


In extreme places, Asolo. 

For your free copy of the '90 Asolo Catalogue write to : ASOLO 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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CONTINENTAL CLIMBS 
ROCK CLIMBS IN THE VERDON An Introduction Rick Newcombe 
An English style guide which makes for easier identification of the 
routes and descents. The Verdon Gorge contains some of Europe's 
most spectacular limestone climbs. 
ISBN I 85284 015 3 72pp Card cover £5.50 

ITALIAN ROCK. Selected Climbs in Northern Italy Al Churcher 
A modern climbing guide to the best, most accessible, high standard 
routes on the crags of Northern Italy - the granite of Val d'Orco 
and Mello , the limestone of Lecco and Finale, and a host of other 
mouth-watering sunshine climbs. 
ISBN O 902363 93 X 200pp PVC cover £7.95 

CLASSIC CLIMBS IN THE DOLOMITES 
Lele Dinoia and Valerio Casari Translated by Al Churcher 
The best of Dolomite climbing. Many topos . 
ISBN O 902363 44 I /76pp PVC cover £7.95 

TREKS AND CLIMBS Rum and Petra JORDAN Tony Howard 
A unique guide to an amazing area. The easier climbs were first 
ascended by bare-footed Bedouins . Now the pillars attract top 
climbers from many countries. 
ISBN O 902363 86 7 144pp Card cover £9. 95 

Walks and Climbs in the PICOS DE EUROPA Robin Walker 
The definitive guide to these unique mountains. Packed with 
background information. Walks and rock climbs of all grades. The 
author is a mountain guide in northern Spain. 
JSBN I 85284 033 I 232pp PVC cover £10. 95 

COSTA BLANCA CLIMBS Chris Craggs 
Here it is! The guide to the crag rat's dream of fantastic routes on 
sun drenched rock . This is where it is all at nowadays . 
JSBN 1 85284 058 7 Card cover £6. 95 (June) 

ROCK CLIMBS IN THE PYRENEES Derek Walker 
The first English guide to these impressive climbs on a wide range of 
crags , ranging from impressive limestone and volcanic rock peaks to 
the well known conglomerate pillars of the Ordesa Canyon. 
ISBN 185284039 0 Card cover (August) £9. 95 

From all good bookshops and outdoor shops. 
Direct add 55p post per book. 
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LLANBERISGwynedd. Tel: 0286 870327. Open daily 9am - 6pm (winter 5 .30pm). Sun 10am - 5pm. 
CAPEL CURIG (behind the P. □ . ). Gwynedd. Tel: 069 04 205. Open daily 9am - 6pm (winter 5.30pm). Sun 9am - 5pm. 
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This is a full index for 
MOUNTAIN 
No.s 113 - 124 inclusive 

Price: £1.00 ($2.50) 

Send cheques to: 

Mountain Magazine Limited, 
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Sheffield S 11 9DL. 
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HIGH i\l)\fl:Nillltl: 
Trekking and Mountaineering 

Real expedition style climbs at reasonable prices 
6 unique itineraries in the Karakoram Himalaya 

• From the Hushe Valley, Baltistan 
Charakusa Glacier/ K7 Base Camp - Cobra Peak 5900m 

Gondokoro Glacier - Vigne Peak 5950m 
Chogolisa & Buesten Glaciers - Pata Kah Peak c.6000m 

• From the Shimshal Valley, Eastern Hunza 
Yazghil Glacier - Yazghil Sar Peak 5665m 

The 5 High Passes of Shimshal Trek 
June - September 1990_ 3 and 4 week itineraries 

Prices £1,445 - £1,685 
Special expeditions available for groups on request 

Full details and colour brochure available from 
High Adventure, 91 Telford Avenue, London SW2 4XN U.K. 

COUNTRY FARM 
HOLIDAYS 

F o R A WmE S ELECTION OF Con AGES 

THROUGH OUT THE COUNTRY O FFERING 

E XCELLENT V ALUE F oR M ONEY P HONE N ow 

F o R Y ouR FREE CowuR B ROCHURE 

0706 830002 

9 A.M. - 9 P.M. M oN - FR1 9 A.M. - 6 P.M. S AT - S uN 

Country Farm Holiday• FREEPOST, 
BU279, Burnley, Lane•- BBi lZA. 
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Worlcl Experts 
in the Arts of Alpinis 

IBM . 
I 

f . ,'h. 

THE ULTIMATE TREK 
to the roof of the world. Trek on glacier to K2, 

second highest mountain in the world: 

KARAKORAM RANGE-PAKISTAN. 

CONCORDIA EXPEDITIONS; INC. 
20 East 88th St., New York, NY 10128 

(212) 410-7548 Free Brochure 

Founders: American/Pakistani Couple 

FREE STANDING 
QUALITY 

The Tadpole weighs in at a mere 
4 lbs, but, unlike other '2 person 
lightweights', is a practical roomy 
home for two on the move. Its unique 
pole configuration provides free
standing convenience with geodesic 
strength and though intended for 3 
season use, the strength and quality 
of its materials and construction, 
gives performance to spare. 

The Tadpole is just one of the 
range of outstanding tents from 
THE NORTH FACE all guaranteed 
by THE NORTH FACE FULL 
WARRANTY. 

For a copy of 
the 1990 catalogue 
write to: 
GREAT BRl'fAIN: Siobhan Sheridan. 
First Ascent. Unit 2. Llmetree 
Business Park. Matlock. Derbyshire 
DE4 3EJ. TeL 0629/580484 



American Alpine lrwtlt.ute'-td. 
CLIMBING IN NORTH AMERICA 

Rock Climbing: .Joehua Tree, Bugaboos, Squamiah, White 
MOW1tains, Red Rod<s. Cascades, Baja. 

