


In extreme places, Asolo. 

For your free copy of the '90 Asolo Catalogue write to: AS0L0 Spa c/o First 
Ascent, UK Distributor and Agent, Lime Tree Business Park, Matlock, DE4 3EJ. 

An overhanging wall laced with one

finger pockets. Or an unprotectable 

traverse. The last sequence of mo

ves before the finishing chain in a 

competition. 

In such extreme situations the first 

rule is, Asolo shoes. 

Isabelle Patissier wears Asolo. 

Asolo Runout is specifically designeo 

for modern sport climbs and com

petitions and is ideal for extremely 

difficult routes on natural or artificial 

walls. 

The asymmetric - anatomically cut 

upper, combined with a thin 4 mm 

sole and full-control lacing, provide 

maximum sensitivity. 

The Runout was conceived to solve 

the problems particular to the rock 

routes of the 90's. Perhaps the best, 

and certainly the most unique part

ner a climber needs to excel himself 

and overcome the obstacles on the 

way to the top. 

The Runout is just one of the Asolo 

models in their Rock Climbing ran

ge. Rock Climbing is just one of the 

four lines developed by Asolo for 

mountain adventure; from the first 

step off the pavement to the hardest 

walls in the world. 

The first rule. -

--
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DYNALOC - none better - state of the 
ropemaker's art. 
The Edelrid "flagship" rope. Compact, ultra
flexible, a delight to handle, only available with 
the Dry-Longlife-process. Torsion Zero manu
facture and therefore almost impossible to kink. 

DYNALOC - the definitive linking of man 
and rope. 

11, 10.5, 10, 8.5 mm dia. 

Edelrid - the rope. 

- (EDELRID)--
Distributed by: 

EDELRID in the UK• Outdoor Pursuits Services 
Derbyshire Level, Glossop SK 139 PT 
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EXPEDITION ENGINEERING 
The most technically advanced, integrated clothing 

system available. Based on the Lhotse Mountain 
Jacket and Salopettes. ® 

A 2-plyTaslan Gore-Tex suit reinforced 
with Ambush TM and lined with polypropylene 
mesh ensures the sweat of hard climbing is 
moved away from your body. Added ventilation is 
provided by underarm zippers. 

Packed full of practical features the 
Mountain Suit becomes the Expedition 

System when matched with the goose down Lhotse Jacket and 
Vest, the Denali Polarplus TM Jacket and Polarlite ™ 

Alpine Bib. 
The Expedition Suit is just a part of a complete 

technical clothing range made by THE NORTH FACE, 
all guaranteed by THE NORTH FACE FULL WARRANTY. 

For a copy of the 1990 catalogue write to: 

GREAT BRITAIN: Siobhan Sheridan. First Ascent, Unit 2. 
Llmetree Business Park, Matlock. Derbyshire DE4 3EJ. Tel: 0629/580484 

From the depths of the crag rimmed 
valleys in the far northern marches 

of the Dark Peak, home of the Trolls, 
comes a new legend. 

troll ~z~~s 
Troll Safety Equipment Ltd .. 
Spring Mi//, Uppermi/1, Oldham OL3 6AA E 
Telephone: Saddleworth (0457) 878822 
Telex: 668349 TROLLG Fax: (0457) 87 1051 

I enclose stamps value 50p for your 
NEW ACTION WEAR CATALOGUE 

UPDATED CLIMBING CATALOGUE 

L..: __ 



160 Pages , .. 
10% DISCOUNT CLUB 
Open to members of: Climbing, mountaineering, rambling, 
walking, canoe clubs, H.M. armed forces, scouts, guides, 
schools, Y.H.A., R.S.P.B., B.T.C.V., National Trust. 
ALSO CONTRACT PRICES FOR BULK PURCHASE 
SHOPS: 
LONDON 01 743 2976 
MANCHESTER 061 2364123 
READING 0734 68881 

MAIL ORDER, EXPORTS & 
DIRECTORY REQUESTS: 

PHONE OR 
SEND 
NOW 

SOUTH CERNEY 
CIRENCESTER GLOS GL7 SUQ 

0285 860612 (24-hour) -------------To: Cotswold Camping, South Cerney, Cirencester, Glos. GL7 SUQ Q 
I Please send me your new outdoor equipment directory .. □ ~ I 
I Name: ................................. . .............. ,.,.._ I 
I Address: .............. .. .............................. WI I 
I .............................. Post Code . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . I 

10'½, discount club: (new members). · I would like to take 
I advantage _of your discount scheme. Please send me your ~ I 
I ~em.bersh1p ·c·a-rd: .I -a~- a _me_m~e~ .of. ~-l~b~~r-oup:.::::::::: N I 
I Contrdct Terms: My Club/Group: ............... . ... • • •. • 0 I 
I ~~-~Id. i°ik~-~ ~~-~; ~-f ·;~~; ~~-n·t;~~i ;~r-~~ ·(;~ ~;~ ·r;~; ~~- ;~~; 0 I 

mailing list). M.7.90 • I 
_____________ _. 
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HANDLING 
The symbiosis 

You know the feeling. 
When you and the rope are one. 
Complete accord and interdependent. 

Knot and bend; slide and grip. 
The totality of your Edelrid rope and you -
against Nature. 

Edelrid - the rope. 

- (EDELRID)1====== 
Distributed by: 

EDELRID in the UK · Outdoor Pursuits Services 
Derbyshire Level, Glossop SK 139 PT 





American Alpine lnstitute'-"'-
aJMBING IN NORTH AMERICA 

Rock Climbing: Joslma 'he, Bugaboos, Squamish, Whille 
Mountains, Red Rodes, Cascades, Baja Mexico. 
~ Mountaineering . 12, 24, & 36-day courses including 

ascents & comprehensive instruction on rock,- snow, & ice. 
No previous experience required. Cascades, Ecuador, Alaska. 

Summer Ice Climbing • Comprehensive coverage of advanced 
skills & state-of-the-art techniques for all snow & ice types. 
Previous experience required. Cascades & Alaska. 

Expedition lraining • Himalayan & Alpine styles of ascent. 
Guided Climbs • 2 to 10-day trips on the classic routes of North 

America; all technical levels; beautiful alpine traverses. 

BOUVIA, ECUADOR, & PATAGONIA 
Mountaineering in Bolivia . Instruction at basic & advanced levels 

& ascents on 17,000-21,200' peaks. Acclimatization at Machu 
Picchu, Lake Titicaca, & Bolivia's Altiplano. 

Ecuador · 2-week trips on peaks 18,997' to 20,561'; optional 
instructional itinerary. Acclimatization visiting highland markets 
& hiking on the Equator; hot springs; Galapagos option. 

Fitzroy & Torres del Paine National Parks . Parkland & glacier 
backpacking; alpine climbs at basic & more advanced levels 
near the towers; Patagonia Ice Cap; trek only or climb. 

EXPEDITIONS 
McKinley, Aconcagua, Arna Dablam, Ancohuma, Illimani 

SPRING & FALL IN NEPAL 
Everest Area Climbing & lrekking • Including Gokyo Valley, Kala 

Patar, Everest Base & Lhotse Valley; trek only or ascend 
Lobuche (20,076') & Island Peak (20,306'). 

Annapurna Area Climbing • Including Marsyandl Valley, Thorong 
La, Tibetan frontier, trek only or ascend Chulu West 
(21,060'), Thorong (20,096') , & Muktinath (21,021'). 

For free brochures call or write: 

AAI, 1212 24th W-25, Bellingham, WA 98225 
206-671-1505 

Treks, expeditions to unexplored areas of Nepal. 
Lhakpa Sherpa & Elaine Brook , HIMALAYAN TRAVEL, 

Nurses Cottage, Long Lane. Peterchurch. Hereford. HR2 OTE 
HIMALAYAN TRAVEL (0981) 550 246 (24hrs) 

MOUNTAINEERING BOOKS FOR SALE £20.000+. Peter Grace, 3 Victoria Court, 
Victoria Road , Romford, Essex, RM1 2NU. Tel. 0708 - 768069. From September 
1990 will be: Northease Manor, Lewes, Sussex, BN7 3EY. Tel. 0273 475733. 
Old mountaineering eqpt., photographs, books, post cards, ephemera etc. wanted. 
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• Early booking di,count 
• Climber bunk house 
• We take your climb seriously 
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Mt. McKinley • Alaska 
(907) 733-2291 

Box 290M, Talkeetna, AK 99676 

World Experts 
in the .A:rts of Alpinism 

~BECK 
CRAMPON STRAPS 

All handmade. 
Unconditionally guaranteed. 

90 catalog free to foreign. 
U.S. & Canada, send 25¢ 

P.O. Box 2223, Santa Barbara, 
California 93120, USA. 

SAVE MONEY 
MAKE YOUR OWN OUTDOOR 
CLOTHING AND EQUIPMENT 

Largest U.K. stockists of spe.cialist top 
quality materials and accessories. 
Expert advice. Prompt efficient service. 
Trade and retail. S.A.E. catalogue. 

Pennine Outdoor 
Holmbridge, Huddersfield, W. Yorks . 

0484 - 684302 

MOUNTAINEERING 
BOOKS 

For a good booklist of secondhand/out 
of print books and journals on 

mountaineering and exploration, write 
to D. Page, 47 Spottiswoode Road, 

Edinburgh EH9 1DA, Scotland. 
Tel. 031 447 4553. 

Wants lists welcomed. 
Good books in good condition always 

wanted to buy. 

MOUNTAIN FABRICS 
Breathable waterproofs, P.U., neoprene 
coated nylon, polycotton, waxed cotton, 
Cordura, Ventile. Fleece pile and stretch 
fabrics. Hollofil, Thinsulate, down. 
Flexipoles, buckles, webbing, velcro and 
much more. Patterns for all outdoor gear. 
We sell clothing, camping climbing gear; 
discounts up to 20%. For prices, samples 
stamp please. 

Tor(M) 3 Fryer St., Runcorn, WA7 1ND 

MOUNTAINEERING BOOKS 
We hold huge stocks of 

SECONDHAND AND NEW 
MOUN'rAIN BOOKS; climbing/ 

walking guides (worldwide) . 
Jarvis Books (M), 

57 Smedley Street East, Matlock, 
Derbyshire, DE4 3FO, England. 

Shop open Monday-Saturday, 9.30-5.30. 
Tele : (0629) 55322 

S.a.e., catalogue. BOOKS BOUGHT 

SNOWDON IA 
FOR SALE 

BUNK HOUSE AND 
LARGE RESIDENCE. 

CONTACT0286870518 
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CLIMB MOUNT VINSON 
and other peaks in ANTARCTICA with Adventure Network International. 

The world's only operator of private expeditions to Antarctica. 

Guided expeditions and private expedition support. 

ADVENTURE NETWORK INTERNATIONAL, INC. 
#200 -1676 Duranleau Street, Vancouver, BC Canada V6H 3S5 

Tel. +604-683-8033 • Facsimile +604-683-6892 • Telex 0636-700-7 49 

.mounto&n. 

BRITISH MADE 
walking, 
mountaineering 
and technical 
axes 

Mountain Technology 
(Glencoe) Ltd. 
Old Ferry Road, Onich, 
Inverness-shire PH33 6SA, 
Scotland 
Tel: Onich (085 53) 222 
Fax: (085 53) 424 

AROVA-MAMMUT, a Swiss company 

with over 125 years experience in rope

making offers a range of very special 

products to meet the requirements of 

climbers worldwide. 

Climbing Rapes: The rope provides 

the physical link between climbers and 

is life-saving in the event of a fall. It must 

be able to withstand severe forces wi

thout causing injury to the climber, be 

relatively static under body weight and, 

from speaking with climbers, be so for 

many years! The special qualities of 

MAMMUT ropes begin with an exclusi

ve yarn that is 30% more energy absor

bent than standard climbing rope yarns. 

This enables a MAMMUT rope to hold 

more UIM falls than a rope of similar 

weight made from standard yarn. 

Abrasion resistant twines, are tightly 

braided in an optimum configuratio 

about the core, to give a compact a . 

tough, state-at-the-art sheath. This gi

ves a MAMMUT rope its distinctive, firm 

yet supple texture. Super-Dry ropes from 

MAMMUT are impregnated throughout 

the care and sheath to make them 

water repel/ant. 

Climbing Harnesses: The best clim

bing rope is of little comfort if, in the 

event of a hard fall. the impact force is 

not transferred to the climber via a well

designed harness. MAMMUT harnes

ses are constructed from MAMMUT's 

unique webbing, which is made from the 

finest high strength, abrasion and UV, 

resistant 100% Nylon yarn. The compJ 

terlsed stitching process used in harness 

manufacture ensures that all load-bea

ring joints are identical in strength. All 

buckles used in MAMMUT harnesses 

are especially designed to match the 

appropriate webbings. MAMMUT 
Climbing Harnesses fulfill the DIN 

Norm 7947 and the UIAA standard. 

Swiss quality: The MAMMUT Logo 

stands for Swiss Quality products, ma

nufactured using the latest technology, 

strict standards and constant quality 

control by qualified personnel. It is your 

guarantee of the best climbing ropes. 

slings and harnesses on the market . 

Peak Security and Peak Performance 
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GREATER HIMALAYA ; I 
t, 

Cesen Pulls Off Another Coup - Solos First Ascent Of 
Lhotse South Face 

The mighty South Face of Lhotse, which has been very much the Last Great Problem of the Himalaya, has finally been climbed in a 
remarkable solo effort by Toma Cesen via the route shown here. Photo: Cesen. 

PRE-MONSOON 
NEPAL/ TIBET 

While everyone was still talking 
about Torno Cesen's remarkable 
first ascent solo of a new route 
on the North Face of Jan nu, he 
did it again . This time the 31 
year old mountain guide for 
Kranj in Yugoslavia climbed a 
new route solo on the wall that 
Messner described as a problem 
for the year 2000, the South Face 
of Lhotse (8516m). Many 
extremely well organised teams 
of the world's best climbers • 
have failed on the face, and it is 
of course where Kukuczka and 
the soloist Jaeger were killed. 

The whole story of this 
amazing ascent appears in an 
article in this issue, but the 
details are worth noting here. 
Cesen ascended a line not far 

to the left of the route attempted 
by the 1981 expedition lead by 
his hero, the late Ales Kunaver, 
to whom he dedicated the climb. 
One week was spent examining 
the wall from Base Camp, then 
Cesen made one outing to 
acclimatize, going to 7150m on a 
rib on the right of the face. On 
April 22, he retrieved food and 
equipment he had previously 
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left in a cache at 5200m, and 
began his climb at 5pm. 

By 8am he had reached 7500m, 
and there slept for five hours, 
sheltered from falling rock by an 
overhang. In the afternoon, he 
climbed on in cloud and snow 
until forced to halt. At 9pm, it 
cleared and he carried on for 
two hours to 8200m where he 
had his second bivi . After an 
uncomfortably cold and 
sleepless night, he left all but his 
essential gear at the bivi and set 
off for the summit at 5am. After 
three hours spent overcoming a 
steep 60m rock barrier, he 
eventuiilly reached the long 
summit ridge, and at 2:30pm 
stood just below the corniced 
summit. 

He retracted his route in 
deteriorating weather and nearly 
met with disaster at 7800m 
when a powder avalanche swept 
him 50m. Shaken but unhurt, he 
waited an hour for the weather 
to improve, and then descended 
to 7300m, stopped again for 
three hours, and at midnight set 
off down again, reaching Base 
Camp at 7am on 25 April, 62 
hours after beginning the climb. 

Ba~k in Kathmandu, Cesen said 
he was "satisfied" with his 
climb. It was not nearly as 

technically difficult as Jan nu, 
"but Lhotse is much taller and 
wider, and you feel very small." 

Cesen is an experienced and 
calculated performer. He has 
been building up his experience 
over a number of years, starting 
with a first ascent on the South 
Face of Alpamayo as long ago 
as 1979, and developing his 
style both on hard solo ascents 
in the Alps, and on rapid ascents 
such as Broad Peak, (in 19 
hours) and a variation of K2's 
South Face up to the junction of 
the Abruzzi Spur (see Mountain 
112 News) in 1986. His next 
objective? The unclimbed West 
Flank of Annapurna 1. Watch 
this face. 

Some details are still awaited, 
but it appears that elsewhere in 
Nepal, it was a fairly quiet year 
with 13 of 28 expeditions 
succeeding. Five deaths were 
recorded . 

Everest (8848m) 
Just over the hill from Lhotse, 

this mountain still receives an 
inordinate amount of attention. 
While Cesen was nearing the top 
of his route on April 24, the 
Nepalese were successfully 
placing four members of their 
first ever national team on the 

summit via the South Col Route 
. The poor weather that day 
nearly brought disaster to the 
Nepalese. The four, Ang Rita, 
Top Bahadur Khatri, Ang Kami 
and Pasang Norbu spent 15 
hours plodding up through deep 
snow, reaching the summit at 
5pm. For Ang Rita, the only 
member without oxygen, it was 
his 6th ascent of Everest. His 
experience probably saved the 
team from disaster when 
exhaustion forced them to make 
the highest bivi ever, just below 
the Hilary Step at 8780m. 
Despite severe frostbite to two 
of the members, they managed 
to safely reach the Western 
Cwm next day. When asked if 
he would go back for a 7th 
ascent, Ang Rita's laconic reply 
was "maybe". 

In the following month, during 
an unusual spell of five 
consecutive days of good 
weather, another four 
expeditions placed a total of 35 
additional climbers on the 
summit. 

18 men and 2 women, 
summited as part of Lou 
Whittaker's Peace Climb to the 
North Ridge. This was a 
massive joint US/USSR/Chine,se 
effort that overcame early spells 
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Toma Cesen 

of bad weather to place the 
largest number ever from a 
single team on top. The 
summiters were: May 6 - Robert 
Link and Steve Gall (US), Sergey 
Arsentjev* and Grigor Lunjakov* 
(USSR), Da Cherne and Gyal Bu 
(China); May 7 - Ed Viesturs* 
(US), Andrei Tselinschev* and 
Mistislav Gorbenko (USSR); May 
8 - Ian Wade (US), Gui Sang, Da 
Qoing, Ren Na, and Luo Tse 
(China); May 9 - Mark Tucker 
(US), Ekaterina lnanova, Anatoly 
Moshnikov*, Ervand LLyinsky, 
Alex Tokarov (USSR) and Wang 
Ja (China). Those not using 
oxygen are marked*. 
Afterwards, Whittaker 

commented; "we took the best 
climbers from three countries 
and gave them an incredible 
goal. They've worked together 
against incredible odds and 
pulled off an incredible success. 
Perhaps if we did the same thing 
with other challenges facing the 
world, we'd get the problems 
solved." Certainly, the team 
were an incredibly harmonious 
unit when compared to some 
single nation expeditions 
reported previously on these 
pages. 
Also on top this year was Peter 

Hillary, son of Sir Edmund, 
making the first ever ascent by 
the progeny of an earlier 
ascentionist. He reached the 
summit on May 10 along with 
NZ compatriots Rob Hall and 
Gary Ball, and Rudy Van Snick 
(Belgium) . Also that day, 
Americans Glenn Porzak, 
Michael Browning, Brent 
Manning and Peter Athans and 
SherpasI Nima Tashi and Ang 
Zambu reached the top. 

On May 11, one more member 
of the American team, and two 
of Hillary's joint expedition, 
Mikael Reuterswald and Oskar 
Kihlborg (Swedish) repeated the 
ascent. 

Lhotse (8516) 
On May 13, Wally Berg and 

Scott Fisher from the American 
Everest team reached the 
summit via the normal West 
Face. 

Makalu (8463) 
A small American team 

recorded an alpine style ascent 
of the West Pillar. Kitty Calhoun 
(the first woman to climb 
Makalu) and John Schutt 
reached the summit on 18 May. 

Hiroshi Onishi (Japan) and 
Sherpa Nima Dorje has earlier 
succeeded on the normal North 
West Ridge, reaching the 
summit on 12 May. 

Kanchenjunga (8586m) 
An American team completed 

the 36th ascent of the main peak 
via the South West Face. One 
member, Mark Udall, reached 
the summit on May 13. 

Manaslu (8163m) 
An American/Canadian 

expedition abandoned their 
climb after two members and 
one Sherpa were killed in an 
avalanche on the North East 
Face at the end of March. A 
French/Swiss team also failed, 
but Fausto De Stefani, leader of 
an Italian team, reached the 
summit alone on 26 April. This 
is his 9th 8000er. 

Dhaulagiri 1 (8167m) 
An international team led by 

Krzysztof Wielicki twice 
summited via the normal North 
East Ridge, Wielicki reaching the 
top solo on 24 April and lngred 
Baeyens repeating the route on 
11 May. On May 9-10, Wielicki 
soloed a new line on the East 
Face to the right of that taken in 
1981 by Kurtyka, MacIntyre and 
Ghilini, joining the North East 
Ridge at 7800m, from which 
point he descended. 
An international team led by 

Michel Daucher also placed one 
member on top via the normal 
route . Ralf Dujmovits reached 
the top on 11 May. The 
experienced Sherpa Wangel 
who had climbed three 8000ers 
perished in a slab avalanche at 
about 6600m. 

Cho Oyu (8201m) 
Four expeditions succeeded on 

the normal North Ridge/West 
Face from the north, placing a 
total of 31 members on top. Of 
these, 19 were from a large 
commercial expedition led by 
Guenther Haerter. A small 
Australian team failed on an 
attempt on the North Buttress at 
6800m, but Michael Groom 
reached the summit via the 
normal route on 11 May. 

Benoit Chamoux's busy 8000m 
L'Esprit d'Equip placed 7 on top 
on 30 April: Chamoux, Yves 
Detry, Frederic Valet, Pierre 
Royer, (all French), Alan Hinkes 
(GB), Josef Rakoncaj (Czech) and 
Mauro Rossi (Italian). They then 

turned their attention to: 

Shishapangma (8046m) 
The same seven members of 

the L'Esprit d'Equip climbed a 
new route on the North Face, 
reaching the summit on 12 May. 
Hinkes becomes the first Briton 
to ascent two 8000ers in one 
year. 

The original Chinese Route was 
also climbed by an international 
team . Olav Ulvund and Eirik 
Tryti (Norway), Mark Lemaire 
(Australian), Russel Brice (NZ) 
and Mark Vallance (GB) reached 
the summit on 26 May. 

Nyenchen Tanglha Central 
(7117m) 
Previously unreported was an 

Austrian ascent of this 
unclimbed peak north of Lhassa. 
The 7162m West peak had been 
climbed by the Japanese in 
1986. Wolfgang Axt's team 
climbed the South West Ridge 
from a high camp on a col at 
5900m. Five members reached 
the top on 28 July 1989. Axt 
reports that there are other 
unclimbed 7000ers in this 
region. 

INDIA 
Details of the current season are 
still awaited, but there are 
several interesting additional 
reports to add to those in 
Mountains 130 and 131. 
It was reported in Mountain 

130 that a first ascent of the 
South East Face of Parvati 
(6450m) had been made by 
Spaniards Xavi Gonzalez and 
Jose Sasot. It seems more likely 
that, upon reaching the summit 
of peak 6044m in the dark, they 
mistook it for the true summit of 
Parvati . The same team also 
reached 6100m on a difficult 
new line on Meru. 
It was reported that the French 

commercial expedition led by 
Allibert Cie had failed on Kun 
(7077ml. In fact they put 13 
members on top. 
In Gangotri, three South 

Koreans Seung you I Bae, Hong 
sang Chang and Bong-sin 
Kwang made an ascent of the 
West Face of Bagirathi 3 
(6454ml. This is apparently the 
first ever big wall, alpine style 
ascent by South Koreans and is 
seen as a breakthrough in that 
country. 

Americans Chris Warner, Dan 
Jenkins and Austin Weiss made 
an ascent of the West Peak of 
Shivling via the South East 
Ridge/East Face in September 
1989. They were forced off the 
ridge onto the East Face by bad 
weather 400m below the top but 
eventually found their way onto 
the West Peak and began an 
intricate descent to eventually 
reach Tapovan after six days on 
the mountain. 

An interesting ascent of 

GREATER HIMALAYA 

Unnamed Peak (6230ml by 
the previously unclimbed North 
Face was made by Britons Carl 
Schaschke, Ian Mills and Neil 
Brown . This peak in Kistwar lies 
due south of the Umasi La. The 
route provided six days of 
difficult climbing, and a further 
two days were spent reversing 
the face when the team decided 
the original route on the South 
Face was too avalanche prone 
to risk. 

In the Eastern Karakorum, the 
3rd ascent of the inaccessible 
Mamostong Kangri (7516ml 
was made by an Indian army 
team following the original East 
Ridge. The summit was reached 
on 10 August 1989. 
One other interesting note has 

been found in the pages of 
Himavanta Feb. 1990. It seems 
that local climbers were enlisted 
to pull down the Sm high 7 
tonne marble statue of Lenin in 
Bucharest, using ropes lassoed 
around the statue's neck. The 
relic was then sold to a 
Japanese collector. No doubt 
Eastern European climbers will 
devise many unusual ways to 
finance expeditions. 

International Conference on the 
Protection of the Himalaya 
The Himalayan Adventure 

Trust held a board meeting in 
Delhi on April 1 1990 to set an 
agenda for future action. It was 
chaired by Capt. M.S.Kohli and 
in attendance were Sir Edmund 
Hillary, Junko Tabei (Japan), 
Kumar Shah (Nepal), Jose 
Vandevoorde (Belgium) and 
Eduard Myslovski (USSR). 

Prior to establishing National 
Committees in the countries 
active in the Himalaya, the 
Board intend to establish 
linkages with various 
international, national and 
regional organisations active in 
environmental protection. The 
Trust will produce a news letter 
to draw attention to a code of 
conduct that they intend to 
recommend to the 100,000 
trekkers and climbers who visit 
the Himalaya annually. 

During the two day conference 
that followed the Board meeting, 
a number of key issues were 
discussed and actions agreed. 
The Indian government 
announced investment of 
$16.5m to help re-aforrestation 
and measures to involve local 
people through education and 
practical involvement in 
projects. Practical steps to 
reduce the pressure on 
congested areas, such as 
"rotation of access to areas" 
were also considered . 

Other positive suggestions that 
may be taken forward are; (1) all 
non-biodegradable materials to 
be carried out, (2) smaller 
groups to be encouraged, (3) 
kerosene depots organised on 
key routes, (4) local school 
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children educated on 
environmental issues, (5) local 
people to be employed in clean 
up projects, (6) differential fees 
for peak/off peak seasons to be 
introduced, (7) new areas to be 
opened to relieve pressure on 
over-used areas, and (8) tour 
operators to give environmental 
briefing sessions to all groups. 
Although it will be some time 

before any of these steps can be 
formally introduced in the 
Himalayan countries, it is hoped 
that the Trust will now be able to 
draw up an action plan to be 
agreed by the countries 
concerned. The next meeting of 
the Trust is in Japan in October. 

Of immediate interest to 
climbers planning to visit India 
is the news that the Indian 
Government are considering 
banning climbing in Gangotri in 
1991. Consultation is currently 
under way with the IMF with the 
intention of giving a 1 year 
notice if agreed. The good news 
is that a team of environment 
experts are visiting the Nanda 
Devi Sanctuary this year to 
report on the current state of the 
area following the ban on all but 
Indian trips to the Sanctuary 5 
years ago. It may be reopened 
soon. If so, there is a need to 
put in practice some of the 
recommendations made by the 
Himalaya Trust to monitor their 
effectiveness. It is also 
imperative that grazing by local 
sheep is restricted in the 
Sanctuary, as this seems to have 
been the source of much of the 
damage. We are left to wonder 
who tells the snow leopards to 
move 50 miles east of Gangotri 
when the area rotation policy is 
introduced. 

New Karakoram Map 
The Swiss Foundation for 

Alpine Research will publish a 
new 3 colour Karakorum map in 
two sheets at a scale of 
1:250000. The maps covers an 
area of 470 sq. km of the main 
Karakorum . 
The base map has been 

prepared over many years by 
Jerzy Wala of Poland and can be 
expected to be of the highest 
quality. Those interested niay 
order from: Swiss Foundation 
for Alpine Research, Binzstrasse 
23, 8045 Zurich, Switzerland. 
Together, the sheets cost SFr. 
29. 

[CORRESPONDENTS; Cesen, 
Hall, Hawley, Himavanta, 
Kapadia, Nyka, San Ak In, 
Valance, Warner, Whittaker.] 

John Porter 
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BRITISH ISLES I ! 
Lakes Still Provides Steady Stream of 
Hard New Climbs 

LAKE DISTRICT 
A long spell of dry spring 

weather has brought the high 
crags into condition early this 
year, creating a wave of new
route activity unparalleled in 
recent years and resulting in 
several major unclimbed lines 
falling in the south of the area. 
The rest of the Lakes has been 
fairly quiet in comparison, with 
only a few short routes or 
variations added so far. 
Scafell/Dow/Eskdale Area 

There can be little doubt that 
the highlight of this crop of new 
routes is Dave Pegg's ascent of 
First and Last and Always on Esk 
Buttress with Matt Smith . This 
sustained route takes the wall to 
the left of The Cumbrian to an 
obvious overlap, where it trends 
rightwards to join the groove of 
The Cumbrian at about one-third 
height. This was always 
acknowledged as being the last 
great problem of the area, the 
insubstantial protection 
resulting in a grade of E7 6b. 
Pegg had top-roped the line on 
an earlier visit, keeping up a 
historical tradition for the big 
new routes in the Lakes (don't 
forget that Kern Knotts Crack, 
Central Buttress and Kipling 
Groove all received prior 
inspection too). 

In contrast to this serious line 
left of The Cumbrian, Al 
Phizacklea and his "porta
belayer" John Holden climbed a 
well protected line across the 
wall on the right to produce Esk 
Ape (E4 6a). This takes the 
shallow groove formed by the 
junction of the steep headwall 
and the slabs below, before 
breaking out left across the wall, 
crossing The Cumbrian at the 
top of its groove and continuing 
across to belay on Medusa Wall. 
Apart from an awkward move to 
start, the wall itself is 
surprisingly easy; it contains 
large positive holds and good 
gear in a really wild position . 
Phizacklea, Holden and Andy 
Rowell also climbed the steep 
wall right of Boot Hill to give · 
End of Time (E3 6a). 
Phizacklea and Holden were 

also responsible for two 
excellimt lines on the East 
Buttress of Scafell, which were 
both led on sight. Cerberus (E3 
5b,4c,5c) takes a steep flake just 
left of Great Eastern to join Gold 
Rush to start, then tackles the 
open corner and capping roof 
above the slab of Yellow Slab to 
finish . They also added Chiron 
(E3 5c,5c,5c) with Andy Rowell, 
which climbs the wall left of 
Centaur before finishing up a 
diagonal crack right of Centaur's 
top pitch. 

On Dow Crag, Phizacklea, 
Holden, Rob Knight and Dave 
Kells climbed the hard, thin 
groove right of Tumble before 
traversing right to finish directly 

over the roofs above Cptacombe 
to give Pandora 's Box (E5 6b) . 
Although it is protected by three 
pegs, the first one is very low 
down, and was placed after 
Phizacklea decked out from the 
difficult starting sequence, 
snapping the rock around a poor 
nut placement. 
The development of the 

Duddon Valley has been neatly 
rounded off and packaged in a 
small hand-produced guidebook 
by Al Phizacklea, which spurred 
on a burst of last minute activity 
here. [ That's enough plugs - Ed.] 

