £4.50 
($11.50) each inclusive of postage, packing and V.A.T. 

Mountain Magazine Limited, P.O. Box 184, Sheffield S11 9DL, 
S. Yorks, England. Tel: (0742) 586553 

CUSTOM-MADE ADVENTURES 
FOR VERY SMALL GROUPS 

Glacier Bay 
& Admiralty Island 

Jun 6-Jun 19 
Jul 11-J«l 23 
Aug 8-Aug 21 

A week-long canoe crossing of AJmiralty 
Island wilderness plus a week of kayaking 

in the deep green fjords of Glacier Bay 
National Monument. 

McKinley Climbing Seminar 
Jun 14-Jun 27 

In-depth mountaineering course plus 
ascents of several peaks in McKinley 

National Park. 

Mt. McKinley Expeditions 
Ma~ 22-Jun 15 
Ju~ 19-J,tl 12 

Ascent of Mt. McKinley (20,320') by 
either West Buttress or summit traverse. 

Wilds of Alaska 
Jul 19Aug 1 

Aug 16-Aug 29 
Experience wilderness Alaska by 

backpacking rugged Baranof Island and 
kayaking the waterways of Chichagof 

Island. 

Noatak River Kayaking 
Aug I-Aug 21 

I 6-day Klepper kayak trip on a gentle arc
tic wilderness river (no previous kayak ex

perience needed). 

The Arrigetch Wilderness 
Jul 18-Jul 31 

Jul 30-Aug 12 
5-day hike through the granite towers of 
the Arrigetch plus 5-day float trip on the 

Alatna River. 

Alaska Wildlife Safari 
Jun 25-Jul 10 
Jul 16-Jul 31 

Aug 6-Aug 21 
4 days camping in Arctic National 

Wildlife Range, 4 days in McKinley Na
tional Park, plus visit to the very isolated 

Pribilof Islands. 

I00 expeditions & outings on 5 con
tinents for hikers, wildlife enthusiasts and 
adventurers. Write for 56-page Interna
tional Catalog and/or 24-page North 

American Catalog. (Include $1 for 
postage for each.) 

MOUNTAIN TRAVEL 
I 1398-M Solano Avenue I 

Albany, CA 94706 I (415) 5z7.s100 I 
I Name ______ I 
I Street ____________ l 
I City _____ State ___ Zip -- r 
I Please send O International Catalog j 
L _ - □ North American Catalou 

See your Travel Agent 
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WINT~~ W~ATM~~ CMI.L.L5 
TO TM~ BON~ ... 
buy your winter gear now and 
save up to £65 on these 
special offers 

BERGJAC fi&.90 £14.95 
Complete Set, with zipped o'trous. 
£27-:-§0 £19.95 

STRONEPOLARJACKET 
Lightweight holofil duvet. 
£39-:95 £29.95 ------;I.-.!:: 
STRONE POLAR VEST 
Holofil Vest - can be used with jacket. 
£1%.-95 £16.95 

TWEED BREECHES---~:11 
Walking Style £ i4:Q5 £11.95 
Climbing Style£ i&.-95 £13.95 
(reinforced) 

BRIXIA GRIGNA 
Winter Walking Boots. 
£4-S;-Q.5 £39.95 
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WINTER SLEEPING 
BAG 

SUMMIT £89.:Q5 £69.95 

LOOK AT THESE FEATURES! 
* Full lenght zip with baffle 
* Slant wall baffle construction 
* Box foot and cowl hood 
* 2 lbs new duck down 
* Total weight 31b 11oz 

DACHSTEIN MITTS £6.75 

ALPELIT - Walking Axe. 
Metal Shaft. 

r Special Price £19.95 

RUCK SAC 

CYCLOPS SUPER £S5.,&_() 
(with pockets) 
SPECIAL OFFER £39.95 

If you're looking for a large 
capacity anatomic sac for hill
walking, climbing, 
mountaineering etc, this sac 
must surely be Britains best 
buy! 
CYCLOPSSUPER:Th~ 
famous anatomic sac with 
internal adjustable frame to fit 
all sizes incorporates the 
following features: 
*Large capacity 70 ltrs.(incl 

pockets). 
*Separate upper and lower 

compartments. 
*Fitting for carrying skis. 
*Detachable pockets. 
*Large pocket in the lid. 
*Crampon and ice axe straps .. 
*Colours: Green or red. 



MO~~ S'j>~Cli\.L OTT~~ 

ThoM l~I 
DOWN CLOTHING 

Mountain Equipment 
Annapurna Duvet 74:-§0 64.50 

. Ex Large 78:00 68.90 

DACRON CLOTHING 

Strone Polar Jacket 3fr:95 29.95 
Strone Polar Vest i9:95 16.95 

~' BOOTS 
I 

Galibier Peuterey: 92:00 79.90 
Galibier Super Guide: 92:00 79.90 
Galibier Super .Pro: W,.9_{) 84.50 
Galibier Makalu: i4-9.,.9.D 127.50 
Brixia Long Peak 5§:95 49.95 

FIBRE PILE CLOTHING 

Alpine Sports Arctic Jacket i-2:% 9.95 

~ 

BREECHES 

Tweed Walking Breeches M,9.5 11.95 
Helenca/Wool Walking Breeches 'tS:-50 15.95 
Needlecord Trousers 23;Q.5 < 18.95 
Bonneville Wool Climbing 23,95 18.95 

SLEEPING BAGS 

Alpine Summit 89:95 69.95 
Ultimate DX 470 00;9.5 59.50 

DX 660 7§:95 65.00 
DX680 ~ 69.95 
DX820 00:% 75.00 
DX 900 ttS,g5 79.95 
DX 1320 ~ 99.95 

Alpine Strone Expedition.79/80 o'l-:§0 47.50 

TENTS 

Ultimate Tramp 1 89,.95 75.00 
Tramp11 ~ 89.00 

Packer E.P. n9;% 99.00 

LONDON 10/12, Holborn, London EC1. 
Tel: 01 404 5681 

BRIGHTON 138, Western Road, Brighton. 
Tel: 0273 26874 

GLASGOW Blues, 450, Sauchiehall St., 
Glasgow G2. 
Tel: 0413330809 

LEEDS Centresport, Merrion Centre, 
Leeds. 
Tel: 0532 452917 

EDINBURGH Blues, 1, Wemyss Place, West 
end of Queen St., Edinburgh. 
Tel: 031 225 9240 

\ 
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EDITORIAL 

TELL THE TRUTH 
The 'discovery' of Hodge Close Quarry (reported Mounfain 73) is not as 

complete as the article implies. Mountain received the following letter from 
Malcolm Prentice, a climber from the North East of England :-

"We 'discovered' Hodge Close in 1974 and climbed the massive central 
flake on the 13th October. We called the route Cadbury's Flake because the 
small flakes fell to bits in one's hands. (Later routes were cleaned before 
being climbed .) It proved to be as short- lived as its chocolate namesake for 
the whole flake fell into the water sometime in 1975. It was a pleasant but 
exciting V.S. 

There has been a number of climbers active in the quarry but I have not 
·seen anyone aid-climbing . However, it is used by local outdoor centres, 
mainly for abseiling . 

The route described as The Main Event' forttie most part takes the Ii ne of 
a climb we did on the 2nd July 1977. However, we took an easier line onto 
the sensational upper slabs. Being VS climbers and wanting other VS 
climbers to enjoy the route as well , I preplaced the bolt, as there was no 
protection for the last 70ft of the climb. 

I called the route 'Galloping Maggots'. At about HVS the climbing is 
mainly 4b/ 4c with the difficult traverse onto the lower edge of the slab at 
5a/ 5b. The comfortable stance at the bolt is in a most impressive situation 
and the final superb pitch should not be denied to those who cannot climb 
6a ." 

These routes were not reported in any publication nor did they become 
widely known, nor are Malcolm Prentice and his friends the only climbers to 
climb in the Quarry before and similarly not report their routes. There is 
absolutely no compulsion for anyone to report any of his climbs, in fact in 
many areas the very attraction lies in the fact that all the existing routes are 
only sketchily recorded. 

Mountain is in a dual position . We respect the right of silence. We 
encourage the ideal that basic information should be available, if necessary 
in printed form, but that a great deal of the pleasure of climbing is in 
discovering an area and getting genuine information from local climbers. 
As against that though, we have a desire to publish such information as we 
do correctly. We would like to report climbs accurately after thay have 
happened for the benefit of other climbers. 

There is a danger in reporting that people will be encouraged to glorify 
themselves or others. The obvious way to prevent this is by publishing 
sufficient information to place any one climber's achievement in 
perspective. Without the active co-operation of all climbers in either 
providing information or factual corrections we could not do this. 
Information can only be of benefit to other climbers when it is accurate. We 
endeavour to print no errors and correct any that wedo as soon as possible. 

Mountaineering started as a 'gentleman's sport' and it still should be. 
There is no need for tweed suits, upper class accents and the ability to stand 

LIFE, LIBERTY AND THE PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS 
Two incidents, one in Britain, one in Alaska, show that ignorance about 

the nature of climbing is not confined to innocent bystanders, mums and 
grannies. 

In Britain, t~e Sports Council for Wales has decided to form a Mountain 
Leader Training Board :-

"The Sports Council for Wales have formed a Mountain LeaderTraining 
Board. This Board does not have the support of the Association of 
Welsh Climbing Clubs, nor the Committee for Wales, the recognised 
body of the sport in the Principality. 
The Sports Council forWalesto·okthis action without consultation with 
these two bodies, or with the existing BMC Training Committee 
(responsible for the MIC in England/ Wales), or the Mountainwalking 
Leader Training Board of England and Wales. This is also in breach 
of the recommendations of the Arbitrators in the Mountain Training 
dispute." 

The words above are those of Joe Walmsley, the President of the B.M .C. 
Mountain holds no special brief for the B.M .C. but it is certain that in a small 
island like Britain there is only room or need for one national body for 
mountaineering . 

In an age where pressure of population increase has forced all 
governments to increase the number of people employed attending to other 
people's affairs it is a fiict of life that climbers need someone to represent 
them now and again. But to treat climbing like road safety or public health 
and make it a matter governed by codes and committees would utterly 
destroy it. Thomas Jefferson's original phrase was "the preservation of 
life ... " ;the founding fathers of the USA deleted 'preservation' just because 
they saw the potential for destructive interference it gave. 

The action of a faction, two of whose leading characters are the long 
serving Harry Oakes and John Jackson, in the Sports Council for Wales, has 
more to do with the necessity of broadening the justification for there being 
full time officials of that body than anythoughtsofWelsh Nationalism or the 
best interests of climbing . There has been no grass roots call for this move 
as can be seen from the B. M.C. statement above. Coming at a time when the 
climbing bureaucrats had just fought each other about responsibility for 
training, the Sports Council for Wales' move smacks of opportunism. The 
opportunity is not the needs of the climbing world, nor even the need for 
better mountain training but the weak, divided and discredited condition of 
the national body of British mountaineering. Any doubts about the 
opportunism are dispelled when one considers that tlie only publicity the 
SCFW sought for its moves was within organisational channels: no 
circulars to clubs or other climbers. 

A parallel can be drawn between the study of British climbing nationally 
and the classic historical cycle of local clubs. Local climbing clubs in Britain 
go through a cycle where the initial activists attract an ever widening 
number of people to become members. The increased revenue and status 
results classically in the club purchasing ah ut either in the home locale or 
the mountains. At this point it becomes necessary to appoint hut wardens 

on a stiff upper lip, butthere isa need for the gentlemanly tradition of telling 
the truth and letting your word be your bond. In recent issues we have 
carried criticism of British and American rock climbers who for reasons of 
competition have erred from these standards. We have also criticized 
Reinhold Messner for perm itting his amazing achievements to be distorted 
through the journalistic licence and ignorance of publications who seek to 
sensationalize as a means of giving vitality to their columns. 

The French climber Yvan Ghirardini has this summer made an illegal 
attempt on K2. Having climbed Mitre Peak for which he had a permit, 
Ghirardini de-camped to the foot of the French ridge on K2 with the avowed 
intention of climbing solo up the fixed ropes and finishing the route, for 
which he did not have permission . If people tell lies to the Pakistan 
Government, or any government which controls access to its mountains, 
the government obviously has the right to ban climbers as being more 
trouble than they are worth . In Pakistan especially this is geographically 
very easy. It is to be hoped thatthe Pakistan authori ties wil ltakea similar line 
to that in Nepal and ban the climber concerned rather than extending the 
ban to expeditions from his country or to all expeditions to that region. The 
governments of the Himalayan countries have far more pressing problems 
than climbers and it would be easy for climbing once again to become too 
much trouble to be permitted in the Himalaya. Reason, dialogue and the 
good behaviour and character of the majority of climbers has led to a great 
deal more freedom in access to the Himalaya. Climbers are 'a-social' , 
tangential to most social rules, not 'anti -social' . Ghirardini's anti-social 
behaviour should be frowned upon because he has done climbers as a 
group no good, it isto be hoped that the punishment, like his motives, would 
be for him personally and not climbers as a whole. Ghirardini's quest for 
personal glory has led him to lie: his lies may well cost others the right to 
climb K2, all so unnecessary. 

As well as glory, money can lead peopletotelling lies. Bycoincidencethis 
story too is about a French climber. Yannick Seigneur is one of the more 
brilliant Himalayan climbers. A number of years ago he fell into the same 
trap as Ghirardini and was banned from Nepal for an illegal ascent. 
Following his success on Broad Peak, Seigneur felt itnecessarytoaddsome 
good summit footage to make his film of the ascent complete . This he did on 
the summit of Les Bans in theOisans Massif. The reason his summit footage 
was inadequate was that contrary to reports published in Mountain and 
elsewhere he and Georges Bettembourg did not reach the summittogether. 
Bettembourg was too exhausted to go anyfurtherthan some three hundred 
metres below the summit. Seigneur continued alone and couldn 't therefore 
film himself. Had he reported this in the first place there would have been no 
more to the summit footage being faked than normal commercial licence 
for film making; known in the trade as a cut-away- a shot taken elsewhere 
but added in in context. The result of his action has been a mass of rumours 
and allegations that he did not make the summit. Once you have started 
lying it is very hard for anyone to know when you have stopped. 

Mountain is aware of dangers like these when we prepare reports for the 
magazine. We will always endeavour to tell as much of the truth as we can. 
Without wishing ever to 'murder the impossible' by over-documentation 
we will endeavour to publish information for the benefit of all climbers 
everywhere, and we hope to enterta in. There are no other reasons. 

and organize rotas for chores etc. The club has become two tier; climbing 
members and 'the committee'. At about the same time in its history the 
club's dinners wil I become less impromptu and boisterous and more likely 
to take place in those sort of hotels where suits and smart clothing are 
required. The nature of the club is now irrevocably changed ; treasurers can 
no longer embezzlethefunds for beer money, accounts must be audited and 
climbing members of the club will probably find they cannot get into the 
huts for wives, kids, dogs and friends of members. 

Climbing and Climbing clubs are at their liveliest and most rewarding 
when a high percentage of individuals are regular active climbers. Without 
that the clubs are little different to golf, tennis or squash clubs. That the 
Sports Council for Wales has reached that stage of development described 
has already been shown by their ambitious plans to create a new National 
Centre for Mountaineering and Outdoor Pursuits in general . The site chosen 
is Plas-y-Derry near Cae, narvon on the Menai Straits. There are already over 
seventy Outdoor Pursuits establishments with in a fifty mile radius of 
Snowdon. The best known of these, Plas-y-Brenin is not full all the year 
round; neither are any of the.others. To spend two million pounds from the 
government grant for Sport in Wales on this new purpose- built centre.with 
individual bedrooms is as unnecessary as it is for most small local clubs to 
buy a hut. In either case the money or the effort are better spent on climbing 
and other sports. 

Alaska again, and another example of bureaucracy acting to further its 
own interests and not those of sport it purports to serve. The National Park 
Service has limited the number of guiding permits available for the 
McKinley National Park to six. These permits wil I be granted for four year 
periods. Until the end of that four year period no one else will have a chance 
at the franchise. The particular irony in America is that they have no such 
thing as a properly qualified mountain guide. In Europe you can tell the 
guides from the cowboys because the guides have a tin badge i.e. are 
properly qualified. The big organizations who will get the guiding 
franchises on McKinley will still have to employ people whose backgrounds 
they cannot possibly know, whilst proven professionals are prevented from 
working . The N.P.S. rightly wishes to act to save unnecessary suffering and 
possibly death on a very tricky mountain but because they are an 
organization separate from the sport and sportsmen theyregulate they have 
not come up with the right answer. 

Scrutiny of the actions and motives of the regulatory bodies for climbing 
is essential. Pressure can be exerted to curb worse stupiditi~s. The protest 
about Longhaven in Aberdeen has had its effect. The publicity has 
highlighted the financial difficulties and costlines of the scheme and it 
looks as if it will not now go ahead . 

Bernard Shaw once said that 'those who can do do, those who can't 
teach'. It seems to many active climbers that this saw can be applied to 
those who govern mountaineering . What possible motive, for someone 
who professes to be a climber, can there be for setting up the rules to stop 
other people climbing freely? 
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ALASKA/YUKON 1 

McKinley South Face: 2 New Routes 

Hunter: South East Spur in alpine style 

Mount McKinley (20,320ft) 
Two excellent new climbs were 
done on the South side this year. 
Simon McCartney (UK) and Jack 
Roberts (USA) found a line to the 
West of the Cassin Ridge, which 
they pushed through in their 
inimitably epic style. Another line, 
further East. was climbed by a 
Czech party. 
We reprint McCartney's letter in 
full for reasons that will become 
apparent:-
We began climbing on 8 June and 
soon found the rock band to be as 
sustained as we had imagined, 
although it contained a number of 
pitches (i.e. the Fisher
McCartney, Roberts Traverse, 
etc.) which reached 5.9 in 
difficulty; an amount of grade 5 
ice climbing was also 
encountered; overall grade for the 
climb might be given as VII A2, 
5.9 Scots grade 5. The climb was 
done entirely in impeccable 
Alpine style, and as always on a 
climb of this length - about 
9,000ft vertical, it was impossible 
to carry enough food. 
Jack and I crossed the 
bergschrund on 8 June and took 
2½ days to climb to the obvious 
boulder (marked on the 
photograph) beneath this was an 
excellent campsite where 2 nights 
were spent as Jack was feeling 
unwell. Climbing above this point 
proved to be even more sustained 
giving mixed pitches most often 
with rock of 5.8 or so included. 
Just below the next bivouac site 
we were forced to climb a ramp 
on an overhanging wall which 
eventually petered out beneath an 
overhang and the so-called 
Roberts Traverse which turned 
this probably the hardest single 
pitch on the climb - at least 5.9. 
Aid would have been the only 
alternative but we had not been 
able to carry enough hardware 
because of the weight. 
From the following bivouac we 
were able to reach the upper 
snowfields of the Clod face where 
the first signs of my altitude 
sickness forced us to stay for 2 
nights. The ice fields had good 
snow cover and we reached the 
next bivouac at about 17,800ft 
where I began to feel the effects 
of altitude sickness more 
noticeably. The following 
morning although feeling 
dreadful at first, after a few 
pitches I began to feel strong and 
led quickly up the obvious couloir 
which leads the ridge logically on 
to the Cassin ridge at an altitude 
of about 19,000ft. Here Jack took 
over the lead and we began to 
look for our final campsite. It was 
at this point that I contracted 
cerebral oedema, something I 
have not come across before, the 
effect that it had was to 
disorientate me completely, I lost 
all power of coordination over my 
legs. The onset was both 
frightening and rapid, from being 
normal but tired to being totally 
helpless. We camped that night 
just above 19,500ft and the 
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Above: Mount McKinley south side. 1. McCartney-Roberts. 2. Cassin Ridge. 
Photo: Bradford Washburn. 

following day I was completely 
helpless; my condition 
deteriorated the following night 
and in the morning Roberts 
resolved to leave me and solo over 
the summit to the west buttress 
where he should find help - in 
retrospect it is fortunate that I 
was not 1eft alone because I 
would have certainly died before 
anybody could have reached me. 
Quite literally as Jack was leaving 
2 friends of ours, Mike Helms and 
Bob Kandiko, who had been . 
climbing on the Cassin Ridge 
fortuitously arrived . Jack and I 
had been without food for 2 days, 
but the other pair had a little food. 
Bob Kandiko remained with me 
while Roberts and Helms went 
over the summit, hoping, a little 
unrealistically perhaps, to find 
help. When Kandiko arrived 
my body temperature had 
dropped to 95 F, I was delirious, 
but with his careful attention my 
condition improved over the next 
36 hours to the point where we 
felt it worthwhile to make an 
attempt to climb out over the 
summit crest - we may have 
reached 19,800ft before I 
completely collapsed and we 
were forced to return to the 
campsite at 19,500ft for the third 
night at that altitude. From here 
the next day we were forced to 
descend hoping that the drop in 
altitude would improve our 
condition, also hoping to attract 
some attention for a rescue. The 
following day we dropped to 
about 18,300ft and were spotted 
by a light aircraft which we took 

as a very encouraging sign, 
however although we waited for 2 
days at 18,300ft anticipating 
either a food drop or rescue, no 
assistance was forthcoming -
obviously communications 
concerning the seriousness of my 
condition via flooberts and Helms 
had not reached the Park Service. 
Discussing this afterwards it 
became apparent that although 
there are Army helicopters 
capable of reaching these 
altitudes there is no organised 
structure for rescues for this side 
of McKinley as with the West 
Buttress for instance, and the 
climbers should not expect any 
assistance above the snowfields 
at 14,200ft on the Cassin. 
Bob Kandiko and I continued to 
descend the mountain through 7 
foodless days. Although I had 
hardly been able to crawl at first, 
the drop in altitude and Kandiko's 
help enabled me to climb slowly 
down the Cassin Ridge. We chose 
the Cassin as our line of descent 
rather than the Clod face where it 
is possible to escape by 
traversing over the West Ridge -
because we knew there to be a 
Japanese party with a radio and 
at least one American party on 
that route. We encountered an 
American party from Pennsylvania 
at 15,800ft above the first rock 
band, due to their own lack of 
food and our arrival in a pitiful 
state, this team of 4 elected to 
descend with us and the 
following day we reached the 
bottom of the hanging glacier at 
14,200ft where we caught up 

3. Czech, 'Krissak memorial' route. 

with the Japanese party and were 
able to contact Francis Randall, 
the Park Services radio-operator 
at the Kahiltna base airstrip. By 
this time we had decided that we 
no longer needed rescuing and 
that we would quit the mountain 
as best we could under our own 
power; happily at that time a 
helicopter was being prepared in 
Talkeetna to remove a frost-bitten 
German climber from the West 
Buttress and on the way in they 
gave us a food drop at the 
campsite at 14,200ft. The 
following day we descended the 
ice ridge and the Japanese 
couloir and camped at the top of 
the north-east fork. I had now 
been on the mountain for 20 days. 
By this time also· I had contracted 
an immersion injury of the foot 
(allied to trench foot this is a wet
cold injury without freezing) and 
could barely walk. Retreating in a 
white-out down the north-east 
fork Kandiko slipped while 
descending a steep slope in the 
upper ice fall while I was belaying 
him from above, his fall 
unfortunately pulled me from my 
belay and we both fell. Bob cart
wheeled through the snow post
holing a leg which stopped him 
while I, unfortunately having all 
the slack in the rope, fell some 
1 50ft over a small ice cliff and 
into a crevasse. I came too some 
time later badly concussed with a 
broken right wrist. The Japanese 

· were nearby and also a team of4 
Americans attempting the West 
Rib and they were able to 
evacuate me from the crevasse 



quite quickly. We camped at that 
point and radioed for assistance, 
but before Park Services could 
organise a helicopter evacuation 
the afternoon passed by and the 
weather closed in. I was 
eventually evacuated from the 
spot 3 days later by a large 
number of volunteers from 
Kahiltna base with a sled, 
organised by ranger Dave 
Buchanan. The following day I 
was flown by Doug Geeting in his 
plane to Anchorage Hospital 
along with two in a long stream of 
frost bitten Japanese from the 
West Buttress. I spent 8 days in 
hospital in Anchorage where I 
saw Roberts (suffering from 
frost-bitten feet) again for the 
first time in about 2 weeks. It 
turned out that he began trying to 
organise a rescue from the West 
Buttress but after we had been 
spotted descending the mountain 
this attempt was abandoned. 
Some other facts that may be of 
interest are.the line of our ascent 
lies well to the left of the line 
taken by the Japanese attempt in 
the previous year, their fixed 
ropes which are still visible on the 
face were a temptation but the 
line that they took is barely 
independent from the Cassin 
ridge as you can see from the 
photograph. Although I did not 
actually reach the summit Jack 
and I regard the route as a 
complete first ascent and at any 
rate this must be the first traverse 
of the mountain both up and 
down the south face. Looking 
across from the Cassin ridge 
during the descent it is obvious 
that the south-west face is far 
steeper than the rock band on the 
other side of the Cassin and 
technically it is certain that our 
line is indeed the hardest line on 
the mountain by a considerable 
margin." 
The Czech team were successful, 
with less drama, on a line 
between theAmerican Direct and 
the Japanese South Buttress. After 
fixi"g 750ft of rope on the initial 
ice slopes the climb began on the 
9th of June and the South 
Buttress was gained four days 
later, being followed to the 
summit on the fifth day. The main 
difficulties were steep blue ice 
with rock pitches of IV-V. Whilst 
the main team were on the face 
route a four man support team 
completed an ascent of the 
Japanese route in four days. The 
face route involves 5,500ft of 
roped climbing with a distinct 
lack of bivouac places in the 
lower 4,000ft. The new route was 
climbed by: Orolin, Petrik, Bakos 
(Czech) and Johnson (UK). The 
support team was: Fiala, Haak, 
Neumann, Weincziller. The entire 
climb was filmed. 
All 3 members of the Marmot 
McKinley Expedition, Bill Lokey 
(Tacoma, Wa), John Schutt 
(Spokane, Wa), and Shaun 
Norman (New Zealand) flew 
Talkeetna-Kantishna 1 April, 
skied and dog-sledged supplies 
to McGonagall Pass then relayed 
loads to Base Camp at 10,000ft 
on Muldrow Glacier. No snow and 
easy conditions. 
Shaun Norman reports:-
"Our objective was Pioneer Ridge/ 
Karstens Ridge via Taylor Spur but 
lack of snow made conditions 
hard and we finally did the 
standard routes Pioneer Ridge via 
Flatiron Col, reaching the top of 
the mountain 8.30 pm on April 
27. Excellent weather throughout 
- not unduly cold till night -
25 Cat 10,600ft - 40 Cat 

Above: Mount Hunter. The south spur is to the left of the central gully, the summit is two miles behind skyline. Photo: 
Bradford Washburn. 

18,200ft - 45 Con top. Just two 
windy afternoons and one day off 
due to wind at 18,200ft. Descent 
via the Harper Glacier and Karsten 
Ridge straight forward - came 
from 18,200ft to 10,600ft in one 
day. 
The way out to McKinley Park HQ 
is long. Met up with road clearing 
crews at Toklat May 7th and out 
to the road one day later. Came 
from Cache Creek below 
McGonagall Pass across country 
(pretty rought going with 85Ib 
packs) to the McKinley River Bar 
and out to the McKinley Park 
road. Held up by Grizzly 
several hours en route. Two days 
to the road, three days down the 
road. Hard yacker!!" 

Mount Hunter (14.470ft) 
Glenn Randall, Pete Athens and 
Pete Metcalf (USA) were 
successful, May 1980, in making 
the second ascent, first alpine 
style ascent of Mt. H•mter's South 
east spur of the south face, and 
the first alpine style traverse of 
the mountain with a descent of 
Hunter's West Ridge. This route 
was tried 3 times before John 
Waterman succeeded in making 
the first ascent in 1978. As 
impressive as that is, it involved 
fixing ropes on the whole of the 
6,000ft climb, receiving an 
airdrop of supplies on the summit 
plateau and a total of 144 days 
climbing time. 
Pete Metcalf writes: 
"The route proved to be far more 
difficult and continuous than 
surmised and is without question 
the most aesthetic and difficult 
route on the mountain to date. 
(Though after having done it, I 
can understand why Waterman 
spent so long on this 6,000ft 
vertical route.) We started the 
route with 6 days worth of food 
on May 2 and climbed 
continuously (except 1 day) for 
thirteen cold, stormy days on this 
unrelenting face. Lack of food 
forced us to climb in even blizzard 
conditions which in the end did 
result in a bit of nasty frostbite. 

It had been an exceptionally dry 
winter and correspondingly every
thing was hard blue water-ice or 
rock. Our first 4 bivvy's were all 
open - just small ledges hacked 
from the ice for our sacks and it 
wasn't until our 5th day that we 
were able to dig a cave. We all went 
the limit to do the climb and 
descend but it was undoubtedly 
the finest route any of us had ever 
done. 
The route is destined to become a 
classic alpine style climb because 
of its appealing aesthetic beauty, 
(it's a bit like a huge ice Walker 
Spur when seen from the 
Talkeetna) lack of any easy 
climbing and the varied nature of 
the difficulties i.e. a 300ft over
hanging granite headwall 
followed by mixed climbing; a 
beautiful 'Latok like' knife edge 
leading up to the main body; the 
upper ice face with its bizarre fine 
and waves of rotten ice; "the 
happy cowboy pinnacles" which 
must be straddled, and finally the 
"Changabang ice Arete" leading 
to the summit plateau. Never 
really desperate climbing but 
always continuous and varied . 
Without a doubt some of the 
finest climbing I have ever done 
anywhere. 
A word of caution: the Cirque 
below the south face is seldom 
visited and retreat from above 
half height would be almost 
impossible for an alpine style 
team and a radio is a weight 
I uxury that one can't afford. Once 
you reach the plateau you have 
two miles to traverse before you 
reach the west ridge which under 
ice conditions is not to be taken 
lightly. Simply put, an alpine style 
ascent of Hunter's S.E. Spur is a 
very serious proposition, similar 
to that of Deborah's North Face or 
Foraker's Infinite spur but for a 
competent team it can also be an 
incredible climb." 

Kichatna Spires 
Flying in June from Talkeetna to 
the Tatina Glacier with Doug 
Geeting, Randy Cerf, Andrew 
Embick, Alan Long and George 

Schunk accomplished one great 
prize - the unclimbed West Face 
of Mt. Jeffers (2,500ft). by Cerf 
and Schunk - and a half-dozen 
other routes of high quality on 
smaller, unclimbed peaks. 
Embick reports: 
"On Jeffers, two days were spent 
fixing six pitches initially, then 
after a day of waiting for better 
weather, Cerf and Schunk 
climbed the remaining nineteen 
pitches, some as hard as 5.10 and 
A3, directly to the top and then 
traversed the summit ridge and 
descended the original (Robbins) 
route on the south ridge in a non
stop push of 54 hours. As is usual 
for the Kichatnas, conditions were 
poor and though the pair wore 
EB's for speed for most of the 
route, they melted ice from 
frozen-up Friends with their 
mouths. Embick and Long 
meanwhile did first ascents of 
Serendipity Spire (a sma 11 rock 
pinnacle above camp; 7 hours); 
Vulgarian Peak (P7785ft, also a 
rock-spire; 9 hours) and Serenity 
Spire (an eight-pitch rock route in 
the Flat-top Cirque, IV- 5.9 -
A2, 15 hours). Cerf and Long 
climbed a 2,400ft couloir leading 
directly to the summit of Plum 
Spire which involved steep front
pointing and several difficult 
moves past chockstones, 9 hours. 
They also climbed the southern 
satellite spire of North Triple Peak, 
Nightwind Spire, via a long couloir 
and of hard ice and the heavily 
rimed north ridge (21 hours; 
fifteen rappels were required for 
the descent). Embick and Schunk 
climbed Trinity Spire the largest 
of the Flat-top Cirque group and 
compared it in quality to 
Yosemite's Northeast Buttress, 
Higher Cathedral Rock. The route, 
almost all free, was done in EB's 
and of its ten pitches five were 
5.10 and several others 5.9. It 
followed a direct line to the 
summit on superb rock. Climbing 
time was 19 hours; approach and 
descent added another 11 hours 
V-5.10-A 1. After this flurry of 
routes in three weeks the usual 
Kichatnas weather closed in and 
precluded more activity. 
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PATAGONIA 

Fitzroy: N. Face climb 

Egger: boldn_ew route 

Fitzroy 
The brothers Jean and Michael 
Afanassief, Guy Abert and Jean 
Fabre (French) made a very 
impressive first ascent in 
appal Ii ng weather of the North 
Face in 5 days, January 1980. The 
6,000ft ascent was graded 
TD/ TDsup, with difficulties of 
alpine grade 5 and A2 . The 
descent, in strong winds which 
hindered the 44 abseils, took 2 
days. 
The climb was nearly called off 
when the team found in the 2nd 
bivouac that they had lost a 
crucial stove part, leaving them 
with no chance of cooking. 
Luckily the part emerged from the 
bivvy morass in the morning. 
Ropes were fixed on the steeper 
sections low down but the final 
assault was definitely an 'alpine 
push ' in snowy and windy 
Patagonian storm weather. Jean 

UNITED STATES 

YOSEMITE 

Big Walls 
The Iron Hawk received a second 
ascent during November 1978 by 
Greg Child and Tim Washick in 10 
days during stormy weather. 
The summer of 1980 was a very · 
active summer with "Speed" 
ascents of El Capitan coming into 
popularity again . John Yablonski 
and Bob Lesher did The Shield in 
48 hours. This was accomplished 
by doing Free blast (5 .1 0d / A 1) in 
the dark, by headlamp, with no 
topo, wearing Shoenards!! They 
did 18 pitches the first day bivvied , 
and did 13 the last day. 
Pacific Ocean Wall has been 
receiving some speed ascents e.g. 
the 10th ascent was done in 5 
climbing days, the 12th in 4 days, 
the 13th in 4 ½ days. The fastest 
ascent by Bob Williams, Bruce 
Birchell and John Dale in 4 bivis, 
4 days climbing was said by the 
team to be due to incredible 
amounts of fixed copperheads 
_nd rurps and even many tie-offs 
on dowels! And there was no A5 
to be found anywhere. 
DuringEa~er1980two 
Canadians put up a new variation 
on El Cap which starts between 
Mescalito and Old Dawn, joins 
Mescalito for some pitches then 
traverses back to Old Dawn where 
it finishes. It's called Hockey Night 
in Canada (5 .9/ A4) . 
Earlier this year Dave Austin and 
two partners did the second 
ascent of South Pacific (5 .9 A5). 
The fifth pitch which reportedly is 
a flake with a fracture line 3/ 4 of 
the way across the top of it, was 
circleheaded on the first ascent 
but Austin's party nailed it, to 
their regret when a 7ft x 7ft flake 
came off a!ld went through their 
double-person porta-ledge and 
broke one guy's leg . This pitch 
now sports a bolt and the fracture 
line goes all the way across! The 
climber is well. 
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Afanassief commented that. inlike 
the Alps where, 'one descends at 
the first puff of smoke and only 
goes up again in good weather. If 
you do that in Patagonia you'll 
never climb.' Understatement 
seems to have crossed the 
Channel! 