Alpine Mountaineering · 6, 12, 18, & 24-day courses including 
ascents & comprehensive instruction on rock, snow, & Ice . No 
prev. climbing experience req' d. Cascades, Ecuador, Alaska 

Swnmer Ice Oimbing · Comprehensive coverage of advanced 
skills & state-of-the-art techniques for all snow & Ice types. 
Previous experience required. Cascades & Alaska. 

Expedltlon Training · 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. 

BOLIVIA & ECUADOR 
Mountaineering in Bolivia · Instruction at basic & 

adv. levels & ascents on 17,000'-21,200' peaks. Acclimati
zation 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 Equator; hot springs; Galapagos. 

SPRING & FAU IN NEPAL 
Everest Area Climbing & Trekking · Including Gokyo Valley , 

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

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

PATAGONIA 
Fitzroy National Park · Parkland & glacier backpacking; alpine 

ascents of two peaks near Fitzroy & Cerro Torre. 
Torres del Paine Nat'I Park · Alpine lakes; Patagonian Ice 

Cap; ascent near the Towers; trek or climb. 

For free brochures call or write: 
AAI, 1212 24th W-24, Bellingham, WA 98225 

206-671-1505 

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 Ropes: 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 UIAA 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 al}d 

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

ves a MAMMUT rope its distinctive, firm 

yet supple texture. Super-Dry ropes from 

MAMMUT are impregnated throughout 

the core 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 compu

terised 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 





UNITED STATES 

American Rock Climbers Seek Solutions to Bolt 
Problems 

COLORADO 

On November 28th, the newly 
organized Climber's Coalition 
Committee, along with 
representatives of Boulder 
Mountain Parks, Boulder Open 
Space, Eldorado Canyon State 
Park and Rocky Mountain 
National Park met to discuss the 
new bolting ban, which has 
recently extended from Boulder 
Mountain Parks to Eldorado 
Canyon State Park. The Parks 
Department is unwilling to 
change their position, although 
a permit system for bolt placing 
is being worked on. Fines may 
be imposedon anyone who 
ignores the officials' policies. 
A plan to remove routes that 

can be seen from any main trail
way in Fern Canyon has been 
suggested. It appears that a 
new-to-this-area park ranger 
happened to see bolts and 
chains hanging from routes just 
off the main trail in Fern Canyon 
and decided to put a stop to it. 
Rangers at the time were 
unaware of the recent wave of 
new route activity. To bolt or 
not to bolt, that is the question. 

Now more than ever, climbers 
are using expansion bolts to 
anchor themselves to the rock 
for safety purposes. Around 
1985, bolting in the Boulder area 
began to accelerate . The 
momentum started when rock 
climbing jumped into the 5.13 
and 5.14 range. Climbers who 
progressed towards those 
grades decided to go out in 
search of new routes at that 
level. Unfortunately, a majority 
of the routes that lent 
themselves to this level of 
difficulty would not take natural 
protection. In the past, it had 
been considered taboo to place 
bolts on a blank wall, but rock 
climbers pushed ahead 
nonetheless, to progress with 
their new vision . Many quality, 
difficult routes resulted, and in a 
few years, enough 5.13s had 
been established to satisfy. 
The decision to bolt came from 

the lack of conventional 5.13 
routes and the inability of the 
new lines to take natural 
protection. Climbing skills had 
reached new levels and in order 
to progress, new ground had to 
be broken. The progressive rock 
climber did not feel a lack of 
5.8s, 5.9s, 5.1 Os or even 5.11 s. 
Many of us, who were putting 
up bolt routes at the time, had 
paid our dues by surviving the 
many deadly stages of the 
traditional climbing game, such 
as leading up 5.10s and 5.11s 
without protection, establishing 
5.12x death leads, and even free 
soloing up to 5.12 . The rest is 
history. (See: Beware the 
Future, American Alpine Journal 
1987) . 
Now, some climbers want to 

Bob Horan leading the first ascent of French Fry (5. 12b/c), Eldorado Canyon. Would it be preferable to 
use existing routes like this to establish a way to top-rope anchors for adjacent routes, thus keeping to a 
minimum the numbers of bolts placed in a given piece of r9ck? Photo: Horan Collection. 
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Opposite Page: Peter Gram on Monsterpiece Theatre (5.12a/b), 
White Rock Canyon, New Mexico. Photo: Cameron Burns. 

bolt every blank looking portion After all, climbers do little to 
of rock there is. I guess they feel damage the mountains and 
that there is a need for more boulders. They do not pollute, 
routes of all grades. I would produce harmful chemicals, or 
have to disagree. There are now contribute to the Greenhouse 
plenty of routes for all levels and Effect. The Parks Department 
if you want to place bolts up needs to focus its energies on 
blank walls; certain factors more important issues. 
should be taken into Boulder, Colorado is a small -
consideration, starting with a city climbing area and like the 
level or degree of climbing big buildings, super highways 
achievement. that appear in cities, which is a 

First, ask yourself the question, big environmental issue itself, a 
have I climbed all the routes at popular climbing area like 
my grade and am I now setting a Boulder is undoubtedly going to 
new standard within it. Second, feel the effects of a population 
if the new route has an or popularity explosion. So, 
accessible top rope anchor from there is going to be an abnormal 
a former route, then leave it as a environmental impact. Climbers 
top rope; this will keep the rock simply need to do their best to 
walls from becoming preserve the environment and 
overcrowded with bolts . A their activity or sport that is one 
classic route is not one that is of life's true pleasures. 
squeezed in between others. A Although route activity has 
squeezed line can always be top slowed quite a bit because of the 
roped. (See photo and caption) . bolt ban, it had been moving 
Third, when you scope the along quite rapidly up until then . 
route, make sure that you do not Eldorado Canyon has seen more 
place a bolt where you can get activity starting with Mark 
natural protection . Fourth, as Tarrant, Ray Atkinson and Scott 
long as you're bolting up the Tarrant's Mr. Malcontent (5 .12a), 
route, make sure that you use which goes straight up from the 
strong bolts, at least 3/8ths, and Serpent on the Redgarden Wall. 
t hat you place the bolts in the Back in Black (5.11c/d), between 
best possible place for a clip-in . Night and Blackwalk was 
Avoid overbolting , give them a established by Mike Brooks and 
little distance. Fifth, if you are Andrea Azoff. Genius Loci 
new to an area, you should (5.11c) starts at Jules Verne and 
make sure that you understand ascends up to the second pith of 
the local history before you start the Naked Edge by Alan Nelson, 
putting in routes. Karl Mueller and Alan Bartlett. 