Phizacklea and Kells added two 
lines to Foss How Crag (near the 
cascades on Tarn Beck) . 
Thunderthighs (E3 6a) takes the 
wall on the right and Rough 
Diamond climbs the sustained 
crackline on the left at E5 6b. A 
short wall right of Burnt Crags 
was christened Viz Crag after the 
routes established there by a 
combination of Bob Wightman, 
Phizacklea, Holden and Rowell. 
The Pathetic Sharks (E2 5b) 
takes the diagonal crack on the 
left; Hadaway (E4 6a) takes the 
dirty central wall, Buster Gonad 
(with an unfeasibly hard move at 
E5 6b) takes a hanging flake on 
the right, just left of the 
innocuous groove of Roger 
Mellie (E3 5c). The short rib on 
the right went at VS to give Billy 
the Fish. 
On the last day of 1989, 

Phizacklea and Holden added 
three lines on Monolith Block 
Crag, which is just behind White 
How Crag, the best being The 
End of the Eighties (El 5b) up 
the right-hand rib of the block. 
Phizacklea returned on a warmer 
day to climb the steep central 
face to give Mental Block (E4 6b) 
with Andy Rowell. 
These three also climbed the 

last two remaining gaps on Far 
Hill Crag - Double Gravity (E3 
6a), takes the thin crack right of 
Drum Roll, and the superb First 
of Class (E4 6a) climbs the ramp 
and roof right of Sparkle in the 
Rain. On the Upper Great Blake 
Rigg, high above Seathwaite 
Tarn, Caval Gregg climbed the 
left-hand arete to give 
Laypincher (E2 5c) with 
Phizacklea and Holden, who 
went on to add Bowel Howl (E4 
6b) up the shallow hanging 
groove and The School of Hard 
Knocks (E5 6b) which climbs the 
wall on the right of the face. 

Ray McHaffie, partnered by J. 
Bosher, B. Brown and P. Turner 
developed Piers Gill Crag, the 
lovely short wall of rock which 
lies just above the "Corridor 
Route" path where it cuts across 
Piers Gill on the West Flank of 
Scafell Pike (a few lads had eyed 
this one up in the past). Mac 
has climbed a dozen pleasant 
lines here, the most obvious 
being Slanting Groove (S), 
whilst the fine wall to its right is 
The Merchant of Death (HVS 5a) 

and the obvious right-hand crack 
went at El 5a to give Wind 
Beneath my Wings. 
Embarrassing Confession Time 

This is just to say that I made 
an almighty cock-up in the Fell 
and Rock 1988 New Routes 
Supplement on Hard Knott Crag 
in Eskdale. I first visited the crag 
in 1988 and established a few 
new routes; two went on either 
side of a superb square-cut 
groove line which I took to be a 
route called Earl Boethar. I 
thought that the scrappy groove 
to the right was unclimbed, but 
it turned out that this was the 
true line of Earl Boethar - when I 
spotted chalk on it I assumed 
that someone had climbed it in 
error. This is the line I wrote up 
in the supplement as being a 
new route, climbed by persons 
unknown and called Mystery 
Prize. It never occurred to me 
that such a good groove line 
was unclimbed, which just goes 
to show that I don't know my 
arse from my elbow. 
Anyhow, Ted Rogers and Rick 

Graham sorted out the mess, 
and realising my error, climbed 
this groove to the left of Earl 
Boetharto give the superb line 
of Caesar (E3 6a). They also 
added Hadrian's Wall (E3 5c) up 
the pillar front left of Hard Knott 
Ridge and The Forsythe Saga 
(E2 5c) which takes the wall and 
groove just right of Gutterbrush. 

On Hare Crags in Eskdale, 
Phizacklea and Brian McKinley 
climbed the steep groove right 
of The Groove to give 
International Rescue at E3 6a, 
and McKinley led the slabs and 
top crack on the upper crag to 
produce Spiked Hare (E2 5c). 
The obvious diagonal crack in 
the main wall of the crag was 
climbed by Phizacklea, Rowell 
and Stuart Wood to give 
Hareline Crack (E3 6a) - a line 
that had already been cleaned . 
It later transpired that 'the 
cleaner' was none other than Bill 
Birkett, who had not climbed the 
route, but who later returned to 
add a direct start to give 
Butterballs at E6 6b (E6 with side 
runners?) and Birthday Boy (E2 
5b) which takes the cracks right 
of Slit Wall. 
Slate News 

The big line to fall on slate was 
Dave Pegg's Command 
Performance at Hodge Close 
Quarry which takes the flake line 
between Stage Fright and The 
Main Event at E6 6c; he was 
partnered by John Gaskins. 
Andy Hyslop has been up to 
some clever tricks with an 
extendable aluminium ladder 
and a Bosch drill when he added 
several lines to the main pillar in 
the cave at the bottom of the 
quarry. 
The arete nearest the Diving 

Board was climbed with Martin 
Bagness and Rick Graham to 
give Sport for All (HVS 5a), and 
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That man Dave Pegg making the first ascent of Command Performance (E6 6c) at Hodge Close Quarry. Photo: Jon Sparks 

the wall to its left was also led 
by Andy with Dave and Bill 
Birkett in support to produce Big 
Gym at El 5b. Hyslop also led 
Cellar Dwellers (E3 5c) on the 
'back' arete, but it was left to 
Glenn Sutcliffe to solve the 
dynamic face on the opposite 
side of the pillar to give an E4 6c 
called Northumbrian VS. Andy 
has recently added a few more 
lines, which all lead off to 
lowering-off bolts. An 
"impossible" blank wall at the 
back of the pillar was overcome 
by the insidious use of a 'bolt 
on' hold to make it E4 6b. At 
least it's better than chipping a 
hold - if you can't do it, just 
swap it for a bolt-on jug! These 
little routes are bound to 
become popular because they 
have the advantage of staying 
dry even in the heaviest of rain . 
Hyslop and lain Williamson 
climbed Barbi Junior (E3 6a) up 
a short rib just right of the upper 
cave entrance in Black Hole 
Quarry. In Tilberthwaite Quarry, 
D. Taylor climbed the flake 3 
metres right of Morecambe and 
Wise to give Slip of the Tongue 
at VS 5a, and the wall to its left 
was climbed by N. Franklin and 
N. Reid to produce Slow and 
Easy (El 5b) . 

Langdale 
Two of the main unclimbed 

lines left in the valley fell to the 
hard working raiders Neil Foster 
and Martin Berzins when they 
climbed the obvious twin 
grooves on Flat Crag. Foster led 
Deadlock (E5 6c) which takes the 
line right of 1984, leaving 
Berzins to test the steepness of 
the rock as he swung out into 
space whilst seconding. Martin 
had the satisfaction of watching 
Neil perform the same trick as 
he tried to follow him up the 
niche left of Ataxia, which went 
at E6 6c. 
This couple were in for a 

surprise when they visited Pavey 
Ark, where they found Andy 
Hyslop cleaning up one of their 
prospective lines after he had a 
crafty dawn start. This route 
climbs the steep wall between 
Mother Courage and Red 
Groove at E4 6a/b - Andy was 
partnered by Martin Bagness. 
Berzins and Foster didn't waste 
their efforts, because they 
climbed the shallow groove and 
crack which is squeezed in 
between Fallen Angel and 
Heartsong to produce 
Ange/heart (E6 6a). 

On Gimmer Crag, Steve Reid 
and Joe Grinbergs added 

Remembrance (VS 4b, 4c, 5a, 4c) 
which takes the direct start to 
Bracket and Slab before treading 
up towards Gimmer Chimney to 
finish by Chimney Buttress. 
Although it gives good climbing, 
this is a hybrid route that 
connects several sections of rock 
that have been climbed before. 
Down on Raven Crag, Tom 
Walkington and P. Bryant added 
Muscle Corner (E2 5c) which 
takes the little corner right of 
Campaign Crack. Dave Birkett's 
steep little test piece Scared 
Rabbit (E5/6 6a) which is found 
in a quarry behind Chapel Stile 
has become a very popular 
problem with the locals, due to 
its well protected and strenuous 
climbing . 
Borrowdale 

Activity here has been 
relatively slow compared with 
the south of the county, even 
with the incentive of an updated 
version of the Borrowdale 
Guidebook in the production 
stage (due out this autumn) . 

Evergreen Ray McHaffie has 
been as active as ever, his one
man campaign to develop every 
crag in the valley has seen him 
beavering away on National 
Trust Crags. Along with J. 
Basher he climbed Dicing with 

Death which takes the steep wall 
between Naked Edge and One in 
Six at E2 5c. The same team 
have also developed Upper 
National Trust Crag where they 
climbed the obvious groove to a 
yew tree at El 5b to produce 
Cold Sweat, and Dangerous 
Assignment (E2 5c) which takes 
the hanging groove to the right. 
They also girdled this wall at E2 
5c to give Speed Kills. 

On Gowder Crag, Denis Byrne 
led an all star veteran team 
consisting of Chris Bonington, 
Paul Ross and Pete Greenwood 
up the lefthand side of the crag 
to produce The Last of the 
Summer Wine at El 5b. Paul 
Cornforth pushed an eliminate 
line onto Reecastle Crag when 
he added Sentenced to Hang (E5 
6b/c) which starts up White 
Noise and traverses left to the 
crux of Penal Servitude before 
finishing direct to rejoin White 
Noise. Karl Telfer has been the 
chief instigator in the 
development of Goats Crag, 
which lies midway between 
Reecastle and Watendlath . 
There are now about nine good 
routes on this little outcrop, and 
if you can't wait for the 
guidebook to emerge, you can 
find details of them in the new 
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British Rock Climbing Grades - Time For Change? 
The advent of totally safe bolt protected climbs on some British 
limestone crags has called into question the whole issue of grading. 
Originally, E grades where introduced to subdivide the adjectival 
Extremely Severe grade which had become overcrowded . Combined 
with the numerical technical grade, originally conceived to give an 
objective assessment of the difficulty of the hardest move reduced 
to ground level, this system seemed ideally suited to British Style 
climbing. 

However, on the new sport climbs where all objective dangers have 
been removed, the difficulty of the hardest move is now assessed 
numerically in the context of how many difficult moves have 
proceeded it, thus g·iving a grade for the overall technical difficulty of 
the pitch. This is why French grades are applied to such climbs. 
E grades have become meaningless for this style of climb -
effectively linked boulder problems - as has grading for an on sight 
ascent - these routes are always "workei;l". Perhaps the time has 
come to separate "sport" climbing from "real climbing" and end the 
numbers game. - B.C.N. 
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routes book which has been 
transferred to the Horse and 
Farrier pub at Threlkeld. 

In true classic tradition (or is it 
classic masochism?) Steve Reid 
and Joe Grin bergs climbed 'C' 
Gully (S) on Eagle Crag, 
probably one of the last gully 
lines left in the Lakes, it had 
been left alone after repulsing 
the last attempted ascent early 
this century! 

At the head of Greenup Gill lies 
the very remote Long Crag, 
where Jon Sparks and Matthew 
Walsh added Roadside Slab (VS 
4c) up and left of the main wall 
and The Foad Factor (HS 4b) 

Left: Ben Moon making the first 
ascent of his E9/ 10 direct start to 
Whore of Babylon at Raven Tor. 
Photo: Chris Gore 

which takes the left-hand side of 
the main wall. They invited 
Jason Clay to lead the pink 
groove on the right of the wall at 
E2 5b to give Not with a Bang, 
and Clay went on to add Paddy's 
Arete (E2 6a) which lies on the 
right of the crag. 
On the equally remote Black 

Wall in Langstrath , Nick Kekus 
and Steve Hubball climbed 
Garner Grooves (HVS 5a) up the 
broken crack and groove up the 
left-hand side of the wall. 
Stuart Millar, Tony Stephenson 

and Glenn Rowley climbed the 
steep wall right of Zoar on the 
unpopular Castle Crag to 
produce A Face in the Crowd (E3 
6a) . 
The overcrowded walls of Goat 

Crag have seen a couple more 
eliminates squeezed in between 
the existing classics. Al 
Phizacklea, John Holden, Dave 
Kells and Stuart Wood added 
Lithuania (E4 6a,5c) which 
struggles for independence up 
the wall to the right of 0.0. T., 
and Neil Foster and Martin 
Berzins climbed a hard E6 6b,6b 
in the area of rock between 
Footless Crow and Mirage, 
which is still unnamed. 

Buttermere and Eastern Fells 
In Newlands Valley, Kit 

Wilkinson and Paul Ross 
discovered High Crag, which is a 
very steep 20 metre wall above 
the reservoir in Scope Beck. The 
only route so far takes the centre 
of the wall at E2 5c and is aptly 
named So Inclined. 
In Thirlmere, the stretch of 

broken rock at the left-hand side 
of the South Crag of Castle Rock 
has seen many claims of 
discovery from various teams in 
the past, the latest being Andy 
Hyslop and lain Williamson's 
ascent of an E4 6a directly up 
the steep wall right of Chapel 
Cracks. I have also heard an 
unconfirmed report of an E2 5c 
being established to the left of 
the top section of North Crag 
Eliminate, but I don't know of 
any details as yet. Across now 
to Gouther Crag in Swindale, 
where Phizacklea and Holden 
climbed a very thin eliminate 
right of Bloodhound to give 
Bloodpoisoning at E3 6b. 

Pillar and Gable 
It has been very quiet in this 

area, despite its vast potential -
but Phizacklea and Andy Rowell 
have added two more lines to 
Kern Knotts Buttress on Great 
Gable. Fat Freddie's Cat (E3 5c) 
takes the crack and shallow · 
groove to the right of Sylvester 
and Dave Kells joined them on 
Maggy Traveller (E4 6a) which 
starts up Sylvester before 
breaking out over the roof to 
take the groove to its left. 

Al Phizacklea 
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Moffatt and Moon Reach For E10 Grade With Bolted 
Super-Desperates at Pen Trwyn and Raven Tor 

Arms and The Man. Ben Moon contemplating success at Raven Tor. 
Photo: Chris Gore 

PEAK DISTRICT 

Ben Moon has completed what 
he claims to be the "hardest 
route in the world" on Raven 
Tor recently. The line frees the 
original aided start of Whore of 
Babylon and then moves left to 
join the last moves of 
Revelations, giving some 30 feet 
of desperate new climbing. 
Moon graded it E10-,(8c+ 
French), then promptly down 
graded it to E9+. Moon bases 
the grading on comparison with 
two of his new routes in France: 
Agincourt at Buoux and The 
Maginot Line at Volx. 
Ravenstor also saw the 

eventual repeat of Chimes of 
Freedom, the first since the 
demise of the large block. It is 
now started direct and is much 
harder - Ben Moon is 
responsible and offered the 
grade of E7+ 6c. This was 
shortly repeated by Chris Gore 
who confirmed both the grade 
and quality of the route . 
Action elsewhere was mostly 

confined to Cheedale, most 
notably on Two Tier Buttress. 
Chris Gore climbed the oft-tried 
direct start to Stolen Fruit, 
Entree (E7 6c), which gives a 
very hard boulder problem start 
leading into easier climbing . 
Close by, Chris Wright climbed 
The Bride & Groom (E4 6a), up 
the wall right of Osher Osher 
Osher to a lower off point. On 
Long Wall, Chris Wright added 
Child's Play (E3 6a) right of Hot 
Panties, Childlock (E4 6b) which 
climbs straight up to a tree from 
the bolt on Multiplex., and 
Atlantic Realm (E6 6b) which 
starts from the bottom of 

Freeway and climbs through the 
overhang and wall above. 

On Moving Buttress, Seb 
Grieve climbed A Man Called 
Horse (E6 6c), the short, snappy 
wall and overlap between 
Dynamic and Swinging Wall. 
On the Lower Tier at Horseshoe 

Quarry Bob Marks and Jim Kelly 
did Bootiful Bernard Matthews 
(E2 5b), situated well left of the 
Main Wall routes, starting at a 
large boulder pile. 
Gritstone 

The most significant route is 
Ron Fawcett's line up the fine 
concaved wall left of Wrinkled 
Wall at his new local crag, 
Bamford Edge. The name and 
grade are a mystery but as to 
the latter anywhere from E6 6c 
up would be a safe bet. John 
Allen also soloed an obvious 
problem at Stanage with a 
'direct start' to to Boe No 
Buttress which starts from the 
foot of Asp and finishes with a 
leap to the ledge on the arete -
E5 6c. Mike Lea added a direct 
start to Paucity, Wearing Thin 
(E2 6a) and two further routes: 
Lysteria Hysteria (E3 6a), which 
breaks out left from 2m up 
Certainly Parakeratosis to a 
good pocket and continues 
direct, and Tying the Knot (E3 
6a) which utilizes a flake right of 
the start of Outlook Buttress to 
climb the wall above on big 
slopers. 
Also at Stanage Neil Travers 

and Dave Barrell climbed In a 
Big Way Yerself (E4 6b), the 
curving arete on the opposite 
corner of the block to 
Slap'n 'Spittle and Paul Mitchell 
climbed The Go-Player (E4 6b) , 
the arete left of Black Hawk 

Chimney. 
Martin Veale climbed Dope 

Test (E2 6a) over the overhang 
left of Cracked Wall and John 
Allen did Blackattack (E2 6a) up 
a grooved buttress 30 metres 
left of Meninblack and Blue Fluff 
(E4/5 5c) which follows the crack 
and blunt arete left of 
Symbiosis. 
At Curbar Allen climbed Husk 

(E3 6b) up the undercut arete 
right of Littlelayback and at 
Froggatt a large 'invisible' 
boulder below Sunset Slab 
yielded four pleasant 
microroutes graded from left to 
right E1 6a, HVS 5c, E1 5c and E1 
6b. At Chatsworth, Allen and 
Mark Stokes climbed the small 
prow next to Tree Chimney, Saw 
(E1 6b). 

In preparation for the new 
guidebook Chinese Wall on 
Kinder Scout got an overhaul 
from Ashton, Carey and Baxter: 
3000 Takeaways (HVS 5a) is the 
wall right of Noseskinner, Two 
Sixty Nines Please (HVS 5b), the 
arete right of Malaise, Paddy 
Fields Forever (E2 5b), the 
bulging arete right of 
Phosphoresce and Give it Some 
Rice (E3 5c/6a) the wall roof and 
rib right of Necrosis. 
In Staffordshire, at Hen Cloud, 

Andy Popp soloed Peter and the 
Wo/f(E6 6b) which takes the 
brushed wall between Slimline 
and Fast Piping, swinging right 
into the final wide crack of Fast 
Piping. 
At the Roaches Lower Tier no 

sooner had Doug deserted Rock 
Hall than a new route sprung up 
in his garden . Doug-Less (E3 6b) 
climbs the Hen Cloud-facing side 
of the huge boulder by Dave 
Aucott. At Gib Torr Ben Moon 
led the impressive roof 
originally top-roped by Jerry 
Moffatt. Up on Bosley Cloud, 
Mike Cluer soloed Summit 
Bypass (E4 6b) on the wall left of 
Summit Arete. 
There are two further routes 

from the spring of '89 which 
didn't make it into the guide: 
Andy Popp's In Days of Told (E2 
6b), the blunt undercut arete 
round the side of Cave Crack 
Buttress at Belmont Hall Crag 
and Paul Mitchell's Paul's Puffer 
(E4 6b), a direct start to Hank's 
Horror on the Skyline crags. 
John Allen 

NORTH WALES 

Phew it's a scorcher, official! 
The fine weather of late has 
been responsible for much 
activity on the coast and in the 
mountains and really does go to 
show that global warming is our 
friend. 

It is quite astounding that 
anyone is actually sober enough 
to go climbing since the opening 
of The Heights in Llanberis, now 
definitely the number one place 

to hang out. Locals led by 
Crispin Waddy are at this 
moment in progress building a 
climbing wall at The Heights 
which will feature many 
overhanging panels for the 
hardcore. 

Biggest news this month 
comes from : 
Lower Pen Trwyn 
Jerry Moffat has finally 

completed his long standing 
project left of Statement of 
Youth which must be one of the 
hardest routes of its type (bolt 
protected and hard) in the world. 
Jerry graded the climb French 
8c+ or E9 7a and named it Liquid 
Amber. 

Dave Lyon has been busy 
downstairs doing a great 
rebolting job of Under the 
Boardwalk, Mean Mother, and 
Face Route whilst also finding 
time to do two new routes. 
Phew it's a Scorcher, Official! 
(E4 6a) is the wall and scoop 
right of Face Race and The Pink 
Pinkie Direct (E4 6a) is amazingly 
enough a direct on Pink Pinkie 
Snuff It. Perry Hawkins 
produced a direct finish to La 
Boheme at E6 6b which now 
means you don't have to carry 
nuts on it any more. 
Mumbo Jumbo Caves 

Nick Jowett climbed the roof at 
the far right of the cave on fist 
jams and appropriately named it 
The Pain The Pain It Hurts So 
Good, E4 6b. 
Mayfair Buttress 

Mayfair has been re bolted by 
Rick Rust and both pitches can 
now be led in one to give an 
excellent E4/5 6b. Also The 
Bloods has new bolts, now E4 
6b. 
The Cutaway 

This is the new name for the 
wall left of Wu Shu Boys which 
now sports five very safe routes 
from Perry Hawkins and Ed 
Stone, left to right the lines are: 
Half Man Half Beard (E4 6a), The 
Amazing Bearded (E6 6b), 
Rodney God And The Oral Twins 
(E7 6c), John Paul And The 
Vatican Seven (E6+ 6b) and Who 
Framed Roger Rabbi (E6- 6b). 
This wall stays dry in inclement 
weather. 
Black Walls 
The ever active Phil Smith has 

climbed a direct on 
Willowbrooks at E4 6b (BR's BB). 
Just past the Black Walls Ed 
Stone has slotted Homo Erectus 
(E5 6b, 5 BR's BB) into the gap 
left of Homo Sapien which has 
itself been re-equipped. 
Craig Arawan 

Lastly on the Orme, Robert 
Wigley climbed Jubilee (E1 5b, 
1 BR BB) on this rarely visited 
crag . 
Gogarth 

IMPORTANT! The gate at 
South Stack that used to give 
access to the Main Cliff is now 
being locked on a regular basis 
due to illegal dumping so its 
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advisable to walk. 
The excellent new Gogarth 

guide hasn't inspired much 'new 
route activity yet but judging by 
the crowds there on recent 
weekends it must be selling 
well. 

On the repeats front Mike 
Owen, in good head form, made 
the third ascent of The Bells (E7 
6b) on his second day after a 
gripping rescue on his first. 
Also at North Stack, Steve 
Mayers succeeded with the first 
on-sight ascent of Wreath of 
Deadly Nightshade (E7 6b) 
which has taken a good 
hammering recently with seven 
ascents overall. 
At South Stack, Crispin Waddy 

repeated the top two pitches of 
Isis Is Angry (E7 6b) thinking it 
the hardest lead he has ever 
made, which is saying 
something indeed. The whole 
route still awaits a repeat. 
Rhoscolyn 

Please be aware of Peregrines 
nesting left of The Sun. At the 
Bwa Du area George Smith 
ascended Missing Presumed 
Dead (E5 6b) up the pocketed 
wall under the sea arch. 

Owain Hayward and Fraser Bull 
discovered two good routes 
300m south east of the 
coastguard lookout. Salt Heart 
(E5 6a/b) takes the overhanging 
hand crack in the left wall, facing 
in, of this newly discovered 
zawn, whilst Behind Closed 
Doors (HVS 5a) climbs the wall 
right of the last route. 
Tremadog 
On Craig y Llyn, the obvious and 
often looked at open book 
corner above Martial Hearts has 
now been climbed by Martin 
Crook, Joffi Irving and Nick 
Walton. It now carries the 
amusing name of The Thing Of 
Shapes To Come and at E6 6c 
looks very tricky indeed. 
On Craig V Castell, Fred Hall and 
leuan Jones ascended Trick or 
Treat (E2 5c) which takes the 
slab and overlaps left of Lonely 
Edge. 
Clogwyn V Adar 

Seven Hunters is a new Martin 
Crook route on this excellent 
little crag . It climbs the flake 
crack in the wall right of The 
Cheshire Cat and is graded TD-, 
V-, MXS 5a. (That's enough 
grades - Ed.) The climb was 
seconded by a much better Phil 
Thornhill and John Redhead 
disguised as a sheep tick with a 
recorder? 
Castell Cidwm 

Talking With The Tax Man 
About Poetry (E1 5b, 5c) is a 
complicated new route near The 
Straighter by Ray Kay and Joe 
Wood and was climbed on-sight. 
Crispin Waddy and Mike "Twid" 
Turner onsighted a line left of 
Tramgo moving out of that route 
at 30 feet. They haven't named 
the climb but have graded it E5 
6b,5c. Crispin soon went on to 
smash his ankle by leaping out 
of a cable trolley in Vivian 
Quarry, clever boy! 
Cloggy 

Again please be aware of 
Peregrines nesting on the West 
Buttress. Maybe a good 
solution would be to avoid these 
areas in the nesting period . 

"Twid" repeated, after 
inspection, Authentic Desire (E7 
6b) thinking it very serious and 
awarding it 3 stars. 
The good news for all you 
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punters queuing to repeat Indian 
Face is that Johnny Dawes has 
filled in the mystery chipped nut 
placement with Epoxy resin 
bringing the route back from E7 
to E9 and returning most but not 
all of it's original character. 
Llanberis Pass 

Big news from the Pass is Dave 
Thomas's recent solo of Lord Of 
The Flies on a crowded 
Saturday. The Pass seemed to 
stand still for 20 minutes, 
shuddering once as Dave's foot 
greased above the porthole. 

Up on Scimitar Ridge, please 
be aware of the Roe nesting on 
the left of the crag, it has already 
carried off several climbers! 
Despite this, Twid made an 
impressive 2nd ascent (after 
inspection) of Surgical Lust 
confirming the grade (E7 6b) and 
excellent quality. 

Across on the Little Benjamin 
Buttress of Dinas Mot, Adam 
Brown and Paula Jefferson 
climbed Loves A Scent (VS 
4c,4a) whilst leaun Jones has 
done various routes on Ettws 
Buttress and Cave Buttress. 
None of these are remotely as 
hard as leaun's climbing quiz at 
The Heights which is 
comparable to Liquid Amber. 
Ogwen - Gribin Facet 

Ed Stone has made two 
ascents here. Grab An' Flash It 
(E4 6a) takes the left arete of the 
tower on the central buttress 
whilst between Sweet Sorrow 
and Slab Climb is a new E3 6a 
with a boulder problem start. 
Carneddau - Craig Eryl Farchog 

Morgan La Faye (E3 5c) is the 
100ft long thrrruuutchyy 
grrooove on the right hand side 
of the cliff and was discovered 
by Paul Jenkinson and leuan 
Jones. 
Llanberis Slate 
There is a good new topo guide 

to the Slate Quarries which 
shows where all the modern 
type sports climb are, and is 
available from most climbing 
shops.[See Books.] 
In the California area, some fine 
looking bolt protected routes 
have been climbed by Bill 
Gregory and John Barton. The 
Hobbit (E5 6b) and The Sneaking 
(E4 6a) are on the huge wall 
right of Californian arete and 
take parallel flake lines, whilst 
Au/timers Groove (E2 5c) takes 
the impressive curving groove 
left of Californian Arete and was 
ascended by Colin Goodey. It 
really does seem that good new 
route potential in the slate 
quarries will never dry up. 
Lleyn Peninsula 
There has been much 

development in the Craig Doris/ 
Ci Ian Head area and there will 
be a full report next issue when 
I've managed to decipher the 
new route descriptions which 
match the climbs in complexity. 
Paul Pritchard 

Thanks Paul 
Mountain would like to thank the 
outgoing North Wales 
Correspondent, Paul Williams, 
for his individual, entertaining 
and highly valued contributions 
to the Info pages over the last 
few years. Work commitments 
have forced him to hand over 
his charge to a younger and 
better looking Paul Pritchard 
who is now the man to collar in 
the cafe! 
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Chamonix Celebrates 
Annapurna Climb 

Annapurna 8000 
The town of Chamonix 

celebrated the fortieth 
anniversary of the first ascent of 
an 8000 metre peak, when 
Maurice Herzog and Lachenal 
reached the summit of 
Annapurna, by inviting all the 
first ascentionists of 8000 metre 
peaks and a host of other 
successful climbers to a three 
day conference from the 15th to 
17th July. It was quite an event, 
conspicuous for the warmth of 
the hospitality, superb food and 
a series of thought provoking 
seminars. We were all put up in 
excellent hotels and were even 
given books of vouchers for 
eating out in any of Chamonix's 
excellent restaurants. As with 
all conferences its greatest value 
was in bringing together old 
friends and developing new 
plans and friendships. It was 
probably the fullest gathering of 
Himalayan veterans that has 
ever been assembled, the guest 
list reading like a Climbers' 
Who's Who. 
Just to mention a few who were 
present: the three surviving 
members of the 1950 Annapurna 
Expedition, Maurice Herzog, still 
looking very fit and urbane, 
Francis de Noyelle and Marcel 
lchac. It's a sad comment on the 
risks of climbing that all the 
climbing members of the team 
are now dead. Raymond 
Lambert, now in his eighties 
who was so nearly the first man 
to reach the summit of Everest 
when he turned back just below 
the South Summit in 1952. Ed 
Hillary who flew in from Chicago 
on the Friday and went back on 
the Sunday. Kurt Diemberger, 
the only man to make the first 
ascents of two 8000 metre peaks 
( Broad Peak and Dhaulagiri). 
There was also Marcus Schmuck 
and Fritz Wintersteller who not 
only reached the summit of 
Broad Peak but made one of the 
earliest bold .Alpine style ascents 
in the Himalayas when they 
climbed Skilbrum (7420m) 
Compagnone who climbed K2 
for the first time, was there with 
George Band, Tony Streather 
and Norman Hardie who made 
the first ascent of Kanchenjunga 
. And so it went on. Of the 
newer generation, there was 
Messner, Christian Profit, Pierre 
Beghin and the most 
outstanding modern climber of 
all, Torno Cesen. There was Ad 
Carter, veteran editor of the 
American Alpine Club Journal, 
arguably the finest club journal 
in the world today. Ad also was 
the youngest member of the 
1936 Nanda Devi team. With 
him was Charlie Houston, who 
went on to K2 in 1938 and 53. 
There was Nick Clinch, probably 
America's most successful 
expedition organiser and Pete 
Shoening, who held five 
members of the team when t~.•Jy 

fell on K2 in 1953 on their 
fraught retreat after Art Gilkey 
fell ill. The Russians were 
represented by Kasbeck Valiev 
and louri Moiseev, from Alma 
Ata, near the Tienshan . They 
were both members of the 
immensely successful 
expedition to the South West 
Face of Everest and 
Kanchenjunga. Only two 
Sherpas had come from Nepal, 
Nawang Dorge, who had made 
the first ascent of Dhaulagiri 
in1960 and Nimi Sherpa, the first 
Sherpani to reach the summit of 
a major peak with her ascent of 
Nuptse in the Autumn of 1989. 
The main part of the 

celebration was a series of 
seminars on a variety of topics, 
including the development of 
Himalayan expeditions, 
sponsorship, high altitude 
medicine, the environment and 
the use and background of the 
Sherpas. The discussion was 
full and sometimes heated with 
a wide variety of topics being 
covered. Messner supported 
commercial sponsorship 
vehemently whilst attacking 
reliance on government funds. 
He got it wrong however, when 
he claimed that all the British 
expeditions to Everest had been 
funded by government when in 
fact they depended entirely on 
commercial sponsorship 
combined in the case of the 
earlier expedition with support 
from the Alpine Club and Royal 
Geographical Society. 