Torre Egger 
Italians Bruno Di Dora and Juliano 
Giongo climbed the impressive 
and notoriously dangerous 
couloir on the South West Face. 
The route had been tried before 
by British and American parties 
who found that stone and ice fall 
made the route very risky. 
Utilizing a close knowledge of the 
route from inspection the 
previous year, the climb was 
made late in the season in 
February/ March 1980. An 
impressive, technically difficult 
and objectively dangerous climb. 

Free Climbs 
John Bachar made the first free 
solo ascent of the Nabisco Wall at 
the Cookie Cliff via Waverly Wafer 
(5.10), Butterball (5.11 c) and 
Butterfingers (5.11 a). An 
impressive feat by any standards. 
Unreported was the first ascent of 
Atomic Finger Crack. Climbed by 
Ray Jardine and Rick Cashner at 
Last Resort Cliff; 5.12a. 
Bill Price completed Cosmic 
Debris on Chapel Wall; said to be 
the hardest finger crack in the 
Valley at solid 5.13a, tip to 
rattling jams with one handjam 
for a rest. The second ascent was 
done one week later by Tony 
Yaniro who did it in two days. 
Yaniro in his two week stay 
climbed at least one 5.12 a day, 
sometimes doing two. Tony 
Yaniro belayed' by Chris Bellizzi 
and Craig Britten did the first 
ascent of Alien (5 .12'c) which is 
7ft to the rig ht of the Rostrµm roof 
crack and joins it for the last 12ft. 
Tony Yaniro also did the third 
ascent of The Razors Edge of which 
he said, "the last part of it was 
dirty and munge", but confirmed 
its 5.12c rating . 
The Rostrum Roof Crack received a 
second ascent by Tony Yaniro and 
Bill Price. 
Tony Yaniro and Max Jones put 
up Aftershock 5.11 c which lies to 
the right of Bev's Tower on the 
Cookie Cliff. 
The Apron has been receiving 
some more activity. Chris 
Cantwell and Bruce Morris put up 
Perfect Master, 5 .. 12 + which is 
to the right of Lean Years. It is 2 
pitches long, the first goes to 
below an overhanging corner, the 
second goes out up it. Chris 
Cantwell and friends put !JP 
"Something on the Apron, (5.12) 
to the left of Lean Years. Two · 
Australians put up Ephemeral 
Clog Dance, (5.12) to the left of 
Something on the Apron. Anew 
route to the right of the Calf went 

Above: Fitzroy North Face. Photo: Jean Afanassief. 

up, two pitches of 5.11 a-b face. 
The route mentioned in Mountain 
72 put up by John Yablonski and 
Werner Braun is Ala Moana is 
actually 5.11 a. 
The information in Mount11in 72 
about Tony Yaniro and Jim Collins 
has been misrepresented . It took 
Tony 2 tries to get Separate 
Reality; Tony "cruised" Tales of 
Power because he had been out 
there at least 3 other times. 
Yaniro continues to climb with 
impressive power. The most 
extreme example of his 
techniques being at Suicide Rock 
where he repeated John Long's 
test piece, Paisano Overhang, 
without resorting to tape to pad 
the jams, using. instead 'off-width 
hand stacks (sic!). 

COLORADO 

Black Canyon of the 
Gunnison River 
In a curious throw back to 
Yosemite's 'good old days' (bad 
old days?) two of the climbers 
responsible for the faster ascents 
of the big climbs in recent years, 
Ed Webster and Bryan Becker, 
both normally reclusive became 
involved in one of the longest, 
some 18 days climbing , and 
certainly most publicised. 
On May 15, 1980 Bryan Becker, 
Ed Webster, Bruce Lella, and Jim 
Newberry completed the first 
ascent of The Hallucenogen Wall 
(VI 5.11, A5) , the fourth Grade VI 
in Colorado and probably the 
hardest. The route follows a 
nearly invisible line up the blank 
wall between High and Dry and 
The Nose on North Chasm View 
Wall and was an epic of major 
proportions. Becker and Webster 
began their first attempt on April 
29th, only to discover - much to 
their chagrin - that Lella and Ken 
Trout were already six pitches up 
the climb! Trout had made two 

previous attempts on the route, 
and after hearing that Webster 
and Becker made an attempt last 
November he decided not to 
waste any time this spring. Mean 
while, Webster and Becker had 
stashed hundreds of dollars 
worth of gear at their high point 
in November; this provided Lella 
and Trout with quite a surprise. 
Competition gave way to a 
common effort, and both parties 
joined forces; amongst other 
things, Becker and Webster had 
forgotten their bolt drills! 
Exceptionally poor weather 
including daily rain, snow and 
hail, made the going very slow. A 
two man Cliff Dwelling provided 
some comfort. Finally, after 
spending eight days on the climb, 
Trout rap(?eled off to return to 
college ("f chose to graduate") 
and the remaining three retreated 
two days later after running out of 
food, but left fixed ropes for a 
return. 
At this point Jim Newberry, the 
local climber from Cimarron, 
Colorado joined the effort, and on 
May 7th, the climb began anew. 

,.Again, constant bad weather 
frustrated the climbers. Webster 
managed to free climb at 5.11 a 
pitch that Trout had originally 
aided, and the following day, 
Becker led a frightening pitch of 
A5 skyhooking during a single 9 
hour stint. After Becker and 
Newberry moved the Cliff 
Dwelling up 800ft to the Happy 
Trails Biwy, the climbers were 
isolated in a massive snowstorm 
for a day and a half. 
When the storm abated, work 
began on the large band of roofs 
which guard the top portion of 
the route - the Fear and Loathing 
Roofs. The route at this point was 
so overhung that snow and hail 
were no longer a problem. 
Because the team had spent a 
near record number of days on the 
wall, the climb attracted a large 



The terminal weather forecast (above - photo: Max Jones} did not stop Bill 
Price (above left- photo: Bob Williams} on Cosmic Debris. Here he regains his 
high position for a second attempt. Below: Hallucinogen Wall, Porta- tent is 
marked. The route follows the faint crack line directly above. Photo: 'y'Vebster. 

amount of publicity from radio 
and TV. It became an hourly ritual 
for the team to tune in on a 
transistor radio and listen to the 
latest progress report! 
On the 6th day, Becker forced the 
first pitch into the Fear and 
Loathing roofs, a sustained A4 or 
A5 lead using many bashies. The 
following day, Webster led 
another A4 through the 
remaining roofs, but was injured 
by a fleck of metal which lodged 
in his right eye. On the 8th and 
final day, Newberry led the last 
exposed pitch of aid, and Webster 
and Lella topped out at 7 .50 pm, 
met by several very patient 
friends! Food and champagne for 
a victory celebration was sent by 
the Montrose Daily Press and 
Channel 9 News in Denver. 
Arizona climbers Stan Mish and 
Dan Langmadz made the third 
ascent on June 9 and 10 of the 
Forrest-Walker on the Painted 
Wall. The pair made a very 
impressive attempt to free climb 
the entire climb, managing the 
first 13 leads all free, and pushed 
a majority of the roof pitch free. 
The route now goes as VI 5.1 Oc, 
A3 . SomEl of the pitches are 
exceptionally poorly protected . 
The weather in June, contrary to 
May when the Hallucenogen Wall 
was climbed, was so hot that 
Mish and Langmadz had to hide 
under their bivvy sacs at midday! 
Other interesting repeats include 
the 2nd ascent of Catchina Wings 
(5 .10) on North Chasm by Earl & 
Art Wiggens . Art broke his wrist 
during an 80ft fall which severely 
burned his brothers,hands, so 

Earl led the remainder of the 
climb. On South Chasm, the 
Cimarron Slabs (5 .7) have been 
repeated twice, with the second 
ascent party adding 2 necessary 
bolts to the otherwise unprotect
able crux. Dennis Jackson and 
John Meyers added a 4 pitch 
variation start also. English 
climbers Dick Swinden and Chris 
"Bladder" Griffiths visited the 
canyon and climbed Black Jack 
(5 .10). 

OREGON 

Bob Wil Iiams made the long 
awaited first ascent of the Jam 
Exam, 5.11 c. A tips to fist roof 
problem that repelled many 
strong attempts, located near 
Sunrise Village in Bend at Smith 
Rocks. 
Sunshine Dihedral has received 
a free ascent by Alan Watts a 
bridging, tip jam and lieback 
corner, 5.12. 
Ruthy Ludeman did the second 
lead of Karate Crack by a 
woman, on sight. A strenuous 
5.1 Oa hand crack. 
Alan Watts and Bruce Birchell 
climbed an unnamed 5.1 Od tip 
problem near Charlies 
Chimney. 
Australian Kim Carrigan paid a 
visit and made several onsight 
leads of the more difficult routes in 
the area. Shoes of the Fisherman 
(5 .11 b), Wartleys Revenge 
(5 .11 a), Lions Chair (5.11 ). 
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BRITISH ISLES 

Dove Crag: N. Buttress goes free 

Fawcett: fine form still 
LAKE DISTRICT 

Eastern Fells 
The most impressive new routes 
of 1980 in the Lakes area are 
undoubtedly two climbs on the 
very overhanging north buttress 
of Dove Crag by Bill Birkett and 
Ricky Graham. 
Broken Arrow (240ft, E5 6a5c4b) 
starts 40ft left of the original 
north buttress route and climbs to 
the bolt belays of that route using 
one nut and one peg for aid. Then 
climbs up leftwards to finish as 
for Hangover, unfortunately the 
aid nut has been removed. 
Fear and Fascination ( 1 70ft, E4 
6a). starts as for Broken Arrow 
and follows an intricate line 
rightwards on surprisingly good 
rock. Both routes should be 
placed high on any ambitious 
climbers sports plan. 
On Raven Crag, Threshthwaite Cove, 
G. TX. is a good new climb on this 
neglected little crag. It starts right 
of Redex which it crosses at the 
halfway ledge to finish up a 
groove above. ( 130ft. E3 5c +) 
Whillance and Parker. 
lain Williamson and John White 
have picked a plum on Gouther 
Crag, with One Step Beyond which 
takes the hanging slab between 
Hindleg and Dogleg cracks (80ft, 
E2 5c). 
Whillance and Botterill have 
added three good little routes to 
Truss Buttress. The best is Times 
of Stress (E3 6a) which takes a thin 
steep crack in the wall between 
Strider and Hernia. On a wall 20 
yds up and left of the toe of the 
buttress they climbed Castration 
Crack (E3 6b) - a thin vanishing 
crack up the centre of the wall -
and Vasectomy (E3 5c) a parallel 
line 15 ft left. 
Gouther Crag now offers some 
short but good quality extremes. 
(including Bloodhound -
Hutchinson and Earl 1978) away 
from the mainstream, to 
compliment the middle grade 
routes. 

Pillar Rock 
Tapestry (E3 5c5b) so called 
because it is fit to hang on any 
wall - climbs the walls and 
grooves to the left of Black 
Widow. Another serious lead, it is 
the work of T. Stephenson. C. 
Sice. W. Young and R. G. 
Willison. 

Borrowdale 
Stuart Miller and Ron Kenyon 
have climbed Bush Doctor 
(E2 5c4c5a5c) a meandering 
route whose main interest is the 
overhang above the traverse of 
Troutdale Pinnacle. 
Roach Clip (HVS 5a5a). fills a gap 
between the final pitches of Bush 
Doctor and Gleaned Grooves, 
Miller and Dave Bowen. 
On Lining Crag, Shemezim 
Grooves, (HVS 4c5a). follows a 
line of cracks and grooves parallel 
with the right edge of the crag 
and Orthang, Stuart Miller and 
Bob Allen. 
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Down on Great End Crag, the 
steep groove line right of 
Nagasaki Grooves has been 
climbed by Whillance and Parker 
to give The Japanese Connection 
(305ft, E2 5c). The route starts 
and finishes up Banzai Pipeline. 
On the left side of Goat Crag 
starting as for Gnome, P. Dickens 
and K. Telfer have climbed Dwarfs 
Divorce, (250ft, E1 5a5b). 

Langdale Area 
Martin and Bob Berzins have been 
active again. They climbed 
Exposure (E3 5c) which takes the 
rightward slanting corner at the 
very rig ht of Flat Crags. They also 
free climbed the previously aided 
route 1984 which they graded 
'tall mans E3 6a' (but what about 
the rest of us?) - and strenuous. 
On Neckband Crag, Close Shave is 
another Berzins creation. It takes 
the wall right of Razor Crack using 
that route to cross the first 
overhang - and gives 11 Oft of 
sustained climbing at E4 6a. The 
brothers also straightened out 
Flying Blind following the arete, 
direct - no change in grade. 
Pete Whillance and Ray Parker 
climbed the wall and roof left of 
Adams Apple to give Tonsor 
(E3 6b) 
The obvious crack cum groove 
60ft right of Spiny Norman, Upper · 
Spout Crag has been climbed by 
Whillance and Parker and is 
called Brian Stalin (sic) (E2 5c). 
On White Ghy/1, Ready, Eddy, Go is 
an unusual technical problem 
situated to the right of Paladin 
and is the work of Andy Hyslop, 
Bill Birkett and Ricky Graham. 
(E3 6a). 
At Deer Bield Crag, three short but 
interesting climbs have been 
added to this highly developed 
crag. Pete Botterill and Dave 
Armstrong climbed a line left of 
Stiletto which follows a 
bottomless groove, steep wall and 
corner crack to give Limbo (6b). A 
thin crack in the overhanging wall 
right of Eden Groove is the 
highlight of Dynamo by Whillance 
and Botterill. After several pints of 
Hartley's Bitter it was decided to 
grade the route E4 6c! The same 
pair also added Bravado (E3 5c) 
which climbs the right hand 
extremity of the crag by a slim 
groove, corner. and another 
groove. 
Two Star Red, climbed by 
Whillance and Parker, takes the 
overhanging groove between 
Bentley and Grouter on Helm Crag 
finishing over an overhang on the 
left (E3 6a). Whillance also 
climbed solo, an 80ft HVS directly 
up the wall 1 Oft left of Beacon Rib 
- Green Light. 

Dow Crag 
lain Greenwood and Al Phizacklea 
have climbed National Health, a 
serious route up the steep clean 
wall left of Brodricks Crack. The 
crux coming after a 30ft run out 
(E3 5b4c). 

NORTH WALES 

Clogwyn ddu'rArddu 
Psycho Killer (E5 6a/b) is a line up 
the Final Judgement Wall. It was 
climbed by Ron Fawcett, Paul 
Williams and Jim Moran. 

Llanberis Pass 
On the Cromlech, Ivory Madonna 
(E5 6b6a) is a new right to left 
girdle by Ron Fawcett and Paul 
Williams. Lord of the Flies was 
repeated by John Redhead and 
Chris Shorter. True Grip (E5 6a), a 
direct start to Left Wall, finishing 
direct was the work of Fawcett 
and Williams. It was repeated by 
Andy Grondowski and John 
Codling. 
On the Grochan, Venturi Effect 
(E4 6b) is the groove, overhang 
and wall above Sickle flake. done 
by Fawcett and Williams. 
On Craig Rhaeadr, Lung Fish is 
now free at E2. 5c; done by 
Gordon Tinnings and David 
Greenald. Ghosts (E3 5c5b), is a 
line left of The Wall by Pat Little
john and Steve Lewis. Silent 
Spring (E3 5c5c4c). is a direct 
Ii ne up the centre of the crag by 
Littlejohn and Lewis. 

Ogwen 
In the Devils Kitchen, Night Moves 
(E3 5c). is a line up the left wall 
inside the Kitchen by Littlejohn 
and Lewis. 
On Glyder Fach, Last Pretender 
(XS 5a5c). is the overhanging 
corner and crack left of Hawks 
Nest Arete climbed by Martin 
Crook and Steve Durkin. 
On the Gribbin Facet, Barracuda 
(HVS 5b/c). is the crack in the 
wall on the extreme right, also by 
Crook and Durkin. 

Carneddau 
On Craig yr lsfa, the excellent 
crackline crossing Plumbagin, 
was done by Paul Trower and 
Gordon Tinning, Solid Air (E2 
5c5c). 
Blue Remembered Hills (E3 5b5b), 
is a line between Red Wall and 
Wendigo, done by Gordon Tinning 
and Paul Trower. 
In Mousetrap Zawn, Another 
Roadside Attraction (E3 5c5b), by 
Tinning and Trower climbs the 
wall of red rock right of 
Mousetrap. 

Snowdon South 
On the Wenallt, Fugitive (E3 5c) is 
a line up the wall right of Bovine, 
climbed by Martin Crook and Mel 
Griffiths. 

Gogarth 
The Bells, the Bells (E6 6b), a 
grade harder than The Cad, and a 
chop route, is on the wall right of 
The Cad, climbed by John 
Redhead and Chris Shorter. 
Remarkably, The Cad, was soloed 
by Stuart Cathcart. 
The Big Sleep (E5 6b6b), is a very 
strenuous climb on the left of 
Dinosaur then straight up the 

Positron headwall by Fawcett, 
Williams and Moran. 
Wall of Fossils (E5 5c6a). is also 
very strenuous. It traverses right 
from Mammoth to Dinosaur under 
the roof then up the leaning wall 
between those routes; Moran and 
Fawcett (alternate leads) and 
Williams. 
Alien (E5 6a5c5b). is the obvious 
curving chimney ramp line to Rat 
Race stance, then chimney groove 
and crack line right of Dinosaur, a 
Littlejohn and Lewis production. 
Other notable ascents were, 
Afreet St, Free - E3 6a by 
Fawcett; Barbarossa, Free - E5 
6b, by Redhead; Run Fast, Run 
Free, Free - E4 6a, by Pete 
O'Donovan; Dinosaur, Free -
E4 6a, by Fawcett; Blackleg, 
repeated by Redhead and 
Shorter; Long Run, repeated by 
Fawcett and Williams; Alien, 
repeated (5 days after 1st ascent) 
by Moran, Fawcett and Williams; 
Hunger, repeated by Moran, 
Fawcett and Williams. 

North Wales Limestone 
At Little Orme during the recent 
spate of bad weather Mike Owen 
and John Roberts among others 
have concentrated climbing 
locally, instead of travelling to a 
disappointingly wet Snowdonia. 
Of particular note they made early 
ascents of Edward's Quietus and 
Glass Wall. Both of these routes in 
the Great Zawn are superb, 
particularly the lower sections 
and being very easy of access. 
deserve to become very popular. 
Both are graded E2 5b. 
Owen led a new route in the Great 
Zawn with Dave Cowan, Mur Yr 
Ogof(E3 5c). It takes the obvious 
steep wall directly above the 
amphitheatres belay, via the small 
cave and finishes up the corner of 
Quoin. It offers superb fingery 
climbing amongst the best found 
on the crag. 
This was a completely on-sight 
ascent, after a previous ascent by 
Dave and Chris Lyons, who used 
aid after an impressive fall a 
couple of weeks before. They 
have also added a route to the 
right of Quietus called Father 
John which looks very good 
indeed. 
The Lyons brothers have been re
gardening in the Quietus Zawn on 
Little Orme so some of the "earthy 
horrors" should be "clean" now. 
Elsewhere on the Ormes, New 
Dimensions and Gritstone Gorilla 
have had numerous ascents, the 
latter being E2 5c and not 5b. 
Max Jones and Bill Wayman 
climbed a line to the right of New 
Dimensions - Rude Awakening 
(E4 6a/b), this follows Alternative 
3 in part. 

PEAK/PENNINE 

Limestone 
At Kilnsey, Talons (E4 5c6a4c5a)' 
is 'an interesting route whose main 
pitch takes the big depression in 
the wall left of Warlord. The 
guardian overhangs are avoided 
by starting up Central Wal/then 
making a technical traverse into 
Warlord. The last pitch free 
climbs the previously aided 
variation finish to Warlord. Done 
by Dave Knighton and Dave 
Cronshaw, who led pitch 4. 
Worlds in Collision (E3/4) is the 
wall right of Diedre, by the same 
team. 
on Giggleswick South (Lower 
Crag), Arnold Palmer (E1 5b) is 
the shallow corner left of Tees Off, 
by Cronshaw and Knighton. 



The Stand (HVS 5b) is the 
impending corner groove 
between Never Never Corner and 
Ten o 'clock Crack, by Knighton 
and Cronshaw who also did Go 
Johnny Go (E2 5c) . 
In Lancash ire at White Scar, The 
Malacia Tapestry (E2 5a5c5c). 
takes an intricate line up the 
vaguely trapezium-shaped 
buttress to the left of Space 
Buttress, by Knighton and Bern 
Woodhouse. Torn Curtain (HVS) is 
a flake crack 100 yds left of 
Malacia Tapestry. 

Warton Main Quarry 
After a lull of a couple of years 
development here has been 
reactivated and several 
interesting lines have been 
climbed. 
Perhaps the two most significant 
routes are Phil Martin and Ian 
Welshs' Cosmic Debris (E1 5b) 
which takes the eye catching 
corner left of Plastic lceburg; and 
Sulaman by Neil Foster, which 
takes a series of slender right 
trending ramps to gain the upper 
reaches of the corner to the left of 
Cosmic Debris. 
The slabby wall right of Real 
World provided Knighton and Ian 
Greenwood with Up the Neck (E3 
5c) . 
Truly Scrumptious (E1 5a) is a 
variation start to Just like a 
woman, taking the corner 
bounding the Third World slab on 
the left, Knighton and Phil Martin. 
A Lakeland team suspected to 
include Ed Cleasby, have 
dispensed with the aid on Killer 
Queen, now E3 6a. 

SOUTH WEST ENGLAND 

Devon 
The last six months have seen 

· major developments in all areas of 
the South West. The number of 
climbers responsible is small with 
one or two people operating in 
specific areas. 
Two spectacular routes were 
found on Berry Head. Mick Fowler 
and Arni Strapcans climbed the 
roof between Iron Butterfly and 
Curse to give Depth Charge (XS 
5a5c5a5c). This is an audacious 
climb up an area of nightmarish 
rock. Further left Pete. 'Doc' 
O'Sullivan and Julian Maund 
climbed the obvious line through 
the overhangs between King Crab 
and Melinda at XS 5c5a . On 
Sanctuary Wall Steve Monks 
finally climbed the long 
overhanging groove left of 
lnculous Direct, no other details 
are available. 
On Dartmoor Fowler freeclimbed 
the Haytor Girdle and Pat 
Littlejohn climbed the shallow 
cracks right of North Face 
Chimney at E3 6a to give Rough 
Diamond. At Eagle Rock near 
Dartmeet, O'Sullivan climbed the 
overhanging arete right of Ivy 
Wal/to give Solitary Experience 
XS 5c. On the other side of the 
river Dart O'Sullivan and Roger 
Mear climbed Legal Aid a rising 
girdle of Bench Tor at HVS 5a/b 
At Vixen Tor "Nipper" Harrison 
has climbed the long standing 
groove and roof on the north 
Face, no details are available at 
present. 
The most siynificant 
developments have been on the 
North Coast on the newly 
discovered Exmansworthy cliff. 
Relatively difficult access could 
deter the majority of climbers but 
the routes are among the best on 

this coast. All the obvious lines 
have been climbed, but the most 
outstanding are : 
Shadow Walker (XS 5c6a) takes a 
superb line up the centre of the 
large slab. To the right of this lies 
Sheep Dog trials in Babylon (XS 
5a/ 6a) which gives a 130ft pitch 
with its crux right at the top. On 
the steep wall above the grassy 
ramp lies Cat Burglar (XS 5b/ c) 
which has seen five ascents and is 
rapidly attaining a reputation as a 
classic route. The groove on the 
right of the huge blank wall gives 
Formation Flying (XS 5c5b) which 
has a truly spectacular top pitch . 
The long crack right of this gives 
perfect jamming for 150ft and 
has been dubbed Hand Job (MXS 
5b) . This crag has the best slab 
and crack climbs in Devon and 
deserves to become very popular. 

Cornwall 
Rowland Edwards is systematically 
climbing all the remaining climbs 
in West Penwith . On Carn Gloose 
south of Gurnards Head he has 
added 2 impressive lines. Astral 
Stroll (E1 5a/ b) takes an 
amazingly mild line through huge 
overhangs and deserves to be 
publicised . On the right wall he 
climbed Dangerous Visions (E2 
5c/6a) a very steep and strenuous 
route on an uncompromising wall. 
At Carn Barra he has added 
Illustrated Man (75ft E2) 5c) 
which climbs Ra then traverses 
right to a crack then over a roof to 
finish on the arete. Pordenack 
Point yielded Stone Boom (E2 
5b5c) which climbs a crack near 
Zekes Route. Also here he added 
Endless Rhythm (90ft E2 5c) up a 
groove to a roof and traverses left. 
To the North of Carn Barra he has 
added American Dream (120ft, E2 
5b) at Zawn Kelly which takes an 
obvious line up a steep buttress 
next to a steep chimney. 
Finally he has added Climb to the 
Sun (305ft VS) at Zennor Head. 
This climb girdles the crag on the 
buttress below the one mentioned 
in the guide. Edward's has added 
a large number of other routes in 
this area and possibilities are far 
from exhausted . 

Above: Jim Moran leading the second ascent of Hunger. Photo : Williams. 
Below: Wharton Main Quarry. Photo: Phil Martin. 1. Just like a Woman, Et 5a 
1978, Hyslop, Knighton, Tierney. 2. Truly Scrumptious, Et 5a, 1980, 
Knighton, Martin. 3 . Third World, HVS 5a, 19 7 7. Knighton, unseconded. 
4 . Terminal Trajectory, E3 5c, 1980, Knighton, Girdley, Martin. 5. Decept
ive Bends, E1 5a/6, 1978, Knighton, Hyslop. 6. Real World, VS 46, 1976, 
Cronshaw, Ainsworth. 7. Up the Neck, E3 5c, 1980, Knighton, Greenwood. 
8. Ceruman, Et 5b, 1980, Foster & party. 9. Cosmik Debris, Et 5b, 1980, 
Martin and Welch. 10. Comes a Time (the wall R i f Cosmik Debris · 2nd pitch 
unreporteri - the latest route), E5 6a, 1980, Greenwood & party. 11. Fall of 
the House of Usher, HVS 5a, 19 7 8, Kn ighton, Cronshaw. 11 a. Future Now 
(variation finish), HVS 5a, 19 7 8, Greenwood, Hyslop. 12. Plastic Iceberg, 
Et 5b, 1969, Liversey, Sheard. 13. Killer Queen, E3 6a, 1977, Knighton, 
unseconded (F.F.A. 1980). 14. Limestone Rain, HVS 5a, 19 77, Cronshaw, 
Ainsworth. 
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Gurnard's Head 

Left: Rowland and Mark Edwards climbing Shark, the 
steep crack on the right of the arete is the start of 
Tropospheric Scatter. The lines of Mastodon and Black 
Magic can easily be picked out on the left. Above: Mark 
Edwards seconding Pure Juice, the narrow slab on the 
right is taken by Behemoth. 

Right: Rowland and Mark Edwards on the second pitch 
of Mastodon, obviously the first pitch had been missed 
out on this very wild day. The vyaves were reaching about 
fifty feet up the crag at low tide. The belay is on the nose 
of rock on the right. Photos: Esther and Rowland 
Edwards. 
Below: Key to routes on Gurnards Head. 1. Right Angle. 
H. Severe. 2. Nemesis, H. V.S. 3. Pure Juice, H. V.S./ 
ET. 4. Behemoth, ET. 5. Mastodon, E3. 6. Black 
Magic, ET /2. 7. Shark, H. V.S. 8. Tropospheric 
Scatter, E3. 

3 4 

a news report by Rowland Edwards 

Gurnard's Head sea cliff must have been one of 
the best kept secrets in the South-West. I had 
been told about it several years ago, but failed to 
follow it up. A chance remark made by a friend was 
to arouse my interest again in 1978. The outcome 
of this was a number of new routes of surprising 
quality for those days. At the time of my first visit 
the crag had a few routes on it, Right Angle, a Hard 
Severe which is at the moment being recognized 
as a classic of its grade; Shark, a HVS takes a very 
obvious corner crack line, which should become 
very popular and is a very good route; the hardest 
route was Behemoth, XS, although not desperate. 
is a very fine expedition taking an intricate line 
across the centre of the main part of the crag. Both 
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of these last two routes are Pat Littlejohn's. This 
crag is as impressive, if not more impressive than 
Great Zawn at Bosigran. The routes which had 
been put up on the crag were in themselves 
tremendous routes but for the remaining lines left 
unclimbed were beyond belief. Access to the crag 
is very easy, after parking at Gurnards Head Inn, 
what more can you ask, you follow the footpath to 
the coast guard lookout. If you take the higher path 
you wil I practically fall over the top of the crag! To 
the east is the headland of Zen nor, to the west is 
the footpath to Bosigran. The first sight of the crag 
is quite breathtaking, it is one of those crags which 
is worth a visit to just have a look at :t. and unlike 
most sea cliffs you can actually see all the routes. 
All the routes are very impressive. some look very 

hard indeed, steep and holdless. which is far from 
the truth. The rock is greenstone which produces 
really nice sharp holds and quite good cracks. It 
can be very loose which is fortunately not the case 
with the main face but is in the zawn to its right. 

Getting to the foot of a route presents little 
difficulty for you can plan exactly where you are to 
abseil to or traverse in from. The starts for the 
existing routes, Right Angle, The Kraken, 
Behemoth and Shark are described in the Bosigran 
guide book. On the left side ofthecrag are two very 
good routes which take the same part of the 
buttress as The Kraken. Nemesis (HVS) and Pure 
Juice (HVS) . Unfortunately The Kraken failed to 
taRe any of the main challenges of that part of the 
crag; I had been told that the first ascentionists 



found the rock appallingly loose and the second 
pitch became a way of escape. The first pitch, 
which Pure Juice also takes, is very good, lovely 
balance climbing on really good rock and in a very 
exposed position . 

To get to the base of Pure Juice and Nemesis you 
abseil down the corner of Right Angle, which is 
also a neat way of starting Behemoth, to the large 
cave on the left side of the cave, conditions really 
do need to be dry for these routes to be 
approached from here. Nemesis takes the narrow 
chimney and PureJuiceclimbs directly up the wall 
to the roof, graded 4a and 4b respectively. Both 
routes take a stance in Right Angle corner, which 
can be used if conditions are too rough to reach 
the base of the routes. 

Mastodon, must take the prize for being the best 
route on the crag, it certainly is the most 
impressive looking line. It has three excellent 
pitches, the first is a traverse from the foot of 
Shark, the approach to that route, to the bottom of 
a thin finger crack which ends at the belay of 
Behemoth. From here a bold traverse goes to 
another fine crack line on the left of the belay, after 

some quite difficult moves there is a resting foot 
hold at its top and a very balancytraverse right to a 
block belay below an appallingly steep crack. The 
top pitch climbs this crack which is very similar to 
the cracks of The Neb, at Tremadoc but harder and 
in a far more exposed position . Technical grades 
are 5b, 5c, 5b/ c, E3 . 

The next route to Mastodon is Black Magic which 
takes the next obvious crack I ine to the top of the 
crag passing the Behemoth traverse at two thirds 
height. Black Magic is a very good climb but not of 
the stature of Mastodon, graded at E1 / 2 5b in the 
wet it may be overgraded . 