Now, we must be aware of Magic Carpet Ridge (5.11c) starts 
access problems. Climbers need right of Vertigo and joins it on 
to contemplate their actions the second pitch by John 
more than they have ever done Aulhinbaugh, Bartlett and Jack 
in the past, we need to respect Roberts. On the Potato Chip at 
the environment and do the top of the West Ridge, Dan 
anything in our power to Hare and Steve Lavine added a 
preserve it. We also need to route to the beautiful south face, 
preserve our right to climb just right of the French Fry, 
safely. Through the years, I coming up with Potato Heads 
have experimented with every (5 .12). Since a route had already 
type of climbing that has been been established on the south 
conceived. Some of it I agree face, perhaps this should have 
with and some of it I disagree been left as a top-rope problem, 
with . The conclusion I have to prevent overcrowding? Up 
come to is that the best thing on Physical Crag, Nelson and 
you can do for climbing, is to Bartlett put in a route between 
leave the environment in at least Perry Mason and Ohmer's 
as good shape as when you Odyssey called Nuts and Volts 
found it. We must realize that (5.10b). 
change starts with oneself. The Flatirons have fallen to 
The parks department has many new bolt routes. Over on 

complained that bolts cause the Mickey Mouse Wall, Richard 
environmental damage, but it is and Joyce Rossiter established 
difficult to understand their Asahi (5.10c), the line starts with 
concern when bolts are scarcely Linga Line and moves left to the 
visible. You have to look very arete . Mighty Mouse (5 .12a) 
hard to spot one, because they climbs a steep wall 30 feet left of 
are very small and at times Simian 's Way by Dave Crawford 
blend in with the rock surface. and Bill DeMallie. Three 
Many climbers today have Mouseketeers (5.11 b), climbs the 
started to colour them, making slab left of the latter, by Will 
them even less conspicuous. Nichols, Knapp and DeMallie. 
The Parks Department seems to Greenspace (5.12b/c) was put in 
be restricting climbers, by the Rossiters and climbs the 
unnecessarily. Climbers are steep face left of Green Dihedral. 
people who value the On the first ridge west of 
environment. The expansion Porthole South, many routes 
bolts that they use are virtually have been going up. The crag 
harmless, and can save lives in has been called The Wild West 
this increasingly popular sport. Valley . The Wild, Wild West 

UNITED STATES 

Below: Paul Piana leading Secret Sharer (5. 12a) at Hueco Tanks. 
This route has had new belay bolts added. Photo: Bill Hatcher. 

(5.11d) climbs the orange pocket 
wall visible from the tracks, by 
Crawford and Knapp. 
Gunsmoke (5.12b/c) climbs the 
wall on the buttress west of The 
Wild, Wild West by Crawford 
and DeMallie. On the buttress 
west of Gunsmoke, the latter 
pair put up Hoss (5.11 a), Little 
Joe (5.11c) and Rawhide (5.11c). 
The controversial Fern Canyon 

bolt ban has resulted in many 
routes squeezing in before the 
deadline. On the Slab, right of 
Just Another Boys Climb, Chris 
Beh and Kurt Smith established 
Boys with Powertools (5.12b), 
while Crawford and DeMallie put 
in The Whipping Post(5.11d) . 
Undertow (5.12a) is located 100 
yards uphill from Just Another 
Boys Climb, by Fedor and 
Candelaria . Power Bacon (5.10b/ 
c), left of Rude Welcome, was 
put in by Rick Leitner, Brian 
Hansen and Mike Spaur. The 
threesome also put in Fruity 
Pebbles (5.9 c/d) . Out of Africa 
(5.13a) can be found on a rock 
across from Just Another Boys 
Climb and is by Roger Nattras 
and Eric Fedor. Edge Master 

(5.11 b), by DeMallie and 
McClanahan, is found right of 
Slabmaster. On Ridge 5, routes 
such as Superguide (5 .9) by 
George Hurley and DeMallie, 
Exile (5.12a) by Bret Ruckman, 
Iron Cross (5.11 a), by DeMallie 
and Hurley, Lightning Bolt Arete 
(5.11 b) by DeMallie and Dan 
Hare and Fountain of Youth 
(5 .10b) by Hurley and DeMallie, 
all offer climbing with bolts, up 
corners, aretes and huecos. On 
Ridge 4, Tim Coats and 
Ruckman put in a short corner 
up from Castles Made of Sand, 
called Stemadilemma (5.11 c/d). 
Behind Mentor, Tripp Collins 
and Wright put up Quickie 
(5.11 a/b). On Ridge 6, Collin 
Lantz, Chris Beh and Michael 
Massari put in False Gods, Real 
Men (5 .10) and On the Contrary 
(5.11 c/d (tr.)) . On the Mars 
Block, north of the saddle, 
Michael Cherry and Massari 
climbed a thin crack near 
Creampuff called Plain or 
Peanuts (5.10d). 
On the Goose, Rob Candelaria 

and Richard Wright put in a 2nd 
pitch to Cab, coming up with 
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Above: Surely there must be an easier way? Paul Piana on the German "Photo Route" at Clam Shell Rock Hueco Tanks. Legal bolts? 
Photo: Bill Hatcher. Opposite Page: Patrick Edlinger making the first repeat Ben Moon's super-desperate Maginot line (Be) at Volx, which is 
believed to be the hardest rock climb in France. Photo: Maurice Rebeix. 