More sinister were the smooth 
blandishments of the 
representative of a French PR 
Company describing how 
sponsorship could shape 
expeditions and use them more 
effectively to promote the needs 
of the sponsor. Both Beghin and 
Bonington were appalled by this 
approach and pointed out that it 
was essential for the health of 
mountaineering that the 
climbers decided upon their own 
objectives and how they were 
going to climb a mountain 
before approaching a potential 
sponsor. Should expeditions 
become sponsor driven with the 
sponsor deciding upon the style 
of the expedition and even on 
the tactics to be employed, this 
could only lead to an erosion of 
mountaineering values . 
The impact of climbers upon 

the environment was also 
discussed with Jordi Pons 
presenting the policies of 
Mountain Wilderness and 
Mohan Kholi, who led the 
successful Indian Everest 
Expedition, representing the 
Himalayan Adventure Trust. 
Reinhold Messner also 
expressed his philosophy of 
"White Wilderness" in another 
debate. The consensus that 
emerged was the vital 
importance of climbers 
accepting their responsibility to 
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OVERVIEW 

Messner Donates Annual Prize For Mountaineering 
Achievement 

Delegates at the Mountain Wilderness "Save K2" Conference in Rome. Photo: Chris Bonington. 

the environment and removing 
as far as possible, traces of their 
presence not only from base 
camp but also from the 
mountain. 

Fulsome tributes were made by 
many speakers including John 
Hunt of what so many 
expeditions owe the Sherpas. 
There was also a strong appeal 
for the Thyangboche Monastery 
restoration fund . 

It had been hoped to have a 
"human chain" up Mont Blanc, 
though your correspondent 
never discovered just what this 
was meant to entail. In the 
event everyone had a free trip 
up the Aiguille du Midi 
telepherique and in the best 
tradition of mountaineering did 
whatever they wanted to do. 
There was a lot of fresh snow, 
but some climbed Mont Blanc 
de Tacul, a few went skiing and 
others just went for a walk in the 
Vallee Blanche. 

The climax of the event was a 
superb gala dinner with a clutch 
of awards selected by a poll of 
the participants, the organisers 
and the media and being 
presented by Paris Match in the 
shape of handsome little granite 
cenotaphs to sit nicely on a 
mantelpiece. They were as 
follows: 
Honorary Match D'Or - Maurice 
Herzog, Louis Lachenal 
Match d'Or for Great Himalayan 
Ascents - Sir Edmund Hilary, 
Match d'Or for the ascents of the 
great routes in the Himalayas -
Chris Bonington, 
Match d'Or for the highest 
performance in the Himalaya -
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Pierre Beghin 
Match d'Or for the man who has 
made the greatest impression 
on contemporary Himalayan 
climbing - Reinhold Messner 
Match d'Or for the person who 
has made the greatest 
impression on contemporary 
Himalayan climbing - Wanda 
Rutkiewicz 
Match d'Or for the Sherpa 
having contributed most to 
different expeditions - the 
Sherpas present. 
Match d'Or for the camera-man 
or photographer having best 
depicted the Himalayas - Kurt 
Diem berger 
Match d'Or for the Alpinist who 
represents the best of today's 
Himalayan climbing - Torno 
Cesen 
Match d'Or for posthumous 
achievement - Jerzy Kukuczka 
Homage of the town of 
Chamonix - Jean Marc Boivin 

Reinhold Messner also made a 
presentation - the Snow Lion 
Award of $10,000 from his 
personal funds for the most 
outstanding ascent of the year 
achieved in an environmentally 
and ethically sound manner. 
Inevitably and very deservedly it 
went to Torno Cesen. Messner 
has invested $100,000 for the 
award and intends to give out 
the interest each year as an 
annual prize. 
Chris Bonington 

"Free K2" Expedition 
A conference was held in Rome 

on 6th March to announce an 
expedition to clean up not only 
the K2 Base Camp but also the 

entire Abruzzi Spur Route, 
removing all old fixed ropes as 
well as any rubbish and remains 
of camps. It is estimated that 
the route is festooned with 
about twenty thousand metres 
of old fixed ropes and the 
remains of tents protrude from 
the snow at almost every camp 
site. This is an initiative of 
Mountain Wilderness, an 
environmental pressure group, 
that started in Italy with a 
conference in Biella in 1987, and 
now has, or is in the process of 
forming, sections in France, 
Switzerland, Greece and Spain 
as well as Italy. It has worked on 
a principle of actions as well as 
talk and has already conducted a 
demonstration on the telecabins 
across the Vallee Blanche in the 
Mont Blanc Region, to protest 
against the over development of 
the massif. It is also opposed to 
any further expansion of ski 
tows and lifts in the Alpine 
region. 
Carlo Alberto Pinelli, who is to 

lead the expedition to K2 and is 
one of the founders of Mountain 
Wilderness, stressed that they 
hoped this would act as an 
example to future expeditions to 
follow the principle of leaving 
the mountain in the state they 
found it, not only clearing up 
their rubbish but also removing 
any fixed ropes and camps that 
had been used . It is only by 
taking this stance that the 
mountaineering community will 
avoid polluting and ruining the 
high mountains of the world . 
This is particularly the· case of 
the popular 8,000 metre peaks 

which are coming under ever 
greater pressure. With this in 
mind Mountain Wilderness also 
plan to install three recycling 
plants at the entrance to the 
valleys most frequented by 
expeditions. 
The K2 expedition sets out at 

the end of July and is committed 
not to attempt the summit but 
will endeavour to clear the 
mountain all the way to the top 
camp. Members include Fausto 
de Stefani, Giampiero di 
Federico and Marcello Marini 
from Italy, Volker Krause from 
Germany, Jiri Novak from 
Czechoslovakia, Olivier Paulin 
from France, Jean Claude 
Legros from Belgium and Parvez 
Khan from Pakistan. There will 
also be some support treks 
which will help in the clearance 
of base camp. These are being 
organised by Renato Moro, 
Focus Agency, Corso Sempione 
80, 20154 Milan, Italy; phone 392 
3314409. 
Amongst the Speakers in 

support of this concept were 
Ardito Desio, Haroun Tazieff, 
Fosco Maraini , Kurt Diemberger, 
Alessandro Gogna and Chris 
Bonington. They all emphasised 
the serious threat to the 
mountain environment which is 
a microcosm of what is 
happening throughout the world 
and the urgent need for 
mountaineers to rethink their 
approach to the mountains, 
concerning themselves as much 
with the need and logistics for 
removing any signs of their 
presence, as with achieving the 
summit. 
Chris Bonington 

Climb For The World - A Letter. 
"Look thy last on all things 
lovely every hour ... " - Walter 
De La Mere 
Dear Editors and Climbers, 

I have this problem about 
communication my wife yelled 
this morning as she stormed 
from the bedroom ... Which is 
also my study. What can I say? 

It's true. I layabout for words, 
agonise over an adjective, and 
even take, in one case, sixteen 
years to 'finish' a poem on my 
parents. I can wonder for days 
about a conjunction: 'if this, or 
that', hooked by the hole
process, how one thing can 
become another: "ON" - if you 
turn it over - becomes "NO". 
Birth and Death, that's what it's 
all about isn't it? With Sex 
in between, as well as the oral 
kind, language. 

So, here I am looking at a big 
green wave of trees through the 
window, and I've only twenty
four hours to live. 

Let me explain ... Climbers, 
from all over the world, are 
pounding on the door. They 
want to know about Climb For 
The World; more than twenty 
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OVERVIEW 

Climb For The World 
Progress Report 

countries from Argentina to 
Kenya, Siberia to Borneo, are 
initiating Climbs; not to speak of 
the at least 100 that will be 
taking place in the UK. So, this. 

But if it's not in your hands by 
tomorrow morning you'll kill 
me. Death by a thousand cuts. 

First things first. 
Dear Ed, Doug, Sharu, Jim, 

Slava, Onisha (is that right?) , 
Sylva, Kathi, James, John, Greg 
and, with her bloodied, grit
slapped hands, Silvia, from 
South America, who has just 
arrived; a year early! 

Well you all know the bad news 
- my calling you two weeks ago 
to tell you I'd failed, couldn't get 
the money in time, the £55,000 
needed to get everyone together 
in June for training : Yourselves; 
the Support Team - Hannes 
Stahli and his Swiss lads; Pat 
(Littlejohn); Tut (Braithewaite); 
Tom (Proctor); Eric (Jones) ; 
Eddy (Cooper) ; Billy (Wayman); 
Smiler (Cuthbertson); Brede 
(Arkless); Phil (Bartlett); Steve 
(Monks); and Brian (Mullan) - all 
from the UK. And briefing : 
meeting Malcolm (the one in the 
middle on top of the pinnacle, 
on the front of the brochure we 
sent. Can you believe he suffers 
from vertigo and had never 
climbed before?); Lord Hunt, still 
striding the heights, he wants -
at 81 - to be on the Eiger with us 
next year; Chris the Bon, official 
Friend Of Climb For The World; 
Maurice Strong, the Secretary 
General of the UN's efforts to 
save the planet, who gave a 
brilliant speech at the press 
conference in March, 
extemporising on mountains as 
being the nerves of the planet, 
countries' spines; as well as the 
Swiss Government Minister Herr 
Ogi, our Swiss Patron; with , not 
last nor least, the Prime 
Minister, who has invited you all 
to be received by herself at No. 
10; and last and least the other 
PM" plus poet. 
I'm very sorry for the problems 

this must have caused you . As 
it did the Support Team. They 
had turned down guiding work -
most of them are professional 
mountaineers - and made 
sacrifices .. . Just like you all. • 
And because it costs so much to 
call each of you up I couldn't 
take the time to tell you how 
close we'd come to finding the 
wherewithal! . How I was told 
that the UN themselves had 
actually sent the money: 

" Have you received the 
cheque?" said Tina from New 
York. 
"No, er" - where could it be? -
"No." 
"Well, I think Keith's sent it." 
I sat quite still . It was about 

nine in the evening. The streets 
were quiet; the theatre crowds 
hadn't got out yet for dinner. 
The young along the Strand 
would be settled down in 
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doorways in their old sleeping 
bags and cardboard boxes. 
They didn't bother to put out 
their hands at night. And I sat 
there, and sat there, felling the 
knowledge dawning, warming 
me after all these months. 
Everything was going to work 
out. It was only right. I always 
knew it would . 

"I'm really sorry to have to tell 
you that I don't think the money 
can be found . I've done 
everything in my power, but I 
don't think it can be done. The 
UN is a billion dollars in debt 
and all the budgets are closed . 
But keep me informed . . . " 

So. 
So I went to Geneva, met with 

Maurice ... 
Over breakfast he agreed that if 

we were to be invited to become 
one of the official events at next 
year's 700th Anniversary 
celebrations for the Swiss 
Federation (the world's oldest 
continuous democracy -
provided you ignore the recent 
vote of one tiny canton denying 
the vote for women . . . ) - it 
would enable us to develop 
more surely, and also make 
funding a distinct possibility 
within Switzerland. 
And there's also - Well , I'll tell 

you about the other gain we 
made during the Geneva visit 
when we meet at the end of 
August, this! year. You may not 
be able to believe it, but there 's 
a working chance. And what 
better place and time than the 
mountain itself at the same 
season, to take our bearings 
with one another and the 
climbs? Should a European 
team up with someone from the 
Third World? A Latin American 
woman leading a North 
American man? An Argentinian 
with a Brit? A Russian with a 
Czech? 

In any event we'll be in 
Switzerland at the end of th e 
month to meet the Swiss 
Government's delegate, Marco 
Solari , responsible for 
organising the official 700th 
events. You see, I read 
something he wrote : 
'I never intended the anniversary 
to be a glorification of 
Switzerland 's past ... there are 
too many present day problems 
for us to tackle, both national 
and international - the Third 
World, social issues, health and 
the environment. Switzerland 
has to realise that it's not living 
in splendid isolation . . . Many of 
our 1991 projects are aimed at 
the younger generation, because 
they concern the future rather 
than the past ... " 

So I wrote to him, told him 
something about you all , your 
diversity especially, and our 
Inter-Continental Climb, feeling 
that.it was right up their 
mountain . They faxed back fast . 
We still don't have a penny, but 
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Silvia Fitzpatrick (left) and Ed Drummond on a recent visit to the 
Mountain office . Photo: Bernard Newman 

somehow, maybe .. . 
Anyway, enough of hard luck 

stories, there's a climb to be 
done. For the world, this year. 
On Climb For The World Day, 
Saturday September 22nd, from 
sunset, to sunset of Sunday 
September 23rd. I hope you've 
managed to arrange at least one 
in your own part of the world 

Climbers have always been the 
fingers and toes of the body 
politic to me, grasping the 
essentials - whether on Everest, 
Cloggy, El Capitan, or any local 
outcrop - Freedom and 
Responsibility, the single rope 
that joins us all . But if Climb For 
The World is to rise above the 
mundane, specifically, on one 
day of the year - for the next ten 
years - make a stand on behalf 
of those who, like the planet, 
cannot, then climbers are in a 
unique position to inspire a 
breath of fresh air, a world view 
that is anything but flat, 
monetarist, self-serving . 

So supposing every climber in 
the world gave one day of their 
climbing life each year for the 
United Nations, and with 
ingenious forms of personal 
sponsorship, where possible 
raised funds as well as hopes, 
moral and financial capital? 
And just suppose this network 

of climbers took to the hills and 
high points with the same spirit 
that the peoples of Prague, 
Bucharest and Peking did? Once 
a year, rain or shine, bivouacing 
with their lanterns through the 
night of the Saturday following 
the opening of the UN General 
Assembly; on, that is, Climb For 
The World Day. (NB: th e 
General Assembly of the United 
Nations always opens on the 
third Tuesday in September -
International Day of Peace. 
Hence Climb For The World Day 
is always the following 
Saturday.) 
Then maybe the general inertia 
would stir and the dormant 
superpowers of ordinary people 
m ight rise to the surface just in 
time. 
Examples? Tony Howard (of 
Troll) is organising a Climb For 
The World on the politically 
sensitive heights of Jordan; Mick 
Coffey on Borneo; Rob Wood 
and friends in Canada. Here in 
the UK, Tess Borroughs and 
Choe Brooks intend to raise 
funds and spirits through a 
Climb For The World on the Old 
Man of Hoy, for Antarctica to 
become a World Park. There the 

drilling and mining currently 
envisaged would be a terrestrial 
lobotomy at best. 
The disabled are not sitting 

back and letting it happen either: 
ascents are being planned of 
Snowdon, Scafell, and Ben 
Nevis. And there will also be 
two young people, chosen 
through the pages of Early 
Times the children's newspaper: 
Children of Climb For The World 
whom Lord Hunt will be guiding 
- "or trying to keep up with" he 
says, on Snowdon, which 'Blue 
Peter' will film. 
Where else? Argentina, Brazil, 

Norway, Sweden, Iceland, Italy, 
Kenya, South Africa, Guatemala, 
Afghanistan, Pakistan, Bhutan, 
Nepal. 
Will you join us? Write or call if 

you think you'd be interested in 
making a Climb For The World, 
thus taking a leading role in 
creating a world-wide network 
of outdoor concern , a living, 
nervous system capable of 
raising environmental and social 
awareness, that one day of the 
year at least tries to move 
mountains of good will , and 
some funds too, to where they 
are most needed. All we need is 
your name and address. Write: 
Climb For The World, The 
Secretariat, 33 Southampton St, 
London, WC2E 7HE, or Fax: 071 -
836-5393; or telephone; 071-836-
1072, and ask for Edwin 
Drummond, Inter-Continental 
Climb Director. 

Soon we hope to be able to 
provide concrete details of this 
little vision . How it can be 
funded; who is behind it; what 
are the checks and balances that 
underpin its means; and what its 
aims are. Doug Scott, myself, 
and several members of the 
Inter-Continental Climbing Team 
hope to open discussions quite 
soon with Prince Sadruddin Aga 
Khan , who started the highly 
regarded Save The Alps 
Campaign. A UN colleague of 
Maurice Strong our Patron, we 
hope to be able to find a 
common ground to stand 
together - through the outdoors 
- in support of our only home, 
and all of its inhabitants. 

Let the last words be those of 
one of the Inter-Continental 
Climbers, Silvia FitzPatrick: 
' ... Let me explain the situation 
in Argentina . 
The most popular and 

important cities are very far 
from the mountains (about ,, 
1000km or more), so people just 



see mountains in photographs. 
Besides, economical crisis 
prevents people from worrying 
about something else than 
inflation, where to live, what to 
eat (you see primary 
necessities): So, climbing is not 
popular at all; there are about 
100 climbers in the whole 
country. 

I was born in Buenos Aires, full 
of noises and smog, very far 
from mountains. I didn't know 
anything about them. When I 
was a girl I was taken to the 
beach for holidays ... 
The first time I went to 

Bariloche (town under the 
mountains) my life changed. 
knew there was something more 
in life than working all day just 
to survive. (It is the South 
American reality) . Four years 
ago, in spite of having got a 
degree in physical education I 
decided to do nothing but going 
to the mountains and climbing. 
Of course I never have money 
but I have something that is 
much more important: 'Time '; 
time to walk in the forest; time 
to touch the rock under the sun; 
time to look at the moon. 

I discovered a new world, the 
freedom of the mountains .. I 
love mountains, they mean to 
me much more than a sport or 
activity: they are my way of life . 
You may be sure: I' ll do my 

best for Climb For The World.' 
Si I via FitzPatrick. 
Won't you join her? 

Yours, in peace, 
Edwin Drummond 

The Inter-Continental Climb on 
behalf of the United Nations -
The Eiger, Switzerland, 
September 17th - 21st, 1991 

Africa: James Kagambi 
(Kenya), Ed . February (South 
Africa) . Asia: Sharavati Prabhu 
(India), Onishi (Japan), 
Vjacheslav Tolmachov (Siberia). 
Australasia: Greg Child 
(Australia), Jane Wilkinson 
(Australia). South America: 
Silvia FitzPatrick (Argentina). 
North America: Jim Bridwell 
(USA) . Europe: Sylva Kysilkova 
(Czechoslovakia) . Kathi Glarner 
(Switzerland). Blind 
Representative of the 
World's Unadvantaged: John 
Dove (Britain) with Doug Scott 
(UK, Guide) . 
In addition, a Swiss and British 
young person will represent the 
Children of the World, and, 
hopefully, make a guided ascent 
of the easiest of the four 
planned routes, accompanied 
by, it is intended, Lord Hunt and 
the Swiss Ambassador to 
Britain, Franz E.Muheim. 

· Portable Mountain 

OBITUARY 

Hias Rebitsch 

Hias Rebitsch (1911-1990) 
The well-known Tyrolean 

mountaineer, Professor Matth ias 
(Hais) Rebitsch, has died in 
Innsbruck in his 89th year. 
Described by Reinhold Messner 
as 'one of the best climbers of 
all time', he was - with Cassin 
and Heckmair - one of the three 
grand-masters of European 
climbing, and was always 
particularly superb on rock. A 
pioneer of the sixth grade, his 
many first ascents in the Alps 
included the North Face Direct of 
Ribenwand (VI, 1935); 
Goldkappl South Face (VI, 1936, 
on which he survived a bad fall. 
Buhl made the second ascent in 
1947, and remarked: 'Once is 
enough, never again!); 
Lalidererspitze North Face Direct 
and the great crack on the 
Fleischbank Pillar (both VI, both 
1946); Lalidererwand North 
Diedre (VI, 194 7); Rofanspitze East 
Face (VI, 1948). Rebitsch also 
visited Sweden where he 
climbed Tuolpagorni Southeast 
Face (V+, 1949). He completed 
some important first winter 
ascents, among them the 
Fleischbank Southeast Face 
(1938, with Wastl Mariner) , and 
in the summer of 1937 with 
Ludwig Viirg, Rebitsch 
struggled for 112 hours on the 
North Wall of the Eiger. They 
reached the Ramp before being 
beaten back by storm and 
retreated safely, the first 
climbers to escape from the face 
alive . 

The following year Rebitsch 
was a leading member of Paul 
Bauer's Nanga Parbat 
expedition, gaining a high point 
of 7350m on the Silbersattel. 
(Rebitsch, incidentally, 
advocated the abandonment of 
the Rakhiot Route in favour of an 
attempt on Rakhiot Peak from 
the Indus side.) Taking part in 
this expedition robbed Rebitsch 
of the chance of making the 
Eigerwandfirst ascent; he 
recommended Viirg to team up 
with Heckmair, and that 
partnership as everyone knows 
was rewarded with success. 

During the Second World War, 
Rebitsch was stationed at the 
Alpine Training Centre at 
Fulpmes along with many other 
mountaineers, including Peters 
and Heckmair. Afterwards he 
became the first Austrian to join 
a postwar expedition outside 
Europe when in 1952 he visited 
the Andes: first ascents were 
made of three six thousanders in 
southern Peru. 

In 1954 Rebitsch led the Austro
German Karakoram expedition 
which reconnoitred Rakaposhi 
from the southeast, then went 
on to climb in the Batura 
Muztagh, making first ascents of 
P. 6845m and some lesser 
peaks. The film of the 
expedition Im Schatten des 
Karakorum was highly 
acclaimed. Rebitsch returned 
repeatedly to the Andes, 
climbing there with Anders 
Bolinder and Pierro Ghioglione. 

Above: Matthias R 
on The 1938 Nanga Parbat 
Expedition. Left: The 
Famous picture of Rebitsch 
at the Swallows Nest on the 
Eiger in 1937. 

A particularly fine success was 
his second ascent (first from the 
east) of the second highest 
summit of America, Ojos del 
Salado (6885m). This he 
accomplished solo on 2 
February 1956 'in snowstorm 
and cold' . Throughout his 
Andean explorations (1952-65) , 
Rebitsch made many 
archaeological and cultural 
discoveries, adding greatly to 
the knowledge of Inca history. 
He found incontrovertible proof, 
for instance, that many high 
Andean summits were visited by 
local Indians for religious 
purposes four or five centuries 
before Mont Blanc was first 
ascended. For this work, 
Rebitsch was awarded an 
honorary professorship by 
Innsbruck University, and his 
book Die silbernen Gotter des 
Cerro Gal/an (The Si lver Gods 
of the Cerro Gal Ian, 1957) was 
translated into several 
languages. 
Although something of a 

ladies' man in his youth, 
Rebitsch remained a bachelor; 
he lived alone and shunned 
publicity. Toni Hiebeler used to 
say that when approached by a 
journalist, Rebitsch would 
disappear into a mousehole. Yet 
despite his reserve, and his 
formality, he was able to make 
contact with young people; 
many Austrian and German 
climbers revered him as a 
teacher and model. 
Jozef Nyka/Audrey Salkeld 
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All uncredited photos: Cesen Collection 

THE CESEN PHENOMENON 
A Profile of the World 's Top Mountaineer by Claude Remy 

Is mountaineering in a healthy state today? 
Some of the achievements which have hit the 
headlines recently might make you wonder: 
helicopters are used to carry mountaineers from 
one peak or massif to another; the equipment is 
carried to the right place at the right time; amazed 
crowds and TV viewers can become passionately 
involved with these modem adventurers. But are 
such spectacles relevant to real mountaineering 
and should such lavish resources be used to make 
mountaineering accessible to the public? Purists 
are saddened and angry at these developements 
and perhaps rightly so, because the difference 
between a "performance" (however committing 
and technically superb) with backing and an 
autonomous ascent is really vast. The fact is that 
we're talking about major achievements going 
relatively unnoticed amid the media hype. 

It's an interesting fact that many top class 
mountaineers come from Eastern Bloc countries 
where it's not easy to get the money together for 
climbing trips and where you can't rely so much 
on sponsorship. Quite recently one man has 
come to the forefront of even this elite group of 
climbers - a man who holds out great hope for 
modem mountaineering. Some have compared 
him to Hermann Buhl or Walter Bonatti. What 
makes him so special? Perhaps his grim 
determination to carry on the work of his 
predecessors by doing more and better. · His 
ideas? Fast solo climbs, especially in winter and 
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without logistical back-up; self contained -
autonomous. Add to all this a formidable Alpine 
career and extreme rock climbing ability and you 
have the man - Torno Cesen. 
Torno was born in 1959 in Kranj, Slovenia, that 

part of Yugoslavia which borders on Italy and 
Austria. It's a mountainous region, culminating 
in Triglav at 2860 metres, a mountain with faces 
over I 000 metres high. Torno was brought up in 
a family where everyone had to work to make 
ends meet. During his early schooldays he 
would occasionally go hiking in the mountains 
with his brother and parents and for a time took 
up competition skiing, but he didn ' t find group 
training very satisfying. When Torno was 14 he 
saw the excellent filmAbfmes (which reconstructs 
an ascent of the Cassin Route on the North Face 
of the Cima Ovest) and this, together with the 
great stir caused in Yugoslavia on the return of 
the national Makalu South Face expedition, 
triggered his adolescent enthusiasm. 
Toma's growing interest in the mountains was 

fuelled by books, from which he learned the 
history and essential techniques of climbing. He 
began to spend all his spare time in the mountains 
and on the crags, putting up quite committing 
new routes with his brother Marco until a fall , 
which could have ended badly, persuaded him to 
join the local climbing club and learn how to 
climb properly. The clubs were run on a very 
hierarchical system and he, like all the other 

members, had to take a lot of theoretical and 
practical exams (rock, ice, alpinism) in order to 
ascend through the ranks. Even so, his exceptional 
skill promoted him to the rank of" Alpinist" by 
the time he was 18. From then on his life was 
mapped out; mountains were where he wanted to 
be. So he started his own physical training 
programme; though Torno does acknowledge 
that the importance of any preparation is more 
psychological than anything! He gained self
knowledge by climbing hundreds of harder and 
harder routes, often solo, but always knowing 
how to keep within the margins of safety. From 
1980 to 1985 his list of achievements grew both 
in quality and quantity. During his rare trips 
abroad (restricted by his very limited budget) he 
climbed the hardest routes in the Alps, as fast as 
possible and in any condition, not to mention 
using outdated equipment! 

Some expeditions were to major massifs: the 
Andes (new route on the South Face of 
Alpamayo ), the North Face of Peak Communism 
(7495m) and the first ascent of the North Face of 
Yalung-Kang (8505m)! His reward for such 
activities was to made a member of the club of 
top Yugoslav alpinists, first as part of the national 
team, then with ' international ranking '. This is a 
select handful of five or six climbers which today 
includes Silva Karo, Frank Knez, Janez Jeglic. 
Operating at that level is not so much a way .. of 
opening doors to honours but rather an 



opportunity to take advantage of trips to the Alps 
or the Himalaya. There is a government grant, 
says Torno, but it is small. Moreover it is fixed 
at the beginning of the year, but only handed over 
the following Christmas, by which time inflation 
at 200% or more means it's worth peanuts. 

It should also be stressed that the status of 
climbers or mountaineers in Yugoslavia is 
reviewed every year according to achievement. 
It's pretty tough to get to be one of the leading 
Yugoslav climbers but it's even harder to stay 
there! 
Torno learnt from experience that adventure is 

sometimes closely linked with fear. To subdue 
or control his fear, Torno climbed alone, moving 
fast, finding out how to gain the freedom and 
lightness he required. Feeling strong, he would 
start soloing the 'craziest' and most audacious 
routes that any sane mind could imagine, helped 
by a mentality on a par with his projects! 

Winter '86 was cold and the weather often 
unsettled. Helicopters fought over the privilege 
of relaying news of the solo 'attempts' to link up 
the trilogy of north faces of the Eiger-Matterhom
Grandes Jorasses. The competitors - Escoffier 
and Profit - were ultimately unsuccessful. 

Only one man got his act together; during the 
first spell of high pressure, he filled up his car and 
set off towards Lauterbrunnen, with a friend 
sharing the driving. His aim: the Trilogy - the 
idea of getting backing didn't even cross his 
mind. 
When Torno is asked why he went for the Eiger 

Nordwandfirst, he says, "It's quite simple really; 
if there had been a problem with the weather later 
I couldn't have afforded to stay in Switzerland, 
so if I had to wait around, better in France in 
Chamonix staying with friends." 

No sooner had he sped down from the Eiger, 
than he was off to Chamonix. He attacked the 
Grandes Jorasses via the Shroud, and lastly the 
Matterhorn. The three north faces were linked 
up for the first time, in a week, solo and in winter! 
Hardly had he got the climbs in the bag than he 
was off home; work was waiting for him; also his 
wife Nada and his children. 

At home, Torno divides his time between 
training, rest periods (rare!) and climbing. He 
makes a living by writing the weekly alpine news 
for a paper and doing "difficult access" civil 
engineering work. Another source of income is 
giving lectures throughout the country . While on 
the subject of money I asked Torno what he 
thought of the substantial backing that other 
mountaineers get? "Firstly I don't compare or 
condemn performances achieved with or without 
backing. If some climbers can make the most of 
their ascents by using helicopters, for example, 
so much the better for them. However, media 
coverage certainly destroys commitment and 
adventure. I'm not envious as I have different 
aims. In any case, it's much more important for 
me to be in complete harmony with what I'm 
doing. Knowing how to prepare for the 
committment of being physically and 
psychologically alone, is on another plane - you 
can only do that for yourself! " 
Cesen 's career then took another upward swing. 

In the summer of 1986, he climbed Broad Peak 
(8047m) solo, before going on to solo high on the 
SouthFaceofK2(861 Im). Shrewdly,heavoided 
going to the top thereby avoiding that fateful 
storm which claimed so many lives. 
The following winter, he was back in the Alps 

soloing the hardest ascent of the cold season: No 
Siesta on the North Face of The Grandes Jorasses 
is 1200 metres of 90 degree ice and grade 6b/ A2 
rock. It was the first repeat of this formidable 
route which he judged to be 'borderline' . Torno 
considered it too dangerous to do 'roped up with 
a friend! 

Torno Cesen is the ultimate all round climber, 
at home soloing mixed routes in winter such 
as the Crna Zajeda Route (VIII) in the Julian 
Alps (Above) or leading extreme rock routes 
(Right) as here at Split in Yugoslavia. Photos: 
Janez Skok .. 

During 1988 he perfected his training, still 
alone and in winter, on the hardest routes in his 
own country, establishing several important new 
climbs in the process. 