The obvious corner is Shark, a really superb 
route which can be very hard if it is at all wet. It is 
surprising that this route hasn't received more 
attention as it is a classic line. Round the corner 
from Shark is a very steep wall atthebase of which 
is an overhanging crack, Tropospheric Scatter 
climbs this wall. This route is the hardest on 
Gurnard's Head and is very strenuous and 
unrelentingly steep in its lower part . If the bottom 
crack is wet or the sea is too rough the short 
variation· from the right can be used, this also 

makes the route easier. In the middle section , just 
after the small roof, short climbers wil I find that 
the only way to make any progress is to do what 
might be called "a dynamic leap" for a square cut 
hold, taller climbers shouldn 't find too much 
difficulty. The last route to be done on the crag was 
a girdle traverse from the start of Right Angle to the 
steep crack of Mastodon. This route, The Parabola, . 
is as good as any of the girdles on Bosigran. The 
route follows Right Angle to the corner, then does 
the second pitch of Nemesis to the groove of Pure 
Juice. From here it descends into Mastodon and 
follows th is to the belay below the crack, it then 
climbs half way up this crack to exit on the right. 
Graded from Right Angle, 4c/ 5a, 5b, 5a/ b. 

Gurnard's Head should become very popular, 
the routes on it are now as good as any in the South 
West. It is also a tremendously atmospheric type 
of place to climb, the routes are exceptionally easy 
to follow and descents are straight forward. 
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Sun,Mist and Running Water 
by Jeff Ac hey 

The Diagonal wasn't really in shape and we 
should have known it from the start Asmall rock 
stacked on the initial ledge above the Mills Glacier 
provided a dry diving-board from which to plunge 
into fifteen trying feet of grassy finger-crack 
running with water. Instantly wet EBs edged 
ridiculously on holds too slick to put weight on 
and 5.8 became 5.10. But it was dry above. 
Actually the crack widened into a big, easy flake 
where the water stayed back in the recesses, out of 
the way for almost a whole pitch. 

Rain had fallen the night before. The outlook 
was decidedly bleak as we hiked up the previous 
evening, past rocky, babbling streams and sparse 
meadows of August wild-flowers toward cloud
shrouded Longs. Still we were optimistic . .. we 
had to be, we wanted this climb. Two days and 
two-thousand feet of free-climbing on the 
magnificent East Face, one of the finest walls in 
the Rocky Mountain high country ... our psyche 
was heavier than the cloud cover. 

In the greyness outside our shelter cave we 
listened to a cool drizzle falling intermittently; 
starting, stopping, splashing in small puddles on 
alpine lichen and singing on the glassy surface of 
Chasm Lake. As we lay in our sleeping bags a big 
rock whistled down from somewhere above and 
thudded into the talus nearby in the dark. Clear 
again. Dazzling shooting stars shot everywhere, 
some so close and brilliant you almost felt their 
heat. 

In the morning, flawless skies. I watched one
eyed from my warm bag as grey dawn blued. We 
rushed a breakfast of cold strawberry yogurt and 
ate handfulls of snow while we packed our gear. 
As we hiked up the scree and snowfields leading to 
the base of the Diagonal the red sun peeked over 
the horizon, small and faraway. The valley below 
us was an incredible sea of clouds. Above, the 
great face of Longs glowed orange against crystal 
blue sky. 

The second pitch is only half a rope-length and 
Chip is reluctant to call it quits. After making a 
probe well into the difficulties of the third lead he 
descends t6 a ledge and brings me up, telling of 
wet rock and poor protection. I take the rack and 
am able fo lead the pitch, top-roped through most 
of the wet section and finding protection that Chip 
didn't see. A sling on a horn and a tiny nut 
safeguard some face moves where the crack peters 
out. 

Belaying, I look out at alpine ruggedness being 
progressively softened by an advancing sea of 
white. Chip follows quickly, grumbling to himself 
as he skates through the all-too-broad wet streak. I 
sympathize. 5.10 is hard enough at 12,000ft with
out being wet and slimy. From a small foot-hold, 
barely enough to dry his shoes on, he climbs 
through the hardest moves, tip-toeing on nothing 
with a finger-tip edge like some displaced crux 
from the low-lands. Reaching a small ledge, he 
glances up at me, comically grim. 

Like a tide, the clouds have crept up the valley 
and over Chasm Lakeasweclimb. Soon we're in a 
surreal world of blowing mist; fantastic swirling 
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wisps surround us like ghosts in an almost claus
trophobicgreyvoid As the tide ebbs, Chasm View 
appears across the cirque, fades, appears again, 
giving us some perspective in our wierd, 
exposureless cosm. Then the clouds receed and 
colour reappears. 

· A third of the way up, big roofs arc across the 
wall, the line of the Diagonal splitting cleanly 
through them. Chip leads over and around them 
in little leaning dihedrals, a pitch with wet 5.8 or 
5.9 awkward, and with poor protection at points. 
Much of the climbing on the Diagonal would be 
virtually impossible to aid - short, troublesome 
slots and, of course, face-climbing. As I ascend the 
white granite I can sense the passage of phantom 
kletterschuhe, grey and crag-worn, edging on 
small holds, supporting the weight of bold 
masters and heavy racks of pitons. A Colorado 
classic. It was the state's first Grade V, done in the 
fifties. Though slightly shorter, the free variation 
retains this air of nostalgia. 

"Offi" We're hauling a pack and soon it's 
bouncing out over the overhangs; bivi gear and a 
little food for the Diamond tomorrow. We hope. 
The tide is still playing its game and the clouds 
scurrying by overhead seem to be increasing in 
size and frequency. The pack is light and though 
it's a bit tiring to hand-haul with pumped arms 
after a strenuous pitch, having it along mellows 
the seriousness of the threatening weather. Still, I 
take care to avoid moments which, in the eyes of 
the gods, might resemble a rain-dance. 

Above.the roofs the free route deviates from the 
original Diagonal, doing two independent pitches 
before the two rejoin just below a long corner 
system which shoots up for several hundred feet to 
the ledges below Broadway. Instead of doing 
another diagonal pitch, then making a long 
traverse right (which involves a rappel) to the 
corner system, we sort of wander up and right 
from just above the roofs. 

I lead out on the shortest, driest, easiest, and 
maybe most beautiful pitch of the route, hand
traversing on an elegant flake for about thirty feet 
and belayingjusta little higher. The cloud show is 
amazing. All of eastern Colorado is probably 
socked in. I imagine a weather report," . .. and on 
the Channel 7 satellite map we see the entire 
United States received heavy rains today, except 
for isolated sunshine on the east face of Longs 
Peak ... " Chip is leading across a slightly wet 
traverse, no protection, stepping on a hold in a 
water-streak where a slip would mean a forty-foot 
zinger onto the belay. Higher, more wet rock. He 
makes slow progress and I belay impatiently, 
watching the sky, unable to see him. Following I 
will find damp cracks, small loose blocks, and 
some precarious friction steps round a tiny over
hang protected with whimsical No O wires. The 
pitch is long and we climb together for a few feet so 
he can reach the belay bolt Back on the Original 
again. 

The next lead is clean and beautiful, except for 
one very wet-looking spot in the main dihedral. I 
try to ignore it. The sky has grown overcast now; 

we're climbing between converging cloud levels. 
A Ii ttle hail bounces down the face, ricocheting on 
small ledges. It stops. The pitch begins with face
climbing, an improbable series of one and two 
inch ledges on a smooth, white wall. I mantle up 
on them, amazed they exist. A protection bolt that 
is twenty years old protects a traverse to a short 
ramp. After some tricky 5.9 !join the main corner, 
stepping up onto a tiny terrace of muddy grass 
below ... God, what a mess! It isn't wet, it's 
drenched. The stance is awkward and I scoop 
moss the consistency of a milk-shake out of the 
crack to find a jam. The corner leans, the main wall 
smooth, running with water, and just off vertical, 
the right one . overhanging by about forty-five 
degrees for a few feet, then bending back to 
vertical, leading to ledges less than twenty feet 
above me. A typical climbing problem, probably 
not even 5.10 if it were dry. It looks as ifit hasn't 
been dry in years. Water is running down my 
forearms ... one dip in the old chalk-bag here 
would result in a sack of useless paste. I move up 
and get a nut in that cams oddly in the slippery 
crack but looks OK Starting here I begin a slow, 
silent, mental chant that accompanies me through 
the restofthe pitch, expressing in various ways my 
disbelief that I'm actually climbing this. In 
another move the jams end and it starts to get 
strenuous. I stem out to a small edge in the main 
stream and jam my right foot in muck. Laybacking 
on soaking moss, I throw another nut in that's 
bombproof and go. I turn the bulge, laybacking 
with my feet at my chest, fingers sliding through 
the grunge in the crack. Lunging, determined, 
exhausted, I am within reach ofa small ledge. Too 
weak to grab it, I execute a precarious forearm 
mantleshelf which, after several long, touch-and
go seconds, ends in my favour. 

In about ten minutes. (we're above 13,000ft 
now) I've regained control of my breathing. 
Feebly, I climb a few more feet to the belay. I sit 
down on a small grassy shelf, dazed, thinking 
about columbines and "the lure of the 
mountains", and about managing to do that, 
staring at my dripping shoes. I set up the anchor 
(slowly) and haul the pack up ( even more slowly). 
A few drops ofrain fall but I don't care. Chip does 
though. It stops. I peer down the pitch and don't 
tell Chip my thoughts. Hefollowsfast,flailson the 
wet part, falls, makes it, joins me at the belay. We 
look at each other, muddy-handed, knowing 
we've got it I smile, the drain is clearly visible on 
both ofus. 

The eighth pitch is clean, white, and dry, and 
except for the roof pitch, the steepest on the route. 
There are flakes to layback and tiny foot-holds. 
Chip looks in his element again, flowing up the big 
dihedral, stemming, face-climbing, pausing only 
to place an occasional nut. From a hanging belay 
he brings me up, looking down past me at granite 
plunging steeply for seven hundred feet to the 
Mills Glacier. Chasm Lake is a dark island in the 
desolate cirque. We look up and seeapatchofblue 
sky big enough to stick a fist through. 

I spend a long time trying to figure out how to 



gracefully enter an easy chimney, make some 
strange moves, then lean back, only slightly 
chagrined. A bit higher I can move out right where 
a bulge hides the whole face below me, showing 
snow-fields, and talus that looks like sand. 

Soon we're traversing Broadway, teetering 
across loose scree leading down and around a 
steep snow-field. I look down a vertical gully, one 
step away, that yawns at me hungrily. The 
Diamond looms above, one of the steepest walls 
I've ever seen. I imagine myself halfway up on an 
airy stance, craning my neck to inspect yet another 
dizzying pitch. I pray for good weather. 

At the Bivouac Cave we spread outourbags and 
our food and relax. Bouts of almost insane raving 
are interspersed with spacy, grinning silence. The 
altitude is intoxicating. We look out at the clouds 
and down at Chasm Lake and rain starts to fall but 
we stay dry. When it lets up we make a pilgrimage 
out for water, back to a snow-field where we put 
our lips to ice run-off trickling in the.rock crevices. 
We carry some back in empty plastic food bags 
because Chip has forgotten the water-bottle. 

Back in the Cave we eat and yell echoes in the 
thin air. We stare at each other and crack up. Hail 
bounces playfully off the rocks onto our climbing 
gear and we wonder, silently, about tomorrow. 
Again the mist flows up the cirque and enshrouds 
us; we play hide-and-seek with Mt. Meeker and 
the Chasm View Wall. Flowing back down, the 
clouds reveal a tiny beam of rainbow floating 
impossibly in the sea of white, visible to only two 
pairs of human eyes. 

The weather bats ourambitions back and forth; 
tommorow ... the Diamond? Do we psyche up or 
relax? We can't go to sleep not knowing. We rest 
through the late afternoon and the clouds begin to 
set in. Rain. We doze. The sound of running water 
off towards North Chimney gets louder. Every 
crack on the Diamond is dripping. The protective 
roof of the Bivi Cave proves only to slow the 
encroachment of dampness. Beads of water creep 
horizontally across the tiered ceiling, searching 
mischievously for someone to drip on. 

Chip sits up, "Do you wantto get outofhere?" I 
hadnt' even thought of it but once said, it's 
decided. As we pack up and don wet climbing 
shoes the low clouds part momentarily to show 
higher ones reddening. In the dimming light we 
traverse toward North Chimney, more rain falling 
on wet rocks. Who the hell thought up the name 
"Broadway", anyway? We survive the traverse and 
make four darkening rappels down the classically 
horrible gully. Each time we pull the wet ropes I 
wait for them to snag. They refuse, doing their part 
to minimize the epic. It is dark when we reach the 
welcome snow of Mills Glacier, its vague white 
slope disappearing into the gloom below. Chip 
knocks about four steps and falls, descending two
thirds of the snow-field the easy way. I follow more 
timidly but the angle soon eases and I leap into a 
comfortable glissade. We cruise down the snow in 
the misty darkness, a long day of climbing behind 
us . . . like the Alps I bet. This part of the episode 
has a European flavour. Longs ... this is my first 

Above: From midway on.the Diagonal. Photo: Geoff Achey. 

season on it and its challenges are new and 
strange. There can be no "testpieces" here because 
each time the test is different. Wet rock, storms, 
holds gone after the thaw of another harsh winter. 
Free-climbing in the mountains is joyously 
personal. 

Up ahead, Chip stumbles along through the 
talus, immersed in his own thoughts, able to see 
better than I in the dark. We'vefailedonourclimb 
but I feel not a trace of disappointment; the 
novelty of this venture has provided a more than 
adequate substitute for the familiar "thrill of 
victory". I follow the sound of clinking rocks 
through the night, thinking, going my own pace. 
It's very dark. It takes a few hours to find the 

shelter cave where our extra gear is stashed. It's a 
miracle we find it at all. Blind, we fumble and 
spread out our bags, the prime spots eluding us in 
the blackness. The soft and soothing roar of a 
distant cascade carries through the gloom like an 
echo. Longs towers above, an invisible presence. 
Next to my head, the theme songofouradventure 
faintly punctuates the passing night ... drip, drip, 
drip. 

Summary 
An account of a modem alpine free climb on 

Long's Peak, Colorado. 

23 



The Devils Wardrobe 

My seventeenth birthday marked the start of my 
demise. As a sheltered youth, I excelled in 
scholarship, taking prizes in Latin, European 
History and Astronomy. Yet my life seemed a 
hollow ennui, devoid of vigour and elan; my 
studies had dulled the strident edge of youth, 
leaving me a passive know-it-all, smart but soft. I 
realized this, as did my folks who, for my 
seventeenth birthday, enrolled me in a beginners 
free climbing seminar. "We've got to get some life 
in this lad," said dad, "else his boyhood will pass 
untested!" Unfortunately, I took to climbing like 
an ant to a hole, ignorant of the shortcomings of 
fanatical involvement. I dropped all studies with 
ease, feeling no yen to resume them. The library 
felt my touch only on its pueblo brick walls. 
Teachers often nabbed me pouring over Alpine 
memos and rock periodicals, cozily tucked inside 
my texts. My grades dived, my parents grieved, I 
quit. 

Yet I was bright, or had been, and justified my 
mania with the belief that education is a deterrent 
to vibrant life. The insidious grasp of climbing had 
already set its talons. My folks were dumbstruck 
and mom pined over, "my total lack of respect and 
responsibility." By then, I had completed too 
many grade IV's to heed comformity; I was my 
own person, or thought so. 

Soon, my car was sold, my bags packed, and a 
bus ticket to Yosemite purchased. The morning I 
left is still vivid in my mind. Mom had packed 
several ham sandwiches and two dozen toll house 
cookies; Dad nervously paced the kitchen and 
finally said, "At least he's finding his own way . . . 
his brothers just did what was expected." 

Too many changes had transpired over the past 
months and Dad neared breaking point. Mom 
was crushed but employed her usual restraint, 
which only compounded my guilt. Dad's hand 
trembled when I shook it and Mom shed a solo 
tear as I left. They were still my folks, but I was 
their son no longer: I had doublecrossed their 
dreams. 

When I finally got outside, I could hardly 
breathe. I felt hollow, but the succorous April 
breeze revived me. The cloak of adolescence lay 
behind and for the first time I actually examined 
the world. The bus would leave in fifteen minutes. 
I walked to the station feeling naked and quite 
small. 

Yosemite verified my decision. The challenges 
at hand made my past seem a trifling facade. I 
dived heartfirst into my new life, gaining new 
identity with each lieback. Initially, the locals 
disdained me and mocked my cockiness, called 
my endless pull-ups a fraud. But I was persistent 
and, seeing they couldn't derail my drive, they 
eventually accepted me. They differed in profile; 
some were ex-teachers, some were ex
construction workers, and some, like myself, were 
too young to be ex-anything; I had no past to draw 
from, save yesterday. The common bond was that 
one an.ct all were fanatics. 
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by John Long 

My apprenticeship began, belaying for a 
resident master. I marvelled at his prowess and 
enjoyed the impunity of the top-rope. My naivete 
allowed him to overstep ethics, and many of our 
new routes left others buffaloed: they didn't know 
I held him on tension here, that he edged on a peg 
there. Eventually I freed a section, which my 
mentor had aided, and he quickly dropped these 
tactics. 

Soon I was leading 5. IO's and hacking up easy 
walls. No Yosemite climber is true without ample 
wall exposure: walls are the crux of the biscuit! 
After several seasons, I had completed a handful 
of grade V's, making sure they were low angled 
and well !edged. I didn't take to them at all. The 
tremendous exposure terrified me, as did 
jumaring and RURP's. But I would be no cameo 
climber, casually bagging 100ft testpieces. On 
walls my nights passed trembling in fear, macabre 
images prancing round my head. Twice I wet my 
Elephants foot. To rampart these eerie bivouacs, I 
would take drugs, hoping to curb the fright. Half 
the time they worked, but sometimes they effected 
a boundless terror, reeling my enfeebled mind. 
Yet I persisted, determined to become a Yosemite 
ace. 

Half Dome came next, then El Capitan. With 
my honed technique, the actual climbing seemed 
trivial, but the long, lonely nights continued to 
pass in horror. I didn't belong there, but even less 
in the normal world. Occasionally, I climbed with 
domestic partners who would bop into Yosemite, 
dash up a wall, then return to normal life: I 
remained amazed how they could live in both 
worlds at once, reaping the best from both. 

Seasons passed, friends passed, and I climbed 
every wall around. Yet, I never grew accustomed 
to the mean void below and had decayed into a 
veritable bag of nerves. I lost control over my own 
mind. The walls and I were dead opposites, yet 
through willpower alone, I had merged with the 
black abyss, and now suffered the consequences. 
No longer could I deal with normal life. I began 
hearing ghoulish voices, and couldn't rid my 
mind of morbid ponderings. My derangement 
grew each day; I held a grip on nothing but terror. 
My appearance remained composed, but my 
brain writhed. Suicide seemed a proper poultice, 
but I was too scared to try it My feeble mental 
balance had been yanked to the fore, dashing me 
on the shore ofhelplessness. Sophocles was right: 
the keenest woes are self induced! I was insane, 
and kne~ it My climbing gear was sold and I left 
Yosemite for good. 

* * * * 

I kicked around Berkeley for a while, eventually 
taking employment as a janitor at a Lutheran 
church; the atmosphere of charity soothed my 
mourning. I actually began attending services, 
finding them consoling. Yet the scars of terror 
subsisted, and sometimes I slipped into a frenzy of 

mental anguish, swirling with the tides of un
controllable despair. One thing became clear; 
supernatural powers were the sole vehicle that 
could right my pathos. 

I often loafed in the park, feeding pigeons and 
rapping with old timers. One gentleman pointed 
to a Gothic structure, exclaiming that the devil 
incarnate roamed its rooms. Having passed the 
ornate building many times, I had noticed the 
offbeat brand of folk who marched in and out. 
From curiosity, I meandered over for a peek. 

The massive oak door was embossed with 
bizarre, arcane figures, and it squeaked as I 
entered. Unattended, I stole up a musty flight of 
stairs and eased through a silk drape hanging from 
the door jamb. Before me, and seated in a wicker 
chair was an ancient man of Mid-eastern extract. 
He brandished a jewelled staff, at once bold and 
delicate. He wore a multi-coloured velvet robe, 
and his sharp gaze seemed to pierce my very soul. 
"I've been waiting for you", he said in a droning 
voice. "Sit down." I sat on the floor, as there were 
no chairs. I could say nothing, only listen to his 
drift, which ran as follows : 
"/ know the transgressions of your soul, 
how negativity taints your being, how utter 
terror governs your path. I know the plight 
of your past, to the minutest detail. I know 
you wetyour Elephant'sfoot! I know of every 
RURPyou've hammered, every tear you've 
shed, every vain prayer you've offered -
every ghastly cerebration of your demented 
self I know the torporofyour hapless ego, a 
mere eddy in a tumultuous river of wrath. I 
alone can Ii berate you from yourself. You 
have no other options. 
You will go to the Redwood Room at the 
Magnolia Annex, and you will spend five 
and forty nights there; you will regain 
complete command of your lost self. The 
technique of therapy is self-explanatory; a 
small ring is located in the left pocket of 
each coat. But you will never don a walnut 
jacket - verboten!" 

The sage's narrative startled and confused me. I 
knew the whereabouts of the Magnolia Annex, 
just some old buildings behind the University. 
But this bit about coats and rings caught me off 
guard. 

"Can you tell me more about the?" I started. 
"It's self-explanatory," he shot, cutting me off 
"And how must I reimburse you?" I asked, 

knowing there must be a catch. 
"You must arrive at this by your own means," 

said he in a monotone voice. With this I left. 
The sage had spelled my foibles to the tee, and 

though his appeals seemed inane, theforce, the 
authority of his words rang a positive cord in my 
psyche, brought me confidence. I would venture 
to the Redwood Room tonight, providing one 
existed. 

* * * * 





I scampered up the creaking stairs with a fresh 
optimism, soon to wane upon gaining my room -
that gloomy dump. The oppressive air hung. I 
grabbed my parka, shook the plaster off it, and 
headed for the Magnolia Annex. 

Once there, I wandered the grounds, hoping for 
Nirvana, but expecting nothing. After twenty 
minutes, my hopes were fading : the structures 
were cement or metal, except a tool shed behind 
the warehouse. Thetoolshed,ofcourse!Iretraced 
my steps on the jog. The shed was wood all right 
redwood?I couldn'ttell, itlooked so dilapidated. A 
nail secured the door, which I thumbed back, then 
stepped inside, swatting cobwebs until I found the 
light. Three huge closets lined the walls and 
hundreds of coats hung from the clothes rack. One 
closet was walnut, and with spooky recognition, I 
recalled the words, "But never don a walnutjacket 
- verboten!" Self-explanatory so far - as ifl would 
"don" one anyway; they all looked so ancient, 
moth-eaten. The other jackets, two closets full, 
looked spanking new. I removed a classy French 
tweed from its hanger, checking the left pocket - a 
thin broad gold ring! Returning the ring to the 
pocket, I slipped into the tweed coat and 
immediately found myself amidst a rollicking 
bourgeois fling on the Normandy coast. Reaching 
for an hors d'oeuvre, I found I had no corporeal 
existence - nay, just a cognizant phantom. Then 
the therapy began. 

The host approached with a bottle of 
champagne, filling chalices as he passed them. He 
was me - but not me. Or rather, the host looked 
and moved, even sounded as I do. But he 
displayed a forthright, confident stature ... in 
contrast to myself. Trailing the host, I grew 
enthralled by his poise: he possessed the very 
attributes I lacked. Observation alone could cajole 
me into dropping my black past, and I relished 
watching myself operate with such assurance and 
clout. My double sported a bellowing, honest 
laugh, which cast a euphoric heat on my soul. I 
scrutinized the host for hours, hoping that by 
osmosis, part of his bearing would remain with 
me. Eventually fatigue consumed me and, peeling 
off the tweed coat, I intuitively knew I would 
instantly be standing on the cracked cement floor 
of the Redwood Room: the coat had vanished 
with my rapture. I recalled the sage's words, "You 
will go there five and forty nights." Great, 
something to live for other than terror. Feeling 
tired and purged, I left for home. 

My next ten raptures were proximates to the 
first, save geographic locale and circumstances. I 
travelled to Rome, Zurich, Amsterdam, Madrid, 
Stockholm, Moscow, and Tijuana. My double 
performed manifoldjobs in many unique fields, 
always with positive control. I had seen myself an 
executive, an attorney, a dentist, a labourer, a 
locksmith, a machinist, and by astute observation 
had come to realize my latent esteem, heretofore 
so shrouded in despondency. I feared my shadow 
no longer, and my dreams became coherent; no 
more tapestries of twilight. 

My eleventh night brought new discovery and 
the second phase of therapy. I slipped into a 
double-breasted wool herringbone: I was sitting 
on a wrought iron fence in the garden of a German 
mansion. Night had fallen and the house shone 
light but no life. A couple advanced on the brick 
walkway, stopping at my side in romantic refrain. 
The female looked ravishing with erudite features 
and Renoir figure; the male, my double, played 
the casual Casanova and seemed impervious to 
her bold advances. I grew anxious, fidgety, and 
fumbled through my pockets ... a ring! I had 
entirely forgotten about the rings. Out of 
nervousness, I threaded the ring onto my second 
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finger and found myself in the arms of the boxom 
fraulein in real flesh and bones. It is fortunate that 
before, the ring's function remained unknown. 
My prior raptures usually featured my double in 
ranks unfit for me to fein: the present was 
different. Having an eye for cleavage, I escorted 
my belle to the mansion, she nearly dragged meup 
the stairs. She disrobed gracefully, throwing 
lascivious glances with the rending of each 
garment. My Casanova calm vanished, and I 
ripped my wool trousers in hasty removal. She 
chuckled and embraced me with her warm, naked 
body. Crazed with lust, I shed the double-breasted 
herringbone jacket, groped for the tie, and got a 
handful of ragged turtleneck: of course, I now 
stood in the Redwood Room. I cursed the fortune 
of my double and laughed at myself 'till tears 
streaked my cheeks. Good God, I was normal and 
knew it! 

Yet my double wasn't normal, run of the mill; 
he was a leader of men, the voice above the mob. 
My nextpursuitwould involve aping my double's 
form until I possessed the selfsame demeanor. 
This even seemed feasible. I left the Redwood 
Room feeling fifty feet tall, laughing at my grief 
stricken past, it now seemed a trifling facade. 

My next dozen raptures found me subbing for 
my double. Clad in black tuxedo, I directed the 
Los Angeles Philharmonic Orchestra. Faking 
sufficed for the bridge, but changed in time -
signature, fugues, codas, dynamics, etc., 
prompted me to shed the ring to eschew a fiasco. 
As a light heavyweight champion, I let my double 
hammer out the victory and jammed the ring on 
once the gloves were off The reporters were 
astonished with my equanimity, particularly after 
being decked twice in the thirteenth round. As a 
tennis pro, stockbroker, and chef, I allowed my 
double to perform the technical chores, while I did 
all the talking. I learned to be confident, even 
when in doubt. 

Following a stint as a professor of social science, 
I realized I possessed all my double's qualities but 
his occupational skills; and sometimes I could 
bluff through these. As a social scientist, I 
succeeded on bullshit alone! 

My thirty-fifth rapture was a landmark. 
wrestled into an odoriferous warmup jacket: a 
ringside seat on the Shield of El Capitan. On 
perhaps the world's most exposed wall, I 
marvelled at my composure, laughing at my 
double floundering in the triple cracks. He vainly 
tried skipping RURP placements by welding 
copperheads, eventually taking a 30ft whistler. I 
spun on the ring, then tapped out the lead on 
knifeblade trios; A2! I howled. I admired the rock
scape for a while, then stripped off the pungent 
pullover. Climbing was cake, but superfluous to 
me now. Having ventured to the Redwood Room 
for thirty eight consecutive nights, I decided upon 
a short break at the beach for introspection. 

Surveying my past, I decided I neverreallywasa 
lunatic,just real spaced out - sort oflikea lunatic, 
but not really. Clearly, at theoutsetof my raptures, 
the split between reality and illusion, sanity and 
1 unacy was unknown. Nor di ct it seem peculiar to 
don a French tweed coat and find myself in 
Normandy; it did now and I pondered the 
powers of the sage, wondering if his 
manipulation of reality was in cosmic violation. 
Who and what was he, this alien I knew nothing 
about? The devil incarnate as the geezer in the 
park had claimed? I was greatly indebted to him, 
devil or not! 

My life had spanned such odd tangents! Indeed, 
"the path of fate runs through a foggy maze," 
everything changes, nothing changes. My psyche 
had weathered the most radical changes - from 

sanity to insanity, then back again. Yet the 
vicissitudes had been predictable; always shirking 
my past only to drift into new terror. My present 
path involved dumping my past, but I surely 
would not wind back into darkness. I laughed at 
such an asinine proposition, quelled my reverie. 
and gazed at the green waves rolling in, raking my 
fingers through the sand. 

Raptures thirty-six through forty-four saw the 
advent of my final strategy. I would slip the ring on 
first and rely on improvisational powers alone. 
Barring several false starts (first as a ballet dancer, 
then as a helicopter pilot in Antarctica), things 
flowed smoothly and through on-the-spot 
necessity, I learned to direct traffic, perform 
appendectomies, and race motorcycles. 

On the forty-fourth night, I attempted 
something far above my ken. A conservative pin 
stripe coat placed me under watchful eyes of a 
dozen feverish jewellers. I held a miniature 
platinum chisel in my left hand, and tiny striker in 
my right. The gem tipped chisel was centered on a 
gleaming diamond of astronomical size. With a 
blow far too swift, I watched the clear stone 
explode into a hundred carats: a shriek lunged 
from my viewers and I barely stripped the coat in 
time! 

I didn't recognize my overdrawn cockiness and 
blindly reckoned my double would assume 
responsibility for my blunders. I now pursued my 
raptures as I had formerly done with walls : any 
misgivings could be dealt with later, be they 
mental or physical. My final demise was evident 
had I just thought, but I felt fortuitous and 
invincible. My raptures were no longer anodyne 
for grief, but a vehicle for recreation. I walked to 
my room, laughing at my double's misfortune. 

I passed the night by mulling over strategies for 
my forty fifth and final rapture. I felt bold and 
recklessly schemed, as I had done in high school, 
always plotting the walls to come. As to my past 
raptures, it seemed all possibilities were 
exhausted, but one. I would chance the final 
option: I would don a walnut jacket. 

The next day dragged on, and I neglected most 
ofmy janitorial duties, engrossed in wonderment 
over the night's store. But ultimately I faced the 
walnut closet, assiduously inspecting the tattered 
coats. Out of impatience, I removed a dusty black 
one, noting a hoary, almost petrified carnation 
pinned to the lapel. I found a tarnished silver ring 
in the left pocket and shoved it onto my finger. 
Then I gingerly slipped into the frayed jacket. 

My attention was immediately alarmed as all 
tactile sensations were arrested - no touch, no 
smell, no feel, no light. I grew increasingly 
paranoid and my mind raced to determine my 
whereabouts. With mounting horror, I soon 
realized that my soul now inhabited the corpse of a 
man long dead - six feet under and coffin bound. 
The waves of agony grew, reinstating my previous 
insanity. My bondage was irreversible; my body 
was dead and useless. I had reimbursed the sage 
with my soul and I recalled his words, "You will 
arrive at this (reimbursement) by your own 
means." Then I plunged down the bottomless 
well of eternal anguish. 

Summary 
Long Short Story. 
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Climbs at Deux Aiguilles 
by Jean- Marc Troussier 

Above: Christian Guyomar in action. Note protectionjrom a sky hook. Above right: Serge Troussier a 'bit 
short on points of contact' on the crux of Levitation (VI). Overleaf Left: Le Tamanrasset (VI). All photos: J. 
M. Troussier collection. 
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'France, limestone, Verdon': this association of 
words is now known to all European climbers, but 
Verdon's international reputation ought not to 
make us forget that one can climb elsewhere in 
Central France. The reputation of La Montagne 
St. Victoire - visible from Aix en Provence - has 
not escaped the notice of some well-informed 
British climbers.' Free Climbing' - in the 'foreign' 
sense - is a new concept in France, but already a 
few have pushed free climbing to a very high level. 
France's first 7th Grade route was on La 
Montagne St Victoire, but we will come to that. 

How to introduce this cliff? Its climbing history 
is short, about a decade, and in fact development 
only really began 6/7 years ago. It has a special 
style of climbing and is a crag without peer in 
France. C. Guyomar first stimulated both the 
climbing on the Deux Aiguilles and a certain style 
of climbing in France. Long thought to be 
' terminal' in terms of exposure and difficulty (the 
rock is, in fact, grey and of excellent quality), this 
crag continues to fascinate climbers of high 
repute. More and more come here, drawn by the 
middle-grade routes. Aid elimination has led to a 
search for ultimate difficulty; the future cannot be 
predicted. To learn more, let us proceed to the 
place. 