Raging Bull (5 .12b/c); the latter 
also put in a steep face right of 
Raging Bull called Wild Horses 
(5.13a). Wright and Kuddes put 
in Pretty Lady (5.10a) .and Loves 
Labor Lost (5 .9) on the 
Northwest face. 

In the developed Bear Canyon, 
which goes neck' and neck with 
the development of Fern 
Canyon, over on Overhang Rock, 
Jimmy Surette climbed 
Snakewatching (5.13a), left of 
Tits Out For the Lads. The Sea 
ofJoy(5.12d/5.13a) by the 
Rossiters climbs a 3 pitch face 
left of Archaeopteryx. 

In Skunk Canyon, Pete Zoller 
and Mike Schlauch climbed 
Dangling Fury (5.11c/d) , just 
right of Electric Fountain Crack. 
On the Third Flatiron, Joyce 

and Richard Rossiter put in a 
line between Falcons Fracture 
and South Face to come up with 
Waiting for Columbus (5.1 Ob) . 
Ruckman and Bruce Hildenbrand 
put up Sayonara (5.11 ), right of • 
Banchita Bandits. 
The East Ironing Board has 

produced more routes starting 
with Paul Piana's Sinatra 's 
World (5.13). just left of Slave to 
the Rhythm. Hunka-Hunka 
Burnin Love (5.10c) is right of 
Velvet Elvis, by Piana and Heidi 
Badaracco. Left of Zimbra, 
Nelson and Bartlett put in 
Stainless Steel Arete (5.10c). 
Hammer of Thor (5.10c) climbs 
straight up from Velvet Elvis, by 
Tony Karzen and Larry Harris . 

On the Sacred Cliffs of Green 
Mountain, Jim LeSuer and Dave 
Schueling climbed a steep slab 
left of Guano Master to produce 
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Call Me A Cab (5.11a). Swab N' 
The Deck (5.10c) was put in by 
Joe Desmone and Jim Guerin ; 
to the right Desmone and Mike 
Bildereback established Walk 
The Plank (5 .10b/c) . 
Boulder Canyon has seen a 

little activity as well. Jessie 
Guthrie established Twist and 
Shout (5.13), located on the 
lower south face of Coney Island 
Cliff. Across the river from 
Castle Rock, a couple routes 
were put in, with War Drums 
(5.9) and Heat Wave (5 .10c), by 
Mike Darrah and Chuck 
McGrosky. On the west side of 
the ridge between Bell Buttress 
and Vampire Rock, Chris 
Brislawn and J im Swenson put 
in a pocketed face called Black 
Tiger (5.11 ). On Surprising Crag, 
Judy Wheaton, Bear Wheaton 
and John Payne put up Marvin 
Gardens (5.11 a) . 
Because climbing is receiving a 

lot of media attention, big 
business is moving in with its 
advertising strategies and now 
many of the more famous routes 
are being used to promote 
special lines of products. 
Wouldn't it be nice if climbers 
were paid for the use of their 
routes as product 
advertisement. I'd be rich! 
Climbers could create copyright 
laws for their creations, kind of 
like musicians do for their 
compositions. (Just kidding .) 

Speaking of big business, 
Competitive Sport Climbing is 
becoming a big hit. The 
Continental Climbing 
Championships, held in Boulder 
this past December, ended up 

being an event enjoyed by 
thousands . Friday's opening 
ceremonies were followed by an 
exciting speed climbing event 
that had the crowd up on their 
feet yelling for more. From my 
perspective, speed climbing is 
the most entertaining event for 
the audience. The men 's speed 
climbing final consisted of a 
head to head sprint up the 
overhanging race course, Hans 
Florine, took first place, with me 
one tenth of a second behind for 
second. Ed Keller took third. In 
the women's speed event, an 
event that was at a considerably 
slower place than the men's, 
Melissa Quigley was first, Alison 
Osius second and Carmel 
Schimel I third. The following 
day the women competed in the 
difficulty rounds with Alison 
Osius and Bobbie Bensman 
flashing the finals route and 
moving on into a super final. 
Melissa Quigley took third, and 
in the super final, Alison Osius 
came out as the dominant 
woman for first. On Sunday the 
men's difficulty rounds began 
early and had been narrowed 
down to ten finalists by late 
afternoon. In the final, a tie 
between three Boulder climbers 
brought on a super final. Jim 
Karn ended up victorious over 
Dale Goddard and Pat Adams. 
Medals and cash prizes were 
awarded to the top three 
finishers in men's and women's 
speed and difficult climbing 
events. 

Well , now that the ban on 
bolting has happened, I guess 
my job is going to slow down 

quite a bit. I'll be sure to fill you 
in on any new developements 
regarding this issue. 

Bob Horan 

NEW MEXICO 

For over thirty years, climbers in 
Northern New Mexico have 
been active on the many-layered 
Basalt cliffs that abound in 
White Rock Canyon near the 
town of Los Alamos. These 
crags, most of them shorter than 
80 feet, have been the scene of 
intense top-roping over the 
years; the majority of routes 
have received only a handful of 
leads. Most of the Basalt in 
White Fiock Canyon has an 
ample supply of cracks, 
providing ambitious leaders 
with bomber protection . 