1989 was a good year! As an introduction, he 
bagged a couple offirst winter solo climbs (again 
in record times, despite the very occasional use 
of auto-belays for short sections) . First, on the 
South Face of the Marmolada (Dolomites), he 
climbed the prestigious Modern Times in 7 hours 
(800 metres at 6b/c)! Then on the Red Pillar of 
the Brouillard on Mont Blanc, he made the 
second ascent of the Gabarrou-Long Route. But 
however impressive, these were only for starters! 

Towards the end of April , he went out to the 
Himalaya for a 'Super Challenge': the North 
Face of Jannu (7710m), on which several 
expeditions had failed. Would it be too much for 
a man on his own? It took him only a matter of 
hours (23 of non-stop ascent!) to overcome this 
incredible 2800m face, comprising 6b/A2 rock 
and mixed slopes of between 70 and 90 degrees. 
It was a completely independent solo, establishing 
an extraordinary route; considered at the time to 
be one of the most significant exploits in 
Himalayan mountaineering and perhaps 
surpassed only by his subsequent solo ascent of 
the South Face of Lhotse this year. 

"Anyway, once I'd started up the Shadow 
Buttress on Jannu I realised how right I was to 
have set off alone. This allowed me rapid progress 
and the power to take important decisions to get 
me out alive. You have to know how to move 
really, really fast! With a partner, this technique 
and speed would have been ruled out. From 
above a certain height, considering the 
commitment and the paucity of equipment, it 
was impossible for me to descend. So I had to go 
on up and in the right direction. It's just as well 

I have good intuition!" 
"Sure," says Torno, "the problem of a direct 

route on the face is still to be resolved. It will be 
solved .. . like the others ... " 
When you ask Cesen who has inspired him, he 

immediately thinks of Paul Preuss, Walter 
Bonatti , Hermann Biihl or Lionel Terray, and 
closer to our time, Reinhold Messner. When he 
is compared to these Great Men he feels extremely 
flattered and gives the hint of a smile - a pretty 
rare sight on that angular, serious face. 
"I appreciate that," he says with a touch of 
embarrassment. "I've always wanted to meet 
Walter Bonatti." As for the modern 'stars', he 
points out that there are many who are exceptional, 
but his preference lies with those who are a bit 
different by their acts and their commitment, 
such as Patrick Berhault or Manolo (Maurizio) 
Zanolla. 

Without attempting to moralize, Torno would 
nevertheless like to see a bit more reserve shown 
in the present 'hype' of mountaineering. "We 
shouldn't consider ourselves unique, nor the 
best; we shouldn't compete against others but 
against ourselves and respect what others are 
doing and respect the mountains!" 
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The daunting prospect of Jannu's North Face from the Khumbakarna Glacier. Cesen's route follows the palegranite wall swathed in clouds to the 
left of the summit. 

JANNU - LHOTSE 

Jannu 
For almost a year before setting out, my mind 

had been totally preoccupied with thoughts of 
Jannu. After all , its North Face is one of the most 
difficult in the world. Looking back, I don't 
regret eventually deciding to go, or deciding to 
climb the face alone. 

The previous winter season had been perfect 
preparation for such difficult Himalayan 
climbing - not so much physically but 
psychologically, a factor which I consider very 
important. Difficult winter ascents, particularly 
the Pilier Rouge , and the Marmolada climb 
proved to me that I was ready to solo ii] the 
Himalaya. I tried then to put all thoughts of 
Jannu out of my mind, and did so with some 
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Torno Cesen 
success until just two days before leaving when 
preparing the gear brought it all back. From then 
on, likeitornot, my mindalwaysdweltonJannu. 
Jani the doctor, who accompanied me almost by 

chance, was a good companion. Together with 
the liaison officer and the cook, who was also our 
sirdar, we made a great team. We established 
Base Camp on 22nd April , at 4600 metres at the 
edge of the Khumbakama glacier. The following 
day, after breakfast, Jani and I approached the 
foot of the face. Its upper part was always clearly 
visible from Base Camp, but the lower part 
presented a puzzle which I wanted to solve as 
soon as possible. The start of "my" route didn't 
look too encouraging. The face started with an 
icefall which, from our side of the glacier, looked 

like a mound of ice cubes threatening to collapse 
at any moment. I was, however, more interested 
in the upper part of the face, where the eye was 
drawn to ice gullies and smooth, overhanging 
granite walls interspersed with giant roofs - a 
fantastic sight. It soon became clear to me that I 
would need to change my initial strategy for 
tackling this upper part of the face but I knew 
before I left that it would be practically impossible 
to plan an exact route. The threat from falling 
seracs or from avalanches was not too great but 
the whistling of ice blocks and rocks provided 
convincing proof that the face was extremely 
dangerous. Most of this ammunition funnelled 
into a couloir at the bottom of the middl• Jart-of 
the face. I needed little convincing to climb this 



Above: Climbing the icefall at the foot of the North Face of Jannu . 
Below Left: The line of ascent (solid line) and descent (broken line) with bivouac marked. Below Right: Photography on solo climbs is tricky . 
Cesen's only companions were his ice tools, here jammed in a crack in the very sustained headwall. All photos: Cesen Collection. 
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section at night! 
At dawn on the 27th April I was not over 

enthusiastic about the weather. It was cloudy. 
.However, I still had half a day to prepare my 
equipment. We were having lunch when the sun 
rays eventually pierced the clouds . It ' s interesting 
how quickly one 's mood can change. Chindi, 
our cook, was a master of his craft. His cheese 
flans were excellent and I decide'cl that apart from 
biscuits, tins offish and drink, I would take some 
with me. Around midday I left with Jani , who 
wanted to accompany me to the start of the 
glacier. The weather was fantastic and my mood 
matched it, but I was aware that the waiting 
would be hard for Jani, perhaps even more difficult 
in some ways than what.I was setting out on . 
Alone on the glacier I felt a sense of exhilaration. 

This was a good sign that I was already in control. 
I hung the pitons and a spare blade for the ice axe 
on my harness, put crainpons on my feet and took 
the ice axes in my hands. I took some rope and 
of course a helmet but my rucksack contained 
only spare clothing, gloves, glasses, food. and 
drink, sleeping bag and a bivouac sac; not much 
gear. I mused that to climb the North Face of 
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Jannu in this way would be, if nothing else, a 
challenge. 

After some 200 metres of initial warming up I 
came to the first ten metre section of vertical ice. 
Four hours later the easier, lower part of the face 
was behind me so I took a ten minute rest. The 
valley below was already in darkness, but up 
here the light was still good despite the late hour. 
Thankfully the steady barrage of falling rock and 
ice began to ease off. Climbing this section of the 
face during the day would have been suicidal , but 
with the night came safety . The next 200 metres 
or so were very difficult; cramponing up a 70 to 
75 degree couloir, sometimes on rock, sometimes 
on ice. At that point it slowly began to dawn on 
me what might be waiting above. 

The new day came as I reached the end' of the 
icefield. From here I had to move right to the next 
icefield which was separated from a final one by 
the first really problematic part of the route. 
Very steep ice and smooth granite slabs followed 
one after the other. I used the seracs at the 
beginning of the middle icefield to orientate 
myself on the face. There would be no possibility 
of protection as there were no cracks at all in the 

The South Face of Lhotse showing the line of 
Cesen's remarkable asent. Round dot marks 
descent bivouac. 

rock. I was glad to finally reach a steep ice gully 
which led to the less steep icefield below some 
huge seracs, where I could take my next short 
rest. 

A short rock step separated me from the .final 
part of the face. Ice, rock, ice again, followed by 
more granite slabs. The exit from this particular 
section was something special. A gently sloping 
slab barred the way to the last icefield and the 
vertical exit from the face. Without crampons 
and gloves, and some 6000 metres lower, this 
would have been quite easy, but here it was 
another matter. I couldn ' t remove my crampons 
and besides, double plastic boots are not best 
suited to friction climbing. For a while I leaned 
unhappily with my hands on the slab and my 
crampons dug into the thin ice below. In order to 
gain better support for the tips of my crampons I 
carefully chipped at some small crystals of ice 
with my axe. Everything went very slowly. lean 
hardly describe the feeling of relief at the top of 
the slab when my ice axe at last hit ice. Definitely 
not a pitch for the fainthearted! For a while 
I stared upwards and took in an unbelievable 
view. Now, at 7000 metres, I fully realised what 
lay in store for me. This was the time to draw on 
those psychological reserves that I had trained 
for. There was no way back. 

Above lay a vertical gully lined with thin ice, 
sometimes interspersed with a few metres of 
bare rock. The rock _appeared good, although I 
didn ' t relish the prospect of climbing it in 
crampons . · 
The world around me receded. I became lost in 

total concentration; body and mind focussed ; 
strength and balance pushed to the limit. 

Now facing me was a series of near vertical 
granite slpbs, each 30 to 40 metres high and 
covered with a I 0centimetre veneer of ice. In the 
thin air I couldn't climb these slabs without rest , 
and rest - best described as hanging on my ice axe 
- was not pleasant. There were at least ten of 
these giant ice covered steps on this part of the 
face. The problem was that there were some 
easier options but they were not visible from 
below. This meant that I could only guess at the 

' best route upwards. I was forced to use pitons on 
four occasions , but in the wide cracks I just had 



The view from the second bivouac across the summit ridge of Nuptse towards Menlungtse. 

to climb free in crampons. There was either not began to abate so I decided to continue down 
enough space to remove them, or it would have immediately. From the crevasse I descended 
been too dangerous. Fortunately the cracks among the seracs for about 100 metres. It was the 
sometimes allowed me to jam in a boot, relax the wrong way. To continue meant tackling a 15 
tension in my arms and take a short rest. metre vertical ice wall. I could not face retracing 

At the end of the rock there was always ice: my steps, so I had no choice but to chisel an ice 
hard, black, green, sometimes crumbling, but mushroom on the lip of the serac and abseil. In 
always very steep. Atone point I had to pendulum daylight I might have sought a better route but in 
-a narrow ice gully had lost itself in blank granite the darkness I took the most direct line. Among 
slabs, with vertical rock above, left and right. I the lower seracs I zig-zagged left and right in 
noticed a tiny crack above me and climbed slowly order to stay among them for as long as possible, 
and carefully almost to the tip of this fragile ice and on the final section to the plateau I used the 
tongue, taking care not to break it. I hammered rope a few more times. 
in a piton, threaded the rope, descended a little The ice fall in the jumbled mess of the 
and started to swing, thus managing to reach the Khumbakarna glacier was a mere formality . I 
continuation of the ice gully to the left. chose a much easier route than for my ascent, 

I was slowly approaching the summit ridge, albeit a more dangerous one, but I told myself 
despiteextremelydifficultsections which dogged that if the seracs hadn't collapsed for a whole 
my steps right to the last moment. Suddenly the week, they 'd last another hour or two. Then it 
end came as I almost stumbled onto the soft snow was over. There was no more danger. The way 
of the ridge. Although the summit of Jannu was ahead was easier. My concentration ·lapsed. My 
very close, and the ridge leading to it presented walk across the glacier resembled the walk of a 
no technical difficulties, I felt drained and told drunk returning home from a night out. 
myselfl 'd had enough of this kind of torture. The Halfway from Base Camp Jani met me, smiling 
weather, meanwhile, was deteriorating and it broadly . It had taken me 5 hours to reach Base 
was 3.30pm before I reached the top. To the Camp from the foot of the face, where normally 
south was a grey sea of cloud. The weather it would have taken just two. I was exhausted. 
usually worsens in the afternoons so I needed to After three days of great effort and with only a 
descend as far and as quickly as possible. little food, my stomach was not ready for solids, 
A proper storm was gathering as [ roped down so that afternoon we had a liquid feast and some 

onto the upper icefield of the Japanese Route. [ of us suffered as a result- but that is another story. 
did not want to sit it out in the middle of a 55-60 Some people considered that the North Face of 
degree icefield, butthe heavy snowfall and strong J annu could not be climbed in the way I chose, 
cold winds soon forced me to seek temporary but [ was more confident than most that [ would 
safety in a crevasse among the seracs. That succeed. However, Jannu is only a part of what 
endless bivouac was one of chattering teeth and I believe in . What is most important to me, is to 
quivering muscles; of constantly checking my achieve, in my own way, ideals in which [ strongly 
watch and hoping that the weather pattern of the believe. 
last few days would prevail. Howling winds 
swept snowflakes in all directions; fog, darkness 
- I felt it had all gone on far too long. 

In the middle of the night the storm finally 

Lhotse - A Look into the Future 
I had needed a while to decide about Jannu, but" 

not for Lhotse. [n the back of my mind I knew 

well of all those who had tried and failed on 
Lhotse's South Face. Before my attempt there 
had been 13 expeditions or individual attempts 
and from 1972 Lhotse's South Face seemed 
become more attractive by day as the most famous 
unsolved problem in the Himalaya. The events 
over the last two or three years only added to its 
popularity and strengthened its aura of difficulty. 
[ carefully prepared myself, analysing previous 

attempts to find any possible mistakes and to 
learn from them. But in the end I was back with 
my old belief- trusting myself more than anyone 
else. Whether or not [ made the actual first ascent 
of this face did not matter, in fact even after I 
applied for permission in Kathmandu, there were 
three other attempts at it, no, what was important 
again for me again was to do it solo and in alpine 
style. I just didn't feel it would be right that with 
the current high level of alpinism the face should 
be climbed by a large traditional expedition 
using oxygen. 

To me it seemed that the crux of the climb 
would be the middle section, which was tried in 
1981 by the Yugoslavs led by Ales Kunaver. For 
twenty years he had dreamt of this face and 
studied it carefully. Two months prior to the 
main expedition in 1981 he sent a small 
reconaissance team to the foot of the face to 
monitor everything that happened on it. They 
produced a photograph which showed the path of 
every single snow and rock avalanche and the 
safest line. Looking at this photo I couldn't 
figure out why later no one ( except for the French 
team of Michel Fauquet and Vincent Fine in the 
autumn of 1985) tried this line. The attempt by 
these two French climbers, who reached 7400 m 
in alpine style, was sufficient proof for me that a 
selo ascent, alpine style was feasible. I gleaned 
much useful information from the climbers on 
the 1981 trip, and lastly, in 1987 I spent two 
months on the South East Ridge of Lhotse Shar 
- to the right of Lhotse. From there, the South 
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Face can be studied as closely as the palm of your 
hand. Thus I set out on this venture fully prepared. 

Two other people accompanied me, doctor 
Janko Kokalj who had been with me on Jannu 
and the cameraman Tomaz Ravnihar. Small 
team, small problems. But this time we could not 
have envisaged fully what was waiting for us in 
Kathmandu. Political and military unrest cost us 
a whole week. Finally, on April 9th, we landed 
at the grassy airport Luk la and from there things 
started to move. Base Camp was set up by April 
15th at4900m about half an hour from Chukung, 
the last village on route to Lhotse. Usually, most 
expeditions located their Base Camp much higher, 
but that site has no water, fewer comfortable 
spots and is exposed to the afternoon winds. The 
comfort factor far outweighed the additional 
hour and a half walk from our camp. To 
acclimatise, I chose the South East Ridge of 
Lhotse Shar. I knew it well from three years ago, 
it isn't too difficult and it is safe. Lhotse is about 
800m higher than Jannu, so I figured I would 
need to acclimatise better than the previous year. 
I climbed on Lhotse Shar four times and reached 
a high point of7200m. These trips also gave me 
a chance to study my proposed line. 
The South Face poses a very complex problem. 

Speed and safety would depend on snow condition 
and the weather, with technical difficulties starting 
above 8000m. The morning sun warms the face, 
setting loose falling rock. From a distance it all 
looks beautiful and spectacular, but when you 're 
under it, your heart sinks. In the afternoon, the 
weather practically always turned sour with 
clouds, fog, snow, wind and avalanches. The 
lower half of the face would be the most 
dangerous, so it would be clearly crazy to try to 
climb here during the day. 

On April 22, I felt ready to start. I took a 
sleeping bag, bivouac sack, two ice axes, 
crampons, helmet, harness, ice and rock pitons, 
extra gloves, socks and goggles, camera, walky
talky, I 00m of6mm-rope, specially made clothes, 
food and drinks. Cheese, chocolate, dextrose, 
cheese strudel cookies, and special full-wheat 
cookies and three litres of coffee for liquid. 
Starting in the afternoon would allow me to 
attempt the most difficult part during the night. 
Jani accompanied me to the foot of the face and 
then watched me till I was swallowed by the 
night high above. I started at 5p.m. much further 
to the left than the Yugoslavians had in 1981. I 
reached the characteristic snow ridge above the 
rocky section, which they had nicknamed The 
Telescope, at half height. Conditions up to then 
had been reasonable, especially on the steeper 
section at the beginning of the face but the 
traverse over the snow field under the large 
triangular rock face, which reaches up nearly to 
8000m, was a bit more difficult. From there, I 
chose a diagonal ramp towards the left and another 
one towards the right to the upper snow-fields. 
Here I found a number of rather steep, but luckily 
only short, pitches. I climbed only half-way up 
the steep snowfield, finishing al a large ledge at 
the left edge of the giant rock face. On the bas.is 
of talks I had with friends who had climbed here 
during the Yugoslav expedition, I decided it 
would be easier to try to reach the obvious 
couloir at the left end of this ledge which drains 
the huge inverted triangular snow basin above. 
Somewhere in the middle of the traverse, at 
about 7500m, I bivouacked for the first time. I 
had been climbing for 15 hours and needed some 
rest, besides, the sun was already lighting up the 
wall above and soon the rock-fall would begin. 
In spite of being so high, it was unbelievably 
warm. I found a completely safe, very calm spot 
and even managed to sleep for a while before 
resuming the climb in the early afternoon." The 
start of the couloir resembled a gorge, surrounded 
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on both sides by steep walls. It was quite obvious 
what would happen here during an avalanche. 
The desire to climb fast here was much greater 
than my body's capacity to respond! I emerged 
from the clutches of the couloir and moved back 
right around a steep rocky step, followed by a 
nasty traverse with a few steep sections. From 
there to the beginning of the rock pillar, there 
only remained a long snowfield slanting up to the 
right. Due to the potential danger of avalanches 
it was important to choose the route very carefully. 
Late in the evening I reached the foot of the rock 
pillar at 8200 m. My second bivouac was a close 
copy of the one on Yalung Kang. Although the 
site itself was much better, the extreme cold that 
night meant that I couldn't even try to sleep. It 's 
hard to describe that bivvi: a tedious fight with 
the night, cold, loneliness. I knew well that the 
next day would not only be decisive but also the 
most difficult. 
The rocky pillar above 8200 m was the crux and 

the thought of how to tackle it had preyed on my 
mind throughout the climb. I was quite sure that 
I could handle the rest, but this particular part of 
the route was a mystery to me. Maybe I couldn't 
do it and would simply have to turn back? The 
photographs I had studied suggested a weakness 
to the left but I knew from previous experience 
that things can look very different close-up. To 
find out the truth you have to climb 3000m of the 
face first. · 

The morning of April 24th was just what I 
needed -clear and peaceful. I left all unnecessary 
equipment at the bivouac and soon after the 
decision was made. A snowy ramp led to a steep 
step. Most of it was rock but sometimes there 
was snow and sometimes ice of dubious quality. 
Climbing this at 5000m, would have been no 
problem, but here, above 8000m, it would require 
a supreme effort. I spent a good three hours just 
climbing 50 to 70m using pitons. Putting my 
Yalung Kang experience to good use, I fixed a 
part of the rope at the top of the step to safeguard 
my retreat. 

I was too close to the top not to succeed. The 
remainder of the climb was technically not so 
difficult, but the altitude, fatigue and occasional 
patches of deep snow took their toll. Finally a 
snowy step led to a long traverse towards the 
summit. The weather was normal; clouds and 
some snow. but the strong wind was the main 
obstacle. Occasionally the grey skies would 

Left: Torno Cesen is greeted by his family on 
his return from Lhotse. Opposite Page: Cesen 
climbing the initial ice wall on Jannu. 
Photo: Jani Koka/j. 

break to show Everest soaring up from the South 
Col or Cho Oyu in the west. To the south, there 
was nothing but a sea of clouds. At the very end, 
the route descends a little to a saddle before 
reaching the very top. It was April 24th, 2.20 pm 
and my solo ascent of Lhotse's South Face was 
complete. When I called Jani at Base Camp on 
the walky-talky, I apparently said: "Jani, I cannot 
go any higher, I'm at the top." 

My feelings there having completed the task? 
None, save maybe the satisfaction that there was 
no need to keep going up. My body and soul were 
far too tense to allow feelings. And the task was 
far from over; I was only half way through. I was 
too experienced to fool myself that I had finished 
so I started the descent immediately. Back down 
to 7800m I took the same route as on the way up, 
but from there on avalanches would render a 
descent of the central couloir suicidal. I was left 
with only one option, to abseil down the steep 
rock band to the right, that had provided the 
biggest problems for our 1981 expedition. 
The ropes were gone, of course, swept away by 

avalanches. But thankfully nearly all the pitons 
were still there. Although this section was 
reasonably safe from bigger avalanches, loose 
snow was continually coming down, making the 
abseiling far from pleasant, what's more dusk 
had overtaken me. I was relieved to reach the 
deep snow at the foot of the wall but now faced 
a chaotic descent of the large snowfield below. I 
had to stop. I couldn't see a thing. The night was 
a wild dance of snowflakes, with unseen 
avalanches thundering somewhere over to the 
right of the face. At around 7300m I took a third 
bivouac, mainly to wait for the weather to clear 
up. I checked the forecast with Jani on the radio. 
Conditions were poor at Base Camp too, but 
apparently the outlook was good. Some say I'm 
cool tempered, but on that third bivouac I must 
have lost a nerve or two. It was as if the whole of 
Lhotse was trembling from the avalanches. 
Around midnight, the face calmed down a little 
and I could see a few stars. I could either wait for 
morning and possibly waste a day watching a 
new round of avalanches, or head down straight 
away. I decided to go for it. The lower part of the 
face was not too difficult, but always hanging 
over me was the threat of the great white river. 
Sometime between 7 and 8 a.m. I realised I was 
safe. It was all over. 

After the concentration and tension of the 
previous four days I found it difficult to think, to 
summon any feelings. Have you ever really 
wanted something and after a lot of effort you 
finally get it? Well, that's roughly how I felt. I 
know though , that Lhotse took part of my soul. 
The part that every so often wants to feel 
uncertainty and true adventure where decisions 
have to made and acted on continuously. The 
part of my soul that wants to live life on the very 
edge where it is sometimes difficult to tell which 
is the right side. But for good or bad, from the 
mountain tops you can see even further, the 
horizon is limitless. A man throws a rock - his 
desire , into the unknown, into the fog and t~en 
follows ... 







Opposite Page Left: Heinz Mariacher on the slightly steep Kendo (Sb) in the Valle di San 
Nicolo, Cinque Torri area of the Dolomites. Above: The crag at San Nicolo . 
All Photos: Mariacher Collection. 

Bolts and the Author - A Misunderstanding. 
In my last article on alpine climbing in the Dolomites (Mountain 132) I 
expressed in detail my views on the use of bolts on alpine rock faces. 
Unfortunately, in the course of the translation there was some confusion of 
terms. Haken - 'pegs' was translated as 'bolts' and Klemmkeile - 'nuts' as 
'pegs'! This gave rise to a contradiction whereby I condemned the placing 
of bolts whilst at the same time making use of them on my own first ascents! 
I would therefore like to strongly emphasize once more that I have never 
used bolts on alpine first ascents and that I accepted 'free-climbing' in its 
own right long before 'sport climbing' came into fashion. Even without 
bolts artificial climbing in the Dolomites is totally uninteresting because 
every problem there can be solved with aid without ever approaching the 
standard of difficulty of similar climbs on El Capitan. 
It is a fact, if hard to believe, that there are still people who sell themselves 

as 'Alpinists of the Future' and talk of 'new limits', even though they use 
every possible means of artificial climbing including bolts to 'work 
themselves higher' - H.M. 

'Climbing in the mountains is something special, 
a different dimension ', I had always said when I 
was climbing in the South of France, far away 
from the Dolomites. The memory of lonely 
roads in the mountains, of quiet climbing days on 
the Fedaia Pass or in the Valle di San Nicolo 
always haunted me most when I had been 
practising far too long on some hard route. I 
would always eventually reach the point where I 
realised that I had lost interest in repeating the 
same movements learnt by heart, day in day out. 
Even worse were the inevitable rest days, the 
boring existence on the camp site, the desperate 
search for distraction in the narrow streets of Apt 
or La Palud, the hanging around in bars ... 
The summers spent in the Dolomites had never 

been boring and I remember them as a different 
world. There was no stress and no deadlines. We 
just I ived from day to day and climbed when and 
where we pleased. It was as though we lived in 
a time warp, a fairy tale. After endless summers 
in the Dolomites we had almost become like 
hermits, without the slightest desire to return to 
the hectic world in the valleys. 

As an alpinist I had been a stout opponent of 
bolts. This was not because I wanted to follow 
Reinhold Messner' s example, but because it was 
a logical prerequisite for 'fair play '. The 
monotony of conquering routes at any price had 
been proved in the Dolomites during the era of 
the 'Direttissima' . As long as the thought of 
conquest prevailed in the search for a new line, it 
was only strict ethics and the renunciation of 
bolts that offered the necessary criteria for a 
worthwhile challenge. 

Suddenly, as the wave of "sport climbing' 
flooded Central Europe only one thing counted: 
the highest possible grade of difficulty. This had 
a fascinating ring to it and brushed aside all 
arguments about ethics. In the long run, it was 
somewhat frustrating to act as a moral guardian 
because in contrast to the traditional movement 
in England, there were only a few of us in the 
Dolomites who were concerned about ethics. 
Ethics had never been a tradition among alpinists; 
the most important thing had only ever been to 
stand on the summit as a great hero and conqueror. 
Miraculously, the Marmolada had always been 
protected from these 'heroes', contrary to other 
Dolomite walls, and had become our paradise of 
solitude where we could be left alone to put our 
ideas into action . 

Exclusive commitment to ' free-climbing ' and 
no bolts were simple rules which would allow us 
to find new challenges on that enormous wall for 
decades to come. Eventually, though, the so 
called 'Alpinists of the Future' invaded our 
paradise and appropriated one new route after 
another in ' good traditional style ' . Strangely 
enough, this 'job' has still not lost its attraction 
for them and to this day they continue to conquer 
with the same enthusiasm. Then they present 
themselves as winners of a competition in which 
they are the only participants and the judges too! 

Sport climbing on "small" Dolomite crags, 
which for the ' Alpinists of the Future' were not 
worth talking about, offered us a welcome excuse 
to avoid this unfair confrontation. In the search 
for ever more difficult climbs we were of course 
initially influenced by our alpine past, this means 
that ' difficult ' equalled 'psychologically 
demanding '. Long distances between pegs were 
more important to us than pushing ourselves to 
the utmost limits of our physical ability. Thus, 
initially, our isolated existence in the Dolomites 
remained romantic and close to nature. Somehow 
this conjures up a comparison with the good old 
days in Yosemite, the difference being that the 
Dolomites never had a Camp 4 . Whilst for many 
years Yosemite was the centre of the international 
climbing scene, modem Dolomite climbing 
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always played an outside role. No sports climber 
who ever thought anything of him/herself, would 
have the idea to try out their skill in the Dolomites 
rather than go to the South of France or America 
again and again. This must have surely been due 
to a lack of concrete information and the sparse 
communication amongst climbers which made 
real comparisons impossible._ A 7c route in the 
Verdon was tangible; the rumours of Manolo ' s 
adventurous private climbing ground, the Monte 
Totoga, hardly attracted any attention from the 
hot-shots. I remember a conversation with 
Wolfgang Giillich, when I suggested to him to 
give the Monte Totoga a try since he was aiming 
to climb the hardest routes of the world. He 
replied that he would like to go if there were any 
grade lO' s . . . but Monte Totoga only abounded 
with 'dubious stories' of wild run-outs, unreliable 
pegs and unrealistic gradings. This was in 1984. 
I couldn ' t understand how anybody could put so 
much emphasis on grades. Just like Manolo I had 
come to sports climbing from an alpine tradition 
and to me the difficulty of a route was always 
determined by its overall demands on ability. 

28 

Hard moves with pegs at hip level were not 
something that interested us at the time. To us it 
was the psychological challenge that determined 
the value of a route. Using grade as the sole 
criterion for everything was to reduce climbing 
to a sport. To us climbing was more than a sport, 
it was above all the confrontation with risk and 
uncertainty. It was in some way a romantic 
desire of ours-climbing was a search for personal 
freedom, a means to greater awareness. If you 
look at some volumes in the corner of some 
esoteric bookshop, you ' II realise that this attitude 
wasn ' t too far-fetched . 
The development of climbing as a sport signified 
a return to a world of.petit-bourgeois concern for 
success. In the end, it meant the fight be.tween 
hundreds of climbers for a few crumbs thrown to 
us by the sponsors. It hadn 'tescaped us , of course 
that we were alone in these views, that we were 
swimming against a tide which could no longer 
be stemmed. Still, we firmly believed that each 
climbing area could firmly maintain its own 
rules, as on the Elb sandstone or in the Yosemite, 
where different criteria existed from those of the 

Left: Louisa lovane on Terro Prima di Sera 
(7b) and Opposite Page on Doping (Ba) , Val 
di Nicolo .. 

South of France, for example. 
Slowly, however, our ideals were beginning-to 

crumble in the face of the general increase in 
standard and the development of sport climbing 
into an athletic activity. The role of being old and 
of defending ourselves and our views against a 
young pushy generation did not please us. The 
challenge, to become involved in the hunt for the 
highest grade was far more interesting and 
somehow I began to understand Wolfgang's 
point of view. A grade' 10' was a tangible goal , 
everything else was just words. 

In the following period, the French climbing 
ethic began to firmly take root and more and 
more climbers overcame any taboos of top-roping 
that might have plagued them until then. Long 
distances between protection pegs, which had 
always given us child-like satisfaction, (even if 
that meant we didn ' t dare go near any attempts 
for months!) had suddenly lost their meaning. -
Nobody had any interest in our principle that 
routes had to be 'earned' from below. The 
highest possible grade of difficulty at any price -
that was the attitude of the new Italian climbing 
generation. Routes which for years had been 
feared and avoided for their run-outs were now 
scrupulously inspected and practised on a top 
rope until even the biggest wimps had the courage 
to make the ascent. No-one was concerned in the 
slightest that the psychological factor had played 
an important part in the grading of these routes 
and that the way in which we had considered 
sport climbing in the early years had been 
influenced by alpine criteria. 

The realisation, gained by means of the top
rope, that it was possible to climb perfectly 
'normally' on those routes which had for so long 
been feared, caused a revolution of the hitherto 
'oppressed masses' . Certain routes which no
one had dared come close to for years, suddenly 
became fashionable and the atmosphere in the 
climbing areas grew more and more intense. Our 
small, idyllic world of rock was destroyed by the 
spectre of competition and the pressure of 
performance. Climbing was no longer an 
alternative life style but just an ordinary sport 
like any other. 