Introduction 
LookingatPaul Cezanne'spainting, the eye is at 

first drawn to the waves of brown in the land and 
the houses, a rich dense brown which leads us to 
believe that the land here is good. Then to the 
green of the trees, all the same shade, like conifers; 
this dark green is broken by a patch of lighter 
brown - doubtless one of the houses which have 
today become stylish second homes (holiday 
homes). The third elementisthegrey and white of 
the Montagne St. Victoire, the bright limestone 
with, here and there, a darker patch. The fourth 
element is the clear blue sky, the azure blue of the 
Provence sky in the Autumn. Four colours, four 
subjects, the whole painted with a light touch -
Cezanne had already moved towards Cubism. 
After his altercation with Zola he often returned to 
the mountain and would stroll along the footpath 
(outlined in brown) at the foot of the Deux 
Aiguilles. 

His paintings of the mountain always depict the 
view from Aix and the surrounding area and thus 
the cliff itself is not visible as it is hidden by the 
hillside; it is not surprising that the lower part of 
the face escaped attention. The eye is drawn to the 
slabs, unbroken by cracks, where one or two lines 
of black and occasionally a whiter slab disturb the 
grey monotony, and to the cloud-piercing lines. 
The canvas was painted in 1890 and it was another 
eighty years before artists examined the 
mountain, and its base, with such visual acuity. 

A Short History 
1967: The year of discovery. Bernard Arny 

climbed what was to become Le Grand Parcours 
(D) this 1,300ft route allows one to wander about 
the mountain and affords a good view of the 
walls; a great classic, not to be sneezed at, which 



gives rhythmic climbing and allows the second to 
savour the countryside from the stance. Another 
route this year was the Gouttes d 'eau; a fine slab 
climb on the left hand side of the cliff which allows 
one to get one's feet accustomed to the adhesion of 
the often smooth/slippery rock. 

1968: A slack time for the crag. Climbers 
doubtless had other things to occupy their time. 

1969: An increase in the possibilities. Fournew 
routes, pioneered by Amy, Domenech, Bouquier 
and Cretton. Les masques de pierres (AD+), Les 
deux _ecailles (D- remain classics, the latter 
affords climbing on huge flake holds - very 
enjoyable! 

1970: More fine routes. la rainure d'Angle 
d'Allah(AD+ ), QuatreQuarrs(D), la Pimpernelle 
(D+ ). Gradually edging towards the right hand 
side. 

1971: Saw an abrupt change of focus; the 
steepest part began to be exploited. Bouquier anct" 
Cretton's route, Les Chas (TD), a fine route in 
grooves, afforded glimpses of le Spleen and la 
Gossi Touil. To the left, and on to the right is Les 
Fagots (TD). 

1972: Saw new climbers arriving at the cliff. 
Bernard Gorgeon, J. Nosley, J. Beller and friends 
- who added six new routes. Until now the whole 
cliff had less than thirty routes, mostly in the 
middle grades, but with a few TD's. 

1973: The boom year for the real difficulties. 
The trio, Martine and Christian Guyomar and 
Christian Flautcoeur hit the steep part of the cliff, 
producing la Tamanrasset, le Medius, la Gossi 
Touil, Inflation and others. 15 new routes of which 
one third were TD and of excellent quality. A 
vintage year. 
1974: Again the routes multiplied. Twelve this 
year, of which many were very fine and difficult 
l 'Ensiegenoir, la Pagode, le Super Medius, 
l 'Ovni, l'Antirabique, and la Martine, to mention 
only the best. Again i twas theabove trio who were 
behind these developments. 

1975: Eleven new routes. Krishna Daile, Qy, Les 
Commandos, l 'hyper-Medius. 

1976: Barnett, la Daile en Pente, levitation, le 
Spleen - major and minor lines began to be 
exploited and there was practically no last great 
problem awaiting attention. 

1977: Saw only two new routes ; both the work 
of Guyomar and Beller (Fissure 8,vwn and 
Doyouspitenglish). Apart from these and minor 
variations the pace of exploration had come to a 
standstill. 

In the space of six years, the cliff had seen a 
veritable boom with 65 out of the 87 routes, 
practically all of them reached from below, the 
first entirely free climbing, generally the work of 
C. Guyomar. 

A New Style 
Paul Cezanne said: "There is only one artist like 

me born every two centuries". He had the 
modesty to recognise his great talent - his work 
made its mark on the history of art - and I cannot 
help making a comparison with aclimberwho, for 
his part, made his mark on the history of the Deux 

Aiguilles and also perhaps on French climbing. 
The development of a school of dim bing passes 

through several phases. The most striking lines 
are first climbed, more or less free, and the more 
difficult are attempted with artificial aids. 
Gradually equipment takes its place and the cliff -
having come to maturity (worked out) and 
equipped with enough gear in place - can receive 
all climbers. On the Deux Aiguilles M. and C. 
Guyomarand C. Flautcoeurare reallyresponsi ble 
for the development of hard climbing, and they 
did so in a different style, in an unexpected and 
exceptional way in the history ·of French cliff 
climbing. From the start they only considered 
climbing from the bottom up with no abseils and 
no prior inspection. 

All the routes were climbed from below, after a 
few falls , e.g. levitation, certain bolts disappeared 
afterwards e.g. Medius, Super Medius. The 
climber forewarned of these details will wonder all 
the same how certain original pegs which are so 
hard to get to were placed. Most of the gear in situ 
is original, apart from the rurp on Inflation the 

bolts on levitation and the appearance of a few 
slings, such as the dubious thread on l'Ornia. 

The St. Victoire climbs have the reputation of 
being dangerous, but so far there have been few 
accidents and the cliff is very popular at weekends 
- especially the middle-grade routes. The 
excellent grey rock attracts many people - Gaston 
Rebuffat has even been seen here! The really hard 
routes are in fact, little climbed - it is not 
uncommon to see hopefuls at a deadlock with 
some pitch or other which, due to the protection 
and the exposure, is particularly harrowing. 

A new tendency has arisen in French climbing. 
These days it is not uncommon to devote part of 
one's holidays to the development of new 
climbing areas. The increasing reputation of the 
Deux Aiguil les both attracts and repels climbers -
it is true that the climbing there can be 
exceptionally difficult (first grade 7 in France) but 
it can also be very fine, which is a rarity. The 
climbing is determined by thestructureofthe rock 
- never overhanging and always allowing one to 
use one's feet. The easier angled slab routes are 
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without equal in France and climbing is hooks and voluntary falls! Climbing on this cliff 
guaranteed. (Martine, Antirabiqueetc.) With little allows one to cultivate one's mental and physical 
jug-pulling and with the emphasis on footwork, strength - difficulty and exposure, often pursued 
self confidence and 'sang froid' are essential for knowingly, involve a conscious self control. 
the protection is generally spaced - the in situ gear New protection techniques are being 
encourages free climbing for one is not always · developed elsewhere. No longer with bolts but 
inclined to pull up on a small wire! The steeper with sky hooks in the 'gouttes d 'eau '. (If for 
routes on the right hand side of the crag offer fine, protection, why not belays!) This new technique 
generally well-protected pitches - often the hard has certainly enabled several problems in Verdon 
moves are not next to, but between the pegs (e.g. to be overcome elegantly and next spring will 
levitation, Hypermedius, Medius). This calls for without doubt see several routes of hithelto 
physical and mental control. unkown exposure done by the 'cream'. 

C. Guyomar continues his slow drive towards "Take it to the limit" is, as always, the fore-
harder and harder free climbing, after his runner in the art To push the fear limit is not the 
pioneering of routes from the bottom with sky usual practice in climbing at any level. The real 



Top Left: La Montagne Sainte Victoire. Bottom 
Left: J.M. Troussieron Pagode(VI). Centre: left to 
right; Martine Guyomar, H Jul/ian, Christian 
Guyomar, Serge Troussier. Right: Christian 
Guyomaron Doyouspitingliche (VJ). 

personal involvement is usually the relationship 
between fitness and climbs done. After all is 
Climbing for pleasure or for fear? 

Conclusion 
This brief introduction ought not to make us 

forget that there is climbing elsewhere on the 
mountain. Don' t hesitate to leave the beaten track 
for the climbing there can be as fine and as 
pleasant, and above all less congested. Doubtless 
the increasing reputation of the cliff attracts both 
climbers and eager spectators and it is not 
uncommon to see mobs at the foot of certain 
routes, making the maximum amount of noise to 
encourage/annoy the climber. Midweek the cliff 
is empty and gives itself to lovers of silence and 
beauty. 

It is always difficult to give a listof"best routes", 
especially on this outstanding cliff, but 
nevertheless, here are a few indications of worth
while roues; from left to right: 

Le Pas De l'Oppidum (PD), Les rainures 
D'A ngle D'Allah (AD+), la Martine (TD), la 
Reposan/e (TD), Les Gousse D'Aulx (TD-), Les 
Deux Ecailles (D-), l 'Antirabique (TD), la 
Quatre Quarts (D), la Deloripus des Papiers (D), 
Le Grand Parcours(D), la Pimpernelle(D+ ), Les 
Masques De Pierre (AD+), L'Quni (TD+), 
Directe Des Arenales (D), Hyper Medius (TD+), 
Super Medius (TD+), Medius (ED), levitation 
(TD+), la Pagode (TD), La Gossi Touil (TD+), 
Les Chas (TD), l'Ensiegenoir (TD), la 
Tamanrasset (TD) - don't miss pitch 3. 

Editor's note 
A rough equivalent to the above French grades 

is AD= 5.5 or British 3c; D = 5.7, 4a; TD= 5.9, 
Sa and upwards. A guide in English is available -
Selected French Rock Climbs, by Pete Livesey, 
Cordee, £3.95. 

Further information 
A topo exists (20 francs), fortheDeux Aiguilles, 

and if one climbs elsewhere on the mountain, one 
can obtain the others ; there is much interesting 
climbing higher up. The route names are often 
marked at the bottom. 

Access: 
Follow the Tholomet road from Aix-en 

Provence as far as St. Antonin, stopping 700 yds 
from the 'Chateau' inn. Parking is possible on the 
left. A path leads to the cliff(black markers). Bivi: 
at the crag. Water: Tholonet; Aix (it is often very 
hot, fluids are essential). Gear: EB's, PA's etc. 
small nuts, sky hooks. Climbing is possible all 
year round, but extreme heat in summer and cold 
in winter favour spring and autumn. 

Summary 
A free commentary on the style and ethics of 

modern French free climbers, taking as an 
example the climbs of Montagne Sainte Victoire. 
The author is one of France's leading free rock 
climbers. 
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Who is this man 

ROSKELLEY? 
H imalayan climbing is dominated by 

the Europeans and Japanese. 30 year 
old John Roskelley from the Pacific 

North-West, U.S.A. is the equal of anyone in 
the big mountain game. He was interviewed 
for Mountain by Jon King. 

I first heard of John in 1973 when he made it to 
the summit of Dhaulagiri where he sustained 
frostbite even though he was wearing double 
boots. A year passes and once again 1 hear his 
name. This time in connection with the loss of a 
friend to many Northwest climbers, Gary Ullin. 

John accompanied the first US/USSR 
expedition to the Pamirs in 1974. He was on a 
climb of the North face of the Peak of the 
Nineteenth Party Congress with Gary, Bob Craig, 
and John Marts when an avalanche hit their camp, 
leaving Gary dead and the others in dire straits. 
After several days of ordeal, they safely made it 
out. John then returned with Jeff Lowe to 
successfully climb the peak. On their way back to 
the States, he and Chris Kopcynski stopped off for 
a short jaunt up the Eiger North Face. He spent 
some time in 1975 climbing in South America. 
1976 saw him leading some very hard climbing on 
the Northwest face of Nanda Devi. 

I first met him in Seattle shortly after his return 
from Nanda Devi, wherehewasgivingaslideshow 
and talk on the previous expedition. He made a 
remark about being nervous but he seemed quite 
at ease. He was very courteous and spoke softly. 
He handled the delicate matters surrounding the 
death of Nanda Devi Unsoeld with grace. He 
appeared to be a solid individual who took the 
right things seriously yet had a good sense of 
humour. 

I didn't meet with him again for several years 
during which he was in on the first ascent of the 
Great Trango Tower with Dennis Hennek, Galen 
Rowell and Kim Schmitz. In 1978, he went to the 
summit ofK-2, via a new route without oxygen. 

When he returned from K-2, I met him in my 
home town of Colville, Washington. I saw his 
slides on K-2 and was once again impressed with 
the man. I determined to look him up soon for 
some climbing but that was forestalled bymy being 
buried in an avalanche. While I was recovering 
from my breaks; once again he returned to the 
Himalayas. 

The illness of others enabled him to lead 54-56 
pitches of a severe new route on Gaurishankar. 
Then he went on the first ascent of Uli Biaho 
which was done in alpine style via the East face 
with Bill Forrest, Ron Kauk and Kim Schmitz in 
ten days. 

Upon my way to recovery, 1 called him up and 
found out that he was putting togetheranother trip 
to the Himalayas. This time to Makalu. The route 
that he proposed was the West Pillar, climbed by 
the French in 1971 . Lucien Devies described itas 
follows : "The technical difficulties were of a level 
never before attained in Himalayan climbing." 
This is his second attempt at this route as he was 
turned back on theapproach in 1977 due to illness. 
(Roskel/ey's success on Makalu was reported in 
Mountain 74. Ed.) 
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Above: John Roskelley. 

It is my feeling that the type of things an 
individual does just has to affect the type of person 
that they become. Previous statements reflect the 
type of endeavours that interest John Roskelley. 
These are some of the reasons that my interest in 
meeting with and interviewing him was aroused. 

John's wife, Joyce, was with him several of the 
times that I met with him and I found heralso to be 
interesting. Therefore, I thought that itmight beof 
interest to readers of this interview to include 
some of her opinions and feelings as well. These 
are included following the interview with John 
and really stand on their own though it did seem 
appropriate to include them here. 

John Roskelley 
"How did you first acquire an interest in 

climbing?" 
When I was about fifteen, I read the book 

"Annapurna" and became interested in that way. 
It was an interesting story. It was a classic,actually. 
I decided that that was what I wanted to be doing. 
Climbing in the Himalayas, just like Maurice 
Herzog. 

"Did you always have the Himalayas as a goal?" 
No. When I first started climbing, it was more of 

a release of energy. I could break away from the 
home and get out on weekends. Whereas, when I 
was younger, I was tied up at the grounds at my 



Right: Traversing/ram camps 3 to 4 on the N.E. 
Ridge of K2. The summit party did this section 
fifteen times. All photos Roskelley collection. 

house a lot of times. My Dad was fairly strict and I 
could end up staying in all weekend. So !joined 
the Spokane Mountaineers. I guess basically I 
needed to get away and when !joined the Spokane 
Mountaineers I was able to take off a few 
weekends. Although it wasn"t really with the 
Mountaineers themselves but with the partner 
who I found, Chris Kopcynski. It was mainly 
Chris who got me permanently interested in 
climbing. The two of us had access to his Dad 's car 
and credit card for gas and we just shot all over the 
Northwest. It was just that kind of beginning that 
kept me interested in climbing. 
"Was Chris more interested than y ou at first ?" 

Chris was much more interested in climbing 
than I was at first. He was much more of an athlete. 
He had been an athlete foryearsandclimbingwas 
just a natu raJ progression for him. 
"Where did you start climbing?" 

I started climbing with the Spokane Mount
aineers and my first climb was on Mt. Rainier. 
Then I went out in the Cascades, Tetons, 
Canadian Rockies and eventually moved into 
Yosemite. 

"What were your early times in Yosemite like?" 
Before my first trip to the Valley, I'd done a lot of 

hard rock climbing but without the use of aiders, 
hero loops, runners, or various techniques that 
people were using at that point. The aid climbs I 
had done were extremely difficult with out the use 
of these tools. 

When I went over to WSU, I met a guy by the 
name of Jim Matthews who lived in Mountain 
View, California He had been to Yosemite Valley 
and being quite an intelligent guy, of course he 
picked up all these techniques right off the bat. So, 
he came over to my dormitory one afternoon and 
asked me in wanted to go climbing. I saidsureand 
we went over to Lion's Head in Northern Idaho 
and did some climbing there. We found that we 
enjoyed each other so we made plans to go down, 
drove one whole day, went straight to the Valley 
and we were able to climb one day there before 
having to drive back. It was a real short trip but it 
showed me where people were at as far as rock 
climbing was concerned. I knew right then that I 
needed to climb there to improve, to be my best. lf 
I wanted to become good at this sport, I needed to 
go clown there. While I was there, I don't recall 
meeting too many people. I met Kim Schmitz and 
Jim Bridwell. I believe this was about 1969when I 
was about 19 years old. After that I went down in 
the Spring and did quite a bit of climbing myself. 

"Were you soloing?" 
No, finding partners down there. And then I 

travelled throughout that summer climbing at 
various times and then I went back to the Valley 
just before school. Then in '711 did most of my 
climbing there. From Spring until Fall. 

"You make it sound as if Yosemite was your 
learning ground." 

Yah, definitely. ltwasfun. ltwasalearningspot. 
I wasn 't mentally up to living there for long 
periods of time. For one thing, I didn't have the 
finances and another thing was that it was hard to 
find partners. Good partners that I felt confident 
to climb with. Although there were good climbers 
down there, they were all climbing with each 
other. 

"It 's sometim es hard to break into those circles." 
Right. That's where I was kinda at until Chris 

and I went down once together and stayed for 
three weeks one summer and did quite well. We 
did a lotoffreeclimbinganda couple of walls. But 

I think that when I met Mead Hargis was when I 
had the most fun. Mead was a Seattle based 
climber who was extremely fast. The two of us 
found that we had the same style and speed. So we 
attempted a wall, the North American Wall, and 
we did it in very good time. Two and a-half days. 

"Was the improvement inyourclimbing a gradual 
progression or a series of sudden gains ?" 

Oh, I th ink it was more ofa gradual progression. 
When I started in 1965, there reallywasn'tanyone 
here, around Spokane, that was technically a good 
climber. It wasn't until I had been to Yosemite 
Valley that I realized that there were a lot better 
techniques for doing what I had been doing very 
poorly. 

"Did you get any instruction before your trip to 
Lion 's Head?" 

I learned from the Spokane Mountaineers in 
their basic school. The dulfersitz rappel and the 
standard 'keep your body away from the rock' type 
of thing. But working with pitons, slings, swami 
belts and so on came from years laterand learning 
from other climbers. I guess that I started to feel 
more enthusiasm foritwhen I started to lead quite 
a bit I found that I was secure with myself. I 
became self confident. Leading didn't bother me. 

To the contrary, I found it exhilarating to stretch 
out that rope way above the last protection. I 
always found that I'd want to go back and do it 
again. 

"Have you always lived in Spokane?" 
Yes, I've lived here for 31 years. 
"What do you do for training?" 
For training I keep a pretty good programme. 

Besides climbing fairly often. I weight-lift for 
endurance and just to tone the muscles. I run 
distance, usually uphill. And in general, workout 
with volleyball, raquetball. 

"Things to quicken reflexes." 
Right. 
"What do you think is the place of Alpine tactics 

as opposed to Expedi lion tactics?" 
Well, it's much better to do anything Alpine 

style. It doesn't take as much time. There's much 
less danger involved because of the time element. 
Himalayan style is necessary with big teams. A lot 
of times a big team is necessary because of expense 
and funding. Also just because the US doesn't 
really have that many permits for the Himalayas 
and in that respect, more climbers want to go on a 
single expedition. But I would much rather climb 
Alpine style if it's an option. Y'know, with a two 
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man or four man team. 
"How do you feel about free climbing vs. aid?" 
If you're in Yosemite Valley, free climbing can 

be taken to the limit If you're trying to free climb 
in the Himalayas, on some high mountain wall, 
it's a little more difficult because of bulkier 
equipment you need. But If eel that there isa place 
for both. If you can free it, fine. If not you have to 
resort to aid. 

"How aboutyourfee/ings on compromising safety 
for style?" 

Well, safety is the most important. I think style 
comes second. I don't think that it's better to be a 
dead climber that did it in good style. I'd rather be 
safe. Who really judges what is or isn't good style? 
Each individual just has to put iton theirown head 
to find outwhether its the kind of style they can do. 
The main thing though is safety. You just don't 
take your life in your hand just to prove a point to 
somebody else. 

"A lot of times, climbers in a local area would 
frown upon certain styles being practiced on climbs 
in their area. Whereas the individual may not be 
aware of or competent in the locally accepted style." 

Well, everyone has to learn. People that spend 
months in an area have to understand that there 
are going to be climbers coming in that won't 
know to take time to learn their style and what's 
acceptable at that particular place. Style changes 
from place to place and time to time. 

"In Galen Rowell 's book, 'In the Throne Room of 
the Mountain Gods', he mentions Jim Whillaker's 
shortcomings as a leader on the 1975 K-2 
expedition. Howdidyoufeel about him and the way 
things were handled on the successful 1978 K-2 ~ 
trip?" 

I think he did a goodjoboforganization. That's 
his bag, putting stuff together. He had a lot of tomorrow or this Spring. (Since the interview 
people to help. It wasn't just him. He was kind of Galen Rowell and party have received a permit and 
1/14 of the K-2 expedition. He had maybe a little gone to climb Muztagh Ata. Ed.) 
bit more to say than others, but basically the "The political situation in Pakistan is apparently 
expedition was run by all of us. He made the pretty tense. How is that affecting the climbing?" 
ultimate decision, but the majority of the time got I'm not sure how much the political situation in 
quiteafewopinionssothathecouldbefullyaware Pakistan is going to affect the climbing. At this 
oftheattitudesoftheotherclimbers. I don't think point, I don't believe they're going to stop 
that his shortcomings of 1975 showed up in 1978. climbers from going into their Northern areas. 
He learned from what went before and came back Their Northern border is on China. Theonlyplace 
with a different attitude on how to run people. I that one might have a hard time getting permits is 
don'tknowthatlcanmakemoreofacomparison in the Tirich Mir area which is on the Western 
but we got to the top and that's mainly what border. The Afghanistan/Pakistan border. 
matters. There's no problem in India or Nepal right now so 

"How do you think politics are affecting climbing I really don't think that the troubles right now are 
and itsfuture?" going to have too much effect at this point. 

I don't believe that politics are affecting the " When didyoujirst become interested in climbing 
Nepalese Himalaya too much. The Chinese in the Himalayas?" 
Himalaya are opening up and the only ones that I've always wanted to go there, ever since I first 
are really closing down at this point are the Hindu got interested in climbing. It was just a matter of 
Kush. Throughout history, we've had various getting invited. I was first invited in 1973. That's 
areas closed due to politics. We just have to live when my interest really started. 
with that and climb what we can throughout the " How did that come about?" 
world. There are plenty of places to climb. I made an application to the American 

"You mention the Chinese Himalaya opening up. Dhaulagiri Expedition and was accepted one 
Do you think that.this will precipitate a concentrated month beforeitwasto leave the United States, due 
flow of expeditions into this area?" to someone else dropping out. Of course, I 

No, I really believe that Nepal is the easiest place accepted. 
to climb in, with Pakistan in second place. China is "/ heard that due to the shortness of time before 
going to be just plain hard to climb in. leavingfor Dhaulagiri,you had to accept tightfitting 

"Why is that?" . boots. Now, I know that you werefrostbillen·onyour 
Because they're not organized for expeditions. toes then. Do you think that's what caused this to 

They're not organized with porters, lodgings, happen?" 
getting people and supplies to remote areas. Until I believe so. The way it happened was not 
they get that organization going, it's going to be exactly that I accepted tight fitting boots. I had 
difficult to get more than one or two trips a year in these real heavy boots, Lowa Triplex, that seemed 
there. They may open up very quick but since tofitOK,buttheyweighed6½poundsperbootat 
they've been open, no one has gone in there. the size I had, 12½. I took these over there and 
Americans haven't been in there and there must frost nipped my feet. It just got so cold that I 
be a hundred applications for Chinese peaks by couldn't feel them anymore. I traded boots with 
Americans and you don't see anyone taking off another guy and his boots were about half a size 
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too small. Although I didn't feel my toes banged 
up against the end, they were. That's what created 
that frostbite. 
" You lost somejoints on your toes." 

Right. 
"Did that handicap you in any way?" 
No, I don't think so. My toes are so long, they're 

like prehensile toes. I could afford to lose a couple 
more joints on every one of them. (Laughs.) 

"Besides thefrostbite, haveyou ever been injured 
climbing?" 

Not particularly, I had surgery on an eye bone, 
the orbital bone, because I broke that bringing a 
tool back in my face while I was ice climbing. But 
other than that, I've been fairly safe up till now. 

"According to Mountain 70, you had vivid 
hallucinations high up on K-2. What were these 
like?" 

Well, it didn't start to affect me until around 
27,000ft and then 1 started to have hallucinations 
only when I was . moving. The hallucinations 
amounted to rock music going through my head. 

"Any particular groups?" 
The, ah, Doobie Brothers, whom I never listen 

to. I can remember one of their songs going 
through my head. That and I had a chain gang up 
ahead ofme breaking trail. 

"That's a nice thing to haveahead ofyouona high 
mountain." 

Yah, so I didn't have any trouble making it up 
there. 

"Do you have any opinion as to the best way to 
acclimatize to high altitude?" 

Not really, I think that most people will just 
acclimatize according to their physiology. Some 
people will never acclimatize to certain heights 
and others adapt easily. I don't pretend to know 
why people adapt to altitude and I don't think a lot 
of physicians know either. It's just an individual 
thing. 

"Why do Sherpas have less trouble 

acclimatising?" 
Most of them live between 11,000-17,000ft. At 

those altitudes they're fairly well acclimatized. 
Sherpas also have trouble at altitude. Not as much 
as foreigners, but they have lived at higher 
elevations and acclimated to those elevations, 
where we come in having lived near sea level and 
are not even acclimated to the lower elevations of 
13,000-14,000ft. But if you're in good physical 
condition and have made up your mind that 
altitude isn't going to bother you all that much, a 
lot of this is mental. Then I think that when you 
reach 23-24, 25,000ft, you're acclimatizingjust as 
well as a Sherpa. 

"Tel/us about the routeyouproposeon Makalu." 
We're going to follow the French footsteps up 

the West Pillar and just try to do it in the changing 
style to a smaller team, with out oxygen, with out 
Sherpa support above base camp. 

"What motivates you to return to the Himalaya 
time after time?" 

I'm not really quite sure. I guess what motivates 
me to go is that I have a chance to climb many 
Himalayan peaks and do more than any previous 
American. Another thing is that I've reached the 
point where my goals lie. Himalayan climbing 
requires putting all of your rock climbingabili ties, 
all your alpine climbing abilities, all your 
organizational abilities, everything you do in your 
life has to be put together in order to get one 
expedition over there and successfully climb a big 
peak. It's like a big business. It's exciting to be 
putting one of these trips together, to see if it's 
going to work. After reading for years and years 
about all of these expeditions by Tilman and 
Shipton, Odell, Bonington and numerous other 
exp.edition leaders. It's exciting now to see how I 
can do il To see whether I can do it successfully. 
Another point is that I don't care to follow in 
someone else's footsteps. When you go to the 
Himalaya, most likely you 're not following some-

Above: The West, or French, Ridge of Makalu; aptly dubbed 'the Walker Spur of the Himalayas'. 
Roskelley made the second andfirst Alpine ascent. Photo: K Yamada. 

oneelses footsteps.You're breaking your own trail. 
"You don't have a chain gang out infront like on 

K-2 ?" 
Oh, no! (laughs). 
"What do you consider your best climb quality 

wise?" ' 
I think I'd pick Uli Biaho. 
"Why?" 
Uli Biaho isonethatwhenlstand back and look 

at it, I'd have to say that it was one of the most 
perfect Himalayan trips. I went there first in 1977 
and I saw the peak and glassed out the route. 
Although there were certain things that were 
unknown factors. Such as the length of time 
required, we had to worry about where we were 
going to get our water. There's not much ice on the 
route to melt. Whether we could sustain an alpine 
style ascent on that big wall. Went back and got the 
permit for it, organized the trip, didn't have to 
raise any money or gear. Just got the guys to go, 
picked the right people, and then just went over 
and watched the whole thing work out from step 
one on to the end. And I thinkthatpleases me even 
more than the climbing itself. It was just the whole 
idea of everything working smoothly and coming 
out a success. 

"What were your most enjoyable climbs?" 
Probably the North Face of Edith Cavell or 

Chimney Rock in Northern Idaho. 
''I'm not surprised." 
Well, you're talking about two different things 

that are enjoyable. Some of those Himalayan 
climbs aren't enjoyable. They can be a lot of work 
and take a lot of time. There's a lot of involvement 
before you go and after you come back. I think that 
when you're speaking of enjoyment that you have 

to think of a short alpine style climb with friends. 
"The North Face of Edith Cavel/ is infamous for 

rocifa/1. I've heard it called a shooting gallery!" 
First of all, there wasn't any rockfall when I 

did it. We were on a rib most of the time above the 
Angel Glacier. We didn't experience any real 
danger. The rock was good right up until the last 
band at the top. It was good alpine climbing, the 
first real good wall that I had done alpine style. I 
don't remember how far back that was. I think we 
did the seventh ascent. I did it with a guy who let 
me do the leading and was competent in just 
coming right up behind. We did itinadayandjust 
enjoyed the whole day. 

"If a top climberwere to visi tyoufora while, where 
would you like to go?" 

If I was going to take somebody out climbing 
and let's say I hadabouta month. I would like to go 
to the Coast Range in Western Canada. Get into 
those nice peaks off the Pacific Ocean. I've never 
been there and I think I'd have the most fun with 
somebody enjoying a new area myself. If I was 
goingoutwithsomeonelocal, we'd probably goto 
the Bugs, the Lake of the Hanging Glaciers, the 
Valhallas, or the Canadian Rockies. 

"How do you evaluate your position in climbing 
history?" 

Oh, I think I've done some fine ascents, but I 
don't think it's going to make a big dent in 
mountaineering history at all. I'm climbing not 
only for myself but for the United States in 
general. The Austrians compete with the British, 
the French, the Japanese, etc. It's a matter of some 
of us here in the US are competing with those 
others, internationally. Whether I'll make any 
kind of dent in mountaineering is questionable. 
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"What role do you think competition plays in 
climbing?" 
When I think about competition, I'm thinking 
about comparing the routes, styles, and 
sometimes just the ascent of a major peak. I've 
never competed with anyone rock climbing or 
alpine climbing and I don ' t know how one would 
judge that kind of thing. I think that competiting 
head to head would be difficult and I wonder ifit 
could be done fairly. I guess that the Russians go 
up two different cracks against time and the others 
just try to beat the best time. But when I talk about 
the Himalayas, I think that the reason that we' re 
doing such great things, harder routes, doing 
them with out oxygen, is that we're being pushed. 
Being pushed is defintely competition. Reinhold 
Messner and some of these other climbers are 
going over there doing new routes, doing without 
oxygen, soloing, and that puts a strain on other 
climbers to do as good or better. I think that this is 
good for the sport. 

"Some people express the opinion thar climbing 
is. for themselves, non-competiritve. " 

It's difficult for me to understand why people 
believe that climbing is not competitive. Maybe 
in their own minds they're just competitive with 
themselves, enjoying what they're doing and 
driving themselves just a little bit further, but 
they're still competiting with themselves. The 
reason that people are climbing 5. 12 and 
stretching the limits, soloing, doing things 
with out protection, is that they're being pushed by 
other climbers. These other guys are going to do 
these things if the ones out in front don' t. So 
they're putting all out to beat the other guy. 
Competition is good for the sport. 

"Besidesclimbing, whatareyourotherinterests?" 
I like to hunt, pheasants and ducks; skiing, 

downhill and touring; running; raquetball ; 
volleyball. Mostly sports, basically outdoor 
sports. 

"How does your family feel abouryourclimbing ?" 
My wife· knows what I'm trying to do, she 

understands why I climb, probably even more 
than I do. I'm trying to make my living out of 
climbing and photography and she backs me 100 
per cent. I feel this is quite unusual. I'm quite 
fortunate to have her. 

"How does she f eel abour your being away so 
much?" · 

It hurts to be away but our relationship doesn't 
suffer from i LI think it improves il By the time I'm 
ready to go again and I've been working on an 
expedition forfourorfivemonths, mywifeis fairly 
well tiredofhavingmearound tothepointwherea 
couple of months break isn' t bad. It seems to 
improve our relationship rather than detract from 
it 

"If you were to disappear tomorrow, how would 
you like robe remembered?" 

· That I was a good husband and a good father. 
That I didn't really let anyone down and that I was 
honest to everyone I met. 

Joyce Roskelley 
"Let 's start off with what you do fora living." 
I'm a teacher. I graduated in early education, 

taught kindergarten for eight years and then a few 
in college. Now I'm teaching in an open concept 
class with no walls. It's an exciting place to work 
and the people I work with are great. 

"What are your interests and hobbies?" 
Cross-country and downhill skiing. John and I 

used to ski with the ski patrolbutsincewestopped 
I haven't done much downhill. However, I've 
gotten much more into cross-country skiing. 

I really like to cook. I sort of travel with John 
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Above: Roskelley and Gaurishankar, he led over 50 pitches during the climb. 

vicariously. Where ever he goes, I like to cook that 
type of cuisine. It's really fun. He writes and tells 
me what I'm doing wrong and I add whatever bugs 
or rocks to correct if and make it more authentic. 