Recently, however, some Los 
Alamos locals have embraced 
rap-bolting 'techniques, and have 
begun to seek out difficult lines 
up the steep pocketed faces. 
Rap-bolters and the area's neo
traditionalists share enough 
enthusiasm for the sport that no 
ethical debates have arisen . 
Many of the newer bolted 
routes, both rappel placed and 
led ground up, had previously 
been top-roped. 
In May, Tom MacFarlane ·and 

Brian Riepe got to work at a crag 
descriptively titled "Below The 
Old New Place" . After several 
hours of drilling, Macfarlane 
came away with the first lead of 
Wailing Banshees (5 .11 a/b). thus 
setting the tone for the rest of 
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Retrobolting of Existing Routes Adopted 
at Hueco Tanks 

the summer. Riepe quickly 
added Flesh Eating Gnats (5.11 a/ 
b), a steep arete left of 
Banshees, while Mike Schillaci 
flew Scandinavian Airlines 
(5.10c, R). Peter Gram then 
added the outstanding testpiece 
Monsterpiece Theatre (5.12a/b), 
which follows the right side of 
the tallest arete on the crag . 
Macfarlane and Gram then 
figured out the moves on 
Nuclear Ant Farm (5.12a), Riepe 
added Sardonic Smile (5.11 d) 
and Mike Schillaci enjoyed PMS 
(5.10a, R) . 
Although new route activity 

was most notable Below The 
Old New Place, it was by no 
means the only crag under 
development. At a crag 
nicknamed The Lounge, Rick 
Smith and Lee Sheftel began 
their summer early with the first 
ascent of Negra Modelo (5.12a), 
a beautifu I face on the left side 
of the right buttress. A month 
later they came back and found 
Bud (5.11a) and Bud Light 
(5 .10c), two routes sharing the 
same line of bolts. Sheftel and 
Smith also added Orangaboom 
(5.11c) and Enjoy a Chol/a 
(5.10a/b). 
Down at The Overlook, a small 

county park near White Rock, 
Tom Macfarlane and Brian 
Riepe again instigated a new 
route explosion when they 
bolted up the northernmost face 
on the crag. Thorazine Dream 
(5.11 d) was an instant classic 
and saw numerous flashes 
within its first few months of 
existence. Chris Vandiver, 
Smith and Sheftel added five 
more routes to The Overlook: 
No Exit(5.11d); Face Off(5.12a) , 
an excellent bulging face that 
was another instant classic; 
Overture (5.12b/c) ; and the dual 
routes Ream Dream (5 .10c) and 
Double Vision (5.11 b) which 
share the same line of bolts. In 
October, Sheftel and Smith 
returned to add Huecos 
Rancheros (5 .10+) on th e chilly 
north side of The Overlook. 
In the backcountry, around Las 

Conchas fishing area, route 
activity began in late September 
when Cameron Burns and Mike 
Schillaci established Forest 
(5.11 a) on Gateway Rock, the 
large northfacing wall at the 
entrance to the canyon. The 
route had been studied by 
Forest Fukushima, David Hayes, 
Burns, Schillaci and others in 
1982, but the loose rhyolite had 
repulsed an attempt. After two 
days of lichen scrubbing, Burns 
and Schillaci came away with 
the first ascent of Forest (5.11 a), 
a thin line which takes all natural 
gear. Fukushima, for whom the 
route was named, was killed in a 
car accident in 1986. Th·e 
community still mourns the loss 
of one of its most talented 
young climbers. 

Burns and Schillaci then turned 
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their attention to the Chilly Willy 
Wall and added Tasty Freeze 
(5 .9+, R), a 3 bolt face climb, and 
a 5.10b direct start to this long 
pitch. Roadside Attraction 
(5.12a,x) was perhaps the best 
traditionally established route in 
the icy December weather. 
Attraction required Burns to drill 
from an A4 hook, haul ing the 
drill up to his position overhand, 
while Schillaci's eyes grew to 
the size of saucers. Then, 
attempting the crux, Burns fell 
several times, grounding onto 
Schillaci at one point from 15 
feet up. Neither were injured . 
The second bolt, placed from a 
stance, is the last solid 
protection on the climb, and the 
upper half of the 60ft route is 
completely unprotected. The 
moves, however, are only 5.10. 
Tentative plans have been made 
to retrobolt the route, making an 
enjoyable climb for all would-be 
ascentionists. 

In the following weeks activity 
resumed at The Overlook when 
Peter Gram upped the 
traditionalist ante by firing off 
On Beyond Zebra (5.12c/d, x) . 
This bold route sports 4 bolts, 
the spacing between the first 
and second bolt being about 30 
feet of wow! The route, as of 
this writing, has yet to see a 
second ascent. Ex-California 
resident Paul Fehlau then joined 
Burns to yield Overripe Fresh
Squeezed California Females 
(5.11 d), another traditional 
classic, while Burns and Schillaci 
added Paul's Boutique (5 .11 b/c) ; 
5 stimulating bolts left of No 
Exit. 
On the ice front, the steep 

Walkup Hose (I, W14) received a 
few leads during December, the 
first ascent having been made 
by Peter Gram several years 
ago. Jemez Falls (I, W12) saw 
many ascents, the season's first 
going to Chris Morris and 
company. Due to the lack of 
moisture and cold temperatures 
many of the usual formations 
did not appear. 

In retrospect, the 1989 season 
was not without its share of 
controversy. Halfway through 
the summer a group of climbers 
became concerned about 
sudden proliferation of bolts, 

' many of which were on old top
rope problems. Norbert Ennslin 
commented, "I don't see why 
White Rock Canyon couldn't 
have remained a traditional top
rope area. It's been top-roped 
for twenty years." Kevin 
Spencer felt all the routes 
should be removed, no matter 
what style. While Ennslin and 
Rick Smith were looking into a 
possible compromise between 
non-bolting climbers and those 
who use bolts, Santa Fe 
climbers Lee Shefte! and Chris 
Vandiver put up two new routes. 
Vandiver's First Strike (5.12c) at 
the Playground and Vandiver 

and Sheftel's Unnamed Route 
(5.12b) at The Y were bolted 
routes at two of the area's oldest 
and best known crags. Ennslin 
and Smith quickly put together a 
proposal, and a meeting was 
held at Pizza Hut in White Rock 
on Oct. 17. About a dozen 
climbers showed up, including 
Shefte!, Vandiver, Ennslin, 
Burns, Smith, Bob Stuewe, 
Ralph Menikoff, Keith and 
Gabriela Gainer, Jim Straight, 
Peter Walsh and Jean 
Delataillade. 
A number of subjects were 

discussed : bolt chopping, 
painting hangers, poorly placed 
bolts, as well as closing certain 
areas of the canyon to bolting. 
Perhaps the greatest concern of 
the entire group was that The Y 
lies within Bandelier National 
Monument and is subject to 
closure at any time. Smith, who 
was confident that his proposal 
would be accepted, passed out 
al ready xeroxed copies of the 
new guidelines for bolting. It 
was generally accepted that no 
new bolted routes would go in 
at The Y, the Playground, the 
Old New Place and The New 
New Place. Shefte! , eager to 
reach a compromise, agreed to 
remove the bolted routes at the 
Playground and The Y. All the 
climbers present at the meeting 
also agreed that any new bolted 
routes at those areas would be 
likewise removed . In particular, 
bolting would be allowed at The 
Overlook, the Big Enchilada and 
Pajarito Gorge. All the climbers 
present seemed pleased with 
this proposal and agreed to 
abide by its guidelines. 