Monte Totoga remained the last stronghold of 
'heroic ' climbing. The sparsely protected, 
hopelessly under graded and technically 
demanding ' warm-up routes ' drove many a visitor 
to desperation so that hardly anybody would 
even dare approach the top climbs. Perhaps also 
the respect for the 'mythical' Manolo was too 
deep to simply rig a top rope. Stefan Glowacz 
was one of the first climbers of international 
standard, who was prepared to be talked into a 
visit to the Totoga. Calmly he bagged the tricky 
Trimurti (French 7a+, in normal climbing areas 
at least 7b+!) and then looked damned good on 
Terminator (l 0-), too. With that he slightly 
adjusted the mystique of Monte Totoga and 
Manolo which dominated most people 's minds. 
Even at Monte Totoga there was no magic, just 
normal climbing like in any otherclimbing region. 

By the summer of 1986, having enjoyed a few 
years of fear-free climbing, we were seriously 
considering a return to the Dolomites, in search 
of new rock and new lines. Having lost interest 
in the eternal repetition of other people 's routes 
we were keen to get back to realising our own 
ideas. Although the Dolomites are a vast mass of 
rock, it was more difficult than we had expected 
to find challenging rock for climbing. The upper 
tier of the Kreuz Kofel would be perfect~ a 
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Left and Opposite: Louisa lovane on 
subsequents ascents of Come Back (8a) San 
Nicolo . 

Verdon of the Dolomites - but it lacks the road 
which leads to the top. Which sport climber 
would be prepared to endure two hours of 
approach mere! y for the benefit of solitude and a 
beautiful view. 

The Passo di Sella looked a bit better, there ' s 
only one problem - the beautiful rock walls are 
north facing and at 2000m above sea level. 
The Passo Fedaia is equally high, the approach 

paths range from easy to acceptable and the walls 
are in the sun all day long - provided there are no 
clouds, which is a rare occasion in the Dolomites. 
Without the sun, the icy wind which blows from 
the nearby Marmolada glacier is usually only 
braved by hardened alpinists. 

On the Cinque Torri, the climate is equally 
rough and the quality of the rock not exactly 
enamouring. We had almost given up our 
search, when we discovered the lower rocks of 
the Valle di San Nicolo. This valley had always 
been a popular site for excursions by tourists who 
loathe walking, it should therefore be just perfect 
for climbers! The overhanging blocks in the 
deep fairytale woods offered ideal conditions for 
a second Totoga and in the same summer that 
Ultimo Movimento (Totoga) was put up, the 
' stamina route ' Kenda (8b) was climbed. Thus, 
the two first Italian 8b' s had been put up in two 
isolated climbing areas of the Dolomites and as 
' adventure climbers' we had succeeded in giving 
the development of sports oriented climbing at 
bit of a boost. 

Until this day, Kenda has remained the most 
difficult route in the Valle di San Nicolo, because 
the art of competition climbing has never had a 
chance to promote developments there in the 
same way as in most climbing areas. The Looping 
which was even more overhanging, was to 
represent the next step . However, I had 
overestimated its difficulties because I had only 
ever worked on it on my own and because a run
out had prevented my exit for quite a long time (I 
just couldn ' t resist it!) 

After Looping (summer '88) progress in the 
Valle di San Nicolo was at first considerably 
hampered. There just weren't any local climbers 
who were good enough to push the limits and 
talented visitors still did not regard the Dolomites 
as a challenge. 

In Erto, this wasn't a problem. In contrast to 
Totoga or San Nicolo, Erto had never been an 
isolated climbing area and its impressive 
overhangs had never lacked suitable material to 
promote the competitive spirit. 

Nowadays, there is no other climbing area in 
the Dolomites which could offer a comparable 
density of difficult pitches. In just a few years, 
Mauro Corona, Icio Dall'Omo and Sandro Neri 
have secured almost every square metre of this 
upside down staircase with hundreds of bolts. 
The opportunities in this area seem exhausted 
and there are already routes which have artificial 
holds drilled into the rock . 

Reading this, many traditionalists can perhaps 
feel their hair stand on end, but what is the 
difference between the generally accepted, old
fashioned conquerors of alpine walls and the 
modern conquerors of the tenth grade? There is 
one difference: at least the modern conquerors 







Opposite Page: Mariacher working' a 
problem on a crag near the North Face of 
the Marmolada in 1984. 

have to train in order to hold onto their artificial 
holds. 

Does the development in Erto indicate that 
competitions are the only future for sport 
climbing? 
The 'highest grade at any price' is a philosophy 

which, in the long run, cannot work. Every sport 
needs rules and rules need referees. In 'free' 
sport climbing where the 'red point' is the only 
measure, the situation is nebulous and unclear. 
Sports climbing thrives on comparison. When 

this is not possible there can be no motivation to 
perform to the highest possible degree. A route 
like Gerhard Horhager 's Sogni di Gloria (Sb+ or 
perhaps even 8c) which has resisted all efforts 
from the super strong local climbers in Erto, is an 
exception. In the climbing areas of the South of 
France which are frequented by the international 
top climbers there are no comparable cases. Ben 
Moon's 8c routes were quickly repeated and in 
future it is hard to imagine that there will ever be 
a super climber who will clearly climb a grade 
better than anyone else. The ever decreasing 
differences between the best climbers are these 
days only really identifiable in competitions. A 
return to more ethics could of course provide 
new impetus for events outside of competitions, 
since those small differences would then re
emerge. The rehearsal of hard moves in the 
process of climbing a route does not only require 
psychological maturity, but also intuition and the 
ability to move creatively, characteristics which 
have been rendered almost insignificant by top
roping. The greater the diversity of a sport the 
more clear I y the small differences come to matter, 
since collectively they can add up to a big 
difference . Top-roping has lead to an 
impoverishment of climbing and has reduced the 
rock to a training tool. 
It is more than unlikely that the coming young 

generation would voluntarily put up wjth a 
regressive trend in general climbing performance 
in order to subject itself to a more stringent ethic. 

It is therefore possible to ascertain firmly and 
with some certainty that competitions are the 
only future for sports climbing. Climbing as a 
mass sport on artificial climbing walls has long 
ceased to be a part of utopia. Next to football 
grounds and tennis halls we will soon have 
cl imbing halls and the natural rock will again be 
just as lonely and ignored as when climbing was 
a sport for individualists. There will then perhaps 
be a time when, after a long and tiring day of 
climbing on deserted Dolomite rock, we shall be 
able to go home and watch the Climbing World 
Cup live on TY. 

Anyone who wants to be counted among the 
best will hardly be able to afford climbing in the 
freedom of the hill s. At least a successful World 
Cup season provides a bit of public recognition 
and perhaps also some sponsors even if the price 
is freedom! But is there anybody anyway for 
whom climbing still means freedom, is there 
anybody who doesn' t feel a slave to the general 
pressure of achievement? 
At first, though, we shall drive into the big city 

to climb, we'll be locked up in window-less 
cellars for hours until we are allowed out to sweat 
on plastic holds for a few minutes under glaring 

Above: Heinz Mariacher on Looping (8a+ ). 

spotlights. What is hard to believe is that all this 
stress is actually perceived as pleasure! Years 
ago we had stated proudly ' nature and adventure 
are the principal elements of our sport! We had 
seen ourselves a bit like followers of Jack 
Kerouac 's 'Beat generation', as the ' Dharma 
Bums' of climbing, free from society's stress of 
success and achievement. Today, the idea of 
opting out is no longer fashionable and young 
climbers no longer dream of nature and sunshine 
but of contracts with sponsors and of their first 
Porsche. From the 'good old days' to 'modern 
times ' to 'stressful times' - we have lived through 
it all! And now there is only glimmer of hope left 
for us - the introduction of a 'senior event' in 
competition climbing! 
In the meantime we have nothing else to do but 

assume a youthful look and surreptitiously mingle . 
with the 'sports climbing boys'! Even an outdated 
romantic like me would put up again with the diet 

of a climbing star if it meant a place among the 
best in the World Cup or a picture on the title 
page of a climbing magazine! 

At the moment, I am hanging out all alone in a 
forgotten corner of the Valle di San Nicolo 
hankering after those' good old days' when I was 
anti-bolts and didn ' t have to get my hands dirty. 
Visitors is the name of my latest project and 
already there is a rustling in the undergrowth as 
the visitors appear on the scene: a product of the 
new 'super climber-generation' and his 'crew', 
consisting of the proud daddy (whose failed 
career as an alpinist is clearly written on his face 
and a plump coach (whose long-time involvement 
as a body builder has now obviously been reduced 
tcf the consumption of protein products). 
"Where are these 8b 's?" resounds the aggressive 
call through the woods sending birds and squirrels, 
who had already got used to my power drill , 
scuttling away in a speedy escape. 
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Above: Mark Bebic turns the overhangs of the upper Croz Spur to gain the second icefield. Photo: Cordery-Cotter 

The Croz Spur 
The Croz Spur is a wild, desolate place, curiously 
untamed in a range otherwise paved by the inroads 
of two centuries of alpinism. Upon this wall, 
amid the waterfalls, verglas, the acrid stench of 
stone-strikes, one watches the world turning in 
space. As ifin orbit thealpinist is separated from 
the green water-bound earth below; abandoned. 
A sullen, glowering bulk, the Grandes J orasses' 

North Face stands, silent guardian of the Franco
Italian frontier. Leviathan among giants, 
unspeakably beautiful, seductive, sadistic. 
Erupting from the Leschaux glacier like some 
subterranean deity, from the Col des Hirondelles 
to the Col des Jorasses. At 4280 meters, the 
Jorasses has been a dream for three generations 
of alpinists. The Shroud, the Walker Spur, the 
Croz Spur, classics of mythical quality. The 
Shroud, draped upon the eastern flank, elegant, 
arduous, dangerous, finishing on the Arete des 
Hirondelles. The Walker Spur, handsome, 
pi toned, coveted. It is the Walker that draws the 
alpinist more often today as , it drew Cassin, 
Esposito and Tizzoni in 1938. Yet it was rhe 
Croz Spur that claimed Brehm, Rittler and 
Haringer for the eons. Listen for them should 
you venture there. Perhaps the grating of edge 
nails or the dull ring of an iron piton. They are 
still there, much more than part of history. 

The ice sheet leading to the base of the first 
tower possessed the consistency of an asphalt 
road. My lightweight French ice tools bounced 
back at me in the grey-before-dawn, 16 August 
1988. Between the· Walker and Croz Spurs, 
above us, the Central Couloir, a vortex of ice and 
stone, pulling us in, puny, wet with fear. The 
distorted hulking granite of the Croz Spur turning 
orange, then yellow then grey in transfiguring 
morning light. We passed behind the first tower 
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on rock with crampons, on ice with rock shoes. 
Waterfalls, the second tower, hard rock climbing, 
cutting steps for my rock shoes in plastic ice as 
water ran down my arm. Visions now; the acrid 
reek of sweat that day. 
Atop the second tower ingesting generic French 

chocolate, watching stones from the second ice 
field bombard the non-existent first ice field. 
There was no route for mortals out there, let the 
ghosts find a way. Choosing the path of mortals 
we climbed onto the spur direct, sought shelter 
from its wrath, met the steepness and exposure 
head-on. 

Title Page: The stupendous North Wall of the 
Grandes Jorasses. This remarkable 
photograph, part of which featured on the 
cover of Mountain 5, was taken from an 
aeroplane by Bradford Washburn at 6.30pm 
on August 25th 1958 on a calm, cloudless 
evening. The Walker Spur is to the left, the 
Croz Spur to the right. 

Our estimations of the distance to the second ice 
field were wrong, a result of the obscene 
foreshortening of the spur. In the gunfire of 
stonefall a dull, throbbing terror penetrated my 
soul to the most obscure recesses. Nuts and 
TCU's placed on lead slipped casually from 
behind wet flakes to accumulate on whatever 
placements remained. Mists closing we slowed 
in stupor. Mark led a pitch at French VI. I 
followed pulling on gear, shouting for tension. 
Mark waited, squatting on a block. Out I led until 
the pro disappeared. Crevices full of huge smoked 
crystals, no cracks, blank, overhanging. Back 
and forth I searched probing the insurmountable. 
Calling for a tension traverse I went down, moved 
right, into the path of stonefall, gaining the 

chimney that links the first and second ice field. 
Mark reappeared after lengthy rope manoeuvring 
to lead up to the second ice field. An evil place, 
shattered rock and filthy ice. My headlamp beam 
illuminated a dizzying myriad of fog droplets 
ascending this frigid surface. From out of the 
blackness a malicious bread-box of wet, black 
granite slid lazily past gathering in velocity and 
destructive force. From below, the repercussions 
of its demise echoed upward. Fog and darkness 
consumed our arthropod-like machinations high 
upon that ice field. We were lost. We began to 
cut. I cut with prodigious zeal. Mark napped, 
slumped in his step, suspended from an ice 
screw. Wrapped in my bivvy gear, pinned to that 
ice field by a few titanium ice-screws, enveloped 
in a psychedelic dream sleep, I passed the night, 
twice nearly vomiting from the claustrophobic 
confines of my bivouac sac. 
Dawn. Half-hanging from the sac, the Leschaux 

glacier a mosaic of ice eight-hundred meters 
below, I shivered back to life. Mark was 
convinced the route fay in an exit gully at the left 
of the ice field fifty meters below. I laced my 
boots, all my fingertips split; Mark downclimbing 
on belay. Soloing down, I freaked, left a stopper. 
I lowered down. 

He was correct. Nasty gully led to soaring 
ridge. The red bulk of Pointe Croz seemed close. 
Classic pitches in rock shoes and shell gear. 
Superb. Then a weird overhang with distorted 
soft-iron pins sprouting from it. The pins were 
older than me so I plugged a Friend. Rope. 
"Where's the fucking rope!?" Mark paid out the 
strato, clip. I gripped two flakes and dragged 
over avec sac. 
Pointe Croz. Italy. Airy. Remote. Michel died 

here, swept away by stonefall. Mark came up. I 
jerked my head around. Nothing! Perhaps the 



A sullen, glowering bulk, the Grandes J orasses' North Face stands, silent guardian 
of the Franco-Italian frontier. Leviathan among giants, unspeakably beautiful, 
seductive, sadistic. Erupting from the Leschaux glacier like some subterranean 
deity . .. 

Mark Bebic on the summit of the Pointe Croz 
(41 JOm). Photo:Cordery-Cotter 

shadow of a cloud moving across a small tower. 
There was no one there but me. 

Down into Italy . Way down. At last the 
Boccalate Refuge. Dinner ("We 'II have breakfast 
now, too") then so much Vin Rouge I fell from 
my bunk and nearly broke both my arms. A five
day storm came in that night. I nearly drowned 
fording a swollen river. From the bus back to 
France, Italy looked green and wet in the late 
summer rain. 

The Shroud 
Somewhere in the distance an electronic tone 

reiterated endlessly. Awareness came to me, of 
the closeness of the ceiling, the air, the heat of my 
wife's body. She stirred slowly at the sound of 
my alarm watch, her body three months pregnant, 
tired from the arduous trudge up the Mer de 
Glace. Lowering myself to the floor so as not to 
wake the snoring French in the bunks below, 
finding my rubber "sabots" in the dark, I groped 
through the doorof the Leschaux hut passing into 
the night. As I urinated over the wall of the porch 
into the grass below, a stiff wind caused me to 
shudder, stars brilliant 
in a vacant sky. Inside, stale bread and jam, cold 
instant coffee marked the groggy efforts of the 
now again slumbering guardian. She awoke 
again shortly to banish us to the porch. "You will 
wake the others," she said. Our own clever stove 
soon produced a mug of coffee with condensed 
milk and fifty grams of chocolat dissolved within. 
Shouldering my sac, bristling with armament, I 
embraced Susanne in a crushing hug and set off 
on the four and a half hour walk to the base of the 
Grandes Jorasses North Face. 
In the light of the previous afternoon the Shroud, 

austere, shaded, commanded my attention. 
Perhaps the enormous photo-enlargement of Alan 

Mark Bebic leading on the Croz Spur. Photo: Cordery-Cotter .. 

Ghersen upon it in his winter solo displayed in 
Snell's inspired me. The starkness of the lone 
alpinist, looking upward, searching, enveloped 
amid the white folds of the vast and desolate 
icefield. 
On the monotonous grind from the Montenvers 

station I had watched the visage appear, hung 
upon the north flank of the Walker Spur. "Le . 
Linceul? Not in condicion," the guardian had 
pronounced, irritated at having us there. Yet by 

morning she had softened. " You came down if 
it is not good, okay?" I nodded acquiescence; she 
was my guardian, after all. 
By the light of my torch the glacier ice tinted red 

with Saharan sand crunched beneath my 
cr'ampons. Impromptu French technique led me 
through a maze of crevasses that could easily 
consume any number of Leschaux huts let alone 
one drowsy American alpinist. Dawn revealed 
the Shroud tilted at a sickening angle from my 
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Above:The author on the Mer de G/ace prior to his solo ascent of the Shroud, the large ice veil with two prominent couloirs directly behind the 
climbers head. Below Left: The Author. Photos: Susanne Cordery-Cotter. 

vantage beneath. Donning my gaudy North Face 
mountain suit I surmounted a short ice slope and 
stood on the glacier immediately below the 
entrance couloirs, the left hand couloir broken by 
a black overhang, the right looking more like 
white latex housepaint spilled down from above, 
then ice. In full light I walked to the base of the 
right-hand couloir, punched my stopwatch and 
powered over the yawning rimaye. A second 
rimaye required a bizarre belly-crawl around 
rotten snow before a wild dynamic placement 
offered passage over bulging ancient black ice. 
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Traversing below the couloir, I could discern 
three runnels of white ice, all possible choices. 
Now it was evident that thecouloir had been little 
more than wet rock before the last storm. Global 
warming has taken its toll upon the ice climbs in 
the Alps, many of which no longer exist in the 
summer months. The scepticism of the guardian 
had been justifiable, hence the paucity of ascents 
that year. I chose the rightmost runnel within the 
couloir and set about the task of soloing the 
Shroud. Hungry and black my Simond Pirhanas 
ripped into the white ice. Though the rock 
beneath was near, I could avoid bottoming out 
with measured swings. Pick a vein and work it. 
Watch for another before this one ends, hook the 
new one and swing onto it. From above the sun 
had found the Walker, the barrage began. Ice 
chunks, small now larger kept up a steady 
drumbeat on my helmet and mountain jacket. I 
ran, my heart hammering in my jacket. On 
looking up a piece met my lower lip. As I tasted 
blood another piece whirred into my groin. 
Gripping my tools to offset the roaring in my 
head I fought back against the pain and blackness. 
Pressing my face against the ice, I revived . I 
traversed left. The ground was steep, mixed, yet 
somewhat sheltered. One could see the ice 
between the rocks if one would dare look up. I 
would not; I swung blindly. As the couloir 
merged with the ice field the barrage reached a 
crescendo. A sound like that of an airplane came 
to me, a roaring, whining sound. From under my 
hood, my helmet, my gaze caught the stone, the 
size of a cafe table tearing meter-long gashes in 
the ice field as it flipped by five meters to my left. 
I bore right towards the Walker, the withering 
fire from above abating, funneled away from me 
by the contours of the ice-field . Stopping on the 
amazingly sheer wall of ice, the exit couloir 
disparagingly minute and distant, I crammed a 
one-hundred gram chocolate bar into my mouth. 

Unloading my sac I found that my water bottle 
had been sheared neatly in half by a piece of ice 
striking the sac, its contents having soaked my 
spare gloves and sweater. A thick cloud bank 
obscured the route above me. I threw the shattered 
plastic bottle off the climb, my task now 
exquisitely simple. With the four-hundred metre 
couloir below me, the four-hundred metre ice
field awaited then the fifty metre mixed exit 
couloir. Setting a pace I could maintain, I pressed 
inexorably upward, working left from one vein 
of good ice to the next, Point Walker bludgeoning 
my senses with its overhanging immensity. After 
traversing the central ice-chute in a frantic 
crossing and uncrossing of tools, the face cleared 
and I began the final mesmerizing two-hundred 
metre clank toward the exit couloir. 

Closing the vents in my mountain suit against 
the cold I guarded against the stupidity that my 
fatigue could induce. I socked my tools in 
checking their commitment to my cause. The 
stones of the Hirondelles Arete came near like 
timid animals. Finishing in the couloir the ice 
gave way to sugar snow then everything gave 
way ... one pick lodged in a crack cheating the 
void. A fist crack accepted my gauntlet-clad 
hands, as tools hung from wrist loops clanged 
against the rock tolling for the lost swallows that 
so name this place. Italy appeared through the 
~oi;nice,_ t~e s~r boiling with cloud and snow. 
C estf1ms .. . 
Five hours , three minutes and fourteen seconds. 

Opposite Page Right:The author exiting the 
couloir which leads onto the main icefield of 
the Shroud. 600mm telephoto hy Susanne 
C ordery-C otter. 
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TOO MUCH SEX, 
TOO LITTLE CLIMBING! 
This Autumn sees the publication of an important collection of climbing fiction, One Step In The 
Clouds, compiled by Audrey Salkeld and Rosie Smith. What follows is a shortened version of 
their introduction to the book, which supports and illuminates a genre often too lightly dismissed by 
climbers. A thousand pages, containing short stories, four full length novels and even a play must 
represent a literart force to be reckoned with. 

One of the supposed 'truths ' of mountaineering, 
which few question , is that the climbing 
experience cannot be rendered into fiction . All 
the poignancy, heroism, drama that anyone could 
possibly need is there for real. The epic tales that 
make up climbing' s rich tradition are cherished 
and retold to each new generation, and to attempt 
to draw fictional inspiration from such material 
smacks of sacrilege; it can only ever 
trivialize it. That - more or less - is the 
received view. Not that it stops unwise 
authors trying their · hand, but it has 
ensured that over the years their efforts 
have received short shrift from 
reviewers in the more conservative 
climbing periodicals. Characters 
include the fashionable number of 
perverts ... too much sex, too little 
climbing ... deplorable that the literature 
of our sport should be debased by sexual 
adventures ... utterly purposeless ... will 
no doubt give great pleasure, but not to 
the readers of this Journal ... That sort 
of thing. Perhaps the last-mentioned 
gives the clue: you can read fiction in 
your other, everyday life, but as a 
climber, you forswear such perverse 
distraction. 

It is true that among the few novels 
strictly concerned with climbing, many 
are bad. Dire even. But by no means 
all. At almost any time over the last 
hundred years there have been climbing 
stories to measure highly against 
whatever critical yardstick you cared 
to employ. And many of the most 
celebrated and popular authors of their 
day insinuated mountaineering into at 
least one of their works: Alphonse 
Daudet, John Buchan, H.G.Wells, 
Stella Gibbons, Vladimir Nabokov, 
Mary Renault, Mary Stewart, Alistair 
Maclean , Arthur Ransome, 
D.M.Thomas - just a few names at 
random. Even Salman Rushdie's 
Satanic Verses has as one of its central 
characters a young woman, Alleluia 
Cone, who climbs Everest without 
oxygen and ever afterwards , keeps 
bumping into the tam-o ' -shantered 
shade of Maurice Wilson. There is 
endless potential for high adventure in 
high places. Any number of rattling 
yams have been spun out on the North 
Wall of the Eiger; manhunts conducted 
over icy passes; secret missions 
dispatched to remote Himalayan frontiers. But 
all too often, entertaining though these may be, 
such stories ring false to the mountaineer-reader. 

'The trouble with good non-climber writers 
who tum to climbing is that they see our sport as 
too dramatic. Just as Hemingway romanticized 
bullfighting, ' says David Roberts, one of a new 
breed of mountaineer-writers who bring 
undeniable first-hand reality to their own work, 
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and have been responsible for a tremendous 
surge in fictional mountain-writing over the past 
decade and a half. American authors, in particular, 
have breathed vigorous new life into the climbing 
short story. This is through no quirk of fate or 
geography; it can be directly attributed to the fact 
that the prime stimulus to new writing is having 
an outlet. Once upon a time, literary journals 

OX THE !'ACE OF THE CLIFF 

flourished on both sides of the Atlantic ·with a 
rapacious appetite for fiction - any fiction . Sadly 
now, in Britain, most of these have disappeared 
to the virtual extermination of the short story as 
a genus, whereas in the States it remains a highly 
marketable commodity. There, climbing stories 
are not restricted to climbing journals (though 
these do have an enviable record of publishing 
fiction) : many of Peter Lars Sandberg's pieces 

featured first in Playboy magazine; Kim Stanley 
Robinson appears regularly in sci-fi collections; 
and the New Yorker over the years has printed a 
number of mountain pieces, including works by 
Al Alvarez, Stanislaw Lem and Marc Helperin. 

It is fair to say that until recently, Elizabeth 
Coxhead's One Green Bottle was the only 
climbing novel that climbers seemed prepared to 

admit more of less ' worked'. When it 
appeared in 1951 Wilfrid Noyce 
suspected it heralded a new direction in 
mountain writing. Certainly it reflected 

, the new direction climbing itself was 
adopting as the sport became 
increasingly accessible to people from 
all walks of life. It tells of Cathy 
Canning from the impoverished back 
streets of Birkenhead, whose character 
flourishes and horizons widen with the 
discovery of rock-climbing in the Welsh 
mountains. 'I believe that many other 
readers will, like myself, be more than 
half in love with her before they finish,' 
declared Jack Longland. The Bishop 
of Chester, however, was not one of 
them: he condemned the book 's sexual 

, explicitness. 
After finding true love with a young 

school-teacher, Cathy surprisingly 
renounces her new life and tramps back 
to Birkenhead to ' rescue ' the worthless 
boy-next-door. Not because she likes 
him particularly, nor is bound to him 
by any promise, but - we are made to 
understand - her new-found moral 
strength has shown her where her' duty ' 
lies. Whether you find this unbearably 
poignant, as Longland, or unsatisfactory 
artistically and cruelly unnecessary, as 
Noyce, it is a major stumbling block, 
one so unsettling that Jim Perrin felt 
compelled to rewrite the book' s ending 
in an imaginary interview he conducted 

, with Cathy Powell in Climber and 
Hillwalker recently! 

That said, the book remains 
compulsively readable. It is a story of 
class and gender, a simplistic rendering 
of the British social system immediately 
after the War. And what is interesting, 
it predates all the social realism made 
fashionable by Sillitoe, Osborne and 
other Angrey Young Men. In those 
days people 'knew their place ' - and 
could instantly recognise the place of 
everyone else from his or her accent. 

Coxhead gives her women sexuality and minds 
of their own - she speaks eloquently against 
injustice, yet in the end baulks at bursting the 
fetters of her time. She is unable to right the 
wrongs, to allow free traffic between the classes 
- and cannot escape the conviction that 'illicit' 
sex has to be 'paid for'. Cathy - in common with 
the heroine in at least one of Coxhead's other 
novels - is doomed to a life of self-sacrifice. 
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It might have been expected that given the 
open-armed welcome this book received from 
establishment climbers, Lucy Rees' Take it to the 
Limit would have been similarly embraced. If -
in the early fifties - Cathy Canning could sleep 
with a bounder to be given a pair of climbing 
boots, and with the man she loves out of wedlock, 
and cause little affront (apart from to the bishop), 
you would have thought that thirty permissive 
years later no eyebrows would rise at further 
tales of North Wales goings-on. You'd be wrong. 
The Alpine Journal, which had studiously ignored 
Coxhead's book, now threw its arms into the air. 
'Oh dear!' it wailed. 'Another expose of what 
things are like at the high sharp end of the 
climbing scene ... The main body of mountaineers 
is much different from this , easier to accept and 
more pleasant by far to know. Do they care very 
much what motivates the lunatic fringe?' 

Lucy Rees, boosted by recollections and 
fantasies of the legendary and now sadly late Al 
Harris , had recreated the extrovert anarchism of 
Deiniolen in the late-sixties. But it would be a 
shame if, believing it to be merely the cavortings 
of the lunatic fringe, readers were put off from 
discovering here a well written, moving and 
essentially moral story. It looks back less with 
nostalgia or any glorifying of hedonism than 
with bitterness for lost innocence and thwarted 
promise. The central figure, Luke, young, restless, 
is the apex of a tragic love-triangle: he and his 
older, more stable climbing partner, Bob, are 
both loved by the same woman, Kate. The action 
moves swiftly between Wales, Scotland, and the 
Lakes to reach its climax on a big-wall climb in 
Yosemite. Scenes are set with vivid economy. 
Conversations live. There are wistful echoes of 
Salinger, and the outcome is achingly sad. It is 
a book of a period, but timeless. And long 
overdue for reappraisal. 
Solo Faces by James Salter ( 1980) also explores 

the problems and the ultimate loneliness of the 
hard climber. It has been criticized for its 
minimalist style and its unashamed machismo; 
some climbers were dismissive, too, seeing the 
author as an outsider: he climbed for a while with 
Royal Robbins , largely it seems as research for 
this novel, then he went his way. Hopes of a 
second climbing story went unfulfilled, although 
Salter did script the interesting and successful 
film about an Olympic skier, Downhill Racer, 
which starred Robert Redford and similarly 

examined the isolating effects of ambition and 
elitism. 

Solo Faces is clearly the work of a talented 
author and, minimalist or not, packs a deceptive 
amount of detail. Salter was fascinated by the 
briefly incandescent career of American climber 
Gary Hemming, who took the Alpine world by 
storm in the middle sixties with his bold climbs 
and even bolder rescues. Darling of the French 
press, Le Beatnik grabbed the headlines for one 
last time in 1969 when he put a bullet into his 
skull. Salter's driven central character, Vernon 
Rand, is clearly a Hemming figure, and the story 
examines his punishing relationships, his seesaw 
swoops between elation and despair until, finally , 
a slow losing of grip has to be faced as age and 
alienation take their toll. 

Ageing is a recurrent preoccupation with 
climber-writers, and one chosen as a theme by 
Gwen Moffat - better known for meaty detective 
stories-when she ventured into 'straight' fiction. 
The central figure of her Hard Option ( 1975) is 
the leader of a mountain rescue team who finds 
it increasingly hard to keep up with younger 
colleagues, yet is not prepared to relinquish any 
of the glory that goes with his position. In the 
end, an adulterous liaison with a much younger 
and impossibly cool woman climber brings about 
his downfall. With a relish bordering on 
vindictiveness Gwen Moffat makes her poor 
hero confront his inadequacies, both as a climber 
and a lover; and when his mental disintegration 
is almost complete, when he 's lost his wife, his 
best friend, this girl that he loves and every last 
vestige of human pride, well then she really puts 
the boot in ... by striking him down with a 
paralysing stroke as well. (And even manages to 
make the last line of the book sound hopeful!) 