I don't usually travel when John is gone. He 
needs to know that house, wife, kid, car, yard, 
garden, dog, everybody is where they' re supposed 
to be with a minimum chance of risk. That's so he 
can give all of his attention to what he does and not 
be distracted by worry. It really bothers him when 
he's not able to keep his mind totally on what he's 
doing. So if I travel, I'm home by the time the 
serious part of the climbing starts. That eliminates 
one of his worries and allows him maximum 
concentration. 

"How did you meet John ?" 
He was my climbing instructor. Right off we 

knew that we were right for each other. Al most like 
love at first sight. He was a perfect gentleman. It's 
very much like a fairy tale. 

"Do you have any children?" 
We have a 13 year old daughter. 

"How doyoufeel about John's climbing?" 
That's a hard question to answer. 
"How do you feel about his being awcy so much?" 
Maybe some girl friends or wives marry, 

knowing that this is what they're going to have to 
deal with. So they make a choice prior to the 
relationship as to whether or not they can deal 
with it. But, John wasn't doing this when we first 
met. He had studied to be a geologist and was 
looking for posi lions. He said back then that once, 
just once, he'd like to go to the Himalaya. Then 
one winter when he wasn ' t working he got the 
chance to go to Dhaulagiri. He summited and was 
recognized as a real tiger and therefore was invited 
again. So there he was trying to work full time, 
spend adequate time with Dawn and I, stay in 
shape, plus climb. Too many commitments to 
fulfil and not enough time. So after a few 
expeditions, it came to the point where we had to 
make some changes. So we made a commitment 
for him to quit working and concentrate on 
climbing. People were saying even back then that 



ifhe survived, he would be one of the best. It was 
not an easy decision, but I knew that John would 
be happier. So I chose for his happiness instead of 
his frustration. Once you've made that choice, the 
rest is just figuring out how to cope. 

"How do you cope?" 
Well, I don't worry too much. I know what their 

schedule is and when to worry. There's a very 
short amount of time involved when the danger is 
very great. John has no death wish, he's very 
strong, he has incredible self-<iiscipline and 
emotional strength. When the chips are down, he 
gets even more intense. He's one of the best and if 
something happens to him, it will be an accident 
and there's little you can do about that. So 
worrying is really fruitless. He'll climb till he dies 
and I've dealt with it as much as one can. There is 
the possibility of that ultimate extended climbing 
trip and I accept that. I become real independent 
while he is gone and part of that is for my own 
preservation. Ifthereeverisatimethathewon'tbe 
coming back, then I'll be more prepared to carry 
on. 

"Doyoufeel relief when he's on his way home?" 
Yes, tremendous relief and pride! 
"How do you cope with his leaving?" 
It's kind of a neat time, a very positive time. It 

used to take me a long while to adjust. But the 
actual time is a good time. Very exciting. For one 
thing, I'm an actual participant, y'know, in the 
packing and preparing. There's all these dinners, 
'last suppers', as John calls them and keeping 
track of dates, calls, and letters. And of course, the 
pride I feel in the undertakings. 

It takes a while to adjust over after he's left and 
I've got a guide as to how well I'm doing. That is 
how long it takes me to clean up the house after he 
leaves. When he leaves, he has packed and left a 
mess in every room of the house. As I adjust to his 
being gone, a few things get put away until 
everything gets put away and then I know that I've 
shifted gears. Leaving his stuff out is like part of 
him is still here. Y'know, he left his stuff lying 
around again. Like one year, the first year he left, I 
didn't change the sheets the whole time he was 
gone. 

Also, really importantly, we become re
committed to one another. In an active day to day 
life, he's working really hard trying to make ago of 
what he's doing. In the moments before he leaves, 
he wants to spend more time with Dawn and I. We 
recognize the chance of him not coming back and 
we define our feelings for each other. It's a very 
positive time. 

"How do you feel when he returns?" 
Thecominghomethingis really different. I was 

saying how the leaving is a positive thing, 
somewhat painful but positive. Well, the coming 
home process is just the opposite. I'm basically a 
non-participant in the coming home. So it's really 
hard for meas a wife because I'm not involved. It's 
somewhat traumatic. All of the limelight is on 
John, 'oh gosh, you did this; oh golly, you did 
that!". He's in the limelight from the minute he 
gets off a mountain at every embassy, every 
airport, every whatever, all along the way. He's 
really the important person. Yet, the staying home 
part and assuming all my responsibilities plus his 
here is not an easy job. I work very hard when heis 
gone. That's a time when I don't get to share 
much. I don't get any strokes for what I've done. 
Which is not any particular big thing, but it is a 
little hard to take. He comes home and we're sort 
of at odds with one another. He's risked his life 
and comes home ready to rest and to let that 
mental strain that he has felt go away and to relax. 
Even though I realize that, what he has been doing 
is all absorbing. He had met interesting people 

Above: Joyce Roskelley. 

and done interesting things. Y'know, it's not all 
fun, there's no doubt about it But it is totally 
consuming and when he comes back, he's ready to 
rest up from that. Even though I know this, it still 
seems to me that he's been on vacation. But he 
wants to rest up I want him to get busy! (laughs). 
So we're at odds with each other. Plus he comes 
back to a pre-set situation and I can't stop and let 
things evolve around him. He needs attention 
from me but I'm quite engrossed in work. When 
he comes in, I'm saying, 'Hey, this is tremendous 
but the garage door needs to be fixed' . 

"I've heard John called somewhat of a chauvinist 
forgoing off and leavingyou. Why would people say 
this?" 

These people certainly must not know him! He 
is absolutely devastated every time he leaves. IfHe 
appears callous to anyone, it's because he's so 
sensitive that he doesn't want anyone else to 
know. I remember one time we spotted some 
gigantic anthills and I took a stalk of grass and 
stuck it part way down one of their tunnels. John 
said,' How would you like someone to take a giant 
sequoia and stick it through your front door and 
then spend the next who-knows how long and 
how many people to help you get the damn thing 
out!' . OK Then 15 minutes later we're driving 
along and we see a rattlesnake that someone had 
just run over writhing in agony on the road. John 
stops the car, picks up the snake and puts it out of 
its misery with a rock. That's how sensitive he is. 
Things like that are common with him. 

He is not a very verbal person and I don't think 
he always says where he's coming from. I think 
that if people understood where he's coming from 
then they wouldn't say such things. 

"How does John 's way of life affect your 
daughter?" 

It's really the best of two worlds for her. He is a 
very traditional fatherwi th high standards. Things 
are very structured. She values that. She 

sometimes fights it but she values it. 
When he's gone, things loosen up a bit I have 

more time to spend with her and there is more 
time for her to spend with others who really care 
about her. 

Last year she asked me, 'When's Dad coming 
home?' Then she said, ' I think that it's time that 
things tightened up around here again.' I could tell 
that she appreciated his system of discipline. 

"Do you ever go with him on climbs?" 
I don't climb anymore. I don' t go on 

expeditions with him. I do sometimes like to go to 
the mountains with him and hike or ski while he 
climbs. When he goes to climb, he's in training. 
It's work for him. He never climbs just for fun. It's 
not ever just a holiday. That's his life. 

"Are you interested in mountaineering and/or 
literature?" 

No. I live with climbing all of the time and hear 
quite a bit about it. But I don't have the time or 
desire to read about it There's just no need when 
it's all around me. 

Summary 
An interview with a leading Himalayan 

climber, John Roskelley (USA) and his wife 
Joyce. 
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"A Mountain by the Sea" 
by Mick Fowler 

The tragic death of Keith Darbyshire, at Nare 
Head in South Cornwall, in 1975 has left a black 
cloud over the shale cliffs of the South West from 
which they are only now beginning to emerge. 
The subsequent lack of action had clearly 
demonstrated the drive and enthusiasm which 
Darbyshire injected into his 'shale revolution'. 

His impressive ability and extensive experience 
of shale climbing had doubtless placed him in an 
unrivalled position to initiate the next phase in his 
'revolution'. Efforts at Bukator and Crackington 
Haven clearly illustrate the type of route he had in 
mind for the future - big, bold and intimidating; 
routes having more the atmosphere of a major 
Alpine route than a conventional rock climb. 
Moreover the sheer size of the cliffs combined 
with the lack of belays necessitated an on-sight 
approach now missing in so much current 
"exploration". It is fortunate in this aspect that 
there are many 4tl0ft plus cliffs on the North 
Cornwall coast which, although often loose, do 
not have the cloak of vegetation which prevents on 
sightleads at some of the more conventional shale 
cliffs such as Blackchurch and Exmansworthy. 

In 197 4 Darbyshire made his now legendary 
attempt on the 450ft Henna Oiff near 
Morwenstow. It was not the first time the cliff had 
been noticed by a climber; E. C. Pyatt notes its 
existence in his fine informative book' A Climber 
in the West Country' but, somewhat sadly one 
feels he states: "the gigantic Henna Cliff over400ft 
high, has a sheer face which, unfortunately, is too 
loose for the climber'' .. . Darbyshire thought 
otherwise and attempted the prominent central 
fault line with considerable success. He made 
about 150ft of progress before a combination of 
loose rock, technical climbing and poor 
protection forced him to retreat. Doubtless he 
would have returned were it not for his untimely 
death. 

Mike Morrison and myself had long dreamt of 
visiting this undoubtedly impressive cliff; success 
at Bukator, a 500ft shale cliff near Boscastle, 
kidded us that the time was ripe for an attempt. 

Our first effort ended in a fine session in a most 
recommendable pub in Morwenstow: were it not 
for the landlord who seems prejudiced against 
climbers and who apparently climbed Henna 
many years before Darbyshire's efforts - he 
claims that he can't remember the line taken 
though! Sheets of rain ensured that we lacked any 
guilty conscience as degeneration proceeded at a 
fast pace overlooked by a human skull peering 
from a barred loft! - We never even got to see the 
cliff. 

A return visit with Simon Fenwick some weeks 
later proved somewhat more successful and, if 
nothing else, provided us with a particularly 
memorable and exciting day. 

On arrival at Morwenstow our weeks of 
organisation proved pointless as nejtherofus had 
brought a map, or had the faintest idea of how to 
get to the boulder beach beneath the cliffs. Much 
cliff top wandering proved useful and revealed a 
small wooden footbridge which provided an 
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Above: The traverse on Pitch 4, Mike Morrison climbing. This and all photos: Fowler. 

excellent abseil point as well as considerable 
confusion amongst the coastal cliff path walkers 
who appeared to lack enthusiasm for such 
masochistic activities as shale climbing. A not 
unreasonable concern was also displayed for the 
safety of their picturesque little bridge! 

Once established on the boulder beach below, 
away from the public eye, an easy walk to the 
North revealed an excitingly large, steep, cliff. 
Having never seen any photographs of the cliff 
and noting the absence of any helpful name tags 
with 'Henna' printed on them we peered curiously 

round the next headland before satisfying 
ourselves that this majestic precipice was indeed 
the cliff about which we had dreamt so much. 

Although very extensive, the cliff displayed 
only one really obvious weakness, a fault line, 
forming a chimney up the central part of the crag. 
Unfortunately the bottom 200ft formed the 
vertical overhanging back wall of a shallow 
depression in the face. Knowing that Darbyshire 
gotabout250ft up the cliff we searched studiously 
for signs of rotting slings etc. - Simon never 
having seen a shale cliff before studied the rock 



with interest. Eventually, unable to locate any 
evidence of the previous party we reluctantly 
relied onourownjudgementand decided to try an 
entry into the fault line from the left. An obvious 
easy rib led up for 30ft to a grey ramp slanting up 
rightwards to a rounded pinnacle just left of the 
fault line. From there the climbing looked 
considerably harder and any route-finding 
decisions were duly postponed until a face to face 
confrontation had been made. 

Being a kind hearted soul I offered the first pitch 
to Simon, who to my surprise, (and relief1) readily 
accepted the sharp end and happily started off up 
the rib. On reaching the ramp however his voice 
changed distinctly - "It's all loose", he 
complained, prodding distastefully at the ramp. I 
couldn' t help thinking that from below the ramp 
appeared to be one of the easiest parts of the route, 
however this didn't seem a good point of 
encouragement and I remained silent. Simon 
inspected the ramp more closely and curiously 
poked it with an ice screw. "Haven't seen this kind 
of stuff before", he mused thoughtfully, "I think 
I'll belay here." Many swear words later I joined a 
rather worried looking version belayed to two ice
screws on a shale ramp about 30ft up, one hour 
had passed and things were definitely not going 
well . 

From below I had been confident that the ramp 
would provide an easy means of access to the 
pinnacle further right and had become somewhat 
frustrated at the lack of progress. From close up 
however the situation looked entirely different, 
the ramp lay sandwiched between an overhanging 
wall above and a vertical one beneath, protection 
looked non-existent and the climbing precarious. 
I vaguely wondered whether to suggest a dignified 
retreat, but Simon was becoming uncomfortably 
enthusiastic pointing out overhangs and non
existent weaknesses above. He looked at me 
expectantly, doubtless waiting for me to prance 
easily along the ramp and lurch gracefully up the 
wall above. 

I had other ideas and reached directly for my 
'terror adze' (specially ressurected from its 
summer hibernation). Fortunately the overlying 
material of the ramp proved very soft but even so it 
was a precarious matter to clear footholds and 
edge along between the overhangs. On closer 
acquaintance the pinnacle I had been heading for 
turned out to be more of a bulge of unstable rock 
with no belays whatsoever, and an embarrassing 
lack of lines above. I later discovered that keith 
Darbyshire had belayed here and climbed straight 
up for about 50 feet! Fortunately I didn't know this 
at the time and turned my attention to the only 
weakness that I could see. About 30ft up to the left 
an earthy ledge provided somethingtoaimforand 
by retracing my steps down the ramp for a few feet 
it was possible to gain a groove leading up to its 
right hand end; although steep it gave reasonable 
climbing and permitted rapid progress. On closer 
inspection however the ledge did not seem as 
inviting, in fact it appeared rather a worrying 
proposition. Although about 2 ½ft wide and fairly 
flat it was clearly delicately balanced on a pile of 
particularly unstable blocks. A very obvious 
indication ofits instabilitywas provided in the way 
of a sunken area in the centre where a minor 
earthquake appeared to have occurred. Having 
exerted pressure on it from as many directions as 
possible without actually standing on it, I placed a 
poor peg, and, heart in mouth, gradually 
transferred my weight - no visible signs of strain 
showed and tiptoeing as close to the rock as 
possible the ledge proper was gained and a 
reasonable belay peg placed. 

Simon followed rapidly thinking (as I 

discovered later) that this type of looseness was 
quite normal on all shale cliffs. Simon's arrival 
obviously created extreme weight distribution 
problems on the ledge, complications also arose 
as it only seemed possible to place one solitary 
belay peg - changing belays whilst trying not to 
exert any additional pressure and standing on 
opposite ends of the ledge would have been an 
amusing spectacle for any onlookers! 

Belay formalities complete we considered the 
rock above. Twenty feet up a diagonal ramp/ 
chimney line led up rightwards into a wide 
chimney and the main fault line; two obvious 
possibilities presented themselves:- Up to the left 
a loose looking steep wall gave access to the left 
end of the ramp, whilst further right a steeper but 
more solid looking wall led to a point mid-way 
towards the chimney. The discovery of a good peg 
runner on the left hand alternative made the 
choice for us and I was pointed up towards the 
ramp and the ominous line of overhangs just 
above it Although steep and difficult the holds 
were solid and it was soon possible to peer 
curiously over the edge of the ramp. It was more 
than a little disheartening to see that on close 
acquaintance this turned out to be more of a 
diagonal U-shaped scoop of poor rock with 
unhelpful overhangs above and below. We had 
expected to be able to stomach traverse the ramp 
but the overhangs above were much closer than 
expected and any progress would definitely have 
to be made in a hand traverse position - at least 
after the first 10ft which looked as though they 
might just permit a unique lying-down back and 
foot grovel! I peered hopefully at the other 
alternative across to the right but the ground there 
appeared equally uncompromising. It was also 
distressingly clear that at the speed we were going 
night would fall long before we reached the top 
and any time wasted attempting other lines before 
defeat on this one could easily cost us a night on 
the crag. 

Placing several poor peg runners in a 
particularly soft shale band I mantleshelfed into 
the scoop, unfortunately the base of this proved to 
be even more unstable than anticipated and 
started a gradual but determined sliding 
movement. Instinct took over from any climbing 
ability and I squirmed into a back and foot 
position. This seemed rather more successful as 
the increased lateral pressure halted any disturb
ing rock movements. Progress could obviously 
continue in this way for about 10ft but beyond that 
protruding overhangs above would necessitate 
stepping down to a hand traverse position. Down 
below faint sounds could be heard indicating 
Simon's doubts about shale climbing. Ignoring 
them I thrutched up to the right and with great 
relief placed a reasonable peg-runner which gave 
sufficient confidence to enable me to step down a 
few feet and get my hands back onto the traverse 
line. From my new position the slanting chimney 
line above appeared fairly reasonable but an 
obviously difficult section barred access to its 
base. The difficulty consisted of a band of distur
bingly soft coal-like material which lay on the very 
sloping floor of the ramp and moved alarmingly 
very alarmingly - whenever a mantelshelf 
movement was attempted. The presence of some 
more disgusting loose material above the ramp 
prevented any runner placements and further 
heightened my already considerable wimpering. 
Meanwhile, from down below, a miserable voice 
advised that the weather had stopped threatening 
and that a steady drizzle was falling. Being amidst 

Right: 'Beautiful but Loose', the line of Breakaway. 



Right: Mike Morrison enjoying 'loose living' as he 
nears the stance, pirch I . 

overhangs I had been unaware of this, a fact which 
undoubtedly affected my suicidal decision to con
tinue. Careful selection of holds and precarious 
climbing saw me safely established in the base of 
the chimney which, fortunately, proved less ex
posed and frightening than expected. Still dry 
beneath the overhangs I squirmed up to join the 
mainfaultlineonasensationalsaddleofprojecting 
rock. A lack of good belays here necessitated the 
climbing of a difficult but well protected bulge to 
gain a good niche with only poor ice-screw belays 
embedded in a curious sandy conglomerate. 

Settling down to bring up Simon I noticed for 
the first time how the rain was obviously affecting 
most of the crag; Simon had taken on a rather 
soggy-miserable appearance and the loose 
material around his stance had darkened con
siderable and acquired the consistency of paste. 
Warm and dry in my overhung niche I was not 
unduly concerned - anyway I thought it would 
probably have stopped by the time Simon had 
done the pitch. Thirty minutes later my opinion 
was changing somewhat as drips began to 
penetrate my hideaway and no movements could 
be detected down below. From my position above 
the main overhangs severe contortions enable me 
to see the previous stance but nothing of the pitch 
just climbed; consequently beyond determining 
that Simon had in fact left the stance I had no idea 
of what was happening. More delays and screams 
for slack penetrated the drizzle as Simon re
appeared on the stance. 

Communication was difficult but I later 
discovered that having climbed into the slanting 
'U'-scoop the rain had transformed the loose 
material into an uncontrollable paste intent to 
avalanche with Simon attached. Being unable to 
inform me of the situation he had clipped into 
what appeared to be a good peg in the roof above 
(in fact, unknown to Simon, it was a half-length 
King Pin about¼" into a shaky block), andjoining 
all his slings together had climbed down these 
back to the stance. 

Meanwhile, up above, it was becoming 
distinctly obvious that a particularly fine epic was 
imrriinent Even if Simon had reached the stance 
further progress seemed impossible in the 
conditions; as it was, a sea mist had now engulfed 
the crag, daylight was fading fast and the rain 
increased. Simon was about80ft below and 40ft to 
one side, looking closely at the belays I was 
uncomfortably aware that they were not going to 
permitcarefree, bouncing abseils. However, there 
seemed no option but an abseil of some sort - I 
vaguely wondered what "Blackshaw" would 
suggest; somewhere I seemed to recall in his book 
the advice, "never to use belays which would not 
permit a safe abseil ." This seemed particularly 
irrelevant to this cliff as without a 500ft rope a 
belay would obviously have to be taken 
somewhere . . . briefly I visualized Blackshaw 
powering up Henna with a 500ft rope tied to his 
waist - imagine enough runners to protect a 500ft 
pitch ; his arms must be huge . . . 

My thoughts tailed off as I hesitantly prepared 
an abseil from the ice-screws. Problems were 
accumulating thick and fast, the first was that I had 
no slings to ensure that the rope would run freely ; 
however, this was easily solved by dim bing down 
in tension, retrieving my last runners and tying the 
rope through them into one big loop. A couple 
more screws driven into the back of the chimney 
provided some sort of additional security as I 
started what would undoubtedly be a most 
memorable abseil. I had not gone far before my 

40 

predictions were confirmed ... directly below the 
wall overhung and clearly to abseil over this 
section would place a dangerous strain on the 
screws - not to mention having to leave Simon 
and all the gear on the traverse! 

A diagonal effort however looked equally 
problematical - the prospect of feeding the rope 
through the sticht plate, which I was abseiling on, 
and reversing a difficult diagonal pitch at the same 
time seemed distinctly unappealing. With no 
alternative I started abseiling/tensioning trying 
hard to ignore the pendulum and resultant extra 
strain on the belays should I lose contact. 

Down in the gloom Simon was beginning to 
look, and sound, particularly soggy - occasionally 
his weary voice would penetrate the drizzle 
emphasising its newly found distaste for shale 
cliffs and advertising the delights of warm fires 
and cosy pubs. 

Thrashing around 60ft above him, I could not 
help but agree, my efforts to expediate matters 
however were not enjoying much success. Two of 
the pegs on the pitch I knew to be reasonable but 
the others kept popping out at alarmingly 
inconvenient moments encouraging a most un
desirable pendulum. Simon tied his end of the 

rope into his belay with the result that much of the 
strain of my weight was taken by the peg that he 
had lowered off. However, unlike Simon, I knew 
how poor this peg was - the now soaking rock 
reduced friction to nil and progress was only 
possible by a kind ofretarded tyroJean towards the 
peg which dripped soggily behind the block across 
to my left. It was with great relief that Simon's 
stance was eventually reached without this peg 
pulling. 

Back on the safety of a ledge I collapsed quietly 
whilst Simon struggled to pull the ropes through. 
It didn't take long to realise that, despite my 
elaborate preparations up above, the ropes were 
decidedly jammed. However, ifwe both hung on 
separate ropes and one person then released his 
grip it was discovered that about three inches of 
shale-sliver infested rope would ooze through. 
We were not in the best of moods as we 
alternatively hung, jumped, let go, swore and 
developed impressive blisters. The problem of the 
blisters led to a distinctly unfortunate incident: 
whilst changing over from the "hang on 
continually" position to the "hang on, let go, 
develop blisters" alternative one rope managed to 
snake its way out of our grasp and hang despon-



dentlyabout IOftoutfromtherockand 15fttoone 
side. Much precious time was wasted roping up to 
the end in our possession and engrossing in a 
desperate traverse across the overhanging wall to 
our right whilst hopefully throwing weighted 
slings towards our 'escaped' rope. 

it seemed a very long time before our happy 
party consisting of two climbers and two ropes was 
eventually re-united. A final abseil in the twilight 
followed by a delightful prussik through the 
waterfall completed a most memorable day. 

The following day at Brownspear Point a few 
miles up the coast a block demolished Simon's 
helmet and cut the rope neatly in two; back in 
London after his first shale 'expedition' it was 
perhaps not surprising that he sounded somewhat 
dubious regarding a further Henna visit. 
However, the well-known shale eccentric Mike 
Morrison was as enthusiastic as ever and needed 
no persuasion to join a further attempt. 

Preparations this time were considerably more 
detailed than previously and exposed themselves 
to the public eye in the form of two home-made 
stakes and a sack full of bivouac equipment. The 
formerwejudged to be useful if aretreatshould be 
necessary above the first overhanging band and 
the latter seemed advisable judging by our slow 
progress on the previous attempt. 

Five weeks later both Mike and myself were 
established at my previous high point above the 
lower overhangs. A distinctive rope groove in the 
rock reminded me of our previous epic whilst a 
solitary cloud which we had been studying with 
great concern was discharging its contents over 
Henna whilst apparently everywhere else stayed 
perfectly dry! An epic descent seemed even less 
appealing than previously (with or without 
stakes!) so an optimistic wait wedged across the 
fault line ensued. 

For the first time at Henna luck was with us; the 
cloud dispersed, sun emerged and the soggy rock 
quickly dried. Resuming climbing we were 
pleased to find that the next pitch, although it 
provided us with two difficult bulges, was easier 
angled and not so sustained as the previous 
ground - we felt in high spirits to gain 100ft so 
quickly. Above us though the second band of 
overhangs was getting closer, a massive block with 
its top forming an obvious ledge split .the 
continuation of the fault line, two alternatives 
presented themselves: - to our left a steep sandy 
fault line led directly to the top of the block whilst 
to our right compact, blocky rock led to a right
wards slanting groove from which a possible 
traverse line led left onto the top of the block. 

Owing to the necessity of a short descent to 
attempt the left hand line we immediately decided 
on the right hand possibility. Poor ice screw belays 
did little to encourage rapid progress but solid 
rock if technicaly difficult and with little 
protection, allowed steady movement to the point 
where the traverse line led leftwards towards the 
next stance. From close up this could be seen to be 
uncomfortably sloping with some horrendous 
precariously poised blocks at the start. Unfortu
nately a short overhanging wall separated the 
groove from the start of the ledge line and forced a 
wild swing leftwards into a strenuous position 
uncomfortably close to the blocks. Tentative 
probes .. and further prods with the 'terror' 
confirmed that the blocks were in fact at least as 
unstable as they looked - - levering them off 
however was distinctly out of the question with 
Mike belayed directly in the line offire and voicing 
a healthy lack of enthusiasm for block-clearing 
activities. Some challenging contortions had the 
rather surprising effect of establishing me on the 
end of the ledge intimately entwined with the 

blocks. The only possible solution to this uncalled 
for intimacy appeared to lay in picking them up 
and throwing them as far away as possible, 
however being curled around them in the first 
place this obviously posed a severe technical 
problem! Having lovingly manoeuvred myselfinto 
an acceptable position I tried to pick up the biggest 
block - unfortunately the result was not quite 
what was anticipated - a crack promptly appeared 
down its centre and my efforts to prevent the 
pieces falling on Mike resulted in a very squashed 
fingerformeandanastily dented helmet for Mike. 
A joint decision was promptly made that the 
blocks should remain in situ: if at all possible. 
Careful climbing and rope management 
persuaded the blocks that their present position 
was best suited to their requirements as a 
desperately sloping hand traverse led to the stance 
on top of the huge block to my left. Aspike belay, 
the first on the route, presented itself as a welcome 
gift and gave a much needed feeling of security. 
Mike followed quickly, the encumbrance of the 
sack forcing him to trundle the offending blocks, 
and we were soon in a position to compare 
injuries. Continuous battering from small shale 
slivers had left interesting - evenly spaced cuts 
over his hands whilst my finger nail was turning a 
harsh shade of blue after its incident on the 
previous pitch. Fortunately the sun was now 
shining and in high spirits we ignored injuries and 
contemplated the next pitch. 

From below the initial section, at least, looked 
reasonable - a shallow sandy chimney led up to 
large overhangs which it seemed possible to 
outflank on the left or right. However, once 
engrossed it immediately became apparent that 
first impressions can be distinctly misleading - the 
walls of the chimney were sufficiently unstable to 
prevent the use of orthodox techniques and 
progress was only possible by exerting a lateral 
force on the walls at all times. Being too V-shaped 
for chimneying it provided a very absorbing cross 
between a mantleshelfing and bridging exercise, 
fortunately protected by a good ice-screw. At the 
overhang matters took a turn for the worse, the 
possibilities noted from below looked at the best 
frightening and at the worst thoroughly 
impossible, the death potential looked excellent. 
For a long time I remained motionless. Up to the 
left overhangs could be seen to appear with a dis
concerting frequency whilst to the right an 
overhanging rib abutted against the main over
hang, its only redeeming feature being one 
uncomfortable-looking projecting handhold. 
How it managed to remain on the cliff and notjoin 
its friends over 400ft below in the sea was a 
worrying mystery; however it seemed just 
possible that it might last long enough to permit a 
swinging movement out onto a small grass ledge 
10ft higher - anything looked better than the left 
hand alternative so the route finding decision was 
made. Down below Mike was showing under
standable concern at the lack of progress, not to 
mention the fact that (yet again!) he was in the 
direct line offire. As he pointed out retreat from 
here seemed an horrendous proposition 
involving the loss of many brain cells as well as 
much equipment. The realisation that the future 
of our precious equipment was at stake prompted 

a wide crack offered probable runner placements 
but the moves in between seemed impossible - I 
envisaged the epic potential of a retreat and 
searched even more studiously for runner place
ments - nothingworthwhilecould befoundand it 
became increasingly clear that either it was done 
without protection or it wasn 't done at all. In 
frustration I started up yet again; sloping foot
holds and fragile layaways were the order of the 
day - passing my previous highpoint the moves 
seemed irreversible and I could not help but 
realise that retreat was impossible without a long 
serious fall. With the crack almost in reach the 
holds thinned out even more - progress only 
seemed possible by balancing up on a particularly 
suspect sloping hold at waist level. The prospect 
seemed appalling but the lack of alternatives, 
combined with failing strength, prevented any 
further consideration . .. Heart in mouth my 
weight was transferred and I straightened up; the 
crack was now in reach but the best jamming 
position was still too high . . . stretching higher I 
could feel the footQolds move, my leg began to 
shake ... the hold moved more . .. panic took over 
and I lurched into the crack, dust flew up from the 
back; the chick above was sick over me, but a 
runner was placed and suddenly the panic was 
over, everything seemed under control again. The 
chick settled down deep in the crack, the dust 
settled and ten feet higher I removed a seagull 
from the secluded niche and thankfully belayed. 

Watching Mike seconding the pitch it struck me 
how out of place the sack containing the bivouac 
gear appeared on a South West British sea cliff, 
however Mike seemed quite at home with itas he 
joined me once more. Above us things were 
finally looking more amenable - A short steep 
wall separated us from a slanting grassy ramp 
apparently leading to the top - however, we were 
learning not to be optimistic, most shale climbing 
appears about two grades easier than it actually is! 
Remarkably the pitch above seemed to be an 
exception to the rule; the cliff appeared to be 
succumbing at last - the initial wall proved 
desperate as anticipated but beyond this 
reasonable climbing led to within ten feet of the 
top. Excitement mounting I climbed the final easy 
wall to emerge on theclifftop path amidst the calm 
and tranquil scene of grazing sheep and families 
out for leisurely weekend strolls. The humans 
regarded us with a pitiful indifference, the sheep 
with curiosity; both no doubt resented this 
intrusion into their privacy- I felt like belaying to 
them, explaining it all to them, telling them just 
how I came to be standing on the edgeofa Cornish 
cliff carrying an ice-axe and ice-screws, pegs, 
hammer, nuts, helmet etc., and why I was tied to 
two long pieces of nylon hanging over the cliff 
edge ... 

A tug on the ropes reminded me that an 
impatient Mike was still installed 70ft below and 
doubtless keen to 'escape' the cliff I belayed and 
Mike arrived quickly - the sheep ran away, the 
humans disappeared; we were left with our own 
thoughts - we didn't really care - they probably 
wouldn't want to understand. Anyway we had an 
appointment with the landlord at Morwenstow -
just to ensure that his line wasn't identical to ours! 

renewed efforts culminating in a particularly Summary 
uncontrollable swing on the offending hold The exploration and first ascent of Breakaway 
which, much to my relief, resulted in my being (550ft), Henna Cliff, Morwenstow North 
established safely on the ledge. We had hoped that Cornwall. Mick Fowler feels that the simplified 
the overhang would provide the final obstacle but grade Hard XS and a technical rating of Sc are 
half an hour later I had to admit that the slightly applicable. 
off-vertical ground ahead was nastily devoid of 
holds and frighteningly constructed of outward 
sloping shale slivers. Only fifteen feet up to the left 
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Above: The Bastion. Looking steeply upat thebiggroovesofKlepht and Armadillo. The 'Horn' of Rhino isvisibleon the right hand skyline. Photo: Graham 
Little. Below: Cioch Na H'oighefrom the east. The Bastion is clearly visible directly below the summit. Photo: Graham Little . 
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Cioch Na H' Oighe 
by Graham Little 

Cioch na h'Oighe - the name fits the mountain 
well; proudly jutting with the small, firm 
prominence of a young maiden's breast. The 
approach from Glen Sannox reveals the 
mountain's most impressive aspect, yet an idyllic 
stroll through the birch woods above Corrie holds 
its own pleasures. 

Though only 2168ft above sea level. Cioch na 
h'Oighe has a big mountain feel; its cliffs are 
garbed in vegetation, yet there is some superb 
clean rock; though really a spur of Mulloch 
Buidhe it stands in splendid isolation - the 
paradoxes are many. It is a mountain with a special 
magic; an enigma amongst the peaks of Arran. 