However, before Vandiver had 
a chance to remove his hangers 
from First Strike, an unknown 
party attempted to chop the 
route, and completely destroyed 
the third bolt and the 
surrounding rock. This person 's 
greatest damage, however, was 
in the area of public relations. 
First Strike, at this point, has an 
uncertain future, but the future 
for route development in the Los 
Alamos area looks bright. Many 
of the local activists are looking 
to pioneer the area's first 5.13, 
and with summer quickly 
approaching, the Pajarito 
Plateau promises to be a hotbed 
of activism. 
Cameron M. Burns. 

TEXAS 

Hueco Tanks 
Hueco Tanks has received a 

"face-lift" with the retro-bolting 
allowance granted by the Texa s 
Parks System under Phase II of 
its master plan to legalize 
bolting at the Tanks . Under 

Phase I of the Park Service plan, 
all 1/4" bolts were replaced with 
3/8" bolts. Phase II permitted the 
retro-bolting of pre-existing 
routes to make them less 
serious leads. 
A technical note about the 

retro-bolting action. In the 
summer of 1989, the El Paso 
Climbing Club implemented 
Phase I of the plan by using its 
proceeds from the First Annual 
Hueco Tanks Rock Rodeo 
(bouldering contest) to replace 
all 1/4" bolts in the park. The 
Park Service now permits the 
addition of bolts to existing, 
completed routes in the Hueco 
Tanks State Natural Area . So 
far, this means routes that have 
been lead at least once. In 
keeping with the friendly Texas 
way, all retro-bolting has been 
performed only by the first 
ascent party or with explicit 
permission from the first ascent 
party. 

In March Phase Ill of the Parks 
systems master plan went into 
effect. Although on a very 
limited basis bolting of new 
routes in Hueco Tanks is now 
legal. Any new routes must first 
be approved (if they are to be 
bolted) by the El Paso Climbing 
Club, the Texas Parks and 
Wildlife people in Austin and the 
Hueco Tanks Park 
Superintendent. Climbers have 
to fill out a two page "petition " 
form that includes such info as 
the route location, number of 
bolts and a topo of the route. 
Before the route is approved by 
the Superintendent he must first 
see the proposed route first 
hand with the climber. Climbers 
can only bolt one climb apiece 
each year and no routes are 
allowed if they are shorter than 
35 feet high. 
The first routes to go in this past 
March under Phase Ill are sure 
to be instant classics. Two of 
the first of the new legal bolted 
first ascents is Amy Whisler's 
ascent of Empire of the 
Senseless (5 .12) a face route on 
an exceptionally steep 110 
degree wall in the Mines of 
Moria area . The other route is 
Todd Skinner's Cowboyology 
(5.13b/c) which is found on the 
steep wall right of Malice in 
Bucket/and on Hueco's Front 
Side. Several local climbers and 
visitors are working on getting 
their proposals approved for 
other new bolted routes in th e 
Park. 

Laurel Lacher and Bill Hatcher 
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Jean-Marc Boivin 

Jean-Marc Boivin (1951 - 1990) 
Jean-Marc Boivin devoted his 

life to adventure, searching for a 
new challenge every day. 
Discreet, deeply sincere, 
enthusiastic, he was a leader in 
many fields: mountaineering 
and ice-climbing as well as 
hang-gliding, paragliding and 
free fall. He had recently 
discovered the thrilling but 
highly risky discipline, BASE 
Jumping. After several 
impressive jumps in the French 
Alps (Le Marteau, Le Grand 
Capw;:in), he launched an 
original project: he would 
attempt to BASE Jump the 900m 
Angel Falls in Venezuela and 
film it forUshuaia, a French TV 
programme. This was to be his 
last performance. 

He once said: "An intense life 
implies dangers and risks." But 
despite the strong commitment 
of his different achievements, he 
didn't accept the label of "dare
devil". Very conscious of his 
capabilities, he never went 
beyond his limits. His main 
assets were massive self
confidence and a cool attitude. 
Yet he often came very close to 
disaster such as the time his ski 
hit a hidden stone as he was 
descending a 60° couloir on Les 
Drus: on the verge of falling, off 
balance, he reacted 
immediately, did a forward 
somersault, landed in the right 
position a few metres below, 
and continued the descent. 
Somehow he always made it; 
was it only pure luck? His 
incredible technique and self
assurance proved otherwise, 
and he survived where many 
would have been killed! The 
most amazing thing with Jean
Marc was the way he calmly 
related (when really questioned) 
these "mishaps", as if he was 
never beset by useless doubts or 
fears. One of his rope-mates, 
Jean-Michel Cambon, once 
admitted to always being 
amazed by Jean-Marc's lack of 
apprehension:" At bivvies, the 
night before a difficult ascent, I 
couldn't even doze, whereas he 
slept like a child!" The word 
"impossible" didn't seem to 
exist for him. A new challenge, 
a new discipline - as long as it 
could bring excitement, as long 
as his instinct told him he was 
able he would go for it. 