W.E. Bowman's The Ascent of Rum Doodle 
( 1956) has long been a model for comic satire, 
taking as its target Himalayan expeditioning of 
the gritted teeth variety. It was triggered by a 
passage in Tilman's The Ascent of Nanda Devi 
and to Bowman's surprise achieved worldwide 
cult following. An unlikely team of mountaineers 
led by the redoubtable ' Binder', after many 
calamities, succeeds in scaling this forty thousand 
and a half foot peak in Yogistan - thanks 
principally to its efforts to escape the meals of the 
expedition cook. 
T.S.Blakeney - not one whose ribs were easily 

tickled - reviewing the book for The Alpine 

Journal ,dismissed it curtly as 'laboured'. 'There 
are some neat hits,' he allowed, 'which all can 
enjoy, and one remark by O.Totter - "when you 
are swinging helplessly at the end of a hundred
foot rope, it is important to know that the man on 
the other end is aji·iend," is almost worthy of Kai 
Lung. But there is, generally, too much forced 
humour and the incessant conversations about 
the love-lives of the various members of the 
party are tedious, as is the constant dragging in of 
the cooking disabilities of the native Pong.' 
Reception on the other side of the Atlantic was 
far less starchy. 'This is the antidote for the 
indigestion that follows reading too many 
mountaineering books,' enthused the American 
Alpine Club. The book 's continued popularity 
has been ensured by regular reprints - and the 
adoption of rum-doodling into the universal 
vocabulary of mountaineers. 

Inventing an amateur sleuth, who can then be 
used over and again, is common practice in crime 
fiction. Kevin Fitzgerald's 'Commander Feston' 
appeared in several fast-moving stories in the 
late forties and fifties, and Showell Styles (under 
his pseudonym of Glyn Carr) developed Sir 
Abercrombie Lewker, a portly Shakespearean 
actor-manager who solved an impressive string 
of climbing murders around the world between 
1946 and 1969. To an extent, these characters 
become the alter egos of their creators, going 
where they go, sharing their tastes and personal 
foibles. Gwen Moffat's Melinda Pink, a kindly, 
middle-aged, semi-retired climber-writer and 
devoted conservationist first took shape in 1973 
and owes her success to her author's dedication 
to detail. She is still exercising deductive powers 
and the books retain their links with climbing, 
yet it is probably true to say that Miss Moffat 's 
readership is drawn now largely from the non
climbing public . 

Futuristic writing has proved particularly 
popular with short story writers. Mostly, they are 
concerned with the way climbing might be 
conducted in the next century and worry about 
the effects that could be felt through the imposition 
of outside control. Often this is covert comment 
on society's generally doom ward-course. There 
have been several When-the-bomb-drops stories: 
Martyn Berry in Last Climh ( 1964) has two men 
scaling Cloggy as atomic 'rockets' land all over 
Britain; Dermot Somers, in his powerful Nightfall 
( 1983) places his climbers on the Eigerwa11d 
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when Armageddon strikes. 
Kim Stanley Robinson ' s novella Green Mars 

describes an expedition to Olympus Mons, the 
tallest mountain in the solar system. A convincing 
alternative 'world' is created for Mars, but it is 
one that has been tampered with, greened, by 
earth-scientists and populated with a bewildering 
array of mongrel species created by the very best 
bird and mammal-designers . Throughout the 
expedition, the hero, Roger, cannot shift a weight 
of depression. He regrets the endless, windswept 
deserts , the brilliant golden light of primal Mars 
- Mars as he first saw it - and it is this ability he 
has of remembering back nearly three hundred 
years that sets him apart from his antique fellows. 
Less than one percent of the population share 
long-term recall. The leader of Roger ' s 
expedition, for instance, is a woman he loved 
way back in his youth, but she has no recollection 
of this . Still , some of the old magic remains; and 
this, coupled with the fact that on the summii of 
Olympus Mons beyond reach of the new 
atmosphere Roger finds traces of Old Mars, 
gives him the strength to face a few more 
centuries! 

Graham Sutton ' s Damnation of Mr Zink/er is 
dated now - as one would expect of a book 
written in the early thirties - both in style and in 
attitudes expressed, yet it still holds much to 
concern us. First, you do have to acclimatize to 
its quaintly ripping-yarn dialogue ( ' Oh Kit, I'm 
rottenly sorry,' she murmured .. . 'It ' s the most 
putrid thing that has ever happened to me ' ... 
' You blasted wart-hog! ' ... ), which rises at"times 
to the giddiest heights: 
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Left Top: Jeff Long 
Below: James Salter 

'You leave your wife and buzz off to Kashmir, 
and then when you've excelsiored your bellyful, 
come back and wonder why she isn't meeting 
your train! It never struck you she'd a life of her 
own: or that she might want something more 
from marriage than a house in Mayfair and a lot 
of boy-scout gup about comradeship- which you 
never gave her by the way: or that she might get 
bored with a cock-virgin in hiking boots .. .' 
Cock-virgin? After an accident on Eagle' s Nest 
Arete, Wykehamist Kit ('Rock') Grenfell , a 
famous climber/explorer (sort of composite of 
1933 Everesters - a Longland on Greene legs) 
hovers between life and death in a Keswick 
Hospital. He 'wakes' to find himself in Hades, 
the brave new underworld, where people 'live ' 
for 300 years before passing on to another 
existence. Patched up from whatever caused 
their 'death', they age no further, but cannot 
again ' die'. Nor can they again be mended , so a 
cult of Safety-first persists. ' Life ' is so ordered 
by the state that all taking of risk is outlawed . 

One of the people Kit encounters Down There 
is a recently-demised film magnate, Mr.Zinkler, 
a man with no affection for rules and directives, 
whose sole concern is to make a climbing movie. 
Kit agrees to play the lead, and eventually climbs 
back to life - Real Life, that is (in the full 
knowledge that it will almost certainly be one of 
permanent crippledom) - by climbing up the 
shaft which links Hades to Earth. 

It is worth perhaps mentioning here James 
Hilton's Lost Hori::.on (1933) , not a 
mountaineering novel - which it truly isn't - but 
as forerunner to a host of Himalayan spy and 
adventure stories which cash in on monkish 
mysticism and international intrigue. Frank 
Smythe published Secret Mission in 1942, the 
story of an inventor who devises a secret weapon, 
then flees with his plans to the Himalaya to 
escape foreign agents, and more recent examples 
include Andrew Garve ' s Asce111 of DJJ (1968, 
secret weapon lost in Himalayan aircrash) , Robert 
Hardy ' s Face of Ja/anath ( 1973, sabotaging 
nuclear installations) , John Masters ' The 
Himalayan Concerto ( 1976, intelligence 
gathering on the Tibetan border), Duff Hart
Davis ' Heights of Rimring ( 1981, guerrilla 
activity against Chinese in Tibet) , and Windsor 
Chorlton 's Rites of"Sacrifice ( 1989, smuggling a 
defecting Chinese general across the Tibetan 
border during the Cultural Revolution .) 

Expedition stories, besides providing exciting 
action , constitute a particularly good vehicle for 
exploring psychological interplay. This is 
because the cast is finite and interdependent: 
outside influences can all but be ignored; except 
in the form of ' emotional baggage ' that the 
characters bring with them. Joanna Cannan ' s 
intelligent and well-written lthurie/" s Hour, also 
known as The Hour of the Angel, is one such 
story first publi shed in 1931 . Sir Clement Yyse 
organizes an expedition to Chowo-kangri ' that 
tall mountain, lifting on red limestone precipices, 
into sapphire skies, a pyramid ofuntrodden snow.' 

He is an old-fashioned leader, autocratic, 
dogmatic, who very soon falls out with 
Ullathorne, the man to whom he has entrusted 
climbing leadership (and whose wife he openly 
covets.) Tensions divide the fidelities of the rest 
of the team. Vyse and Ullathorne reach the 
summit; there is a sudden flaring of temper and 
one man dies. But is it murder? 
In Wilfrid Noyce ' s sole attempt at fiction, The 

Gods are Angrey (1957), expedition leader Jim 
Catteridge's small band is also riven by 
personality clash. Several expedition stories 
have been used to illustrate or comment upon 
national ideologies - like I.Ramsay Ullman's 
ridiculous The White Tower- and stage plays too 
ifwe think of Auden and Isherwood ' s verseplay, 
The Ascent of F6, or the more recent derivative 
by Chris Judge Smith andJ.Maxwell Hutchinson, 
The Ascent ofWilbe,force Ill. A numberof short 
stories have viewed expeditions through the 
incomprehending eyes of local people: Greg 
Child's In Another Tongue has Balti porters 
trying to make sense of the tragic events of K2 
during the summer of 1986; and in Lito Tejada
Flores ' Rojo' s Peon an old Patagonian horseman 
observes a team of gringos on Cerro Torre. 
In his powerful one-man play The Ice Chimney, 

Barry Collins sought to recreate the last tortured 
hours of Maurice Wilson on Everest. Mallory 
and Irvine, too, have crept into a surprising 
number of stories . Expeditions also serve in the 
Awakening-of-Consciousness Department. One 
that has a reputation for being ' heavy ', both 
philosophically and wordily is Michael Tobias' 
provocative Del'G. 
It starts with a lot of physical masturbation until 

you wonder after a bit if that isn't self-parody of 
the intellectual masturbation to follow. But 
Deva does have a plot: the quest by alpinist 
pilgrims after ineffable wisdom. They find it - to 
a greater or lesser extent - in a remote Himalayan 
Garden of Eden peopled by a handful of holy 
mystics (horny, holy mystics , it must be said.) 

'The temptation with this imperfect, at times 
pretentious, gem of a story is to vulgarise it, to 
compare it with, say, Raiders of the Lost Ark,' 
wrote Jeff Long. ' It lacks the pace of Raiders, ... 
but in its frantic casting forward after the 
adventure of knowredge, Tobias has come up 
with an erotic Himalayan fantasy worthy ofJules 
Verne, Henry Miller and the Bhagai•ad Gita 
combined. ' As if that wasn ' t enough , later in the 
same review, having remarked upon its 'zebra 
skin of imagery ' , its 'incredible plot', its 'premise 
as wild as its characters ', its prose, ' often non
grammatical but almost always lyrical ', Long 
claimed De\'G as a ' twenty-first century novel 
about our own times. In the fantasy tradition of 
Colin Wilson ' s The Mind Parasites and Rene 
Daumal ' s Mount Analogue.' Stuart Pregnall 
threw in more names,' Reads a little like Kerouac, 
a little like Gilbrahn and a little like the 
Dr.Bronner ' s soap labels', and for good measure 
leading American poet William Everson added , 
' in the same genre as John Fowles' The Magus. ' 



This bewildering multiplicity of echoes to be 
found or imagined in his work should not surprise 
us for Tobias is reputed to see himself as a natural 
successor to Joyce, Kazantzakis and Beckett. 
His earlier works aroused outrage, agitation, and 
derision among climbers - but above all 
mystification. Some extracts seem merely 
extravagant academic name dropping: 
"Spirit? A combination, of intuition, reptilian 

ego, slimy, mud-caked volition. All earthbound. 
I am celebrating a limbo of myself. Rhapsodic 
with an animal parody so vivid, so alluring ... 
Jeffers in Big Sur, Lawrence in Taos, Neruda on 
the beach in Malaysia, Kazantzakis in Murmansk, 
Shelley on the Mer de Glass, Lermontov in 
Tiflis, Basho in the far North of Japan, Sappho at 
the white cliffs of Lefkas (off which she jumped 
- Katapontismos -), Claude Gelee in the 
Campagna, Hokusai before Mount Fuji ... with 
all my western enumerata, I felt firmly, 
squeamishly linked to a tradition of the hypnotic, 
the suggestive ... " 
In short, Tobias never uses one metaphor where 
ten will do, yet if you can get past the blocks of 
sheer wordiness, Deva is highly entertaining and 
certainly does not shrink from poking fun at the 
people and concepts it promotes. It is worth 
persevering to gain access to this. (Those who 
have read Bernard Amy's short story, The 
Greatest Climber in the World might recognise a 
possible basis for this novel.) 

Another ambitious work is Elizabeth Arthur's 
Beyond the Mountain. Here again, the scene is a 
Himalayan expedition ... or at least the central 
character, Artemis, is a memberof an all-women's 
expedition and the mountain is climbed during 
the passage of the narrative; yet to a large extent 
the story concerns events that have taken place 
beforehand ... (the emotional baggage we spoke 
about.) Artemis reflects upon the tragic deaths of 
her husband and brother in an avalanche, and 
retraces her tortuous relations with both men. 
She was so close to her brother as to almost cross 
the acceptable bounds of sibling love and was 
contemplating leaving her husband when the 
accident happened. She finally works the guilt 
and pain from her system during a long and 
vicious storm high on the mountain . 
In recent years, a new category of literature has 

crept into publishers' catalogues. What is new 
about 'women's writing' , however, is merely the 
name. Many classic works that before were 
regarded simply as of general interest now find 
themselves sucked into this modish catch-all. 
Doubtless, it flags work by women that other 
women should be aware of, but it also cuts into 
these works' overall acceptability. Men can now 
wash their hands of a whole raft of literature as 
having nothing todo with them. Climbing fiction , 
fighting as it is for serious recognition, could 
well do without this extra division, yet the 
authorship and content of Beyond the Mountain 
will sadly automatically place it beyond the 
consideration of many men . And whenever it is 
read and commented upon, by men or women, 

Over the years, cover graphics for climbing fiction books have been consistently naff. 

you will never be quite sure that the criticism has 
not been compensated - one way or another. So 
when Arlene Blum states on the book's cover 
that Beyond the Mountain is the most compelling 
climbing novel she has ever read, that it is 
elegantly written and extremely moving, unkind 
sceptics will remark that surely it was Ms.Blum's 
own Annapurna expedition which provided 
inspiration for the book, as her own person 
affected the shape of its heroine, Artemis? 
Equally, when Greg Child asserts amusingly (in 
Mountain) that he has a soft spot for bad novels 
and that Beyond the Mountain is the latest 
acquisition to his collection - 'Enid Blyton does 
Heart of Darkness' - can we be absolutely sure 
that his rejection of the ' lusty American nymphs 
tripping through the verdant foothills of Nepal' 
does not reflect any personal bias regarding 
women on expeditions? Well - it's a talking 
point. Most would agree that the novel represents 
a bold and imaginative step into largely trackless 
territory; most would also agree that it is, 
ultimately, flawed. It is where to draw the line 
that is at issue. 
Some years ago, in the middle of winter, a plane 

carrying a cargo of smuggled marijuana crashed 
into a lake in the High Sierra. Climbers were first 
upon the scene, and by the time official agencies 
caught up the frozen lake was pockmarked with 
chainsaw holes and there was little left to find. 
That year smart new gear appeared on rocks 
alround Yosemite Valley ... A pretty good fictional 
plot you might think - except that it happens to be 
true. Nevertheless, it did spark off two quite 
exceptional novels. 

Jeff Long's Angels of Light (1987) keeps 
Yosemite as a location. Camp Four bums discover 
two tons of drugs and a smuggler's corpse in a 
remote lake and cash in on the windfall - but 
profits are short-term as they become enmeshed 
in a web of violence and revenge. This really is 
a climbers' novel in that its rough language and 
drug references, as well as its assumption that no 
jargon needs describing, automatically place it 
beyond the reach of 'mainstream' readers - very 
much to their loss. Three reviewers saw the book 
as a modern-day Western, and it's easy to see 
why. The climbers are outlaws, but bound by 
deep and unquestioned loyalties. Action is fast, 
retribution violent. And the climbing description 
is as vivid as you will get anywhere. 

The other crash-inspired story is Vortex, a 
powerful first novel from Canadian writer, David 
Harris (being published for the first time in One 
Step in the Clouds.) To develop the smuggling 
theme, Harris has shifted his main action to the 
US/Canadian border: two climbers discover a 
crashed light aircraft on Mount Redoubt with a 
contraband cargo and an injured survivor. 
Rescuing the man sucks them into a deadly drug
running set-up, and the story is told both from 
their point of view, and that of the San Francisco 
cop who is trying to bust the ring. Swift cutting 
between the two fields of activity, and the 
containment of the story almost completely within 

dialogue and act1v1ty (ie, few descriptive or 
ruminative passages), makes for very slick, film
like editing - but that is not to suggest the writing 
is not skilful. It is - compact and clean. The 
characters are strong and believable, you want to 
know what happens to them, and although this is 
a long book its sense of menace is maintained to 
the very last line. 
But no climbing novel, it is safe to say, has ever 

attracted the publicity and passion of M.John 
Harrison ' s Climbers, winner of last year's 
Boardman Tasker Award for Mountain 
Literature. Nothing short of civil war has been 
raging in the pages of one magazine between 
staff writers who love or loathe the book. You 
can take it from them it is 'the most depressing 
look at the whole business ever. .. vague, 
sprawling, and aimless ... ' or it is 'the finest piece 
of imaginative writing ever to have taken as its 
subject matter - on one level at least - the sport of 
rock climbing .. .' 

At first reading, the substance and meaning of 
this novel may lie just beyond grasp until quite 
near the end, when the barely-visible threads 
draw tight. It is, as one reviewer said, ' a deeply 
cunning novel.' Harrison constantly touches on 
mundane, everyday existence, feeding teasing 
fragments of overheard conversations that sound 
tacky, comical or predictable to the narrator as 
adult, but burst with mystery and hidden meaning 
to the narrator as child. His descriptions of 
landscape, situation, feelings have an unnerving 
way of capturing essence in the minimum of 
words: ' ... his neck bent in the attitude of the 
inmate of a camp.' His characters are people you 
know if you have ever mixed with those who live 
and climb in the Peak District, Yorkshire or 
Lancashire. Climbers creeps up on you, works 
itself into your mind, has you almost smel 1 ing the 
damp, lichenous rock, the dingy city street, the 
stale odours from the old man's flat downstairs. 
You absorb it when all the while you think you 
may be missing the point. The ending isn't 
apocalyptic, but it leaves you with a feeling of 
understanding, and of parting from a group of 
friends. 
Several reviewers abhorred what they saw as a 

bleak portrayal of the northern scene; the B-T 
judges regretted the contemporary litter of 
expletives. One question to emerge was: what is 
fiction? When fragments of realism and 
autobiography are bonded in a story, as here, 
where does fact stop, and fiction start? And 
should we be concerned to categorize items on 
one side of the line or the other? Does it really 
matter? 
The most important thing - it seems to us - is that 

Climbers is being talked about. Controversy will 
prove no bad thing for it, nor for mountaineering 
fiction as a whole. So much harder to ignore 
when it is out in the open like this! And if you still 
haven't read what you consider the climbing 
novel to end all climbing novels, don ' t worry. 
They are coming now - thick and fast. Read on, 
gentle reader. 
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PEOPLE 
Edited by Audrey Salkeld 

Trento Maintains 
Relevance and High 

Standards 

Trento 1990 
104 films were shown at Trento 

this year. I saw almost half that 
number and still managed to 
miss Brennende Lieb, which 
turned out to be grand 
prizewinner of the festival, 
taking the coveted Golden 
Gentian. Made by Austrian film
maker Karin Brandauer, this is 
the first episode of a major new 
television series ( Verkaufte 
Heimat) about the ltalianization 
of South Tyrol during the 
thirties. Not a mountaineering 
film, obviously. The festival 
invites films on 'mountains, 
exploration and adventure', then 
interprets the brief widely to 
incorporate cultural and 
environmental films (whether or 
not of a mountain area), at the 
same time stretching 
exploration to include 
exploratory film-work. A period 
South Tyrolean drama, 
therefore, qualifies admirably -
with or without any mountain
climbing. 
An interesting development at 

this, Trento's 38th festival - apart 
from the number of feature films 
submitted - was what appeared 
to be a trend towards 
surrealism. Laurent Chevalier's 
Grimpeur Etoi/e, starring Patrick 
Berhault is one case to point 
(see photos in Mountain 133) 
and another, a short Polish entry 
Moj Maly Everest (My Little 
Everest) by Miroslaw Dembinski, 
which was one of the Silver 
Gentian winners. This depicts 
climbing as a metaphor for life: 
indeed the climber of the film 
scales right through life, rock 
giving way to everyday 
situations as he narrowly evades 
the clutches of bureaucracy, the 
church and family on his upward 
progress. (There is a one 
marvellous shot where his 
comfortable 'jug' handhold turns 
into a mealy-mouth of a civic 
dignitory.) A well-composed 
little piece, this, economical with 
its material, and very funny. 
Another Silver Gentian went to 
Cerro Torro - South Face, 
documenting a very necky 
Patagonian first ascent last year 
by a young Yugoslav team. The 
judging panel endorsed this as 
'best portrayal of adventure, 
sport and alpinism', and in so 
doing was clearly taking into 
account the difficult 
circumstances of its making and 
its pure climbing (ie. non-circus) 
nature. Silvo Karo and Janez 
Jeglio, climbed and filmed the 
huge face after three months of 
struggle against adverse 
weather, reaching the top on 20 
January 1989; later that same 
year they returned With Bostjan 
Korbar, the film's director, to 
finish collecting necessary 
establishing material. One is 
delighted to see recognition 
being given to rising film
makers who need all the 
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encouragement they can get -
and the sheer pride and delight 
of this young team as they 
collected their prizes was a treat 
to see - so that it is churlish of 
me to make the point that all 
Patagonian climbing films carry 
an intrinsic element of deja vu. 
They cannot but echo Leo 
Dickinson's film-work there of 
more than fifteen years before. 

Solitary Journey, a 47-minuter 
from Kashmiri-born film-maker 
Vic Sarin and Suzanne Cook 
(Canada), thoughtfully 
juxtaposes two old men and the 
mountain that long ago brought 
them together. Lord Hunt and 
the late Sherpa Dawa Tenzing 
ruminate on life, human nature, 
and the impact on them and on 
Nepal of climbing Everest. 
Since Dawa is shown speaking 
Nepali, his words are voiced 
over and, in part perhaps due to 
the degree of freedom such 
translation offers, he appears 
the more lyrical and articulate of 
the two. Hunt is 
characteristically formal, 
diplomatic; intimate insights as 
far as he is concerned are visual 
rather than verbal - you glean 
his essence by seeing him at 
work at his desk, walking in the 
park. There seems a curious 
preoccupation with Britishness 
in this film (a quaint, 
stereotypical Britishness), and 
rather too many shots of the 
Coronation (to the eyes of this 
British viewer), but that said, it 
was a popular Silver Gentian 
winner. 

Other silver awards went to 
Yuri Beliankin for the competent 
and sympathetic documentary 
Lake Baidal - Blue Eye of 
Siberia, a production in BBC 
2'sFragile Earth Series, which 
paints a gloomy future for this 
magic place. And to /dz, a 
moving portrait of a man, beast 
and landscape. Polish film
maker Grzegorz Krolikiewicz had 
waited 25 years to make this 
film, time during which the three 
friends who shared his dream all 
died; /dz he dedicates, therefore, 
to them. One way of ensuring 
the survival of the bear in 
Poland was to supply it with 
fresh meat: for this purpose 
horses were led into the remote 
mountains where it lived, and 
the man entrusted to bring an 
animal to its cruel destiny could 
keep the beast's hide in 
payment. /dz follows the 
journey of one such mercenary 
and his horse, witnessing the 
bond that grows between the 
two as the long days pass. In 
the end, it comes as no surprise 
that the man cannot kill his old 
companion. All the same, that 
does not prevent him from 
taking his fee - flaying the beast 
- once it has died naturally. It is 
a hard life for all. 
Jan Piroh, Czech film-maker 

from Bratislava and a previous 

Audrey Salkeld accepts an award on behalf of the Fragile Earth 
team. 

award-winner at Trento, showed 
a very ambitious feature film (96 
minutes) about a tension-riven 
Everest expedition, with a father 
and son as the main 
protagonists. Most of the 
'stage-setting' shots must have 
been gathered on a real Everest 
expedition, and the 'action' 
filmed later in the Tatra 
mountains. The voice track had 
been dubbed into American for 
this showing, and was a little too 
strident for the mood and 
characters. The film did not pick 
up a prize, but it leaves some 
powerful after-images, notably 
of menacing crows pecking at a 
dying climber's sleeping bag . 
An·other dramatic work was 

Rainer Simon's Die Besteigung 
des Chimborazo (The Ascent of 
Chimborazo), a beautifully 
photographed reconstruction of 
Alexander van Humboldt's 
journeys in the early eighteen
hundreds. This was in its 
original German so that the 
intricacies of its plot were a little 
difficult (for me) to follow. 
Another film 'retracing 
footsteps' was of the expedition 
to East Africa in 1886 by 
Hungarian Count Samuel Teleki. 
He climbed to the snowline of 
Kilimanjaro and discovered Lake 
Rudolf. This won a Silver 
Gentian as best 'work of 
exploration'. Some of the finest 
period reconstructions seen at 
the festival appeared in an 
unplaced film - 775 Years of 
Alpinism in Switzerland, 1811-

1988 by veteran film-maker 
Viktor Wyss of Sargans. 
Dressing his 'actors' in authentic 
clothing borrowed from alpine 
museums, he lovingly recreated 
a handful of historic moments 
with such sensitive camerawork 
as to make them appear like old 
prints or early photographs 
come to life; he also took the 
opportunity to use genuine 
archive film of the first ascent of 
the Eiger's Miteflegi Ridge and 
an early Matterhorn climb. 
Modern climbs in the Jungfrau 
region placed emphasis on 
women climbing, which was 
refreshing. Any question of this 
being a selective history could 
be countered by referral to his 
other work: having a dozen or 
more such films behind him, 
each could really be seen as part 
of an overall oeuvre. 

El Ultimo Desafio I y fl by 
Sebastian Alvaro Lomba 
concerns the tragedy of the two 
Spanish climbers, Alberto 
Rabada and Ernesto Navarro, 
who died on the North Face of 
the Eiger in 1963. The early part 
of the film, which sets up the 
story in Spain, seems a trifle . 
over-long, but the dramatic 
reconstruction of the developing 
disaster is well captured . There 
are standards for this type of 
film, set by the earlier examples 
of Gerhard Baur and Leo 
Dickinson: Baur is master of 
complete reconstruction and to 
achieve authenticity pays 
fanatical attention to detail; 



A still from the grand prizewwinning film Brennende Lieb. 

Dickinson's strength is his 
seamless matching of re
creation, recollection and the 
archive material. Lomba has 
learned from both but leans 
more towards the latter method. 
The danger comes on the 
delicate interface between fact 
and fabrication. Some of the 
black/white stills of the tragedy 
used in this film are authentic, 
others are almost certainly 
reconstructed. Can we accept 
that, or does that offend? 

The Social Climbers by Mike 
Dillon, Glenn Singleman and 
Dick Dennison takes another 
outside look at Britishness - this 
time through Aussie eyes. Sadly 
at 52 minutes, it is a laboured 
and self-indulgent one. Eight 
'aristocrats' and a butler decide 
to take the high life - top hats, 
white gloves, champers, salmon, 
silverware ... the lot - as high as 
it will go. To 7000m on 
Huascaran. The intended 
surrealism was to be the 
incongruity of introducing such 
trappings to a mountain 
landscape; the unintended 
surrealism came in the obvious 
expense and pointlessness of 
the exercise, viewed against the 
poverty of the local people. 
There were several 'portrait' 

films and videos - no less than 
three portraying Jerzy Kukuczka. 
One of these was a tribute by a 
French film team who were with 
him on Lhotse during the 
expedition on which he died 
(Jerzy Kukuczka, directed Claude 
Andrieux). Interviews with other 
climbers and scenes of Katowice 
helped out where material was 
thin, to produce a film that was 
affectionate and respectful 
without being adulatory. It 
obviously worked, for one came 
away feeling better acquainted 
with Kukuczka. Another, Andre 
Roch - La Montagne pour 
Passion (French again, directed 
by Raymond Meda rd) was a 
genial portrait of this grand and 
many-talented old man (artist 
and film-maker besides 
mountaineer). It included some 
very interesting historical 
material, and Loulou Boulaz and 
Raymond Lambert also featured 
in it. Passion Extreme by 
Georges Auzalat portrayed 
Patrick Ed linger - another day in 
the life of the driven hero 
(looking raddled now, but still a 

beautiful mover!) This was a 
mere 9-minuter; the 'film of the 
film', however, lasted a trifle 
longer. Histoire d'une Passion 
by Bernard Maurice was an 
honest eye-opening look at what 
goes into an apparently 
effortless study of the golden 
boy climbing. We saw 
helicopters filming helicopters; 
the erection of aluminium 
scaffolding, winches, cables; the 
hair-drying of delicate holds; the 
3-week enforced layoff when the 
weather failed to play ball. 

It cannot be ignored that the 
majority of adventure films 
these days emanate from 
France. While our own film
makers experience the greatest 
difficulty inching a little 
programme space between TV 
soaps and quiz shows, the 
French have seemingly endless 
openings for and finance to 
throw at such programmes, and 
as a consequence have become 
very adept at producing slick, 
pacey pieces. Four shorts by 
Didier Lafond illustrate the point 
(and were obviously selected to 
show this film-maker's 
versatility): Pirouette is a portrait 
of acrobatic aviatrix Marianne 
Maire, performing breath-taking 
stunts among the peaks and 
valleys of Mont Blanc; Levitation 
has world champions (the late) 
Bruno Gouvy and Patrick de 
Gayardon demonstrating the 
new ballet of freefall skydiving; 
C'est tout ban profiles 
Dominique Perret, skiing acrobat 
and all-round sportsman; and 
Gun in the Sky, draws parallels 
between skiing in the thirties 
and the eighties. Pierre Beccu's 
Andrea is a parapente high jinks 
spectacular; Capitan Crochet (by 
Robert Nicod) a witty 
comparison of the freest of free 
climbing and most intricate 
artificial methods - shot under 
Californian sun. lnlandsis by 
Roland Theron recounts an 
expedition into the luminous 
under-ice caverns of West 
Greenland - the late Jean Marc 
Boivin among the team of 
intrepid hawk-nosed Frenchmen. 
Sens Dessus-Dessous is a 
curious mixture: Didier Avenet 
abseils into a Pyrenean cave, 
gravel-skis down its steep 
passages, emerges the other 
end to don his parapente and 
float to the valley. Le Skieur de 

Vide (Alain Tixier) portrays 
another unbelievably glittering 
French star: Pierre Tardivel, a 
third generation extreme skier, 
'flirts' (as the film-blurb puts it) 
'with impossible verticals of 
over 65 degrees' In impossible 
couloirs he also triggers, then 
rides avalanches, where no 
mistake could possibly be 
survived. Not only is he a 
supreme sportsman, he comes 
over as likeable and articulate 
too - and has been well served 
by cameramen Tixier, Christiane 
Gaume and Guy Meauxsoone. 

Montagnes de /'esprit (Pierre 
Royer) covers the first three 
expeditions in Benoit 
Chamoux's Team Spirit
enterprise (Annapurna, Everest, 
Manaslu); Haroun Tazieff 
raconte le K2 (also Pierre Royer, 
and starring Pierre Beghin) is a 
fairly run-of-the-mill expedition 
film; as is Les 7 de l'lndrasan 
(Jean-Pierre Chaligne) which has 
members of a rather gauche 
military team flashing their 
western toys (mountain bikes, 
parapentes) before poor 
villagers. Their antics, however, 
probably provided a rich source 
of entertainment which are still 
talked about today, and the 
film's lingering images are of 
the villagers trying out the bikes 
for themselves. 