To bivouac under a boulder in the perfect 
miniature corrie of the Devils Punchbowl and to 
awaken to the early morning sunlight glinting on 
the sea far below and bathing the rough grey hide 
of the Bastion's flank, is to know Cioch na 
h'Oighe, to fall under its spell, to be part of its 
magic. 

The relative neglect of Cioch na h 'Oighe in the 
scheme of Arran climbing is indeed remarkable. 
The assertive comment, in the 1958 edition of the 
Arran Guide, that "Much of the rock is unsound, 
and where it is good, as in the great bastion in the 
middle of the face, too steep and unflawed to be 
climbable", is no doubt partly responsible for this 
neglect. It is indeed fortunate that this statement 
was not to be taken at face value. 

The East flank of Cioch na h'Oighe comprises 
an 800ft high face of vegetated granite, the 
northerly portion of which is split by five diagonal 
ledges. The near vertical 300ft high wall, between 
Ledge Three and Ledge Four, has become known 
as the Bastion and supports the majority of the 
mountains finest climbs. 

Cioch na h'Oighe's rock climbing development 
has been both sparodicand restricted to the efforts 
of but a handful of climbers. After the scrappy 
climbs and ledge routes at the tum of the century, 
three distinct phases of development emerged; 
early exploration by the redoubtable G. H. 
Townend and G. C. Curtis in 1944 producing the 
classic Midnight Ridge Direct;thefineclimbs of the 
'60s stemming from the vision of the late Andrew 
Maxfield, most notably Tidemark (A Maxfield 
and J. Peacock) and Klepht (A Maxfield and R 
Wilde). Itwas perhaps the ascent of the formidable 
K/epht in 1967 that proved the real turning point, 
opening up new horizons, refuting the claims of 
the previous generation and pointing the way to 
the next It is said that the legendary Joe Brown 
visited the Bastion prior to Maxfields ascent and 
proclaimed that the line of K/ephtwould certainly 
go free. Whyhedidn't try is howevernotrecorded. 
The third phase initiated by Bill Skidmore in the 
late '70's opened with Gazebo (YI. Skidmore and 
A Walker) on the Bastion's left flanking slabs, 
then ventured onto the 'unflawed' wall, climbing 
the magnificent groove of Armadillo (YI. 
Skidmore and R Richardson)soon to be followed 
by Rhino (G. E. Little), the eyecatching flake and 
most recently Abraxas(G. E. Little and R J. Little) 
a tenuous and sensational crack system across the 
centre of the face. 

Above: Tidemark; The superb second pitch with Sannox Bay in the background. Climber Bill Skidmore. 
Photo: Graham little. 

Rock climbing on the Bastion has a unique 
quality and atmosphere. Though relatively short, 
the routes are steep and spectacular, requiring a 
bold approach. The technicalities are 
concentrated and committing, yet on the whole 
the protection is excellent. Indeed, the climbing 
bears little comparison to other areas in Arran. A 
spell of dry weather is, however, a pre-requisite for 
the harder routes as water streaks, weeping from 
Ledge Four, take several days to dry. 

The ethics of Arran climbing have evolved to 
suita nearunique combination ofrock, vegetation 
and climatic problems. Practices are condoned on 
Arran that would be decried elsewhere. 
Happenings on the Bastion, in particular, would 
make the purist cringe. Aid, for betteror worse, is a 

feature of most of the harder routes. It seems 
inevitable and indeed desirable that most of the 
aid should eventually be eliminated as a result of 
increased traffic on the routes and the natural 
progression ofrock climbing standards, although 
the very nature of the rock dictates that some aid 
will always be required. The practice of cleaning 
routes by abseil prior to their first ascent is not 
unknown elsewhere and can be justified on the 
Bastion as far preferable to ascents employing 
extensive aid whilst 'gardening'. Several bolt 
belays now exist, replacing inadequate peg belays. 
In my opinion, the thinking climber can only 
support such action on the counts of personal 
safety and rock preservation. The rock scars and 
battered exfoliated flakes of the Etive Slabs should 
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Above: Cioch Na H'oighe - The Bastion. 1 = Gazebo, 2= Ziggurat, 3= 
Klepht, 4=Armadillo, 5=Abraxas, 6=Rhino, 7=Tidemark, B=S!ipway. 
Top Right: Abraxas:considerable exposureon the second pitch. The leader is 
contemplating the free moves above a short aid section. Climbers - Graham 

little and Bill Skidmore. Photo: Rob Little. Bottom: Abraxas: sensational 
position on theflrst pitch, and higher theflrst hard moves. On the first attempt 
this section was done free but due to a crucial hold breaking off now requires 
one point of aid. Climber - Graham little. Photo: Bill Skidmore. 

be born in mind by all those who are tempted to 
criticize the placementof permanent, fixed belays. 

Perhaps, unfortunately, with the exception of 
Tidemark, all the quality routes are at present in 
the higher grades and I feel that this will always be 
the case due to the quantities of vegetation 
masking the easier angled rocks. For the future 
routes still remain to be climbed. It is tempting to 
claim that all the ' plums' have already been picked 
but I'm sure that a fine line or two still lurks in the 
most unlikely of places - that is the nature of the 
mountain. 

The devotees ofCioch na h'Oigheare still few in 
number. It is, and perhaps will always be the back
water of Arran climbing, despite its charm and 
relative ease ofaccess. It would however be all too 
easy to mar the beauty of the mountain; the 
verdant ledges and perfect corrie campsites could 
soon be despoiled by the irresponsible. It is in the 
interests of all to ensure that this does not happen. 
The balance is fine! 

For those who desert their old stomping 
grounds to visit the Cioch, I can promise some 
splendid, exhilarating climbing and I feel 
confident that its uniqueness will not only have a 
lasting impression upon the individual but will 
ensure itself a place in the forefront of quality 
Scottish climbing. 

Summary 
A commentary on the recent climbs done on 

Cioch na h'Oighe, Isle of Arran, Scotland 
Bibliography: Scottish Mountaineering Club 
Journal 1978 - Arran This Summer by W. 
Skidmore. 
Rock Climbs in Arran by J. M. Johnstone 
(published 1958). 
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SELECTED ROUTES ON CIOCH NA H'OIGHE (in approximate order of difficulty) 

Route First Ascent Details 
Tidemark A. J . Maxfield and 

J . Peacock 
June 1960 

Midnight Ridge G. H. Townend and 
Direct G. C. Curtis 

May 1944 

Slipway 

Ziggurat 

Gazebo 

Rhino 

W . Skidmore and 
J . Madden 
June 1975 

A. J . Maxfield, 
D. Overton and R. Wilde 
August 1969 

W. Skidmore and 
A. Walker 
July 1977 

G. E. Little 
June 1 979 
Precleaned by abseil 
Two points of aid 

Length Grade 
230ft S 

270ft vs 

140ft vs 

205ft vs 

350ft HVS 

280ft XS 
(5b,5b, 
5b.4c) 

Armadillo W . Skidmore 350ft XS 
(5a/ b,5c, 
5a/ b) 

Klepht 

Abraxas 

R. Richardson 
July 1977 
Two points of aid 

A. J . Maxfield and 280ft 
R. Wilde 
May 1967 
An unspecified amount of 
aid used whilst 'gardening ' 
main corner 

G. E. Little and 335ft 
R. J . Little 
April 1980 
Precleaned and second 
belay bolt placed by abseil 
Twelve points of aid (including 
two tension moves) 

XS 

XS 
(5c,5c, 
5b,5b) 

Star 
Comments Rating 
Effectively a girdle of the upper 
Bastion . Superb second pitch 
with much atmosphere. 

A classic climb - better than 
it looks. Lies on a ridge formed 
by the junction of the SE and E 
faces of the mountain . Messy 
approach . 

A good continuation to the 
othPr routes leading to the 
summit of the mountain . Starts 
on Ledge Four. 

A bit grassy. A direct start 
would improve the route. 

Thin slab climbing . Not often 
dry. Obvious feature - great 
roofed cave. 

Tackles the great flake crack. 
Fine varied climbing . Some 
hard moved but overall serious 
ness reduced by being split 
by Tidemark. Bolt belay at start 
of route . 

Takes the prominent roofed 
groove. A magnificent sus
tained route with good pro
tection . Bolt belay at the top of 
the second pitch . 

A formidable corner - the most •• 
obvious feature on the face . 
No second ascent . An obvious 
candidate for aid elimination 
but would require some 
gardening first. Big chocks for 
protection . 
Spectacular, serious, exposed •• 
climb across the centre of the 
Bastion via cracks and shelves 
Bolt belays at the top of the 
second and third pitches. 
Possibility of some aid 
elimination. 
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PEOPLE 
Edited by Audrey Salkeld 

Lives and Times 
A ramble round the recent 
Biographies 
A quick glance at the publishers' 
lists reveals that it is a great time 
for biographies - suddenly they 
are the books everyone wants to 
read . Or write. And mountaineers 
past and present are there 
amongst them, either as the main 
characters or as supporting 
figures in someone else's story. 
Some years ago, Ken Wilson -
who never relaxes even on holiday 
- spotted two books by Rene 
Desmaison in a Chamonix store. 
He brought them home and told 
Granada they should publish 
them. There followed rather a 
long gestation period, but 
eventually the books were 
translated and married into a 
single narrative by Janet Taylor, 
to appear next May as Total 
Alpinism. The climax of the book 
is a blow-by-blow account of 
Desmaison's epic struggle on the 
Grandes Jorasses early in 1971, 
when his young partner Serge 
Gousseault died, and he was 
eventually picked off by heli
copter after 15 days on the 
mountain. Desmaison, who 
frequently finds himself at logger
heads with the authorities, has 
some harsh words to say about 
the rescue service. 

Jim Perrin has spent nearly five 
years gathering material for a new 
study of Menlove Edwards, 
research which is nearing 
completion one gathers from a 
sensitive profile of Edwards he 
wrote recently for Crags. A 
biographer has perforce to live 
with his subject day-by-day as 
he works, and Menlove must have 
been a very painful companion - a 
person so vibrant and full of 
promise, but star-crossed, for 
whom one knows there would 
never be any realisation of that 
promise. The vibrancy and 
passion had so dearly to be paid 
for; for he had always to be on the 
outside, and, then, thro·ugh the 
long lonely last years he was 
sinking further from the reach of 
his friends into the recesses of his 
mind. When the anguish became 
unbearable there were those 
abortive suicide attempts before 
the draught of cyanide finally 
released him. In an earlier, 
privately-printed memoir by Wilf 
Noyce (with whom Menlove fell 
deeply and vulnerably in love) and 
Geoffrey Sutton, a likeness was 
suggested between Menlove and 
Lawrence of Arabia or Nijinsky
and one sees the aptness of it. 
Why is it that talent and tragedy 
go so lightly in hand? That people 
with the most to give to the world, 
are not themselves given the 
simple protection with which to 
face that world? 
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A recent biography of the diarist, 
A. C. Benson, by David Newsome 
(On The Edge Of Paradise) docu
ments Benson's romantic 
attachment for George Mallory. 
When Mallory went up to Magda
lene College, Cambridge, in the 
autumn of 1905, he was 
immediately spotted by Benson, 
one of the masters: "a fine
looking boy, evidently a freshman, 
just in front of me - lo and behold 
the same came to call on me; and 
turns out to be Mallory from Win
chester, one of our new Exhi
bitioners ... He sate some time; 
and a simpler, more ingenous, 
more unaffected, more genuinely 
interested boy, I never saw. He is 
to be under me, and I rejoice in 
the thought." Remembering how 
Lytton Strachey, too, went into an 
effusive transport of delight over 
Mallory's beauty, "a face - oh 
incredible - the mystery of a 
Boticelli. the refinement and 
delicacy of a Chinese print," and 
comparing these images with 
those haggard photos from 
Everest - admittedly many years 
later - it is hard now. at this 
distance and with only photos to 
guide one, to imagine Mallory's 
ethereal quality. His large shining 
eyes stare oddly from studio 
portraits. And what did he make 
of all this adoration? Was he. 
like Menlove Edwards, warm - or, 
as one rather suspects, chill and 
aloof. Benson mentions Mallory's 
reserve, certainly, but the two 
men grew very close; "my dear 
companion . .. This boy has 
grown much into my heart". They 
walked together and rowed on the 
river, reciting poetry, and Benson 
ecstatically recorded that Mallory 
had, "walked with me as the angel 
walked with Tobit". The strain of 
such highly-charged relation
ships was almost too much for 
Benson, who was forever tro'ubled 
by bouts of the darkest 
depression, 'the black dog on his 
back' . In 1910 he took a holiday 
in the Lakes where he was joined 
by Mallory, but the old magic was 
fading . Benson thought Mallory 
then to be affected, "with too 
much air and not enough collar", 
and maliciously adds, "I think 
there is some root of vanity 
behind", but concedes, "I don't 
wonder. I should be vain if I were 
so gracious a creature." Mallory 
later took off his clothes to dive 
and romp in Crummock Water 
and then poor Benson's heart 
fluttered again as of old. Though 
they afterwards drifted quite 
apart, Benson grieved when he 
learned of Mallory' s death - and 
for so little! "After all", he wrote, 
"it is only a feat." 

Mallory's fellow-Everester. 
George Ingle Finch, crops up in 
two new books about the actor 
Peter Finch (Finch, Bloody Finch 
by Elaine Dundy; and Peter Finch, 
A Biography by Trader Faulkner). 

Peter Finch, it turns out, was the 
son of George Ingle Finch. Or was 
he? Some doubt about that it 
seems. Let's start again . Peter 
Finch was the son of George Ingle 
Finch's wife. Both books 
cautiously plump for Major Jock 
Campbell as the real father, but 
nonetheless it was with the Finch 
family that young Peter was 
brought up - or - to be more 
truthful, was passed around. His 
father - er, Finch, that is -
whisked him from his mother's 
garden at the age of two and gave 
the boy first to his sister, then to 
his mother (Peter's grandmother, 
a bohemian in Paris - where it 
was all happening, remember, 
Russian ballet, Dadaism, 
Theosophy, Spiritualism. Isadora 
Duncan . . . and Gran in the thick 
of it, a heady nursery). Then he 
was taken to India. got mislaid, 
found with some Buddhist monks 
in Madras and finally ended up in 
Australia living with elderly great
uncle Finch and a maiden aunt. It 
doesn't, I confess, all make sense. 
In the first place, why should 
Ingle Finch have taken 
responsibility for a child he 
obviously didn't want if it were 
not his own? And if Peter Finch 
was not his son, how can one 
account for the remarkable 
similarity in appearance between 
the two men - especially in later 
life? 

Last year, Janet Adam Smith 
(alias Mrs. Carleton, Vice 
President of the Alpine Club) 
produced a book John Buchan 
and His World which incorporated 
material that had not been 
available when she wrote a full
length biography some years 
before. Buchan may not be known 
by most as a mountaineer, but the 
climbing sequences in so many of 
his stories were based on 
experience, and he always held a 
deep affection for the hills. His 
first rock climb was in Glencoe in 
1 B9B, and he spent several holi
days in the Cuillins. He was 
elected to the Alpine Club in 
1 906, rather on the strength of 
his writings than his slender 
Alpine record, Miss Adam Smith 
supposes, as he had then been 
only twice to the Alps. He was 
friendly with the explorer Cecil 
Rawling who was planning a trip 
to Everest. Buchan's brother 
Willie, who was in the Indian Civil 
Service, was expecting to go 
along, and Buchan eagerly joined 
in all the planning. As it 
happened, Willie died of a 
mysterious illness in 1912, and 
the War put an end to the 
expedition plans. However, when 
the British expeditions did get 
under way in 1921, John Buchan 
was by then a Director of Reuters, 
and handled the press contracts, 
publicity and sale of the 
expedition manuscript(s) for the 
Mt. Everest Committee. 

The manuscript for a book on 
Norman Collie has just been 
completed by Christine Mil I, a 
climber and historian, living in 
Hampstead. There was a book on 
Collie published in Canada a few 
years back, but it concentrated 
mainly on his North American 
climbs. Mrs. Mill's book takes a 
much broader look, and includes 
also four chapters on his 
scientific work. Collie was a 
Professor at University College 
(where coincidentally, Mrs. Mill 
herself studied, as a mature 
student), he discovered the gas 
Neon, and worked on medical x
rays. 

Few people can boast as varied 
and illustrious a mountain career 
as Riccardo Cassin. He started 
climbing in Northern Italy in 
1928, and has never stopped. He 
has ranged the world notching up 
bold, intuitive lines on many of its 
finest mountains. There were his 
early climbs with Ratti , Comici and 
others (Cima Ovest, Badile North 
East Face, Walker Spur); a 
successful expedition to 
Gasherbrum IV in 1958; in 1961, 
well into his fifties, he climbed 
the steep ridge on McKinley's 
South Face, which now bears his 
name; and in 1969, with all but 
one member of his expedition to 
Jirishanca made the first ascent 
of its West Face. These successes 
are all related in his autobio
graphy Fifty Years of Climbing, 
which Diadem are bringing out 
later this year in cooperation with 
The Mountaineers. There have 
been disappointments too: in 
1954 Cassin was not included in 
the K2 team, although he had 
been on a reconnaissance trip 
with Professor Desio the previous 
year (this left him very bitter); and 
In 1975 his expedition to the 
South Face of Lhotse had to 
return to his native Lecco empty
handed. 
At the end of November, Alpine 
Sports will be bringing Cassin -
and his agent, Uschi Messner - to 
Britain for a whistle-stop lecture 
tour to publicise the new book 
(Manchester, London, Leeds and 
Edinburgh). 

For probing restlessness and 
sheer zest, the life of Tilman in 
many ways resembles that of 
Cassin. Both men can be 
described as supreme 
individualists, both saw war 
service with Italian partisans, 
both refused to be dictated to by 
age or circumstance. But where 
Tilman's passion was for lonely 
places, untrodden mountains, and 
later oceans Cassin stayed true to 
steep rock and sustained 
climbing. Tilman had been 
involved in a bad climbing 
accident in the Lake District in 
1 932 when a close friend was 
killed and he himself badly 



damaged his back, and this may 
well have influenced him towards 
exploration rather than climbing . 
Of course summits were 
important, his return to Nanda 
Devi to clinch its ascent 
demonstrates that, and he also 
went twice to the North Face of 
Everest, but there were many 
peaks on which he willingly 
turned back, enjoying the 
experience none the less for that . 
Luckily for us, he was a 
compulsive writer. Besides his 
published books - and there were 
15 of them - he kept diaries 
throughout his travels and wrote 
long letters home to his parents, 
and later to his sister, Adelaine. 
These letters, faithfully preserved, 
form a unique and immense 
collection (now in possession of 
his niece) and were the main 
source for a new biography, 
written by his friend J. R. L. 
Anderson (the man responsible 
for isolating and describing the so 
c.alled Ulysses-Factor, the 
exploring instinct.) There are 
curiously some gaps in the letters 
- few, for instance, remain from 
his Kenya days, which is 
surprising when all his other 
travels are so well documented. It 
may be that one day an unknown 
bundle will come to light. This 
book High Mountains and Cold 
Seas was not easy to write, not for 
any scarcity of material, but 
because Mr. Anderson was 
seriously ill at the time and had 
periodically to go into hospital for 
operations and treatment. He had 
arranged for his son and a friend 
to finish the book if he were 
unable to do so, but happily that 
was not necessary. It's a 
harrowing way to bring a book 
into the world, even for a 30-title 
pro. like Anderson (at one time 
Assistant Editor of the Guardian). 

Polar Cycle 
Last year Roland Huntford wrote 
what can best be described as a 
controversia I book: Scott and 
Amundsen. It was the first of a 
Cycle he is preparing, to include 
Shackleton and Nansen as well. 
These four explorers were con 
temporaries in that they all lived 
within the span of Nansen's life, 
an'd their stories, therefore, inter
lock. Shackleton is due with the 
publishers at the end of the year, 
when work will start on Nansen. 
Huntford, who was for 14 years 
the Observer's man-in -Scandi 
navia, living in Stockholm, has 
climbed and skied since the end 
of the last war, he has owned and 
trained sledge dogs, but his main 
distraction has been cross
country skiing . This, he explains, 
is a contemplative occupation 
and probably the genesis of his 
absorption in polar travel. 
Thinking of the great names, he 
found he could identify 
completely with Amundsen, 
whilst his instinctive reaction to 
Scott, was that he was either a 
fool or a fraud . He didn't seem to 
be inhabiting the same world as 
the others, and certainly had little 
understanding of snow and ice. 
Shackleton (who is incidentally 
thought very highly of in Norway), 
Huntford regards as by far and 
away the greatest modern British 
polar explorer, who ought by 
rights to be standing on the 
pedestal occupied by Scott. To 
give Shackleton his due recogni
tion is one of the main tasks 
Huntford has set himself, but it 
won't be easy. Much is made of 
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'I tell you Irvine - I'm not going down till I've found my ice-axe!!!' 

gallant losers and little of those 
who, by their resourcefulness, 
have the bad grace to stay alive! 
Those last years running up to the 
Great War bred a number of 
glamourous, neurotic figures -
Rupert Brooke, the Grenfell 
brothers. "They were". reflects 
Huntford, "the middle class ideal, 
sacrificial victims - like Scott, 
they came to represent eternal 
youth" . 

Most of the exploring talent 
available at that time was directed 
into mountaineering, and polar 
talent, according to Huntford, was 
abysmally low. He doesn't hold 
the RGS blameless for this, 
believing they could not spot 
talent when it appeared under 
their noses. They preferred the 
orthodox, the known - "Institu
tionalised mediocrity" (he doesn't 
mince his words). "a typical early 
quango!" There was no one at the 
RGS with the same flair and intel
ligence as contemporaries at the 
Alpine Club - Leslie Stephen, 
Tyndall and so on . 

Reluctance to use oxygen on high 
mountains had its parallel in polar 
exploration in a similar reluctance 
to use dogs. The British 
considered these were in some 
way unethical. The "self
punishing ideal" seemed to be 
equated in their minds with 
toughness - squandering effort 
and muddling through were 
natural expressions of that ideal. 
Preparing the Shackleton study, 
Huntford has managed to find 
some interesting material in con 
nection with the magnetic pole 
journey and diaries from The 
Endurance. Also, his Scandina 
vian -connection and fluency in 
Norwegian allows him access to 
papers other British chroniclers 
miss. Shackleton, Huntford sees 
as the last Classical Adventurer, a 
romantic figure, totally honest 
about his motives, no interest at 
all in matters scientific; in 
Nansen, by contrast, he sees the 
advent of the Intellectual 
Explorer. 
Neither of these two later books is 

likely to release the same tidal 
wave of emotion that followed in 
the wake of the Scott-Amundsen 
volume. It is, after all , sacrilegious 
to shoot down gilded heroes, nor 
is it conducive to an easy life to 
take pot shots at august bodies 
like the RGS. They were under
standably quite sniffy about the 
whole thing , and the Scott Polar 
Institute - which is of course a 
memorial to Scott's heroism -
debarred Huntford from further 
research there for many months. 
But the real rumpus was caused 
by the suggestion that Scott's 
wife was rather too friendly with 
Nansen. An idea briskly and hotly 
denied by her sons Sir Peter Scott 
and Lord Kennet . 

Some biographers not mentioned 
for want of space! Courtauld, 
Messner, Macinnes, Welzenbach 
... even Henry Barber. ... 
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IDE 
by Gibb Lewis & Pat Ament 

Pat Ament. Photo: Tom Frost. 

Ramblings on Free Climbing (or lack of 
it) 

Amusement is the spice of all existence. A vast 
and incredible variety of various odd and amazing 
things amuse people. Certainly not the least of 
which is the chronic habit of Rock Climbing . 

I have pretty much just arisen from a two year 
climbing "retirement" . After returning from a 
climbing holiday in Europe, I was out of money 
etc., and decided to put the old college degree to 
work. Unfortunately I have been working at a 
"responsible" position ever since. Only since 
the beginning of this winter have I been pursuing 
climbing to the level at which I had previously been 
accustomed. Needless to say, I have been 
somewhat out of touch with all the latest 
climbing occurrences for this two year period . 

This winter however, I have caught up with all 
the goings on, even as they were going on . I hate to 
say it, but many of my observations have been 
somewhat disappointing. 

Many of the unclaimed lines, classic unclaimed 
lines, have not been done. Surely, it seemed that in 
this two year period many of a dozen or so good 
climbers would have nabbed them all. Motivation 
seems to have been lacking . "Modern" climbing is 
falling asleep. 

Free climbing is a wonderfully complex activity. 
It holds interest for those who are bored by the 
usual simple, and mundane things enjoyed by the 
general inhabitants of this dingy little planet. It 
combines the two ultimates of homo sapiens: the 
finest in both physical and mental being . 

To be master, the pinnacle of being, a strange 
sort of perfect person must be involved - a 
"perfect" climber. The unwritten ethics of 
climbing are quite simple, yet broad, and all 
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encompassing. To truly climb something is 
entirely different from some mechanic using 
window-washer technology to steeplejack his 
way up something. 

To follow the unwritten ethics of our chosen 
activity is to follow a backward, and pri mitivetrain 
of thought. This process is interesting. Interesting 
because it overrides the usual modern, efficient 
and lazy procedures followed by the populace 
generally. Why take the stairs when you can take 
the elevator? Why stand atop a cold and windy 
summit, when you can be in your nice warm living 
room - petting your cocker spaniel and watching 
the tube. 

To call oneself a climber also involves a type of 
purity. Certainly not the moral striving generally 
associated with the concept of purity, but perhaps 
an anti-purity. To be defiant enough to do things 
totally backwards, against all rules of common 
sense, and enjoy it:that is the essence of climbing. 
Obstinacy is the essence - resistance to common 
sense. 

The modern good climbers of Southern 
California seem all too often to be content with 
simply going bouldering, or even sitting around 
talking about climbing. I suppose this is all 
extremely common in climbing circles virtually 
everywhere. It's too bad that even when they do 
get serious enough to do something, it all too often 
turns out to be a top roping of a long standing 
problem that only they would be truly great 
enough to bastardize. 

The modern climber possesses both ski I I and 
technology to make major breakthroughs in what 
everyone's idea of a free climb is. The process of 
him going out and leading his tail up something is 
unfortunately becoming a'bit too much for him to 

cope with . The same old route re-visited is 
becoming an all too common theme. 

Sure, we find our little excuses to lie around, to 
simply boulder, or to top rope. We tend to lose our 
obstinacy, and lean dangerously toward the 
common sense and security of the 'rope ladders', 
and the same old routes. Through this faltering of 
our anti-purity, we tend toward common sense. 
We, if even for a brief instant, are actually 
overcome by social pressures. It's hard to keep the 
desire to push things. It's far easier to sit in the 
back seat of your Volkswagen and watch the 
scenery go by, than it is to move the scenery 
yourself. 

Then again, there's always the question of being 
ready. Some people are never ready. Some people 
are sometimes ready, and some people are almost 
always ready. Unfortunately, no one is motivated 
enough to be always ready. It's a problemoffaith
or more importantly confidence. It takes 
confidence to be a climber. lttakes confidence to 
fully possess 'anti-purity' - to be defiant. To put it 
plainly, it takes confidence to know when you can 
do something. 

There is typically a basis to climbing ethics. That 
basis isgenerallytheattainmentof a 'summit'. The 
'summit' is of no significance other than being the 
logical point where the climb is considered done. 
You can't do a climb, using proper ethics, if you 
startatthesummit. lfyou start at the summit either 
you've already done the route, or you havE! some
how transported your being there by some devious 
means. Once there you can always winch your 
cohorts up, but they can only be considered 
freight - traditionally only listed in first ascent 
parties as a matter of courtesy. Certainly climbs 
are not begun at the ·summif - just as anything is 



not begun at its end . Unfortunately the modern 
free climber often tends to be overly cautious and 
start at the 'summit' . 

This can only cheat him of the experience that 
makes climbing unique - leading, reallyrunning it 
out, and the mental state that comes with it. 

One may argue that the limits are being pushed 
with a slight loss of anti -purity. One may also 
argue that these rope ladders to the summit give 
one the ability to really concentrate, and do what 
one knows. But face the fact - only half the 
concentration is needed - you ' re only practising 
pushing the limits. Sure, great things are done in 
practice, but practice is not the real world of 
climbing. 

GIBB LEWIS 

Hysterical Noises 
Climbing is intellectually sterile but for the idio
syncrasies of its players. As climbers, as people, 
we have characteristic ways ofreacting to a variety 
of emotional situations. An exhilarating 
unprotected lead, for example, may reveal the 
pathology of a person as the result of conflicting 
feelings. The leader may become indecisive, 
frozen in place for a long period, wanting to move 
upward from the threat of social exile if he fails, yet 
wants to retreat for fear of further psychic . 
damage. 

I recall an outstanding Yosemite climber who 
could climb at just about any grade but who, 
regardless of what level, always softly whimpered . 
While belaying him, I would hear seemingly 
horrified grunts - quick, repeated, faint hysterical 
noises. It was especially nerve-wracking if he was 
round a corner and out of view. He might be 
standing on a wide ledge, but I would imagine he 
was coming off. 

One memorable client of mine would, on any ,. 
given ascent, panic and simply jump off. As much 
as a small morbid fantasy could send him leaping. 
With this person I always went first on the rope, 
rarely led anything with a traverse, and charged 
the maximum price. Occasionally, while day
dreaming, I might fail to pull up slack in the belay 
rope, and this would be when he would choose for 
another diffuse free-floating anxiety. I would be 
brought to attention, to the jolting realization that 
the tall , awkward, cud-chewing giraffe had once 
more cut loose. 

I've seen my own self be strange, groping, flush 
and pale, caught up in a pattern of whimpering . 
The quality of the voice itself reveals a lot - shrill, 
harsh, muffled, jittery, giggling ... signifying rain, 
windstorm, rockfall, earthquake, panic. The body 
can be expressive also. For example, desperation 
is conveyed eloquently by a sudden remarkable 
ingenuity with a piece of protection, finding a 
placement on normally unprotected, crackless 
rock. Short choking slips in a squeeze chimney 
mean that the customary contorted neck position 
of crack climbing has finally interfered with the 
blood supply to the brain . 

Once when my hand reached for support from a 
carabiner on a pitch I had done previously without 
such a cheat, that very hand on easier rock above 
became over-exerted, even paralyzed, from guilt -
psychological denial of the hand in an attempt to 
repudiate what it had done. This phenomena of 
mentally hexing a vital organ results also from fear, 
as demonstrated by a climber who, at the sight of a 
difficult route he was invited to try, suffered blind
ness. I recall another climber who, while on a 
route, found himself yawning a lot, and his jaw 
locked open. He did the best part of the climb with 
mouth wide agape and a spasm of the tongue, 
making articulation hysterical. The route was hard 
for him most of the way, and I conjecture there 
would have been a lot of cursing which his 
conscience anticipated and with a physical im
pairment prevented . 

From my experience, climbers more than any 
other _people, talk in their sleep. At night the 
conscious mind lets go its monitors, and the 
unconscious, troubled by the intense climbing of 
the day, spouts off. For example, I must mention 
the friend who spent a night on my floor and 
carried on a monologue in his sleep highlighted 
by, 'Tm in the race, I'm first in the race," and, 
"Don't chop those bolts on Nerve Wrack Point," 
his voice rising in sharp rebuke. Rumour reports 
that one Coloradoan on a bivouac while desert 
climbing sat up and recited the Gettysburg 
Address. 

There is a new wave of young climbers who feel 
that it is funky to get high on marijuana and go 

climbing. "Courage maker," I've heard it called. 
One such stripling enjoyed every dreamy second 
of the resulting forty-foot leader fall, right up until 
the broken femur at the end of it. Only later, with 
back rubs and pain pi lls, was he able to try, in co
operation with a young hospital nurse, to analyze 
what went wrong . 

Perhaps through the characterizations may be 
found climbing's basic soundness. for the 
ridiculous, as much as propriety, serves the 
personalities climbers wear. if it is but to wear a 
mask of heroism, then climbing is hardly to be 
exalted. Humour, individuality, and genuine 
humanness are perhaps the strongest inner 
strands. Climbers are dynamic intriguing souls 
who I would not expect to talk climbing ethics 
and not unconsciously saw on my rope with the 
edge of a nut while doing it. 

A game of chess with Royal Robbins 
I was dreaming surprises of every imaginable 

sort and checkmates to match. Bizarre devices for 
winning, such as mate by castling, mate by 
capturing en passant, mate by under-promotion ... 
In and among these were other piquant conceits, 
such as smothered mates, queen sacrifices, rooks 
gift wrapped and thrust upon my opponent, 
astonishing the gallery. It was a world of com
plexity, impossible positions, and laughter. I woke 
up in a cold wind with the sun rising and Royal 
kicking me. 

I had forgotten where we were - half way up El 
Capitan. I watched Robbins as he devoured an 
orange. He was ready to climb. I crawled out of my 
bivouac gear and stuffed the haul bag. Royal led 
up, at first without a belay, as I sipped water and 
ate some bread . I then steadied the rope, and he 
was soon in a tight off-width crack, looking down. 
Somewhere below, we had decided to play our 
"blindfold" game of chess. He was clearly con
templating a move. 