Boivin was renowned as the 
most "multidisciplinary" alpinist 
of his generation, and probably 
the most inventive. And on the 
mountaineering scene, stricken 
by bitter questions and doubts, 
everyone was at least sure of 
something: that Jean-Marc 
would do his own thing, tracing 
new paths, offering us new 
horizons. His death leaves a 
very deep gap. 

Born in 1951, he grew up in 
Cambodia, where he developed 
a close relationship with 

untamed nature and wide open 
spaces. Back to Dijon (his family 
town), he began to climb with 
his father on nearby cliffs. While 
finishing studies in mechanical 
engineering, he spent most of 
his spare time climbing. With 
his friend Jean-Michel Cambon, 
he made a series of difficult 
ascents, mainly in the Alps. In 
1973 he met Patrick Vallenc;:ant 
and decided to live in - and for -
the mountains, becoming first a 
ski instructor, then a guide. 
Especially attracted by ice 
couloirs, north faces, steep 
slopes, he began to combine 
climbing and skiing, thus 
breaking new ground. In 1975 
he discovered hang-gliding, a 
fantastic device which extended 
his range of action: in 1980 he 
skied down the East Face of the 
Matterhorn, then ascended the 
North Face, and flew from the 
summit; in 1981, with Patrick 
Berhault, they climbed Le Fou, 
and flew directly to the base of 
Les Drus, where they tackled a 
difficult route, linking two top
level ascents in a day. In March 
1986, as Christophe Profit and 
Eric Escoffier were fighting for 
the famous "Trilogy", he soloed 
four north faces in a day in the 
Mont Blanc range, using hang
gliding and parapente between 
each. A brilliant enchainement, 
which demonstrated that the 
"old man" had more than one 
trick up his sleeve. 

A complete list of his ascents 
and "exploits" would fill a whole 
magazine but a short summary 
of the most outstanding routes 
would include: the Super Couloir 
on Mont-Blanc du Tacul, with 
Patrick Gabarrou; the North
West Face of the Ecrins (Oisans); 
solos of the Peuterey Ridge 
lntegrale, of the Bonatti-Zappelli 
(Pi lier d' Angle/Mont Blanc), of 
the Eiger North Face. His 
boldest descents on skis: Frendo 
Couloir (Aiguille du Midi), 
Matterhorn East Face and every 
couloir and face of the Aiguille 
Verte. Looking for new 
horizons, he went further and 
higher: in Argentina (flight 
record with D. Marchal from 
Aconcagua), Peru, Patagonia, 
Amazon (Aratityope), Himalaya 
(world highest flights in 
paragliding, first from 7,500m on 
K2, then, in 1985, from the 
summit of Gasherbrum II); his 
latest impressive achievement 
was a parapente flight from 
Everest (1988). 
A pioneer in many fields, this 

"professional adventurer" (as he 
called himself) never sacrificed 
his passion to commercial 
interests. Technical adviser for 
different manufacturers (Cousin, 
Racer, Aile de K, Salomon, etc.) 
he used to play a subtle game 
with the media. He knew how to 
use them without being 
submitted to their requirements. 
Above all he wanted to retain 

freedom of action, even if he 
was obliged to yield some 
ground from time to time. But, 
between sky and ice, he forgot 
these obligations: "In the 
mountains, my mind is in 
perfect harmony with my body; I 
feel an intense and wild 
happiness, the pleasure of 
giving the best of myself to this 
tremendous challenge, my own 
life." 

On February 19, Jean-Marc 
Boivin took off, in a last 
pirouette, somewhere between 
dream and reality . 

Storyboard of a Tragedy 
In a recent issue, the French 

mountaineering magazine 
Alpirando declared: "Jean-Marc 
Boivin died for a picture. His 
death is logical and absurd." 
This unique character finally 
became trapped by a system 
that transforms adventure into a 
show and a business. There has 
been much speculation about 
his accident, but the 
mountaineering world can't help 
feeling uneasy. Of course, the 
project at the Saito Angel (Falls) 
was Jean-Marc's. It was an old 
dream born a couple of years 
ago, but based on a flight with a 
hang-glider. Some months ago, 
having discovered the thrills of 
BASE Jumping, he thought of 
this high cliff in Venezuela, a 
classic spot for this "sport". He 
found other BASE jumpers 
(including a specialist, Eric 
Fradet), found money, and 
contacted Nicolas Hu lot, star of 
the TV programme Ushuaia. It 
wouldn't be a "prem1ere", but a 
jump from the 900m Saito Angel 
is still an impressive 
achievement and you must jump 

from the right place. 
Unfortunately, the team did not 
find a qualified guide, and 
obtained only vague 
information. Nevertheless, a 
first jump was made (by the four 
people of the team) without any 
problem. In order to get better 
shots, the cameraman needed 
more, and they came back the 
day after. A girl jumped first, hit 
the cliff and landed in the trees, 
badly injured. From the top, 
Jean-Marc couldn't see the 
accident and the film crew (only 
four people) below couldn't 
warn him by radio - the batteries 
were dead. He jumped from the 
same place, hit the cliff, and also 
landed in the trees, butn a bit 
further out. Trying to rescue the 
girl, the others didn't really see 
what had just happened to Jean
Marc. A helicopter evacuated 
the girl, and came back an hour 
later, only to find that Jean-Marc 
was dead. Severely injured 
(both legs and an arm broken, 
and a bad wound to the femoral 
artery) he had tried to make 
himself a torniquet, which 
proved useless. 

Despite the embarrassed 
explanations of Nicolas Hulot 
and the French TV officials, the 
terrible question arose: even if 
Boivin was quite aware of the 
risks of this adventure, wasn't it 
the· responsibility of the TV crew 
to plan the expedition properly? 
A single radio would have saved 
Jean-Marc. On the other hand, 
didn't he take the chance, 
gambling in a dubious game, 
facing quite a different challenge 
from normal? Finally, like many 
others, wasn't he just the victim 
of an overdose? 
Dominique Vulliamy-Lanctot 
(Vertical) 
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OVERVIEW f, 

Bolting in Cornwall: Threat and Controversy Analysed 

As we swept down the hill and onto 
the Tamar bridge, my lift, an emigre 
electrician from Gillingham, suddenly 
laughed and said, "You're entering a 
time-warp now." 