L'Everest des droits de 
l'homme by Bernard Germain, 
viewed cynically, jumps 
shamelessly onto the human 
rights bandwagon. Members of 
a French expedition to Tibet 
shortly after the bloody Peking 
spring have permission 'to 
deposit the universal declaration 
of human rights on the summit 
of Everest'. (Really? Did the 
Chinese understand their 
request?) Emotions are stung 
(rightly) with Tiananmen Square 
images, but the gesture of 
reading out the rights 
declaration on the mountain's 
slopes seems camp and trivial 
by contrast - of no more import 
than turning out for ritual 
sponsor photographs. The film 
depends too heavily on those 
moving newsreel clips to boost 
its otherwise lack of content. 
Among the offerings from 

other countries, good, 
mainstream TV-drama was 
supplied by Ralf Huettner's Der 
Fluch (The Curse, West 
Germany), a spooky destiny 
film. Young family sets off for 
day's mountain-walking, 
unaware they are being drawn 
to scene of old tragedy. Face to 
Face (Anthony Hofman, Italy) is 
a fictional documentary about a 
telemark champion in the days 
running up to a major ski 
competition. Who is the 
menacing stranger that dogs his 
every (amazing) movement? His 
own fear, as it turns out. Taut 
and very visual. Some of its 
fantastic stunts call certain 
chocolate ads to mind. There are 
no limits of recklessness to 
which ardent enthusiasts will go: 
four young Welshman in Alun 
Hughes' Waterfall Kayak, in 
stubby tupperware canoes, 
follow Llanberis waterfalls over 
vertical cliffs. All survive -
surprisingly - though three of 
the four are injured. Very last 
action keeps cameraman 
Hughes on his mettle - he can't 
afford to mess it up with such 
little likelihood of re-shoots! 

At Trento, there is no class for 
cartoon films, which is a pity. 
They stand little chance of 
winning prizes as the categories 
stand, yet Bogdon Nowicki's 
lively Nie Prostszego niz Zostac 
Alpinista was deserving of high 
honour. It shows a middle-aged 
Polish couple going off for a 
mountain holiday; they have 
improbable adventures and 
amazing escapes (protected by 
their own naivete), and return 
with their souvenirs quite 
unchanged by the whole 
experience. 
Among the oddities of the 

festival, it is perhaps worth 
mentioning an unconvincing 
quasi-scientific documentary on 
the Abominable Snowman, 
directed and narrated by the 
Russian film-maker Alexander 
Zguridi, who it is easy to see is a 
true believer. It opens by 
describing a 'November 1978 
Everest expedition led by John 
Hunt', which discovered 
mysterious footprints, then for 
another hour and half discusses 
the questions raised by this and 
other 'evidence' of that most 
elusive of hominids. 
An important improvement 

since my last visit to Trento two 
years ago has been the decision 
to screen films in their original 
language without voicing over 
the sound-track in Italian. 
Having no knowledge of Italian, 
this now allows me to at least 
follow the English-language 
films - something of a problem 
before! Commentary and 
dialogue have a 
disproportionate influence on 
one's appreciation of film. The 
tone has to jar only slightly to 
alienate you from whatever 

, other qualities the production 
has. I remember once 
recommending an American 
movie I had seen in Trento, 
whose camerawork and editing 
had impressed me; on the 
strength of my 
recommendation, the film was 
hired for a Buxton conference. 
When it was shown everyone 
present - myself included -
laughed themselves silly on 
account of the inane sound
track. That's one mistake I 
ought not make again. 

Every year Trento pays 
homage to climbing celebrities, 
past and present. This year, it 
was Jerzy Kukuczka and Jean 
Marc Boivin who were 
remembered - as well as the 
recently-demised Luis Trenker, 
one of whose mountain films 
from 1934 was shown (a 
masterpiece which knocks spots 
off many modern offerings). 
There had been criticism in past 
years that Trento, the oldest of 
the now many mountain film 
festivals, was growing staid. It 
is not a criticism that holds 
water all the while the festival is 
open to change, and features 
new film-makers. It is an 
important event, not least for 
being spread over a week, 
permitting very intensive 
viewing; also for its international 
nature. The organised 
discussion groups are less 
productive, perhaps, than the 
informal gatherings, but the 
smooth efficiency of the whole 
festival and its many side
entertainments guarantee there 
is plenty of opportunity for 
informal contact. 
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DAVE COOK 
The Emperor's Suit of Clothes 

Australian climbing, like the country, 
has received a high profile in Britain 
over recent years. The Bicentenary 
opened the floodgates to a billabong 
blitz of movies, soap operas, 
comedians, press barons and cold lager 
that for a while made it seem that the 
colonial relationship had been 
reversed. The climbing was swept up 
in this too. Glenn Robbins' brilliant 
action photographs glisten from 
magazine and advert alike. They have 
made a rockbruce just as likely a 
candidate as a rockjaques to be a 
stylish rockjock. Ten years ago 
Yosemite would have topped the "best
cliff" hit parade without serious 
challenge. Today many "juke cliff jury" 
judges would award the prize to 
Ara piles. 

All this has made it easy to be cynical. 
The refrain is so swelled by the droves 
of Australian climbers travelling in 
Europe that one can be forgiven for 
thinking that Arapiles' fans, like Queen 
Gertrude, do protest too much. 
Compared with Western Europe the 

sport in Australia is tiny. The figure of 
7000 activists was quoted to me by 
someone who had researched 
participation levels in adventure 
pastimes. There is a great deal of 
"cultural cringe" . The history sections 
of Australian guide books read like old 
fashioned school text books in which 
white colonialists brought 
enlightenment to primitive peoples. 
With the exception of Kim Carrigan's 
explorations in the late 1970s and early 
1980s it has often been visiting stars 
like Henry Barber, Stefan Glowacz and 
Wolfgang Gi.illich who have forced the 
pace of technical advance. Local 
traditions and ethics, compared with 
Europe and the USA, are recently 
planted and frail. Certainly no British 
guide book writer could have got away 
with the late Mark Moorhead's 
breathtakingly irreverent dismissal of 
climbing ethics in the 1983 Arapiles 
edition as "like the weather - here today 
and gone tomorrow" . In short you 
cannot help wondering if, like much 
else in this hi.ghly publicised land, the 
climbing is a little overhyped. 

Campground attendant at Arapiles. Photo: Dave Cook. 

So imagine my delight when the 
emperor turned out to be wearing 
clothes, and pretty sturdy ones at that. 
However, the fabric is a much more 
complex weave than lycra. 

For a start the climbing is much more 
varied than the monotony of the 
landscape would suggest. In my two 
months there I climbed on the 
columnar rhyolite of Frog Buttress in 
Queensland, on sandstone walls of 
awesome symmetry in the Blue 
Mountains of New South Wales, in 
Victoria on Ara piles' hard and fiery · 
quartzite and the ornate crenallations of 
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Grampian sandstone. There are plenty 
of other rock types on offer. Mt. Buffalo 
in Victoria, the hills to the south of 
Canberra and the recently developed 
Tarana cliffs close (by Australian 
standards) to Sydney provide excellent 
granite faces . Limestone even makes 
an appearance at the Bungonia Gorge, 
New South Wales, while off the south 
coast there are rumoured to be 
sandstone stacks so soft that they make 
the White Cliffs of Dover seem 
superbly solid. 

To a degree unusual in Europe, in 
Australia the rock itself is the star. Of 
course the marvellous sunny light helps 
but the quartzite and sandstone in 
particular have a gaudy incandescence 
which can make climbing on them a 
very sensual experience. Even the 
most technically obsessed fanatics find 
it difficult to resist the atmosphere of 
mystical beauty. Be prepared for the 
unthinkable happening - hours, days 
even, spent walking, looking at flowers 
and wildlife. At Ara piles a Japanese 
climber rose each morning just before 
dawn to mount the slopes behind the 
camp to watch, as he put it, the sun 
"explode out of the ground", 
something which neither of us had ever 
seen back home in our polluted islands. 
This sense of wonder is ever present. 
The "tyranny of distance" has been 
replaced by the attraction of distance. 
Being on the other side of the world 
adds a larger than life quality to many 
things Australian. The climbing is no 
exception. 

Now that Ara piles has gone from 
anachronistic backwater to world grand 
prix circuit in twenty years, the scene 
there has obviously lost much of its 
innocence. In earlier times nicknames 
like "wombat" were given to climbers 
who exhibited similar behaviour to the 
animal (eats roots, shoots and leaves) . 
I was told such nicknames were less 
common now. Greg Child has 
described camping at the Pines, the 
infamous site beneath the cliffs, as "like 
the last days of a Burke and Wills 
expedition", and certainly Arapiles has 
its share of environmental despoliation 
and anti-social behaviour. 

To me, though, along with the nearby 
Natimuk climbing community, it 
seemed a uniquely uncliquish and 
friendly hangout. Two particular 
features of Arapiles climbing make it 
more democratic. It is rare to find 
places where easy routes are as good 
as difficult ones. This is one of the few. 
Climbers of all standards can enjoy 
equally magnificent situations. 
Secondly, by definition everyone 
"hanging out" at the Pines has made 
an out of the ordinary effort to be there. 
It is not your average edge of city 
"evening crag". 
Perhaps the effort I had made to get 

there (20,000 kms of pedalling) had 
dulled my critical faculties but at the 
end of my whistle stop gallop around 
this crag-infested continent I was 
pleasantly surprised to find that the 
emperor wore a coat of many colours. 



BOOKS Unsworth Everest Update 
Constable Masterpieces for Scotland 

and North Wales 

Everest 
by Walt Unsworth 
The Oxford Illustrated Press 
£19.95 

The highly acclaimed first 
edition of this book appeared 
ten years ago. Much of the 
praise and the comments of 
reviewers then is still valid 
today. "The most thorough and 
lucid account of Everest's 
history." (Ronald Faux, Times 
Literary Supplement). 
"Everest was a subject I thought 
I knew something about until 
reading this truly remarkable 
book." (Jeremy Bernstein, The 
New Yorker). The book 
achieved a multitude of aims, 
being at once an historical 
record, a tribute and a 
fascinating investigation into the 
characters and controversies of 
fifty years of Everest adventure. 
Walt Unsworth and his 
researcher, Audrey Salkeld, had 
filled an important gap in 
mountaineering literature by 
producing a definitive and 
sensitive Everest book. 

Much has happened on Everest 
since that edition. As Unsworth 
comments in his preface to this 
edition, " .. there have been 
almost three times as many 
expeditions in the last decade as 
there were in the entire previous 
history of the mounta in. This 
shows, if proof is needed, that 
the lure of Everest is as strong 
as ever." 
Add to "the lure" various new 

elements including 
phenomenally fit alpinists, hang
gliders, record breakers, easier 
access, lower costs, and the 
willingness of the Nepalese 
government to allow many 
expeditions at the same time 
and the story of the past ten 
years is somewhat different 
from the first fifty. It seems 
there may be something in the 
old cliche that interesting history 
cannot be written until a 
respectable time has elapsed. 
Three times the number of 
expeditions does not in this case 
mean three times the interest. 
In terms of achievement; new 

routes, speed records, 
oxygen less ascents, solo 
oxygenless ascents, solo 
woman's oxygen less ascent 
(maybe), it's all here. Alas, the 
concertina of expeditions in 
recent years brings a 
diminishing of depth as the 
multitude of faces and figures 
replace good old fashioned grit 
and intrigue. 

Unsworth excels in his 
treatment of the early pioneers. 
To adopt another cliche, a week 
can be an eternity or a very 
short time on Everest, 
encapsulating the essence of 
human endeavour, or merely 
setting sporting records, 
depending on how you look at it. 

Look, for example, at the 
account of the first week in June 

1924. Bruce's expedition 
recovers from a nearly terminal 
spell of bad weather to move 
rapidly up the mountain . From 
the high camp, Norton battles 
upwards on the first ever jaunt 
through the 28,000ft, "death 
zone" and, then (what the reader 
is really waiting for), Mallory 
and Irvine set off to meet their 
destiny. Most r-eaders will 
already have some knowledge 
of this event, but the re-telling of 
the circumstances of the tragedy 
in these pages is imbued with a 
remarkable insight into the 
strengths and weaknesses of the 
individuals. Behind the scene, 
key players in the Raj and the 
Everest Committee alternatively 
support or reject the various 
individuals who bear striking 
resemblances to the varying 
elements of todays climbing 
community, from anarchists to 
capitalists. Without this 
background, the tale might, in 
truth, be rather meaningless to 
all but Everest buffs. By putting 
flesh on the bone, and by 
clearing away haze of history, 
many debates, such as whether 
or not Mallory was bi-sexual, 
become comfortably, or 
depressingly, familiar. 
Most of the major expeditions 

are handled in a consistent and 
detailed way up until 1980. 
Then comes the flood that led to 
this new edition and the almost 
impossible task of making sense 
of it all. The book remains the 
definitive work, but it loses 
something in its coverage of 
these more recent events. 

A comparison of the treatment 
of any of the pre-WW2 
expeditions and the post 1980 
expeditions reveals the difficulty 
the author faced. For example, 
take the week in May 1988 when 
14 members of the Asian 
Friendship expedition summited 
from the North an South Cols. 
On May 6, twelve people 
reached the summit, and live 
television was broadcast to an 
audience of 280 million people. 
What can we say about that? 
Unsworth comments, "whatever 
one may think of the motives for 
such an expedition, it was 
nevertheless an outstanding feat 
of organisation and 
technology." 
Although the fascination for 

Everest may still be present, 
many readers will find the 
greatest interest in the records 
of the past. Some moments of 
high drama are conveyed in 
events of the 80's - Messner's 
solo ascent and loss of 
Boardman and Tasker are good 
examples, but the Anglo-Saxon 
ancestry of the book forms it 
primary passion. One or two 
curious errors also creep in, for 
example, explaining that "free 
climbing" means not using 
pitons for protection, or 
describing Wanda Rutkiewitz as 
"a Polish housewife" . These 

would not be the words the 
world's foremost woman 
climber would use to describe 
herself! 

Perhaps this review could be 
shortened by merely 
commenting that the update of 
the 1980's is compressed into 55 
pages. No doubt many will take 
great enjoyment from the very 
detailed lists of ascents, 
fatalities, etc. and the full 
expedition summaries. Time 
will tell whether "the lure" will 
keep its lustre. The sad 
alternative is that as the 
information on new "feats" 
performed on the mountain are 
recorded, that the sanctity and 
the aura of this small dot on the 
earth's surface will shrink. 
John Porter 

Rock Climbing in Scotland 
Kevin Howett 
Constable £9.95 

So you remember the 
wonderfully confusing systems 
that we have seen in Constable 
guides over the years? The 
Hamish Mcinnes selected climbs 
guides graded rock routes from 
I-VI and ice routes from 
Moderate - Very Severe (serious) 
whereas the more recent 
selected winter climbs guide 
used a truly remarkable system 
to link up the text with the crag 
photos. 
This guide though is different. 

It is clear, concise, interesting 
and informative. Even 
Sassenach invaders will be able 
to find their way straight to the 
routes. A change indeed from 
Constable guides of the past. 
Let us hope that a good guide 
doesn't have too adverse an 
effect on Scottish solitude! 

It shouldn't do. Kevin Howett 
has managed to squeeze 500 
routes from the Ben to the 
Hebrides into one compact 467 
page volume. This may be a 
little bulky for the average 
climbing pocket but it contains a 
wealth of information which will 
keep most devotees occupied 
for many years. It is good to see 
wide coverage of low level cliffs 
which provide little known 
alternatives to the mountain 
crags. Inclusion of the Aberdeen 
sea cliffs, Diabeg cliffs (Torridon) 
and Kilt Rock (Skye) will enable 
the weather harassed climber to 
find good climbing without 
having to carry a rucksack full of 
SMC journals, new routes 
guides et al. 

Bolt protected routes are 
excluded. I'm glad to say that 
there aren't many in Scotland 
anyway but this is an important 
stand from a leading climber. I 
would like to think that it will 
prove to be a substantial step in 
preserving the flavour of 
Scottish climbing although I 
remain fearful, but not yet 
resigned to, the fact that the 

invasion will still come. 
Each of the major areas has a 

brief historical section. This is 
unusual in a selected climbs 
guide but Howett has 
researched well and the sections 
are interesting, readable and up 
to date. In fact they contain 
several old snippets which are 
new to me. Did you realize that 
Pat Walsh was once tied up at 
the foot of the crag (in a semi 
conscious state after a fall from 
an early attempt on Club Crack) 
but escaped whilst his 
companions were climbing and 
stumbled around Arrochar 
before falling asleep at the 
Narnain Stone? I didn't. 
The (dare I say perversely 

appealing) old SMC system of 
having 'Scottish VS" as the 
highest grade seems to be well 
and truly redundant now. Route 
grades here range from E7's 
such as The Scoop on Harris to 
Moderates for aging hard men 
and beginners. 
A star system indicates quality 

and a midge symbol the degree 
of buzzing and biting 
harassment. A one midge 
symbol indicates a 'bearable' 
midge factor whereas three 
midges (eg. The Cuillin) 
indicates 'excruciating' 
discomfort. Perhaps a similar 
fulmar rating would be 
worthwhile on the northern sea 
cliffs. Three fulmars could relate 
to "full vomit cover 
unavoidable". I like the idea. 

It is a great pity that the budget 
presumably failed to stretch to 
any colour photos. The black 
and white ones used are fine but 
they do not bring out the best in 
Scottish climbing and tend to 
give a rather drab initial 
impression. 
Any criticism though is minor. 

This is a truly excellent guide in 
the modern mould. At £9.95 for 
500 of the best routes in Britain 
it represents excellent value. 
Thoroughly recommended. 

Mick Fowler 

Rock Climbing in Snowdonia 
Paul Williams 
Constable £9.95 

This is the best guidebook of its 
type I have ever seen. Mr 
Williams has done what no-one 
else has been able to do and at 
the right price too. 
Basically,Rock Climbing in 
Snowdonia is an updated and 
revamped version of its 
predecessor, which itself was 
good, but describing more 
routes and areas. 
Contained in a large but still 

pocket-sized format is the best 
and most varied selection of 
climbing imaginable. 
Snowdonia, with its mountain 
crags, now has all those great 
slate routes added and 
explained in a concise and 
simple way. North Wales 
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Desert Rock Guide 
Llanberis Slate Pamphlet 

Limestone centred around 
Llandudno with all its 
demanding and accessible bolt 
protected climbing is covered 
and provides a good bet on 
showery days. The seldom 
visited Lleyn Peninsula offers 
magical solitude and superb 
days climbing with a touch of 
adventure especially on its 
longer routes (Avernus Direct 
735 feet, Fantan B 600 feet). 
Sleepy Anglesey with its hyper
active Gogarth routes is 
contrasted well with the new 
Mid Wales section - romantic 
Wales at its best. So from the 
central hub of Snowdonia Mr 
Williams takes us out along to 
different areas, different types of 
climbing, catering for all tastes 
and difficulties. If you were to 
do all the routes (494 of them) 
you would be well on the way to 
being a complete climber. 
The format of the book is 

excellent: it still has that soft 
plastic cover which the 
Climbers' Club have lamentably 
abandoned in their new series. 
The photos on display are 
mainly crag shots, the action 
shots on offer are pretty good, 
my favourite being The Path to 
Rome - good picture, good 
route, good area. Phil Gibson's 
diagrams and maps are the best 
I've ever seen and compliment 
the informative text admirably. 
The routes themselves are 
obviously a personal choice but 
they are arguably the best. They 
range from easy to desperate 
and are graded well, perhaps 
four not so and perhaps its me 
that's wrong. 

For when you are not climbing 
there is information about; how 
to get around, the local 
amenities, where to eat and 
drink - all essential and accurate 
info. 
So what does Mr Williams do 

wrong you may ask. Any 
possible shortcomings the guide 
has, ie. no historical section, 
photos which are credited at the 
front and with no names of 
climbers, a lack of 
conversational prose, is all 
explained by the need to keep 
the book under a tenner and a 
usable size. It does not pretend 
to be the definitive guide, it is a 
selective choice to a huge area 
encompassing North and Mid 
Wales's best. An essential buy 
for first time visitor and regular 
alike. 
Stevie Haston 

Llanberis Slate - A Topo Guide 
by Nick Harms 
Snowdonia Publishing 1990 
£6.50 

The Llanberis Slate Guide is a 
cheerful and functional topo
style pamphlet. It is packed full 
of great routes and successfully 
guides you around what is after 
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all a very complex area. Some 
of the diagrams and topos are 
difficult on first acquaintance but 
perseverance should bring 
clarity. 

The topo approach works well 
for the area where routes are 
often delineated by lines of 
bolts. The guide, however, 
sensibly warns that despite this 
slate is not just a fun/sports
climbing arena and many, if not 
the majority of routes, are 
serious undertakings to one 
degree or another. 
The guide is also necessarily 

cautionary on the matters of 
access and conservation. All the 
quarries are on private land and 
it emphasizes that climbers can 
not afford a bad reputation and 
just one thoughtless individual 
could jeopardize much hard 
work done by the BMC during 
this sensitive time regarding 
access. Twenty five pence from 
every guide sold is donated to 
the BMC access fund. 

The guide contains very useful 
tips for each area giving 
information on the aspect, the 
seepage and a summery on the 
character of the routes. Also, in 
addition to the customary topo
symbols, a gun, a stick of 
dynamite and a couple of fish 
(reminds me of Monopoly!) 
appear when necessary to 
indicate loose rock, extreme 
danger or a chance of an 
unexpected swimming lesson, 
respectively. 
There is also prudent mention 

of crucial "trick-runners" in the 
text and the inclusion of 
"Projects", noting a provisional 
grade and the equipper and 
hopeful author's identity. Will 
this prevent or encourage 
'theft'? 

In the spirit of 1992 a French 
grade is given in the graded list 
of starred routes, to quote - 'this 
has been added to express the 
overall difficulty of the whole 
pitch, something which the "E" 
grade and technical grade 
doesn't always succeed in 
doing'. It will also help 
European visitors and prevent 
Brits getting too disillusioned 
with their performance when 
first visiting Buoux. On the 
subject of grades, there is plenty 
to keep anyone going here with 
big numbers lurking in every 
hole. To be purely subjective I 
think Poetry Pink and 
Flashdance may seem E4 in 
hindsight but are E5 on-sight! 
Finally the excellent cover 
pictures and the odd cartoon 
embellish this hard-core "Slate
head" manual. 

However, on the negative side 
the price, like many of the 
routes, is rather steep and 
unjustifiable and it is also hard 
to understand why some routes 
have been left out! 

John Allen 

The Path to Rome (E3 Sc), one of the illustrations from the new 
Constable Snowdonia selective guide. Photo by the author, Paul 
Williams. 

Canyon Country Climbs 
by Katy Cassidy and Earl 
Wiggins 
Pruett Publishing Company 
$34.95 

This book was released in the 
late summer.of 1989. It is a 
glossy coffee-table formatted 
volume 101 pages in length with 
100 colour photographs 
(including frontispiece), 33 of 
which are full page blow-ups. 
About one fourth of the 

pictures were taken by Earl 
Wiggins, another fourth by Katy 
Cassidy. The remaining 

photographs are the 
contribution of fifteen desert 
climbers including such 
pioneering luminaries as Steve 
Hong, Rick Horn, Charlie Fowler, 
Ed Webster and Layton Kor. 
Photographs were also 
contributed by Stewart Green, 
Peter Gallagher, Bob Rotert, Art 
Wiggins (Earl's brother), Bret 
Ruckman, Bega Gerhart, Alison 
Sheets, Molly Higgins, Karin 
Budding and Steve Carruthers. 
Although the subject choice 

and reproductive quality of the 
photos are excellent, I 
personally would like to have 
seen more consistent and 



complete identification of the 
climbing personnel captioned 
with the photos. Frequently 
only the leader is named or the 
climbers in the picture are 
unidentified altogether. This is 
inconsistent with the complete 
identification of climbers in 
other photos in the book. 

In the foreword to Canyon 
Country Climbs, George Hurley 
captures the spirit of a desert 
soft rock ascent, reminiscing 
upon his first climb there in 
1960, his subsequent climbs in 
Colorado National Monument, 
and the first ascent of the Titan 
in 1962 with Layton Kor and 
Huntley Ingalls. He continues, 
telling of his discovery with Bill 
Forrest of a route into the 
remote Mystery Towers, then 
speaks of a recent visit to a 
"hidden place of great beauty, 
one version of Shangri La" 
discovered with a friend a little 
west of Moab. He ruminates 
about desert plants, animals, 
birds and early desert climbers, 
and concludes with brief 
comments about the modern 
desert climber, stating: "The 
desert will always be an 
inhospitable and dangerous· 
place to climb. It will always be 
awesome in its rugged silence. 
But for those climbers who feel 
the magic of the desert there is 
lots of space and unlimited 
challenge. 
The authors have divided 

Canyon Country Climbs into six 
geographic areas surrounding 
the Moab, Utah region of 
canyon country . The book 
begins with a roughly east to 
west coverage of Castle Valley, 
The Fisher Towers and on to 
Arches National Park - three 
major and fairly popular 
climbing areas of the canyon 
lands of the southwest desert. 

The delight of Canyon 
Country Climbs is its treasury of 
anecdotes (many never in print 
before the exquisite 
photography, and the degree to 
which the desert climbing 
experience is communicated to 
its readers. 
The Arches chapter concludes 

with the summary: "Climbing in 
Arches is a unique experience. 
The softness of rock demands 
positions, moves, protection, 
and anchors that are not needed 
in other areas. The pristine 
beauty, outrageous landscape, 
and breathtaking views add a 
calming quality to any climbing 
project. Combining challenging 
climbing and spectacular 
scenery, Arches is a wonderful 
and virtually untouched 
playground." 
A nicely done aside at the 

conclusion of each chapter is an 
essay by a pioneer desert 
climber. At the conclusion of 
the Castle Valley chapter 
Stewart Green writes about 
" Early Desert Climbing" . Steve 

Endless Tide of Climbing Manuals 

Roper ends the Fisher Towers 
chapter with "The Titan" , and 
writes of "The Three Gossips" 
bringing the Arches section to a 
close. 

The fourth chapter of Canyon 
Country Climbs is loosely titled 
" Colorado River Valley", and the 
fifth covers the Canyon lands 
National Park. Included in this 
chapter are well done photos of 
Moses, Standing Rock, Washer 
Woman and Sharks Fin. 

The final chapter, Indian Creek, 
highlights several classic climbs 
along the Wingate walls and 
towers of this, the best known 
and most popular region of 
canyon lands climbing . The 
photos are clear and well 
chosen, many having been shot 
with a homemade tripod-like rig 
which extended the camera out 
from the climbing route, giving a 
perspective of difficulty and 
exposure ever present but not 
usually captured in the 
photograph . 

Earl and Katy review the 
evolution of desert climbing in 
the Indian Creek chapter, 
commenting on changes in 
attitudes and on the effects of 
improved protection devices 
since the early days. 
The inordinately modest Earl 

Wiggins unfortunately omits his 
own credits throughout the 
book. He is the climber in the 
photo executing the final belay 
on Ancient Arts (page 23) But 
more radical, he shuns credit for 
naming of Fringe of Death 
Canyon. 

By far the most popular climb 
on the desert is Supercrack in 
Indian Creek. It attracts many 
hundreds of ascents throughout 
the year and for many 
epitomises the classics 
throughout the canyon lands. 
The modest Earl Wiggins tells 
the tale of its first ascent but 
deftly omits his participation . 
" (l)n (sic) December of 1978 an 
article on desert climbing, 
specifically focusing on a 
particular climb in Indian Creek, 
appeared in Mountain. 

"The author, Ed Webster, had 
given that climb a catchy name 
well suited for a glitzy magazine. 
First climbed in 1976 before 
Friends, Super Crack of the 
Desert has now become a well 
known climb throughout the 
world." Earl participated in the 
first ascent with Ed Webster and 
Bryan Becker, originally naming 
it Luxury Liner. Webster's article 
in Mountain usurped the original 
name, and the route has since 
been reknown as the Supercrack 
of the Desert. 

Canyon Country Climbs gives 
little detail to the myriad classics 
not only of Indian Creek but the 
entire vast canyon lands. To do 
so would be far beyond the 
scope of its purpose. It does, 
however, well fulfill the intent of 
bringing across the unique 

flavour of desert sandstone 
climbing not only in a highly 
articulate and aesthetic manner 
to the veteran visitor but equally 
well to the many who hope that 
one day they will visit the magic 
and splendour of the southwest 
desert. Canyon Country Climbs 
is an hors d 'oeuvre, whetting the 
reader's appetite for more. The 
trim volume adds richly to the 
scarce literature presently 
available and is the type of book 
that will be visited and revisited 
by all who love the red rock of 
the Colorado Plateau . 
Eric Bj¢rnstad 

Modern Rock and Ice Climbing 
by Bill Birkett 
A&C Black £12.50 
Rock Climbing Techniques 
by Steve Ashton 
Crowood, 1989 £6.95 

Among the climbing fraternity 
there have always been those 
possessed by matters of 
technique and gear, and others 
who find discussion of it beyond 
tedium but who delight in actual 
climbing . Each sect has always 
eyed the other with deep 
suspicion and incomprehension . 
The former endlessly discuss 
holds, moves, new items of 
equipment, whilst coining new 
words to describe these 
esoterica. The latter treat novel 
bits of gear or climbing practices 
as 'manna from heaven ' when 
the gear makers swamp the 
market with stickier boots, 
'Friends', 'Rocks' , 'RPs' and 
'HBs' and all the other devices 
which promise eternal youth, 
and carry on climbing. 
This is a dilemma for the writer 

of manuals. Is the book about 
technique or a whole series of 
attitudes and experiences? If the 
former it is likely to be a turn-off 
for many. I well recall the 
mystification when, after a few 
days of frightened and 
uninstructed scrabbling round 
the Roaches in my early teens I 
decided to seek enlightenment 
from a climbing instructional 
manual. As it happened the first 
I found was in a local library, 
and figured throughout in glossy 
black and white pictures an 
ancient with a white beard. This 
American guide pointed us 
readers at a steep I ittle crack as 
a first aim. To my bemusement 
in a second photograph he 
placed a large iron peg with a 
big hammer in a horizontal crack 
by it, clipped his rope in it and 
then moved up in a subsequent 
series of precarious looking crab 
like moves, hands and feet close 
together in what I would later 
find variously described as 
layback, Preuss technique and a 
lot of more vulgar names, 
especially before the invention 
of chalk. Rather than leading me 

further into the book the old 
hermit's photographic 
performance convinced me that 
whatever climbing rock was 
about in the USA, it was 
irrelevant to what we seemed to 
be doing. Later reading of old 
books on alpinism confirmed me 
in this belief, especially when 
piton placing was claimed to be 
something to do with Nazism. 

Both these writers have the 
good sense to begin from the 
experience and from the 
beginning insert into their 
treatments a wry humour. Steve 
Ashton's paperback reprint 
(hardback 1987) thus begins the 
real meat. .. 
'What a difference the rope 

makes. It shows that you mean 
business, that you have 
outgrown "mere" scrambling 
and now seek real trouble.' 

It continues by poking good 
natured fun at ' . .. the grim 
expression of the mountaineer 
closing with his fate.' 