Royal had the white pieces and had opened with 
pawn to E-4.I played pawn to E-5. Royal whipped 
in a nut, seemingly radiating contempt. 

We climbed all day long, nailing and pendu
luming until we were lost. But the game went on. 
Royal played his bishop to C-4. I was obliged to 
place my knight on C-6. We spent a bad evening on 

Ab ove: Jim Newbury at Happy Trails Bivouac. 
Photo : Ed Webster. 

a pointed flake , drifting in dark space like chess 
pieces in a dream. I thought through the moves of 
our game, creating and re -creating a picture of the 
position . I knew Royal would be ready for me in the 
morning . 

When the sun came up, he announced knight to 
F-3 . I led a long finger crack to a large round ledge 
which gave me the inspiration for knight to D-4! 
Royal's knight immediately captured my pawn on 
E-5. I watched an imaginary pawn fall two 
thousand feet . It was time for a beautiful move, so I 
gracefully manteled, then played queen to G-5 . 
Nailing round a gigantic loose flake, Royal 
visualized and played knight captures pawn at F-7. 
In turn, I snipped off his pawn at G-2 with my 
queen. He was forced to slide his rook to F-1. 

We were bewildered by the game and the climb, 
slowly moving upward into a light snow, a couple 
of squares divided by sixty-four. The position on 
the climb and the position of the game were 
tenuous beyond description. Royal gave me a 
sinister glance, recognizing the cunning and 
deceit of the charlatan I was. In reply, I shouted 
through the flurries, "Queen takes pawn at E-4, 
check." Royal nearly fell off. Struggling to 
maintain his cool air, my partner kept a straight 
face and retreated his bishop to E-2 . 

The route was getting very wet, and we were 
thrashing around like idiots, grunting and 
moaning, sweating inside of our cagoules, and 
temporarily postponing the game of chess. All of a 
sudden we were on the top. The clouds were 
breaking , and light flowed through . Very quickly 
we could see ~in all directions, even as far east as 
the high Si err covered with new white. I began to 
search my min · tor my next move in the chess 
game, assuming we were stil I playing it, when 
Royal extended a hand for me to shake. "Good 
game", he said in resignation. My knight to F-3 
would be mate. I never admitted to Royal that it 
was a move I most probably would not have seen. 

PAT AMENT 
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High Mountains and Cold 
Seas: 
A Biography of H. W Tilman 
by J. R. L. Anderson 
Gollancz, £9.95. pp. 366 
George Eliot put the case most 
succinctly: "Biographers 
generally are a disease of English 
literature." Occasionally 
individual biographers rise from 
amongst the scrofulous masses to 
analyze, adorn, and exhaust the 
processes of their art: North's 
Baron Guilford, Johnson's Savage, 
Boswell's Johnson, and Hazlitt's 
Napoleon spring to mind. Each 
one of them has a fundamental 
determining quality - a balanced 
yet proselytizing zeal on the part 
of the author for such valuable 
and exemplary traits as his 
subject might possess or bring 
out by the World's reaction to 
him. But for the most part English 
biography is sorry stuff. If we 
consider the difficulties under 
which the biographer works, we 
should realize that he professes a 
craft even more difficult than that 
of the novelist. The latter has at 
his disposal as much invention as 
he requires, allied to complete 
omniscience as to his characters' 
backgrounds, feelings, and 
intentions. The poor biographer 
can invent nothing, is continually 
at the mercy of the duplicity of 
fact, and must wholly employ his 
sympathetic and flexible 
imagination in the search for a 
just and revealing interpretation 
of his subject. What he must seek 
to present, above all else, is the 
complex interplay between the 
individual moral code and the 
world it seeks to comprehend. 
Nothing less is adequate; not to 
be aware of th is is to aspire to 
nothing more than hack
biography. 
I doubt if a great, or even a good, 
biography can be written within a 
short space of a man's death. Sir 
John Hawkins' biography of 
Samuel Johnson serves to 
illustrate the point. It was written 
by a man who was both friend and 
contemporary of Johnson. As one 
of Johnson's executors, Hawkins 
had access to papers. 
memoranda, and diaries. And as 
the man who was appointed 
official biographer by Johnson's 
publishers. he had the perfect 
opportunity to pursue his work, 
which appeared less than two and 
a half years after Johnson's 
death . Yet nowadays the work is 
al most universally disregarded, 
and in its own time was badly 
received. Its chief fault is the 
omission of what, in a different 
context. Wallace Stevens defines 
as "the thing that is incessantly 
overlooked, the presence of the 
determining personality." Our 
retained impressions of the 
thinking, kindly, formidable, and 
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Above: Sandy Lee's study of H. W. Tilman. 

slovenly human being who was 
Samuel Johnson derive almost 
exclusively from Boswell. whose 
biography appeared four years 
later than that of Hawkins, and 
whose relation to his subject, at 
the deepest imaginative levels. 
was immeasurably more involved . 
Boswell, of course, was a 
naturally gifted writer, an 
intelligent biographical theorist, 
and a man with a critical and self
aware need for the example of 
Johnson's personality in a way 
that Hawkins was not. The 
coincidence of these qualities led 
to the greatest of English 

biographies. 
Tilman was a memorable con
versationalist. He was one of the 
most widely read, articulate, and 
i ntel Ii gent men I have ever met. 
His talk was 18th century in its 
range of reference, its sparkle, its 
inventiveness and its wit. A 
conversation with him was a duel 
in which one would inevitably be 
worsted, and would be left 
gladdened by being so. No trace 
of this comes across from the 
measured tones of Alpine Club 
tributes, nor from the muddier 
flow of Mr. Anderson's epic 
narrative. And there is no real 

quest for Tilman's character. Mr. 
Anderson states at the outset of 
his work that "a biography 
depends on its sources." It does. 
and it does not. The sources 
should be taken as read. It is the 
biographer's job to be acquainted 
with his facts . But of paramount 
importance is the use the 
biographer makes of those facts. 
The process is one of fine 
analysis, consideration, probing, 
questioning, juxtaposition, all of 
which enable him to tease out 
from his tangled skein a coherent 
thread linking, explaining, person 
and persona. Mr. Anderson sees 



them as the same thing and 
measures thus the limits of his 
book. He has provided, conscien 
tiously, exhaustively even, the 
sources and materials for a life 
without bringing life to the 
subject itself. 
I doubt if any person this century 
lived out a life-myth more clearly 
than did Tilman - the remoteness; 
the cool , intelligent assessment of 
dangers; the intense self
discipline and intellectual 
astringency, (albeit balanced out 
by an almpst hedonistic pleasure 
in good places, good company, 
and good food;) the quiet godli
ness of the man. His final end was 
a myth brought to perfection. And 
myths are essentially as simple and 
selective as Tilman made his life. 
But this biographer, unselective, 
inconsistent, marred even by 
factu"al inaccuracies, ends up all 
too frequently with cl utter. When 
he attempts to pare down that 
clutter by criticism of his subject, 

· his own lack of structure makes 
his criticisms appear carping . Mr. 
Anderson criticizes Tilman for his 
apparent lack of political 
awareness. The older Sherpas in 
the Nanda Devi region remember 
Tilman as the "strong little sahib 
who carried the biggest loads and 
ate the same food as us." Such a 
memorial places a man beyond 
political considerations. They 
cease to intrude., and when Mr. 
Anderson attempts to intrude 
them they seem gratuitous and 
irrelevant. We don't need an 
assessment of Ti I man's political 
aptitude, climbing ability, 
organisational unconcern or 
whatever, seen from the 
reasonable man's point of view, 
weighed against all the conven
tional pieties and nostrums of a 
particular social ethos, and 
expressed in the stilted register of 
a particular social class. What we 
do need is a clear and lucid 
presentation of the unique 
individual who was H. W . Tilman 
- a portrait of the great man he 
was, not of an effigy amongst 
garbage. 
I have written at some length on 
this tack in order to point up the 
analogy I see between Hawkins' 
Life of Johnson and John 
Anderson's biography of H. W . 
Tilman. The analogy is not as far
fetched as it might seem. Tilman, 
as traveller, explorer, and 
mountain writer, bestrides our 
specific world as surely as 
Johnson did the 18th century 
London literary scene. Their 
biographers, too, have much in 
common . They are both honest, 
successful, and dedicated 
journeymen of letters, of late 
middle-age, gifted with a certain 
facility in writing, near
contemporaries of their subjects. 
They even share a similarly dull 
and humourless prose style and 
suffer thus in dealing with 
subjects who were both, in their 
very different ways, consummate 
masters of English prose. Tilman, 
of course, is no Johnson, but he is 
far an.d away the finest of all 
mountain writers. Mr. Anderson's 
book is liberally peppered with 
quotations from him; the effect is 
diamonds set in brass. When Mr. 
Anderson complains that : 

Tilman knew precisely what he 
wanted to say and in this is one 
of his defects as a writer - he 
wanted ID say too little. 

The effect is almost absurd, 
though we are spared from 
further absurdity by the other 
defects' not being enumerated. 
Tilman, thank God, to his own self 

remained true throughout his life, 
and this gives his books their 
un ique texture. They are spare, 
economical, understated, 
undoubtedly. But they are also 
exceedingly subtle, wry, wittier 
than those of any comparable 
writer, and they create, in their 
own restrained manner, a 
profound impression of man set 
freely to wander within the 
natural environment and come to 
terms with his own scale within it 
- with his physical inconse
quentiality, h is passion, his 
imaginative flexibility, his tiny 
triumphs and joys, his 
susceptibility and his r igour. 
Tilman, supremely, encapsulates 
this; it is the essential expression 
of h is own character, a persona 
through which to interpret a 
world. Mr. Anderson has 
completely failed to get hold of 
this. He sees things in a more 
limited plane . His book has the 
feel of a hasty piece of writing . It . 
leans heavily at times on his 
earlier book, The Ulysses Factor, a 
particularly silly piece of writing, 
the central and simplistic thesis 
of which obtrudes awkwardly 
here. 
Having failed to get hold of 
Tilman as a writer, Mr. Anderson 
signally fails to bring him across 
as a thinking, feeling, responsive 
human being. To say that this is 
an ill -considered book may sound 
harsh , but it seems to me 
nonetheless true. Mr. Anderson 
offers up, quite repetitively in 
fact, supposedly analytical 
comments, the glib surfaces of 
which are seldom troubled by any 
trace of intellectual activity. The 
omissions are remarkable. I get 
almost no impression from the 
book, despite the photography, of 
Tilman's appearance as I 
remember it - the familiar 
suggestion of a slight 
dishevelment about his 
constantly clean and respectable 
person. the ramrod -straight back, 
the peculiar jut of his pipe, and 
the humourous eyes. Nor is there 
anything of his conversation. 
What Mr. Anderson does provide is 
an exhaustive account of the 
events of Ti I man's life, and they, 
in all conscience. are fascinating 
enough. Sometimes this account 
is leavened with Tilman's corres
pondence. (Annoyingly, some of 
the letters are dates, some are 
not, and we are given no idea of 
the degree to which they have 
been edited.) Sometimes it is 
helped along by extracts from 
Tilman's fifteen books, but these 
extracts all too often are used as 
the occasion for a florid and 
breathless eulogizing on the part 
of Mr. Anderson . Lytton Strachey 
claimed of biography that : 

The most delicate and humane 
of all the branches of the art of 
writing has been relegated to the 
journeymen of letters. 

Delicacy and humanity are 
qualities of which we find too 
little here. What we have instead 
is a bluff, gung -ho feelingless
ness that all too frequently 
concerns itself only with 
debasing, however 
unconsciously, the essential 
Tilman by attempting a 
conventional measure of his 
achievements. Tilman did not 
think in such terms. He was 
wholly unconcerned with rank, 
celebrity, or status. It is, 
paradoxically, less for his 
achievements that we should 
revere him than for what he was 
as a man. He was a subject 
worthy of a Boswell and he got a 

Hawkins. The life of th is great 
man should not find its 
permanent memorial in this rather 
dull and irritating work. How sad 
that the task could not have fallen 
to someone such as R. W . Clark, 
the most intelligent and sensitive 
author to have worked in the field 
of climbing biography. Such a 
conjunction could have been 
memorable. Instead, we have a 
product as honest, thoughtless, 
and forgettable as this. 

Jim Perrin 

French Rock Climbs 
by Peter Livesey, Cordee £3. 9 5 
At last the mystery is dispelled . 
With the appearance of this book, 
a huge amount of new climbing 
has been made known to a 
hitherto unsuspecting British 
climbing public. 
The northern areas of Fontai n
bleau and Le Saussois, providing 
convenient stopping off places on 
the journey south to the sun, were 
reasonably known before; whilst 
Saleve and the Vercors have 
provided refuge from the Western 
Alps for many years and are 
written up elsewhere. These four 
have been updated bearing in 
mind the rise in free climbing 
standards and the fact that they 
are now visited for their own 
virtues rather than as wet weather 
alternatives for fleeing big
booted Alpinists. 
It is the eight southern areas, 
surrounding and culminating in 
the Verdon, which constitute the 
real attraction . Superb crags 
which were once only hinted at in 
half-understood French conversa 
tions are now catalogued for all to 
visit. Few could argue with the 
preface which states the 
importance of France for rock 
climbing venues, an importance 
which must grow as the South 
becomes better known. 
Livesey has performed a service 
for British climbers which is more 
significant than is usual with the 
advent of a book of this nature. 
Rather than an extension and, 
perhaps, improvement of 
previous efforts of documentation 
to familiar crags, here we have a 
refreshing step into the unknown; 
a book which opens new horizons 
in a rapidly contracting climbing 
world. We cannot fail to be 
grateful. French limestone 
climbing is superb, much of it 
situated in some of the most 
beautiful and relaxing countryside 
in the world. Pete's plea for 
commonsense and forethought in 
our approach to the areas 
mentioned wi 11 be very welcome 
to those who have already 
enjoyed climbing there and wil I 
hopefully be respected by those 
still to follow. 
It must be appreciated that here 
we have a very small book 
describing a very large area. 
Omissions, errors and excessive 
abbreviation with their attendant 
disappointments to the user are 
inevitable. There are many short 
comings if the book is compared 
with the usual difinitive British 
guide, but such comparison is 
unfair in a work of this nature. To 
one who has more than a passing 
acquaintance with the areas 
mentioned the faults are obvious 
and allowances easily made. To 
others, visiting the areas for the 
first time, the advice should 
perhaps be to forget the spoon 
feeding we have all come to 
expect at home, to accept less 
authenticity and-to start taking 
more responsibility for route 
finding. 

The book provides an 
introduction to the areas, no 
more. It enables the climber to 
locate the crag, gives an 
indication of where the 
prospective route might lie, 
quantifies the standard and 
provides a selection of climbs 
which varies from blinkered to 
excellent. To suggest, as the text 
does, that the French guides 
provide a useful addition for the 
serious visiting climber is a little 
vain . British and French guides 
are complimentary; the French 
providing the breadth that is 
essential for a longer visit and the 
British updating and translating a 
selection of the routes so that 
they are described in free form 
rather than as traditionally aided . 
Criticism can be made of both the 
philosophy and accuracy of the 
sometimes controversial 
contents. 
Leaving aside accuracy for the 
moment, one occasionally 
wonders at the criteria used for 
the selection of routes. Climbs of 
dubious value are elevated to 
undeserved fame by their 
inclusions with others of 
undoubted excellence. The NE 
Pillar of Rocher D 'A rchaine is, for 
example, a mediocre route and 
hints at a certain padding out of 
the text. 
To most British climbers, the use 
of American gradings will be a 
complete mystery. Have so many 
visited Colorado? 
The 4c leader 'translating' to V + 
in the new French Verdon guide 
finds himself on decidedly 
extreme ground. 
One could comment further but, 
accepting the pioneering nature 
of the book, most would be trivial. 
Two points of greater importance 
do remain however. 
Firstly, and I do not believe this to 
be the intention of the author 
(who is often misunderstood?). 
the impression could be obtained 
that the routes are only 
worthwhile if climbed entirely 
free. Since ratings of 5c and 6a 
are common there is a danger 
that some beautiful climbing may 
be lost to those who do not feel 
able to rise to such heights. The 
harder routes described in this 
book have been climbed entirely 
free by relatively few people. 
Some French climbers are very, 
very good. Others continue to 
enjoy their routes by using 
whatever aid they feel necessary. 
The two pitch routes of Buoux see 
frequent peg pulling ascents. The 
point is that many a French 200 
metre route reduces from a 
desperate 6a to a beautiful 5a orb 
when only two or three aid points 
are used. 
I'm not advocating an aided free 
for all ; this would not be in the 
interests of the progress of 
French free climbing. Pete has set 
a definitive standard for which we 
must all try. I know he wil I not 
criticize if we occasionally fall a 
little short. 
The postscript to the French, 
Verdon guide expresses my 
intention; "This book is not the 
Bible, it reflects the present state 
of knowledge of certain climbers 
upon the Verdon." Perhaps the 
otherwise ambiguous hybrid 
grades of 5a/5b and 5b/5c are an 
indication of this attitude? 
The second point is, I suspect, 
one for the publisher to answer. 
The Southern area in particular is 
of particular importance to 
climbers of a great many 
countries, particularly in Europe. 
What a market must have existed 
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for a large format, illustrated book 
of the types currently popular, 
showing the same route 
coverage, and what an 
opportunity has been lost. We are 
left with a 'go between' , a 
compromise, neither book shelf 
material or pocket guide book. 
Illustrations in the text are 
pathetic. If we can have a 
superbly produced colour dust 
wrapper, a temporary cosmetic 
trapping in a book which will be 
thrown unceremoniously into 
many a climbing sac, why not 
similar illustrations in the text. 
Those who delight in books wil I 
grimace in pain, and this is a book 
not a guide. Guides are securely 
bound in flexible covers, they can 
be crushed into pockets, sat upon 
and thumbed through with 
sweaty chalky hands. Where, in 
Southern France climbing 
apparel , do you stuff 6" x 4" of 
stiff uncompromising cardboard? 
Proper guides have photographs 
or sketches which clearly identify 
features of crag and route. Many 
of the diagrams in this book 
would have been more 
appropriate if bound at the back 
where they could be removed to 
serve a more useful purpose with
out creating omissions from the 
text . And guides are logically 
cross referenced . What is the 
point of numbering routes if the 
same numbers are not used on 
the diagrams. One route, one 
number please. 
With respect to accuracy, 
criticism is more or less valid 
depending on the readers attitude 
to the original purpose of the 
book. For the pedant, minor 
inaccuracies abound and have 
caused uneasiness about the 
overall validity of the work. Again, 
if the pioneering nature is 
accepted and British guide book 
over-precision discarded then 
little will be found to justify such 
unease. 
Some points are typical and 
worth mentioning . Access to Ste. 
Victoire iri the manner stated is 
prevented by stout wooden gates 
so that the detailed description of 
paths is superfluous, as indeed, it 
could be claimed, it is at other 
crags. A concern to provide 
detailed information has, in a 
rapidly changing world, unfortu 
nately led to confusion . 
Route names at les Deux Aiguilles 
are not pointed at the starts; a 
few, notably the hard ones, are 
chipped. On the huge expanse of 
cliff left of Couloir Napoleon only 
one name is to be found although 
numerous arrows indicate a con 
fusing wealth of routes. 
Description for route locations 
here is surprisingly scant and 
reference points not made use of. 
The 'large tree' is in fact two 
massive and lonely pines; obvious 
landmarks if correctly described. 
The V1 at the start of Le Cafard Ne 
Homme, a useful reference, is 
actually V +. indicating rising 
French ability or impish French 
hands. In any case, allow 1 ½ 
hours to locate these routes with 
the Livesey guide or 2 hours if 
accompanied by French climber 
using the French guide. They are 
well worth the effort. (See also 
article on p27. Ed} 

Those who expect provisions and 
water from the village of Buoux in 
summer can expect a thirsty, lean 
visit, especially if time is spent 
locating non-existent 600ft high 
crags. 
The Verdon is very 
commercialised and has suffered 
not, as predicted, by the invasion 
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Above : Ron Fawcett and Chris Gibb on Gwenda/, (ED} Falaise L '£scales, Verdon Gorge. Photo: Al Evans. 

of the climber, but by that of the 
tourist. The "football pitch" in La 
Palude has not existed for well 
over a year having been replaced 
by a Livesey 'super camp' 
complete with solar heated 
showers which, strangely in a 
land of plentiful sun, seldom 
work. 
The appearance of the new 
French Verdon Guide in 1980 is a 
little unfortunate since it steals 
some thunder from the British 
edition, the Verdon representing 
as it does the centre piece of the 
work. However, the selection of 
routes given is still the one most 
useful for a first or second visit 
although certain deficiencies 
begin tq show. Le Naziaque may 
prove as illusive as the celebrated 
Voie Des Bananes of the previous 
guide and Le Miroir Du Fou is 
surely destined to become the 'in' 
route, comparable as it is to the 
very best of British Limestone 
climbs. 

In the Vercor, the route descrip
tions change to the style of Alpine 
guides and this may be confusing 
to those who have used the guide 
for other areas. particularly since 
some inconsistency is to be 
found . The Arc de Cercle 's "move 
left to a cave" represents 1 60ft of 
admittedly easy climbing . This is 
followed by a pitch description, 
admittedly 5c, which states 
"move right 1 metre, up 2 metres, 
then back leftwards etc". 
The route is incidentally fully 
pegged and the traverse of the 1 
km sharp summit ridge to the 
descent, occasionally 'a cheval' , 
definitely 'mountainlike' . 
Is the Voie des Baragnes of Buis 
Les Barronies the same as the 
Voie du Descente, and does the 
single reference to L 'Oeuf de 
Paques in the preliminary when it 
is not again mentioned, except in 
the local French guide, point to 
the parentage of much material? 
Enough of this, lest it be 

construed that criticism indicates 
disapproval of this book. 
Pete has documented, and con
sequently opened, an extremely 
important area of climbing to a 
great many people. The book 
gives al I the information 
nec·essary to assure an enjoyable 
and productive couple of visits, 
taken the 'weight' off the Verdon 
and provided an appetizer for 
future visits when perhaps the 
climber wil I be sufficiently 
informed to make use of the local 
French guides. 
The occasional lack of profes
sionalism and disappointing 
presentation do not detract from 
its usefulness and essential 
nature. By the time it has fallen to 
pieces in your sac, you will have 
formed your own opinion of the 
areas it covers, wil I know where to 
look for further information and 
bought a second copy for your 
bookshelf. 
John Sheard 



LETTERS 
Scottish Winter Gradings 
from Bill Brooker 
Following last year's entry in 
Mountain 68, C &R, Crags and 
the S.M. C.J., enough response 
has been received from active 
winter climbers to arrive at a 
consensus on this subject. The 
results of the exercise are as 
follows:-
1. A numerical system similar to 
the existing system will be 
retained i.e. Grades I to V with the 
door open for Grade VI for very 
hard new climbs, subject to 
evaluation by further ascents. 
2. Split grades (e.g . Ill/IV) are 
still acceptable for borderline 
routes or those which are prone 
to great variation in standard. 
3. Grades should be related to 
the snow and ice climbing. 
Reference to rock climbing 
standards in descriptions and 
definition of the grades should be 
omitted. 
4. The requirement that Grade 
Vs should have a minimal length 
to be abandoned. 
5. The allocation of grades 
should be based on the pyramid 
concept, i.e. the easy routes at the 
bottom can be done by everyone 
but as we go up the grades we 
also thin out the number of 
climbers capable of the route. 
Ultimately the grade should be 
based upon the 'feel' of how 
serious an undertaking the climb 
is. This clearly tends to push long 
and sustained routes up the scale 
but does not preclude a short 
route with only one extremely 
hard section from having a high 
grad.e although it is unlikely to do 
so if its single crux can be easily 
avoided or is close to the ground. 
6. Although any assessment of 
the seriousness of a climb must 
take into account the level of 
protection possible, it would be 
too difficult and variable to allow 
for the liability of a route to 
spindrift, avalanche, etc. Thus 
Zero Gully would be IV in spite of 
its vulnerability to these objective 
hazards. 
7. Since the grade is based 
upon the assessment of snow and 
ice difficulty, it is quite 
appropriate to refer to the grade 
of the actual climbing or of an 
individual section, the grade 
being a combined assessment of 
seriousness in terms of angle, 
security, sustained nature, etc. -
in other words 'the feel' of the 
climbing. It is still not directly 
analogous to rock climbing, 
where one can speak of an 
individual move as being of Very 
Severe standard or whatever. 
8. Although occasional 
reference to the standard of a 

pitch or section of climbing is 
acceptable. the incl us ion ot pitch 
gradings in route descriptions is 
not desirable. 
9. Retention of Grade V for more 
serious routes means that some 
of the classic ice climbs which 
have yielded so well to modern 
ice techniques and are no longer 
as serious as they were wil I be 
reduced. On the other hand rock 
routes are more likely to maintain 
their difficulties and less likely to 
be downgraded. The new 
Lochnagar/Creag an Dubh Loch 
guide has already adjusted 
gradings in this way (e.g . 
Polyphemus Gully from V to IV. 
Eagle Ridge, still V). 
10. The comparative reassess
ment of winter routes should be 
an on-going process. Comment 
on routes which seem to require 
confirmation or regrading 1s 
always welcome, and changes 
will be published from time to 
time. 

W. D. Brooker, Editor. 
Scottish Mountaineering Club 
Journal 

Ladies Annapurna 
Expedition 
from Liz Klobusicky-Mailander 
I don't make a habit of writing 
letters to the editor. but I can't let 
the article on Arlene Blum in 
Mountain 74, People go un
challenged. It remains unclear 
whether the article was meant as 
a critique of Arlene's book or of 
the person and events. The 
supposed commentary on the 
book is more an echo of rumours 
circulating in the Moon or Padarn 
than an actual account of its 
contents. Those who read the 
book will find very little 
correlation with the commentary, 
let alone those who actually 
witnessed the scene in Nepal. 
However, my purpose here is not 
to defend Arlene's book. 
Assuming the remarks· were 
aimed more at the person and the 
way things were handled, I want 
to set a few things straight to 
prevent rumours from turning into 
history, as one well-known 
English climber so aptly put it. 
As an assessment of Arlene's 
persons, the commentary was 
simply unjust. She may have her 
faults. as we all do, but they're not 
anything like the ones implied 
there. It's harsh and unfounded to 
say that Arlene didn't like Alison, 
or worse yet, that she was a 
competitive threat. Already in the 
early stages of load-carrying up 
the mountain Arlene made the 
decision to leave the summit to 
others and to spend her energies 
in trying to coordinate the 

success of the venture. Though 
Alison and I particularly, as 
constant partners and closest of 
friends, were often at odds with 
Arlene about the logistics of the 
climb, the points of disagreement 
are not appropriately summed up 
by the term "constant wrangling " 
The differences between Alison 
and Arlene were not at all of a 
personal nature. Arlene had a 
deep respect for Alison as a 
person and as a climber - they 
simply disagreed on many 
technical matters because they 
approached the Himalayas from 
completely different climbing 
cultures. Thus the grief Arlene felt 
for Alison was much more than 
just " regret that but for this" the 
expedition would have been a 
success story for women . 
Discussions did have a very 
important function in the overall 
operations of the expedition . In 
fact. I would venture to say, that 
the ability to vent differences or 
grievances openly and thoroughly 
constituted one of the greatest 
strengths of the group as a whole. 
The frequent discussions had the 
effect of intensifying the sense of 
group effort in trying to find a 
consensus, and that was largely 
due to Arlene's emphasis on 
precisely this. The distinct 
development in group dynamics 
in the course of the expedition 
created a cooperative spirit. There 
was very little of the cut-throat 
competition and individual glory
seeking so typical of most similar 
undertakings. 
The feeling of the overall success 
of the expedition was one which 
most of us shared before the 
tragedy that marred the final 
week. Towards the end of 
September all of us were saying 
that, even if we didnt reach the 
summit, the expedition had been 
a worthwhile lesson in leadership 
experience and a chance to have 
formed a few lasting friendships . 
that the loss of one of the most 
capable people in the group 
warped the beautiful illusion of 
the successful effort is clear. 
Insofar, the remark that "but for 
this the expedition could have been 
deemed an unqualified success 
story for women", is an objective 
truth on a purely factual level, but 
applying the statement to 
Arlene's emotional reaction is 
adding a certain biased quality to 
speculation . The author of the 
article seems to forget that the 
object of discussion is also a 
living individual. 
By the way, the Indian-American 
Bringupath expedition under 
Arlene's leadership was 
successful in putting three 
women onto a hitherto unclimbed 
summit this summer. 

Liz Klobusicky-Mailiinder 
Tubingen. W. Germany 

Erard errata 
from Philip Erard 
Your description of George 
Hurley's new routes on 
Humphrey's Ledge and the 
ensuing correction involve some 
chaotic misspellings. Please get it 
straight once and for all. 
The route is called "Giuoco Piano" 
(that's Italian for the "Soft Game" 
- a classic chess opening) . 
Hurley's party was Phil Erard (no.I 
Errard) and Ed Matthews (not 
Mattews). You got the 5.8 rating 
straight. 
Hopefully this will put the matter 
to rest . 

Philip Erard, Park Avenue. 
New York 

Whats in a Name 
from Pete Williams 
I am writing to point out an error 
in your Info section of Mountain 
72. the March/ April issue of 
1980. Specifically the entry 
concerning a route climbed by 
Peter Gallagher and myself 
mentioned in the United States 
section entitled "South Platte 
Wilderness". 
Climbers in the Colorado Springs 
region have had a tradition of not 
publishing information on local 
climbs. and Peter and I had 
intended to hold to this tradition . 
Springs area climbers have 
always been ready and quite 
willing to direct visiting climbers 
to the good routes and areas. but 
we believe that this should be 
done on a personal basis, thus 
initiating climbers to our local 
areas with an understanding of 
local tradition. 
I believe that Ed Webster was the 
correspondent for this item. Ed is 
a good friend of mine, but in this 
case he chose to go against our 
wishes and report a route that we 
climbed on the Big Rock Candy 
Mountain, in the South Platte 
area. Not only did Ed report the 
route. but he got every detail 
wrong to some degree. 
The major item that I hope that 
you will publish a correction of is 
the name. The true name is 
"Fields of Dreams Growing Wild", 
not Dreams of Fields Growing 
Wild as Ed reported. The name is 
derived from a line in a song by 
Tom Waits and I believe the 
meaning is lost when the nouns 
are switched . In addition, the 
route is eleven pitches long, not 
ten as Ed reported, seven of 
which consist of crackless slabs. 
and therefore are bolt protected. 
The first ascent used only two 
points of aid, not two bolt ladders 
as Ed reported . Most of this is 
nitpicking of course, and my 
major concern is that the route is 
known by its real name: "Fields of 
Dreams Growing Wild ." 

Pete Williams, Monument, 
Colorado 

Longhaven Petition 
petition 
from George Allan 
I am writing to thank readers and 
Mountain on behalf of the 
Longhaven Coastal Alliance for 
your support for, and help with, 
the petition. 
The latest news is that we have 
just heard that the company 
involved is in the hands of the 
Receiver. However. we feel that 
this is by no means the end of the 
saga of the superquarry and while 
it may give us a breath i rig space 
the future is now completely 
uncertain. We intend to press 
ahead as planned to try to gain 
protection for the coastal strip. 
One of my concerns in organizing 
the petition has been that people 
will get it signed but forget to 
send it back. If this isn't too late 
for the next edition of Mountain 
I'd be grateful if you could 
consider putting something in the 
news columns of Mountain 
reminding people to send signed 
copies in as soon as possible now 
or just put this in the magazine as 
a letter. The date on the petition 
for returning them is not final, we 
would simply like them back now 
as soon as possible. 
With many thanks as ever from us 
all up here for your continuing 
support. 

George Allan. Aberdeen A 
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Galibier 

SUPER GUIDE R.D. 

Excellent design and quality has 
made it probably the most 
popular mountain boot in the 
world. 

SUPERPRO 

This superb boot is the 
professional version of the 
famous Super Guide. P.V.C. 
toecap protects against abrasion 
and leather is tanned tougher 
for maximum wear. 

PEUTEREY 

Wider fitting and lower fit round 
ankles than the Super.Guide with 
very comfortable padding makes 
the Peuterey an ideal all round 
mountain boot. Uppers of same 
leather as Super Guide . 

The latest from troll. The new 
super - lightweight Freestyle 
two • piece sit harness. 

FREESTYLE 
Export Model illustrated. UK model features double 
thickness waist and gear attachment points. See Below. 

·1 
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For more information read troll news or send for a 
descriptive brochure. 

trol I MKs s1T HARNEss 

A very comfortable, 
versatile two piece sit 
harness which can easily 
be linked to a chest harness 
to form a ful I body harness 
when required. Li.I.A.A. 
approved when so used. 
Thoroughly recommended 
for al I advanced 
mountaineering techniques 
including unmentionable 
techniques like cheating 
and falling. 

the international standard of quality 

Feature for feature, detail for detail the quality of Galibier 
is unbeatable. For generations alpinists worldwide have 
relied on Galibier to provide the highest quality, best 
designed mountain foot wear available anywhere. 