Though Bill Birkett 
concentrates on the 'basic 
mechanics of the climbing 
game' he does not resist the 
occasional jibe. With ice axes' . . 
. don't cut off your ear or stab 
yourself in the leg', though in 
retrospect perhaps he is being 
serious. He attempts the rarely 
achieved task of an integrated 
treatment of rock and ice 
climbing techniques. This might 
seem alien to some 'rock jocks' 
dreaming of Joshua Tree rather 
than Ben Nevis in winter, but in 
my view was worth the effort, 
not least in its essential 
assertion that climbing is still 
about going up from the bottom 
of crags whatever the conditions 
to the top. 

For beginners this is unlikely to 
be contested . Both writers go on 
commonsensically to assert that 
falling off is dangerous, and to 
stress that experience tends to 
teach that in climbing dangers 
usually result from a 
combination of mistakes rather 
than a sole error. This is 
wisdom indeed. 
On balance, for tyro rock 

climbers, Ashton seems better, 
with its low price, clear 
diagrams and lucid advice . The 
progression in the book comes 
over well, without excessive 
divergence, and he has the good 
sense to point out that ' unless 
you have an ambition to rise to 
the forefront of technical 
achievement there is no NEED to 
adopt formal training at all. 
Besides, the most enjoyable way 
to train for climbing is to climb.' 

Above all he thus recognizes 
implicitly that there has always 
been much more to most 
climbing than strength . Except 
in prescribed situations that is 
likely to remain the case. 

Bill Birkett's more ambitious 
project leaves much room for a 
variety of adventure. His love of 

49 

• 



BOOKS (cont.) 

his subject and enthusiasm 
shines through even dry 
technical text . Maybe one 
cannot really hope to produce a 
full synthesis in a book of this 
kind, but one has to respect him 
for trying to shoot the moon, 
even if we are all bound to fall 
short. After all is that not nearer 
the climbing spirit than more 
limited activities, and thus 
worthy of his enthusiasm, a 
thousand miles and light years 
away from rockclimbing 
sanitized to the equivalent of 
school CSE, (it must be safe) or 
used to attempt to contain alien 
youth. 

So there it is. Though I was 
tempted to enter the labyrinth 
opened by sections of Bill's book 
which debate philosophy, ethics, 
the wisdom according to gurus 
Don Whillans or Doug Scott, I 
will refrain. As technical guides 
both these books have virtues, 
and doubtless flaws of detail 
which I would not notice in the 
way a rockclimbing instructor 
might. Nevertheless both are 
more in tune with beginners and 
intermediate climbers' technical 
needs than the Rocky Mountain 
guide who so signally sent me 
back to my own devices. Of 
course that is a well known 
technique too, and in our 
makeshift way we survived the 
test. 
Paul Nunn 

Rock Climbing 
by Peter Livesey 
Springfield Books £10.95 

Despite the publishers' claim 
that this is a 'new' book, a quick 
reference reveals that in fact it is 
a substantial re-write and update 
of the author's previous book of 
the same title, published by EP 
in 1978. 
The basic structure of the book 

is largely unchanged, covering 
in a very readable style and 
accessible format a wealth of 
basic information .to introduce 
the relative novice to the sport: 
clothing, equipment, ropecraft, 
belaying, climbing techniques, 
leading, ethics and self-rescue, 
but it also now continues well 
past novice standard to include 
substantial new sections on 
advanced technique, training 
and competitions. Surprisingly, 
though , I couldn't find a word on 
diet. 
The book benefits considerably 

from the inclusion of a well 
reproduced selection of colour 
shots with some fine state of the 
art action captured by Ian 
Horrocks and Bernard Newman . 
It's a pity so many of the black 
and white technique and 
equipment photos are served up 
unchanged from 1978, as we 
find, for example, climbers in 
Whillans harnesses·sporting full 
sets of hexes on knee-length 
rope slings, and almost 
everyone is wearing original 
EBs! 

It concerned me to find that an 
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illustration of harnesses carried 
incorrect advice about how to tie 
on, suggesting that the rope 
should be connected to the 
belay loop rather than threaded 
through the leg loops and belt; 
and also that the text included 
some generalisations of 
doubtful accuracy: "accidents 
occur every year through ropes 
breaking because they have 
been allowed to come into 
contact with oil or battery acid." 
Sound advice is what's needed 
on subjects like this, not 
exaggerated scare stories. 

The previous book carried the 
"BMC Approved " label. Perhaps 
if this edition too had been 
looked over by the technical 
boffins at Crawford House some 
of these errors, which sadly I 
feel detract from a book 
otherwise packed with sound 
advice, would have been ironed 
out. However, I understand that, 
unlike ten years ago the BMC 
now operate approval of books 
as a commercial service . 
Mark Hutchinson 

Diameter .. ..... .... ......... .... .. . 9mm 
Length .. ... .... ...... .... ........ ..... . 50m 
Suited as ...... ....... .. .... ... 1/2 rope 
Colour* ........... .... Green or Blue 
Number of falls ...... ..... ... .. 8 to 9 
Impact force 6.56 kN (656 daN) 
Mantle slippage .. .. ... ... ..... . 0mm 

The rope is UIAA certified. 
*Order 8 ropes or more and 
have your own exclusive design. 

BUY DIRECT FROM THE MANUFACTURER 

r■;;"ea::en-;;:e=-~sp;:; r;;s),::ou-::- - - I 
at £49.00* each (inc. VAT and UK majnland delivery by carrier). f 
Name ___ _ _ __________________ _ 

Address I 
_______________ Postcode ______ _ 

I Telephone, __________ Cheque for£ ___ enclosed I 
I Pl ease debit my AccessNisa card . (Delete as applicabl e). M.7.90 I 
I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I I Expiry date __ _ 

I * Discount for over 10 ropes, please contact us at the factory. Please I 
make cheques payable to 'Cairngorm Climbing Rope Co Ltd' and 

L.!:n~th:..:,d~be= Y~ro~h= a=~ ~Y:,_j 

CAIRNGORM 
Cairngorm Climbing Rope Company Ltd 

Industrial Estate, Newton more, Inverness-shire PH20 1 D ir 
Telephone (05403) 405 



ertex 
in your 

Environment. 
Albion Mills Padiham Lancashire 8B12 7DY England 

Telephone 0282 78711 Fax 0282 76712 Telex 63413 
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COMING SOON TO A 
HILLSIDE NEAR YOU. 

With half-a-million acres of mountainous 
countryside owned by the ten water and sewage 
businesses of England and Wales, this may soon 
become an all-too-familiar sight. 

As a result of privatisation, you could find your 
favourite hillside suffocated under a blanket of 
conifers. Or surrounded by fencing. Keeping you firmly 
on the outside. 

By joining the BMC, however, you can help 
prevent this happening. We're campaigning vigorously 
to protect mountain areas, wherever they come under 
threat. And from whatever quarter. 

But we need your help. 
Don't take free access to the countryside for granted. 

THE 
GUIDEBOOK 

PEOPLE 
For over 20 years now CICERONE PRESS has 

been producing guidebooks for the great outdoors. 
Whether it is walking, climbing, scrambling or even 
canoeing, we've been guiding people to the best in the 
best possible way. 

We've got guidebooks to gentle strolls in the 
Black Forest or desperate climbs in the Picos de Europa, 
hair-raising klettersteig in the German Alps or 
abandoned railways in Scotland. Why not send a sae for 
our list? 

CICERONE PRESS 
Police Square, Milnthorpe, Cumbria LA? ?PY 

~ - -

0 

NO 
ENTRY 

ALL HILL WALKERS, CLIMBERS, 
RAMBLERS, KEEP OUT. 

0 

JOIN THE BMC. _. 
PROTECTING YOU & THE COUNTRYSIDE. 
£6.50 Individual Membership. £20 Specially-Reduced Membership Rate Including One-Year's Subscription to 
High Magazine. (Please quote ref: M/1 when applying) 

For further information on all the benefits of BMC membership, telephone 061-273 5835/5163/5839. 
Crawford House, Precinct Centre, Booth Street East, Manchester M13 9RZ. 

BRITISH 
MOUNTAINEER/NG 

COUNCIL 



Europe 
ALP 
Corso Vittorio Emanuele II, 167, 10139 Torino, Italy. 
Published 12 times a year. 

THE ALPINE JOURNAL 
74 South Audley Street, London, W1 Y 5FF, Great Britain . 
Published once a year. 

ALPIRANOO 
7 Rue de Lille , 75007, Paris. 
Published 12 times a year. 

ALPIN 
Ortlerstrasse 8, 8000 Munchen 70, Germany. 
Published 12 times a year. 

DER BERGSTEIGER 
Postfach 27, D-8000 Munchen 20, Germany. 
Published 12 times a year. 
DESNIVEL 
Ci . Doctor Espina 23, local derecho, 28019 Madrid, Spain. 
Published 11 times a year. 

EXTREM 
Travesera de Dalt 82, 08024 Barcelona, Spain. 
Published 6 times a year . 

LAMONTAGNE 
9 rue la Boetie, 75008 Paris, France. 
Published 4 times a year. 

MONT AGNES 
1 rue de la Prevachere, 38400 St. Martin D'Heres, France. 
Published 11 times a year. 

NORKLATT 
Postboks 8292 Hammersborg, 0129 Oslo 1, Norway. 
Published 4 times a year. 

PYRENAICA 
Alameda de San Mames, 29-1 ° izda . 48010 Bilbao, 
Euskadi, Spain. Published 4 times a year. 

RIVISTA DELLA MONTAGNA 
Via della Rocca, 29-10123 Torino, Italy. 
Published 4 times a year . 

ROTPUNKT 
Ziegelstrasse 16, 7056Weinstadt-Benzach, West Germany. 
Published 6 times a year. 

TATERNIK 
ul Stan6w Zjednoczonych 53 p. 227,04-028 Warsaw, 
Poland . Published twice a year. 
VERTICAL 
200 avenue de I' Aiguille du Midi, BP 125, 74400 Chamonix, 
France. 
Published 5 times a year. 

U.S.A. & Canada 
AMERICAN ALPINE JOURNAL 
113 East 90th St., New York, N.Y. 10128, U.S.A. 
Published once a year . 

CANADIAN ALPINE JOURNAL 
P.O. Box 1026, Banff, Alberta , Toloco . 
Published once a year 
CLIMBING 
P.O. Box 339, 502 Main Street, Carbondale, Colorado 81623 
U.S.A. Published 6 times a year. 

ROCK & ICE 
P.O. Box 3595, Boulder, CO 80307 , U.S.A. 
Published 6 times a year. 

Asia 
THE IWA TO YUKI 
Yamakei (Publishers) Co. Ltd ., 1-1-33 Shiba Daimon, 
Minato Ku , Tokyo. (Contains English language summary) . 
Published 6 times a year . 

INDIAN MOUNTAINEER 
Official journal of the Indian Mountaineering Foundation . 
Benito Juarez Road , New Delhi -110021 (Ind ia). 
Published 2 times a year . 

HIMALAYAN JOUNRAL 
Published by THE HIMALAYAN CLUB, Contact Oxford 
University Press, P.O. Box 31 Oxford House, 
Appello Sunder, Bombay 400001 . Published once a year. 

HIMAVANTA 
63E Mohanirban Road, Calcutta 700 029, India . 
Published 12 times a year. 

WILD 
P.O. Box 415, Prahran, Victoria 3181, Australia . 
Published 4 times a year . 

ROCK 
P.O. Box 415, Prahran, Victoria 3181 , Australia . 
Publi shed twice a year. 
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SUPPLIERS 
OF MOUNTAINEERING EQUIPMENT 

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

AUSTRALIA 
A.C.T.: Canberra 
Paddy Pall in 
11 Lonsdale St., 
Braddon, 
2601. 
Tel. (06) 257 3883 (C) (S) 

N.S.W.: Jindabyne 
Paddy Pallin . 
Kosciusko R., 
2627 
Tel. (064) 56 2922 (S) (C) (M) 

N.S.W.: Miranda 
Paddy Pallin Pty. Ltd., 
527 Kingsway, 
2228. 
Tel. (02) 525.6829 (C) (S) 

N.S.W.: Sydney 
Kathmandu Pty Ltd. 
Town Hall Arcade 
Cnr. Kent & Bathurst Sts. 
Tel. (02) 261 8901 

N.S.W.: Sydney 
Paddy Pall in Pty ltd. 
(City) 507 Kent St., 
2000. 
Tel. (02) 264 2685 

N.S.W.: Sydney 
Wildsports 
(Formerly Caving Equipment), 
327 Sussex St., 
2000. 
Tel. (02) 264.2095 

Queensland: Brisbane 
Jim Th1a Backpacker, 
138 Wickham Street, 
Fortitude Valley, 
4006. 
Tel. (07) 252 4408 

Queensland: Brisbane 
Mountain Designs 
99 Albert Street, 4000. 
Tel. (07) 211.6756 

South Australia: Adelaide 
Paddy Pallin 
228 Rundle St., 
5000 
Tel. (08) 232 3155 
(C) (S) 

Tasmania: Hobart 
Paddy Pallin Pty Ltd., 
76 Elizabeth St., 
7000. 
Tel. (002) 310 777 (C) 

Tasmania: Launceston 
Paddy Pall in, 
59 Brisbane St., 
7250. 
Tel. (003) 31 4240 
(C) (S) 

Victoria: Box Hill 
Paddy Pallin 
8 Market St., 
3128 
Tel. (03) 898.8596 
(C)(S) . 

Victoria: Melbourne 
Bush & Mountain Sports 
360 Lonsdale Street, 
3000. 
Tel. (03) 670.1177 
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Victoria: Melbourne 
Kathmandu Pty Ltd. 
78 Hardware St. 
Tel. (03) 642 1942 

Victoria: Melbourne 
Paddy Pallin Pty ltd. 
360 Little Bourke St., 
3000. 
Tel. (03) 670 4845 (C) (S) 

Western Australia: Perth 
Paddy Pall in, 
Shop 1, 
891 Hay St., 
6000 
Tel. (09) 321 2666 

NEW ZEALAND 
Christchurch 
Alp Sports Christchurch . 
235 High Street (Head Office). 
Tel. 667.148/661.048 
Fax (64 3) 665375 
8 Stores Nationwide 

Christchurch 
Bivouac (Head Office) 
76 Cashel Street 
Tel. (643) 663197 
Fax. (643) 669 240 
Retail Stores: Auckland, 
Wellington 

Christchurch 
McEwing's Mountain Sports Ltd. 
93 Cashel Street, 
City Mall. 
Tel. 0064.03.666.211 
(C)(M) 

BELGIUM 
Leuven - Hasselt 
Kariboe C.V. 
Naamsesteenweg 86 
B-3030 
Tel. 32/16- 23.07.72 

32/11 - 81.76.39 
Fax. 32/16 - 20.54.46 
(C)(M)(S) 

CANADA 
Alberta: Calgary 
The Hostel Shop, 
1414 Kensington Rd., N.W. 
Tel. 403.283.8311 (C) (M) (S) 

Alberta: Calgary 
Mountain Eqpt. Co-op, 
1009 4th Avenue. S.W. 
T2P0K8 
Tel. 403.269.2420 

B.C.: Vancouver 
Mountain Eqpt. Co-op, 
428 West 8th Ave., V5Y 1 N9 
Tel . 604.872.8247 

Ontario: Toronto 
Mountain Eqpt. Co-op, 
35 Front Street East, M4E 1 B3 
Tel. (416) 363.0122 

Quebec: Montreal 
La Cordee, 
2159 Est Rue Ste Catherine, 
H2K 2H9 
Tel. 524.1106 

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

Munich 33 
Sport Schuster 
Rosenstr. 3-6 
P.O. Box 848 
Tel.(089)237070 
Telex 522912 asm d 

HONG KONG 
Grade VI Alpine Equipment 

& Services 
1st Floor, 
13 Saigon Street, 
Yaumatei, 
Kowloon. 
Tel. 7820200 

7820202 
Fax. 852 7823661 
Telex. 71947 HYBME HX 

Hong Kong Mountaineering 
Training Centre, 

1/F Flat B, 
On Yip Building, 
395-7 Shanghai St., 
Mongkok, 
Kowloon. 
Tel. 3-848190 
Telefax. 852-3-7707110 

Mountain Services lnt'I ltd., 
1st Floor 
168 Des Voeux Road 
Central 
Tel. 541-8876 
Fax. 541-7994 

ITALY 
Sondrio 
Fiorelli Sport, 
Val Masino, 
San Martino 23010 
Tel. 0342 640873 

NETHERLANDS 
Den Haag 
Bever Zwerfsport, 
Erdman Schmidt, 
Calandplein 4, 
2521 AB. 
Tel. 070-3883700 
Fax. 070-3800881 
Telex. 33524 BEVER NL 

Maastricht 
Demmenie Sport BV 
Heuge·merweg 4, 
6221 GJ . 
Tel. 043-21.71.48 

SPAIN 
Madrid 
Amadablam 
Comandante Zorita, 13 
28020 
Tel. 91.253.05.31 

UNITED KINGDOM 
Aberdeen 
Bill Marshall, 
186 George St. 
(C)(M) (S) 
Tel. 0224.636952 

Altrincham 
Nick Estcourt Ski & Climb 
53 Stamford New Road. 
Tel. 061.928.6613 

Ambleside 
Frank Davies, 
Climbers Shop, 
Compston Corner. 
Tel. 05394.32297 

Aviemore 
Ellis Brigham Mountain 

Sports Ltd. 
9/1 0 Grampian Road, 
PH221RH 
Tel. 0479.810175 (C) (M) (S) 

Aviemore 
Speyside Sports (S) 
Tel. Aviemore 629 

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

Belfast 
Surf Mountain 
12 Brunswick St. 
Tel. 0232.248877 

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

Birmingham 
Snow & Rock Sports, 
14-16 Priory House, 
Queensway 4. 
Tel. 021.236.8280 

Blackpool 
The Alpine Centre, 
193 Church Street. 
Tel. 0253.24307 

Bolton 
Haute Montagne ltd. 
10 Manor Street 
Tel. 0204.386251 

Bradford 
Allan Austin M'ntain Sports, 
4 Jacob Street, 
Manchester Rd., 5. 
Tel. 0274.728674 

Brighton 
Open Spaces 
18 Coombe Terrace 
Lewes Rd, BN2 4AD 
Tel. 0273 600897 

Brighton 
Surf & Ski Sports 
1 /2 Regents Street (corner of 
Church Street) 
BN1 1 UL 
Tel. 0273 673192 (C) (M) (S) 

Bristol 
Ellis Brigham 
162 Whiteladies Road. 
Tel.0272.741157 

Bristol 
The Mountain Trading Co. ltd. 
5 Welsh Back 
BS14SP 
Tel. 0272.211577 

Bristol 
Taunton Leisure 
72 Bedminster Parade 
BS34HL 
Tel. 0272.637640 

Burnley 
Sportak 
25 Hammerton Street. 
Tel. 0282.36816 

Cambridge 
Actionsports 
Mitchams Corner 
34 Chesterton Rd., CB4 3AN 
Tel. 0223-356207 

Capel Curig 
Joe Brown, 
The Climbing Shop, 
Tel. 06904.205 



Capel Curig 
Ellis Brigham, 
Mountain Centre (M) (S) 
Tel. 06904.232 

Carlisle 
Dennis English 
141 Lowther Street 
Tel. 0228 30239 

Cheltenham 
Backpacker Systems 
44 Winchcombe St. 
(Opp. The Odeon), 
GL52 2ND 
Tel. 0242.42200 

Chester 
Ellis Brigham, 
7 Northgate Street. 
Tel. 0244.318311 

Chesterfield 
Great Outdoors 
195 Chatsworth Rd. 
S40 2BA 
Tel. 0246 220287 
Fax. 0246 220287 

Chesterfield 
Wilderness Ways 
26/28 Park Rd., 
S40 1XZ. 
Tel. 0246.201437 

Cirencester 
Cotswold Camping 
Broadway Lane, South Cerney 
Glos, GL7 5UQ 
Tel. 0285 860612 
Fax. 0285 860483 

Darlington 
Wild Trak, 
155 Northgate. 
Tel. 0325.286.917 

Derby 
Derby Mountain Centre Ltd ., 
85/89 King Street, 
DE1 3EE (S) 
Tel. 0332.365650 

Derby 
Prestidge Ski & Climb 
47 Queen St., 
DE13DE 
Tel. 0332.295100 

Doncaster 
DMC Mountain Sports 
Unit 2, Fraser House 
Nether Hall Road. (S) 
Tel. 0302.341756 

Dundee 
David Low Sports Co. Ltd., 
21 Commercial Street. (M) (S) 
Tel. 0382.24501 /2 

Edinburgh 
Nevi sport 
Unit 13, 
Waverley Market 
EH1 1 BO (M) (S) 
Tel. 031.557.0923 

Forres 
Moray Mountain Sports 
7 North St. 
IV36 0AD 
Tel. 0309 74789 

Fort William 
Nevisport Ltd 
High Street 
PH33 6EJ (M) (S ) 
Tel. 0397.4921 

Glasgow 
Highrange Sports, 
99 Great Western Road. 
Tel. 041 .332.5533 

Glasgow 
Nevisport 
261 Sauchiehall Street 
Tel. 041.332.4814 
(M)(S) 

· Glossop 
Magic Mountain 
Mountain Equipments Own Shop 
Howard Town Lane 
(off Victoria St) 
SK138HT 
Mail Order Tel. 04574 60067 

Glossop 
Peak Gear O/D Sp., 
72 High St. West. 
Tel. 045.74.4766 

Grantown-on-Spey 
Speyside Sports, 
47 High Street (S) 
Tel. Grantown 246 

Harrogate 
Wilderness Ways 
71 Station Parade 
HG11ST 
Tel. 0423-62874 

Hathersage, Nr. Sheffield 
Outside 
Main Road 
S30 188 
Tel. 0433.51936 

Inverness 
Clive Rowland Mountain Sports, 
9/11 Bridge Street, IV1 1 HG. 
Tel. 0463.238746 

Keswick: Cumbria 
Mountain World, 
28 Lake Rd. 
Tel. 0596.73524 

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

Leeds 
Centresport 
57/59 New Briggate, 1 
Tel. 0532 452917 

Leeds 
Wilderness Ways, 
17 Eastgate. 
Tel. 0532.444715 

Leicester 
Roger Turner, Mountain Sports, 
52A London Road (S) (C) 
Tel. 0533.551952 

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

Llanberis 
Joe Brown, 
Menai Hall, High Street. 
Tel. 0286.870.327 

London 
Alpine Sports 
215 Kensington High Street, W8 
Tel. 01 .938.1911 

London 
Alpine Sports 
456-458 The Strand, WC2 
Tel. 01 .839.5161 

London 
Ellis Brigham Mountain 

Sports Ltd . 
30/32 Southampton Street 
Covent Garden, WC2E 7HE 
Tel. 01 .240.9577/8 (C) (M) (S) 

London 
Cotswold Camping 
42/44 Uxbridge Rd. 
Shepherds Bush, 
W12 8ND 
Tel. 01 743 2976 
Fax. 017401490 

London 
The Rock Barn 
20 Camden High St, NW1 2SD 
Tel.01.380.0116 

London 
Snow & Rock Sports 
150 Holborn, 
(Corner Grays Inn Road), E1 
Tel. 01.831.6900 (M) (S) 

London 
Snow & Rock Sports 
188 Kensington High St, W8 7RG 
Tel. 01 .937.0872 (M) (S) 

Manchester 
Alpine Sports 
12-14StMary'sGate,M11PX 
Tel. 061.832.5956 

Manchester 
Ellis Brigham, 
6/14 Cathedral Street, 4. 
Tel. 061 .834.0161 (C) (M) (S) 

Manchester 
Cotswold Camping 
6 Oxford Rd., M1 5OA 
Tel. 0612364123 
Fax. 061 236 5851 

Matlock Bath 
The Bivouac 
56 North Parade 
Tel. 0629 3750 

Middlesbrough: Cleveland 
Wilderness Ways, 
100 Newport Rd. 
Tel. 0642.248916 

Milton Keynes 
The Outdoor Shop, 
572 Sil bury Boulevard, 
Central, MK9 3AF. (C) (M) 
Tel: 0908.663311 

Newcastle-upon-Tyne 
L.D. Mountain Centre, 
34 Dean Street, NE1 1 PG . 
Tel. 091 232 3561 
Climbing, camping, backpacking, 
caving, skiing equipment and 
clothing . 
Mail order facilities Tel. 091 221 
0770. 

Newcastle-upon-Tyne 
Wild Trak, 
60-62 St Andrew's St., NE1 5SF. 
Tel. 091.2618.582 

Newcastle-upon-Tyne 
Wilderness Ways, 
2 St. Nicholas Buildings, 
NE11RF. 
Tel. 0632.24941 

Northampton 
White & Bishop Ltd ., 
13-17 Bridge Street. 
Tel. 0604 35929 

Nottingham 
Roger Turner, 
Mountain Sports, 
120 Derby Road . (S) (C) 
Tel. 0602.417230 

Oldham 
Paul Braithwaite, 
Rhodes Bank, Oldham OL 1 1TA. 
Tel. 061 .620.3900 

Peterborough 
Outdoor Adventure, 
29 Lincoln Road, PE1 2RH . 
Tel. 0733.41381 

Plymouth 
Mountain Action 
50 Faraday Mill, 
Prince Rock, PL4 OST 
Tel. 0752.226923 

Plymouth 
The Wide Blue Yonder 
107 North Hill, PL4 8JX 
Tel. 0752 227264 

Preston 
Glacier Sport Ltd., 
40-41 Lune St. Tel. 0772.21903 

Reading 
Carters Camping Centre, 
99 Caversham Road. 
Tel. 0734.55589 

Reading 
Cotswold Camping 
213 London Rd., 
RG13NY 
Tel. 0734 68881 
Fax. 0734 351122 

Reigate 
Surf & Ski Sports Ltd., 
41 Bell Street, 
RH2 7AB. 
Tel. 07372 22218 (C) (M) (S) 

Sheffield 
Ellis Brigham Mtn. Sports Ltd, 
149 Fitzwilliam St., S1 4JP 
Tel. 0742.727525 

Sheffield 
Don Morrison Ltd. 
343 London Rd. Tel. 0742 556018 

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

Stevenage 
Countryside Camping, 
118 High Street, SG1 3DW 
Tel. 0438.353086. (C) (M) 

Stockport 
Alpenstock, 
35 St. Petersgate. 
Tel. 061.480.3660 

Stony Stratford 
The Outdoor Shop 
14 High Street, 
Milton Keynes, MK11 1AF. 
Tel. 0908 568913 (C) (M) 

Swansea 
Taunton Leisure 
206 High St., SA 1 1 PE. 
Tel. 0792.476515 

Taunton 
Taunton Leisure 
40 East Reach, TA 1 3ES. 
Tel. 0823.331875 

Walsall 
White Mountain 
31 Stafford Street. 
Tel. 0922.722422 

Wasdale Head 
The Barndoor Climbers Shop 
Tel. 09406.229 

Wolverhampton 
White Mountain 
22 Worcester Street. 
Tel. 0902.773395 (M) (S) 

York 
Wilderness Ways Ltd., 
9 Colliergate. 
Tel. 0904.39567 

DENMARK 
Aalborg 
Spejder Sport (Scout Shop), 
Vesteraa 26, 9000. 
Tel. 98 13 87 33. 

Aarhus 
Spejder Sport (Scout Shop), 
Banegaardsgade 16 
Tel. 8613 3613 

Copenhagen 
Rainbow Mountain Eqpt., 
Kompagnistraede 16, 
DK-1208, K. 
Tel. 33 32 00 82 
Fax. 31861606 

Copenhagen 
Spejder Sport (Scout Shop), 
Nr. Farmagsgade 39, 1364 K. 
Tel. 33 12 55 22 
Fax. 42 52 77 10 

Lyngby 
Spejder Sport (Scout Shop), 
Hovedgaden 57, 2800. 
Tel. 42 87 04 67 
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Odense 
Spejder Sport (Scout Shop) , 
Kongensgade 55, 
5000 C. 
Tel. 6611 2418 

NORWAY 
Bergen 
Platou Sport 
P.O. Box 948, 5001. 
Tel . 05 .31 .1290 

Hemsedal 
Scandinavian Mountaineering 

Equipment, 
N 3560 Hemsedal . 
Tel. 067.78177 

Oslo 
Skandinavisk Hoyfjellsutstyr A/S 
Bogstadvegen 3 
0355 
Tel. 02.46.90.75 

SWEDEN 
Stockholm 
Basecamp 
Fleminggatan 34, 112 32 
Tel. (046) 08.516199 
Fax (046) 08.511688 

UNITED STATES 
California: Berkeley 
Marmot Mountain Works, 
3049 Adeline, 
94703. 
Tel. 415.849.0735 

California: Berkeley 
The North Face, 
2804 Telegraph Ave. 
94705. 
Tel. 415.548.1371 

California: Costa Mesa 
The North Face 
Crystal Court in South Coast 

Plaza, 
3333 Bear St. # 332 
92626 
Tel. 714 556 0540 

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

California : Palo Alto 
The North Face, 
383 University Ave., 
94301 . 
Tel. 415.327.1563 (C) (M) (S) 

California : San Bernardino 
Sports Country Ltd ., 
222 North G Street, Suite B, 
92401 . 
Tel. 714.825.2973 (C) (M) (S) 

California: San Diego 
Adventure 16 Inc., 
4620 Alvardo Canyon Road, 
92120. 
Tel. 714.283.2374. 

California: Sonora 
Sonora Mountaineering, 
173 South Washington , 
95370. 
Tel. 209.532.5621 (C) (S) 

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

Colorado: Boulder 
North Face, 
629-K S. Broadway, 
80303. 
Tel. 303.499.1731 
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Colorado: Broomfield 
Lowe Alpine Systems, 
P.O. Box 1449, 
620 Compton, 80020. 

Colorado: Denver 
North Face, 
2490 S. Colorado Blvd., 
80222. 
Tel. 303.758.6366 

N.H.: lntervale 
Ragged Mountain Eqpt. Inc. , 
RT.16, Box 206, 03845. 
Tel. 603.356.3042 

N.H.: North Conway 
International Mountain 

Equipment, 
Main Street, 03860. 
Tel. 603.356.5287 

New York: New York 
Camp and Trail Outfitters, 
21 Park Place, 
10007. 
Tel. 212.227.1760 (C) (M) 

Utah: Moab 
Rim Cyclery, 
94 West 100 North, 
84532. 
Tel. 801 .259.5333 

Vermont: Shelburne 
Climb High 
1861 Shelburne Rd ., 
05482. 
Tel. 802.985.5055 

Washington : Bellevue 
Marmot Mountain Works, 
827 Bellevue Way N.E., 
98004. 
Tel. 206.453.1515 

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

Washington : Seattle 
Swallow's Nest, 
3320 Meridian Ave., N., 
98103. 
Tel. 206.633.0408 (M) (S) 

Washington : Seattle 
The North Face, 
1023 1st Ave., 
98104. 
Tel. 206.622.4111 

Washington: Tacoma 
Base Camp Supply, 
3730 South Pine, 
98409. 
Tel. 206.472.4402 
(C) (M)(S) 

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

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