A long family tradition of hand craftsmanship and un
paralleled care coupled with the finest of materials has 
resulted in a range of mountain boots envied, often 
copied, but most certainly never equalled by the 
competition. 

On rock or ice the three boots shown allow you to edge or 
front point with precision and comfort all day or all 
season. 

Here are just a few of their features:- Upper from highest 
grade double tanned full reverS€d hide cut from a single piece, 
with integrated bellows tongue: Separate well padded inner 
tongue: Full length fluted spoon shaped tempered steel shank 
topped by wooden shank for maximum insulation: Real 
leather insole: Hand stitched narrow Norwegian welt: Lace 
grippers and much more. 

You can depend on Galibier. That is why their boots are 
recognised as the international standard of quality. 

SADDLEWEDGE TM 

and 
WEDGE FAST TM 

A brilliant designed range of 

double tapered wedge shaped 

· chocks from Campbell Mountain 

eering of the U.S.A. See them 

in the shops or write for a 

comprehensive booklet. 

Exclusive U.K. Distributors . 

Troll have introduced a completely new harness, the 
Freestyle two• piece sit harness. It is available in three versions -
standard U.K . model (with gear attachment points and double 
thickness waist), lightweight export model (without these refine
ments) and adjustable leg · loop model. 

Based on the well known Troll Mark 5 Sit Harness design 
which is probably the most comfortable and versatile sit · harness 
system available in the world today , the weight of this model has 
been reduced to a minimum. 

It is constructed from Troll 50 mm web, specially treated 
with a strength in excess of 2700 kg, and a waist buckle strength in 
excess of 2000 kg. This lightweight version may also, like its 
senior partner, be linked to a chest harness, thereby forming a 
body harness for complete protection in fall situations. 
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MANCHESTER M28 6AR . ENGLAND. Telegrams 'H ENRI LLOYD ' 
WALKDEN'. Telephone:061-790 2277/8 & 061 ·799 6480 (2 llnft) 
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NEOPRENE 
CRAMPON STRAPS 

Neoprene 
- the ideal material for crampon straps 

-it's hardwearing- non slip 
-and temperature stable. 

Available in 3 model styles. 

Send for course details to : 
CLUB VAGABOND, 
1854 Leysin, Switzerland. 

1t,j Director: 
1' Peter Boardman. 

INTERNATIONAi SCHOOi OF MOUNTAINEER/NB 

, 
charlet moser 

ice tools at 

Sole U.K. Distributors 
Available from leading 

climbing shops 

93 Castleton Road, Hope, via Sheffield S30 2RD. 

Tel. 0433 20516. 

roc,l<s 
muc;,h better than conventional 
wedges in marginal placements 
fit any wedge slot, securely 
dont rock out 
fit irregular ~racks with a choice 
of two profiles 

but you wont learn much about 
roc,l<s by reading this advert 

go and try some 

WILD C.OUnTRY roc,l<s 

mountainee,-ing 
equipment 

by 

WILD 
c.ounrRY 

TOWN HEAD WORKS 
EYAM 

SHEFFIELD 
530 1RD 
ENGLAND 

TELEPHONE 0433 30091 

55 



~ ~-Jaguar 7 
~ - ---------~ 

NEW JAGUAR 7 features for 79/80 

firti1 
Specially positioned top pocket for extra head clearance and 
extendable flap. Extension/Snowlock sewn in 

'KS-lOOe' - THE WORLD'S FIRST 
WATERPROOF TEXTURISED 
RUCSAC FABRIC. 

t (KS-lOOe is a registered trade mark of 
karrimor lntemational Limited.) 
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The sac for 
all seasons 
and all 
continents 
JAGUAR 7 
Only available in the 
new KS- lO0e fabric, t 
this sac is something 
special. 

It has VERSA TILl1Y 
as it's second name, 
with it you can: 

A. Use it as a general 
purpose Alpine sac. 
B. Add pockets to 
make it a 70 litre sac for 
carrying gear to the hut. 
C. Carry skis for ski
mountaineering. 
D. Conyert it to a 
'clean' sac for rock
climbing and big routes 
by removing the frame, 
hip belt and pocket 
straps. (A piece of 
karrimat can be inserted 
into the frame pocket). 

karrimor 

t1 .... n ... 

For further details send for our fully 
illustrated price list & technical guide to 
Mrs.M. Long, karrimor 
International ltd., Avenue Parade, 
Accrington, Lancashire, BBS 6PR. 



A kernmantel rope consists of two 
parts , the Kern (core) and the Mantel 
(sheath). 
• The Kern, the inner part of the rope 

is the main load bearing sectton , 
and is responsible for the strength 
and stretch of the rope . 

..._ ___ _. • The Mantel, the outer part of the rope 
is braided to protect the Kern against abrasion. 
The Mantel also provides the " feel " 
of the rope. 

The original perlon Kernmantle rope by its 
construction is soft and easy to handle , has high 
abrasion resistance and is totally dependable . 

oin 
ampion? 

"I completely trust Edelrid ropes." 

Ask your dealer for an Edelrid catalogue . It 
contains the world's fullest range of climbing ropes 

'I completely trust Edelrid ropes and take them 
on every climb, they 've a nice feel and handle 
extremely well in any conditions . Edelrid are the 
best . 

And I suggest that as your life depends on it, 
and safety fittings or write to 
Edelrid Postfach 1240, D7972 lsny, 
West Germany. DELHI 

you'd be a fool not to go for the 
best: 
* Ron Fawcett: BBC2 Rock Athlete= 1980 
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omit 
NEW ALPINIST 

- a double boot with a 
hardwearing waterproof 
polyurethane outer and 
comfortable leather inner. 

Sceptical 
- Just try them 1 

A INfERNI\TIONM Brochure lrom, 

N\OUNrti-.JN Paul Ross. Sox 1277. 
North Conway, 

CLIN\BING SCHOOL INC. ~f5t~~6iA 
The east 's most advanced Instructor and student 
school courses 

FREE CLIMB: THE NORTHWEST FACE OF HALF DOME 
A spectacular free climbing film featuring Jim Erickson and 
Art Higbee pushing the limits. Directed by Robert Godfrey. 
Narrated by ROBERT REDFORD. Cameramen Tom Frost 
and Greg Lowe. 50 Minutes. 16mm., color/sound. Rent or 
purchase. Free brochure from ALPINE Fl LMS, Dept.,M , 
873 8th St., Boulder, Colorado 80302, U.S.A. 

Tents for Mountain, 
Moor and Meadow. 

Trak-Packer-s,eeps2 
A tent for the lightweight backpacker who needs an 
outfit not over 6-lbs. but with ample space for two 
adults. Weight: 6-lbs. (2 . 72 kg. ) (Above left) 

Hill packer 
Robert Saunders introduce their new Hillpacker tent 
which provides an extremely large and roomy bell
end, plus a two-man size inner with a total weight of 
6-lbs. 9 -oz. (2. 96 kg. ) (Top right ) £ ROBERT 

~SAUNDERS 
TopTcnt, (ChigwelO Limited. 

For catalogue send to:-
ROBERT SAUNDERS (CHIGWELL) LIMITED, 
Five Oaks Lane, Chigwell. Essex, England. 
Please enclose 1 Op stamp to cover postage 

WANTED. WORLD WIDE AGENTS/DISTRIBUTORS/ 
RETAILERS to PROMOTE/SELL ESTABLISHED 
HIGH QUALITY MOUNTAINEERING EQUIPMENT. 
For Details Write to : Ad. Box No. 1, c/o Mountain Magazine 
Ltd ., P.O . Box 184, Sheffield , S11 9DL. England . 

Mountaineering -Books, Guides, Journals, Antiquarian and 
Secondhand for sale. S.A.E. for lists issued regularly . 
Books bought, please give full descr iption, condition, etc. 
Shop now open at:-

52 CHURCH ST., WESTOUGHTON, BOLTON, LANCS. 
10.00a.m. to 4.00p.m. Monday to Saturday. 
Lists from :- John Dickinson, 4 Chiltern Road, Culcheth, 

Warrington, Cheshire. Tel: 092 576 3791. 

Backpacker 1- Sleeps 1 
A solo tent on a smaller scale than the Backpacker 2 
but offering the same all weather protection. 
Weight: 3-lbs. 12-oz. 1.69 kg. ) (Lower right ) 

'THEEBOC. 
THE STRONGEST MOST ADVANCED 
ICE TOOL AVAILABLE. 

P;ck & Handle are continuous, one piece, 
certified steel. All points are differentially 
heat treated to prevent brittleness . 
Available 1n 47° straight droop or curved 
pick . (Wt . 1 .6oz . ) 

SpBCify straight or curved pick 

For free information write or call I.C.E. 
714 · 5325954 

INTERNATIONAL CLIMBING EQUIPMENT 
421 Rancho Santiago, Orange , CA. 92669, U.S.A. 



A new era of climbing standards 
a new generation of rucsacs 

••• 

Atlas 

The 'NEW' Joe Browns -
" sacs for the 80' s" 
When we ceased production of the most popular 
rucsac we have ever made - the Joe Brown - it 
resulted in a howl of protest which still persists 

Joe Brown 5 

after all this time. 

Now, for the eighties, we have created a a, 
completely new trio of Joe Browns which 1:3 
embody the popular features of the original plus 
a host of new ideas and concepts. There are three 
models, the Joe Brown 3 for the rock climber, the l"P9 
Joe Brown 5 for the Alpinist and winter & ., 
mountaineer, and the Joe Brown 7 for the major 
ranges. Each has features particularly suited to its 
usage and these are detailed belCMI. 

Features include: 

Climbers' Day Sacs 
with many uses! 
Although designed for climbers, the neat stylish 
appearance and the useful features make these 
sacs attractive to all mountain users, especially if 
their activity extends to winter. 

The Atlas. Tatra 3 and 1 are fitted with the new 
removable "sit-mat" which provides a padded 
back. The Tatra 2 has a sewn-in padded back 
and the two Pinnacles have unpadded canvas 
backs. All have 50 mm. slides for fitting the new 
2 -piece padded wing hip- belt 

The Atlas: (NEW) 

A completely new sac with some very special 
features: 

*Special zip access to rear compartment. 
*An 'S' cut back to provide maximum stability *Inside flask/water bottle pocket. 
and lumbar comfort. SER I Es *Ski/pocket fittings. 

• A rising base to reduce snagging on steep *40-litre capacity. 
descents and to keep the load close to the body. 

*Camera pocket with accessory/crampon patch 
*Three points of attachment for sac-hauling: the and ice-axe loop. 
front haul straps being "daisy-chained" and ~ ~ running the full length of the body for strength. *Nylon body with KS-1 OOe base and back. 

*A new "catenary" harness attachment for light
ness,balance and comfort. 

*Made in KS-1 OOe, the cloth specially created for 
rucsacs by karrimor. , 

*Lifting or extending flaps with biwuac ------------------~--

extension. 
-Side profile straps to draw the sac close to the 
body. These also double as pocket attachments 
and ski fittings. 

*Attachment points for a new 2-piece padded 
wing hip-belt which is light and stowable in the 
flap pocket. 

• A completely clean front for easy hauling. 
*Camera pocket on the flap with accessory/ 
crampon patch. 

*Fitted "sit-mat" which provides both a padded 
back and a bivi seat. (The new "!format" 
malleable frame can also be fitted in the special 
pocket). 

Tatra 2 
Similar to last year's cotton Tatra but it has been 
improved by the addition of a full camera pocket 
with crampon/accessory patch and ice axe loop. 
30-litre capacity. 

The 7th Grade Series also includes: Tatras 1 & 3, 
and Pinnacles 1 & 2. Full details of 7th Grade 
models are available from karrimor retailers or 
write to: karrimor International hd., Box 7G M. 
Avenue Parade, Accrington, Lancashire 
BBS 6PR, England. 
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SUPPLIERS 
OF MOUNTAINEERING EQUIPMENT 

AUSTRALIA 
A.C. T.: Canberra 
Bushgear Australia P/L 
Shop 6 Caga Centre, ' 
38 Akuna Street, 2601 
Tel. (062) 47 - 7153 (M)(S) 
A.C. T.: Canberra 
Paddy Pallin Pty., Ltd., 
46 Northbourne Avenue 
Civic. Tel. 47.8949. (C) (S) . 
N.S.W.: Hornsby 
Sou~hern Cross Mountaineering 
Equipment Pty ., Ltd., 
222 Pacific Highway, 2077. 
Tel. 476.3242. (C). 
N.S.W.: Milsons Point 
Caving Equipment, 
P.O. Box 230, 2061 
Tel. 02.929.0432. 
N.S.W.: Sydney 
Paddy Pallin Pty., Ltd., 
69 Liverpool Street 2000 
Tel. 26.2685. (C) (S,) . · 
N.S.W.: Sydney 
Mountain Designs 
334 Kent Street 
Tel. 291231 ' 
N.S.W. Sydney 
Mountain Equipment Pty., Ltd ., 
17 Falcon Street, Crows Nest. 
Tel. 02.439.2454. 
Queensland: Brisbane 
Jim The Backpacker 
Shop A21, Queen's Arcade 
77 Queen St., 4000 
Tel. (07) 2296609 
Oueensland: Brisbane 
Mountain Experience 
224 Barry Parade, ' 
Fortitude Valley, 4006. 
Tel. 07 .52.8804 or 52 .8894. 
South Australia: Adelaide 
Thor Climbing Equipment 
98 Fullarton Road ' 
Norwood 5067 ' 
Tel. 08.332.7793 (C) (M) (S) . 
Tasmania: Hobart 
Outdoor Equipment 
212 Liverpool Street, 7000. 
Tel. 002.346213 (C) (M) (S) . 
Victoria: Kew 
Bush and Mountain Sports 
146 High Street, 3101 
Tel. 862'.1801 
Victoria : Melbourne 
Bushgear Australia P/L 
377 Little Bourke Stre~t 3000 
Tel. (03) 67 - 3354 (M)(S) 

(03) 67 - 7966 
Victoria: Melbourne 
Paddy Pallin Pty., ltd., 
55 Hardware Street, 3000. 
Tel. 67.4845 

NEW ZEALAND 
Auckland 
Alp Sports (Auckland) ltd., 
2nd Floor, Corner Victoria & 
Kitchener Streets 
Tel. 374764 ' 
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Christchurch 
Alp Sports ltd., 
200 Madras Street 
Tel. 67.148 ' 
Christchurch 
Mountain Equipment Ltd. 
384 Montreal Street 
Tel. 793-747 (C) (M) 
Christchurch 
Oscar a Coberger 
15 Cranmer Square 
Tel. 795 174 

Dunedin 
The Wilderness Shop, 
101 Stuart St., 
Tel. 773.679 

CANADA 
Alberta : Calgary 
The Hostel Shop, 
1414 Kensington Rd ., N.W.41 . 
Tel. 403.283.5551 . (Cl (Ml (S) . 

GERMANY 
Munich 33, 
Sport - Scheck 
Send l inger Str.' 85 
P.O. Box 880 
Tel. (089) 21 66 - 1 
Telex . 524 742 spsch d 

HONGKONG 
Hong Kong 
Hong Kong Mountain Services 
(Mountaineering Division of ' 
'The Action Corporation') 
402 Li Po Chun Chamber ' 
Des Vouex Road Central ' 
Tel. 5-435063 ' 
Mail. Tsat Tsi Mui 
Post Office, Box No.73 

INDIA 
Delhi 
M/S West Coast Manufacturers 
& Traders (Regd .) 
92 UB. Jawahar Nagar, 110007 
Tel. .223900 & 229539 

UNITED KINGDOM 
Aberdeen 
Bill Marshall 
302 George Street. (C) (M) (S) . 
Tel. 0224.636952 
Aberdeen 
Rad sports, 
30 Market Street. (S) 
Tel. 0224.572504 
Ambleside 
Frank Davies, Climber's Shop 
Compston Corner, ' 
Tel. 09663.2297 . 
Aviemore 
Speyside Sports. (S). 
Tel. Aviemore 629. 

Belfast 
Jackson Sports, 
The Outdoor Centre 
70 High Street, ' 
Tel. 0232.38572. 

Birmingham 
The Mountain 'Shop, 
18/19 Snowhill Queensway 4 
Tel. 021.236.6816. (S) . ' . 

Birmingham 
Y.H.A . Shop. (S). 
35 Cannon Street, 2. 
Tel. 021.643.5180. 
Birmingham 
Blacks Camping & Leisure, (C), 
34 Edgbaston Shopping Centre, 
Hagley Road. 
Tel. 021.454.8771 . 

Blackburn 
A .B.C. Gear Ltd ., 
39 Darwen Street 
Tel. 0254 .663235. 
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 Krngs Road . 
Tel. 0277 .221259. 
Brighton 
Alpine Sports 
138 Western Road. (S) 
Tel. 0273.26874. 

Bristol 
Ellis Brigham, 
162 Whiteladies Road . 
Tel. 0272.311157 . 
Bristol 
Blacks Camping & Leisure 
41 a Colston Street. (S) (C) . 
Tel. 0272.23166. 
Burnley 
Sportak, 
25 Hammerton Street. 
Tel. 0282.36816. 
Buxton 
Jo Royle, 
High Peak Outdoor Centre. (Cl . 
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. 
Cardlff 
Y.H.A. Shop, 
131 Woodville Road 2 
Tel. 0222.31370. ' . 
Cardiff 
Outdoor Action, 
12 Wyeverne Road, Cathays 
Tel. 0222.28892. ' 

Cardiff 
Up and Under Outdoor Gear 
148 Ninian Park Road 
Tel. 0222.390531 . ' 
Carlisle 
Dennis English, 
141 Lowther Street. 
Tel. 0228.30239. 
Chester 
Ellis Brigham, 
7 Northgate Street. 
Tel. 0244.318311 . 
Chesterfield 
The Adventure Centre 
7 Shepleys Yard, Salte'rgate 
Tel. 0246.38660. ' 
Coventry 
Mountain Sports (Coventry) 
61 Empress Buildings 
Binley Road 
Tel. 0203.441241 

Derbyshire/Hope 
Magic Mountain 
93 Castleton Ro~d . 
Tel. 0433.20516. 
Derby 
Derby Mountain Centre Ltd ., 
85 King Street. 
Tel. 0332.365650. 
Derby 
Powers Sports, 
Green lane. 
Tel. 0332.48311. 
Derby 
Prestidge, 
350 Normanton Road. (S) . 
Tel. 0332.42245. 
Derby 
Outdoor Shop, 
201 Normanton Rd ., DE3 6US 
Tel. 0332.45204. 
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 Camping & Leisure 
93-117 Princes Street. (Cl : 
Tel. 0382.43766. 
Edinburgh 
Blues/ Alpine Sports, 
1 Wemyss Place, 
West End of Queen Street. (S) 
Tel. 031.225.9240 
Edinburgh 
Spindrift Mountain Gear 
46 Dairy Road. ' 
Tel. 031 .337 .2332. 
Elgin 
Bill Marshall , 
11 Commerce Street. 
Tel. 0343.44073. 
Exeter 
Blacks Camping & Leisure 
181/182 Sidwell Street. ' 
Tel. 0392.76423. (C) (S) . 
Fort William 
Nevisport 
131 High Street. 
Tel. 0397.4921/4922 

Glasgow 
Alpine Sports, 
450 Sauchiehall Street. (S) 
Tel. 041.333.0809 



Glasgow 
Greaves, 
23 Gordon Street. (S) . 
Tel. 041 .221 .4531 /2 . 
Glasgow 
Highrange Sports, 
99 Great Western Road . 
Tel. 041.332.5533. 
Glasgow 
Nevi sport, 
261 Sauchiehall Street, (Ml, 
Tel. 041 .332.4814. 
Glasgow 
Blacks Camping & Leisure, 
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. 

Huddersfield 
Smith, Beyer ltd., 
28 John William Street. 
Tel. 0484.23165. (C) (Ml. 
Inverness 
Clive Rowland, 
60 Academy Street, 
Tel. 0463.387 46. 

Keswick: Cumbria 
Mountain World 
28 Lake Road 
Tel. 0596.73524. 

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

Leeds 
Centres port/ Al pine Sports, 
Merrion Centre, (S) 
Woodhouse Lane, LS2 8LX. 
Tel. 0532.452917 

Leeds 
Blacks Camping & Leisure, 
21/22 Grand Arcade. (C). 
Tel. 0532.458634. 

Leeds/Bradford 
Guiseley Mountain Sports 
Towngate, 
Guiseley, LS20 9JA. 
Tel. 0943 75846 
Leicester 
Roger Turner, Mountain Sports, 
105 London Road (S) . 
Tel. 0533.551952 
Liverpool 
Ellis Brigham, 
73 Bold Street, 1. (C) (M) (S) . 
Tel. 051 .709.6912. 
Liverpool 
Smith Beyer ltd. 
43 Harrington St., 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 
Alpine Sports 
10-12 Holborn, E.C.1 . (S) 
Tel. 01.404.5681. 

London 
Blacks Camping & Leisure, 
146 Holborn , E.C. 1. 
Tel. 01.405.4426. 
London 
Blacks Camping & Leisure, 
53-54 Rathbone Place, W.1. 
Tel. 01 .636.6645. (C) . 
London 
Y.H.A. Shop, 
14 Southampton Street, 
WC2E 7HY. 
Tel. 01 .836.8541 /7 . 
Luton 
Out & About, 
20 Stuart Street, 
Tel. 0582.38952. 
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 
Y.H.A. Shop 
166 Deansgate, 3. (S). 
Tel. 061 .834.7119. 
Manchester 
Blacks Camping & Leisure, 
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. 

North Wales : Deinolen 
Clogwyn Climbing Gear ltd ., 
Clwt.y-Bont LL55 3DE 
Tel. 028.682.551 . 

Nottingham 
Roger Turner, 
Mountain Sports, 
120 Derby Road . (S). 
Tel. 0602.47230. 
Oldham 
Paul Braithwaite, 
128-130 Yorkshire Street, 
Rhodes Bank . 
Tel. 061.620.3900. 
Oxford 
Camping and Outdoor Centre, 
17 Turi Street. 
Tel. 0865.47110. 
Penrith 
Mountain Craft, 
4 Castlegate. 
Tel. 0768.64513. 

Penzance 
Ellis Brigham. 
Market Jew Street . 
Tel. 0736.5828. 
Portmadoc 
Madoc Sport 
118 High Street 
Tel. 0766.3617 
Portsmouth 
Safari, The Tricorn. 
Tel. 0705 .29410. 
Preston 
Glacier Sport ltd., 
40-41 Lune Street. 
Tel. 0772.21903. 
Rochdale 
Paul Braithwaite Outdoor 
Sports, . 
99 Yorkshire Street. 
Tel. 0706.525196. 
Rotherham 
The Adventure Centre, 
The Guardian Centre, 
Tel. 0709 68660. 
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 
Alpenstock 
2 Port Street. 
Tel. 061 .480.3660 
Stockport 
Base Camp, 
89 Lower Hillgate. 
Tel. 061.480.2945. 

Stoke-on· Trent 
Jo Royle , 
25 Brunswick St ., Hanley . 
Tel. 0782 .266137 . 
Tremadog 
The Bespoke Cobbler, 
Llanfrothen, Penrhyndendraeth. 

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

DENMARK 
Copenhagen 
Dolfisport, 
Snemandsvej la, 2730 Herlev. 
Tel. 02.94 .87.94. 

UNITED STATES 
Alaska: Anchorage 
Alaska Mountaineering 
and Hiking 
2633 Spenard Road, 99503. 
Tel. 907 .272.1811. (C) (M) (S). 

California: Berkeley 
The North Face, 
2804 Telegraph Ave,, 94705. 
Tel. 415.548.1371. (C) (S). 
California: Berkeley 
Marmot Mountain Works, 
3049 Adeline. 94703. 
Tel. 415.849.0735. 

California: Campbell 
The North Face, 
349 E. Campbell Ave., 95008 
Tel. 408.374 .5205 (Cl (Ml (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 : Palo Alto 
The North Face 
383, University Ave., 94301 
Tel. 415.327.1563 (C)(M)(S). 

California: San Diego 
Stanley Andrews, Sporting Gds., 
443 12th Street, 92101. 
Tel. 714.232.2167. (C)(M)(S). 
California: San Diego 
Adventure 16 Inc., 
4620 Alvardo Canyon Road, 
92120. Tel. 714.283.2374. 

California: San Luis Obispo 
.Granite Stairway Mountaineering 
871 Santa Rosa Ave ., 93401 . 
Tel. 805.541.1533. (C)(M) (S). 

California: Santa Barbara 
Granite Stairway Mtneering, 
3040 State Street, 93105 
Tel. 805.682.1083 

Tel. 0766.770673 (evenings) California : Sonora 
0766.770822 (day) 

Sonora Mountaineering, 
Wasdale Head 3251 Mono Way, 95370 
The Barndoor Climbers Shop Tel. 209.532.5621 (C) (S) 
Tel. 09406.229 
,7;C'--:-----=:--,---,,----- California: Upland 
WindP.rmere: Cumbria Pack and Piton, 
The Fellsman, 1252 W. Foothill Blvd., 91786. 
2 Victoria Street . Tel. 714.982.7408. (C) (M) (S) . 
Tel. 09662.4876. California : Ventura 

York 
Camping and Outdoor Centre , 
14 Goodramgate . 
Tel. 0904 .53567 . 

NORWAY 
Hemsedal 
Scandinavian Mountaineering 
Equipment, 
N 3560 Hemsedal. 
Tel. Hemsedal 117 . 

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. (Cl (Ml (S). 
Colorado: Boulder 
Neptune Mountaineering 
2020 30th Street, 80301 
Tel. 303.442.8355. (Cl (Ml (S). 
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Colorado: Colorado Springs New York : New Paltz 
The Cobbler, Rock and Snow, 
10 South 25th Street, 80904. -14 Main Street , 12561. 
Tel. 303.475.7626. Tel . 914.255 .1311. (S) . 
Colorado: Denver New York : Syracuse 
Forrest Mountaineer ing Ltd ., Nippenose Equipment, 
1517 Platte Street, 80202 . 3006 Erie Blvd . East, 
Tel. 303.433.6419 (C)(M) (S) . Tel. 315.446.3838 . (C)(M)(S ). 
Colorado: Durango Pennsylvania : Bryn Mawr 
Pineneedle Mountaineering J D Sachs, Wilderness 
835 Main Ave., Suite 211, Outfitters, 
81301 . (C) (M) (S) . 880W' Lancaster Ave., 19010 
Tel. 303.24 7 .8728. Tel. 215.527 .3616. 

Colorado: Estes Park Pennsylvania : Yardley 
Steve Komito, J D Sachs. Wilderness 
Davis Hill (Box 2106) 80517 Outfitters, 
Tel. 303.586.5391 . 10 Penn Valley Dr ive , 19067. 
Colorado: Fort Collins Tel. 215.493.4536. 
The Mountain Shop, 
126W. Laurel , 80521 . Utah: Salt Lake City 

( Timberline Sports Inc., 
_T_e_l._3_03_._4_9_3 . ..,,.5_7_20_._M_)_. ___ 3155 So . Highland Drive, 84106 
Colorado: Lafayette Tel. 801.466 .2101 . (C )(M)(S ). 
Lowe Alpine Systems, Washington : Leavenworth 
802 South Public, 80026. Der Sportsmann , 
Tel. 303.665.9220. (Cl (M) (S) . 837 Front Street , 98826 . 
Connecticut : West Hartford Tel . 509 .548.5623 . (M)(S) . 
Clapp and Treat , Washington : Seattle 
672 Farmington Ave., 06119. Recreat ional Equipment Inc., 
Tel. 203.236.0878. (C) (S) . 1525 11th Avenue , 98122 . 
Idaho : Moscow Tel. 206.323 .8333. (C)(M)(S). 
Northwestern Mountain Sports, 
410W. 3rd Street, 83843. Washington : Seattle 
Tel. 208.882.0133.(C)(M)(S) . Swallow 's Nest , 

3320 Meridan Ave., N., 98103. 
Illinois: Chicago T I 206 633 0408 (M) (S) 
Erewhon Mountain Supply, e · · · · · 
1252 West Devon, 60626. Washington : Seattle 
Tel. 312.262 .3832 .(C)(M)(S) . North Face, 
Massachusetts: Boston 4560 University Way N.E., 
Eastern Mountain Sports 98105· 
1041 , Commonwealth Avenue, Tel. 206·633.443 1. 
Tel. 617 .254.4250. (C)(M)(S) . Washington: Spokane 
Minnesota: Minneapolis Selk irk Bergsport, 
Midwest Mountaineering, W.30 International Way, 99220. 
309 Cedar Ave. South , 55454 . Te l. 509.328 .5020. (C)(M) (S) . 
Tel. 612.339.3433. (C)(M)(S) . Wisconsin : Madison 
Michigan: East Lansing Erewhon Mounta in Supply , 
Great Lakes Mountain Supply, State and Gorham, 53703. 
541 East Grand River Ave., Tel. 608 .251 .9059 . (C)(M)(S) . 
48823. Wisconsin : Madison 
Tel. 51 7 .351 .2060. Petrie Sports, 
Montana: Hamilton 644 State Street 53703. 
Expeditions International Tel. 608.257 .1347 
215 Main St., (Box 1040) , Wisconsin: Milwaukee 
59840. Petrie Sports, 
Tel. 406.363.3440. (Cl(S) . 95 N. Moorland 53005. 

Tel. 414.786.9000 
N.H. : North Conway Wyoming : Jackson 
International Mountain Teton Mountaineer ing , 
Equipment Ma in Square, 
Ma in Street , 03860. (P.O . Box 1533) , 83001 . 
T~I. 603 .356.5287 . Tel. 307.733 .3595 . (C)(M )(S ). 

New York: Ithaca Wyoming : Laramie 
N ippenose Equ ipment, Rocky Mounta ineer ing, 
215 N. Cayuga, Dewitt Mall , 211 Second Street , 82070 . 
Te l. 607 .272 .6868 . (C)(M)(S) . Te l. 307 .742 .3191 . (S)(C) . 

FR EE PATTERNS with material orders, polar jacket, 
cagoule, overtrousers, gaiters, bivitent, overboot, 
Dunloprufe, polar fabric, Gore-Tex, webbing, buckles, 
zips up to 250cm, velcro, eyelets, thread . For prices, 
stamp please. 

TOR, 5 LYNDON GROVE, RUNCORN, WA7 5PP. 

DON'T THROW THEM AWAY 
Y o ur bac k issues of Mountain are wanted . W ill pay p r em iu m p rice. 
A lso w il l swap or sel l some extras, as availab le. Fo r merly B . Beck. 

Now - Dave Willson, 3 Harlesden Road , St . Albans, AL 1 4LE, England . 
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Shirts 
MOAC Rangers, 
hardwearing, 
long lasting shirts 
designed for 
outdoor activities 
Available in a 
wide range of 
fabrics, 
colours 
and styles. 



slmoad 
CHAMONIX - FRANCE 

u.k. representative: 
hen wintringham the old boathouse 
llanfair hall 
nr. caernarvon gwynedd 

usa - west representative : 
r.b. sales p.o. box 17625 
irvine california 92713 
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ASSAULT 
ON 

i MT.EVEREST 

ASSAULT ON MT. EVEREST is a 
. complete, precise game simulation 
of the first conquest of Everest by Sir 
Edmund Hillary and Tenzing in 1953. 

ASSAULT ON MT. EVEREST is played through a sequence 
of one-day turns from April 13 to May 29, 1953. With each 
turn you will advance your party of climbers through a suc
cession of camps from "Base" at 17,600 feet on the gla
cial flatlands to Camp VIII, 3,000 feet below the summit. 
Your strategy must be one of flexibility and careful timing 

as you move your climbers into position for an assault on the 29,028 foot high summit pyramid. But the moun
tain has an unknown strategy of its own which unfolds as the game proceeds. 

In the final stages, the game narrows to hour-by hour tactics as you move toward the summit. Your climbers, 
now on oxygen, will struggle against the best defense the - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -
mountain can offer. Dealer Inquiries Invited 

Th · · d f ( ) Enclosed is $, ____ for ___ copies of 
e game is organize or two-person or two-team ASSAULT ON MT. EVEREST at $10.00 U.S. each 

play- one representing the famous British team of Hillary, 
Tenzing and their party, the other representing the brilliant 
Swiss expedition of 1952. The game is won by the player 
who achieves the highest ascent mark. The game may 
also be played in a solitaire fashion against the mountain 
itself. 

No special mountaineering knowledge is required to 
begin, although considerable insight into the problems of 
climbing the world's highest peaks will be gained in play. 

and postage ( $1 . 00 U.S.A., $6. 00 U. K.) 

Nome ______________ _ 

Address _____________ _ 

Moil to: Alpine Graphics 
3080 Valmont Rood 
Boulder, Colorado 80301 U.S.A. 

Printed in England by Loxley Brothers Limited. Sheffield and London 





IVlakes Great Looking Climbers 

PETER STORM ALSO MANUFACTURES: 

SUPER TOUGH PVC FOUL 
WEATHER GEAR 
"NO SWEAT" FOUL WEATHER GEAEI' 

t PROOFED PURE 
WOOL SWEATERS AND CAPS 

AT CLIMBING AND SPORTING SHOPS EVERYWHERE. 
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