"How do you mean?" 
"Cornwall. Twenty bloody years 

behind everybody else." 
Sadly, in the climbing sphere, 

Cornwall is leading the rest of us if only 
in terms of controversy. Over the last 
five years most of the British climbing 
press has echoed with accusation and 
counter-accusation from people who 
live only a few miles apart. The fact 
that the argument has descended to the 
level where people from the same area 
cannot settle their differences quietly 
but have to resort to entreaties and 
outbursts on a national scale gives a 
good indication of the passion and 
outrage involved. 

It is a long and very complicated story. 
At times it has proved difficult to sift 
trivial detail from major fact. On 
reflection there seem to be two major 
controversies afflicting the area -
bolting and chipping - and three major 
protagonists, although many diverse 
characters drift in and out of the 
picture. Some might argue that 
personality has no relevance to an 
ethical debate but Cornwall in 1990 is a 
law unto itself and the principal reason 
can only be because of the actions and 
motivations of those involved. 

Rowland Edwards and his son are 
well-known figures. Rowland, 
originally from Bolton, has been 
involved in ethical arguments since the 
sixties. He is a complex man, private 
and self-possessed but vociferous 
when attacked. His controversial tactics 
in more popular areas dating back to 
the 'Sixties had made him powerful 
enemies and since his move to the 
South-West this ethical distance from 
his contemporaries has inevitably 
increased. He is a fanatical climber 
with a tally of new routes approaching 
the thousand mark and his life has been 
focused, both at work and play, on the 
cliffs not only of Great Britain but also 
Europe and the States. He wal'lts to be 
understood and praised for his 
contribution but is prickly when 
criticised. His long and convoluted 
letters to Mountain have often raised 
more questions than they have 
answered and when compared to the 
more relaxed and good-humoured 
replies from his critics he can appear 
awkward and self-obsessed. He has 
kept a tight control over his son Mark, 
although this appears to be relaxing, 
and while Mark is not often seen 
outside Cornwall it is widely recognised 
that he is a very talented climber. 

Des Hannigan is a Scot who forsook a 
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Rowland Edwards - controversial tactics on 
poular crags since 'Sixties. Photo: Ian Smith 

family tradition of journalism for a life 
at sea and fished for many years off the 
Cornish coast. A climber from his 
youth, he resumed the sport when he 
sold his boat and finally took up his 
postponed writing career as a local 
journalist. He is a gregarious man who 
finds it easy to approach people and 
has a wider perspective on life than a 
lot of climbers. While he does not 
climb to the level of the Edwardses he 
does operate at around mild Extreme 
and has contributed himself to the new 
routes of the area . He does not seem to 
relish the current mess he has landed in 
but like many journalists he knows how 
to defend himself in print. 

The Climbers' Club Publications 
Committee asked Hannigan to write a 
new edition of the West Penwith guide 
at the end of 1986. The details of the 
arrangements they made for its 
authorship are really a matter for the 
Climbers' Club and probably difficult to 
pin down after four years. Some points 
are salient however. Hannigan claims 
that Rowland Edwards was distressed 
at having been passed over for a 
second time (the previous occasion was 
the 1984 Pete O'Sullivan guide) . He 
also says that he was happy to share 
the editorship if such a step would 
persuade the Edwardses to provide 
information and so produce a 
comprehensive guide. According to 
Hannigan, the CC had insufficient 
confidence in Rowland's writing skills 
to allow this. Hannigan, however, did 
make overtures to both the Edwardses 
in an attempt to persuade them to co
operate, but without success. Rowland 
argues that Hannigan wanted to 

Mark Edwards - talented but isolated. 
Photo: Ian Smith 

exclude him. "Des was given the job of 
doing the guide and said this will be a 
big feather in my cap. I said I wasn't 
bothered about that because I think the 
guide book should be done with two or 
three editors as it's such a big area and 
there are such discrepancies between 
people's views but he said no, I'm not 
doing that." 
This statement is clearly at variance 

with Hannigan's version of events and 
highlights the complexity of the affair. 
Leaving aside what actually occurred 
between them and the CC, it is well 
documented that Hannigan did make 
attempts to heal any differences. 
Edwards, in a long and wide-ranging 
interview, claimed that Hannigan was 
too abusive to work with but 
immediately added: "if you're an 
official part of the f;uide you have some 
sort of name and if you're not, if you're 
only advising, they'll walk all over you." 

Edwards feels that he has been treated 
unfairly and on occasions this has 
proved true. Graham Hobbs, a member 
of the Land's End Climbing Club, 
attacked the use of bolts in a letter in 
Mountain 114, signing it as being from 
his club's committee when in fact it 
expressed only a personal opinion . He 
also took photographs of the 
Edwardses on the first ascent of Eat 
'Em and Smile in Dutchman's Zawn, 
writing later to the Edwardses 
threatening to have these published as 
examples of their poor ethics. Hobbs' 
actions, no matter how well meant, are 
nevertheless extreme. This earlier 
exchange, conducted at tlie beginning 
of 1987, shows how quickly the 
situation had deteriorated. Hobbs is a 

' 



Over the last few years there has been a great deal of debate, claim and counter claim, often acrimonious, about the 
manner and style of establishing certain new hard climbs on Cornish granite. The fact remains that bolts have been 
placed on natural Cornish sea cliffs, and that holds have been chipped to enable difficult areas of rock to be climbed. 
Blame for these outrageous tactics has been laid at the door of resident activist Rowland Edwards and his son 
Mark. Mountain dispatched freelance climbing journalist Ed Douglas to review the evidence, contact the people 
involved, and try to shed some light on a sad affair which directly threatens the foundations of climbing ethics and 
attitudes in Britain . 

Des Hannigan - under pressure to produce 
definitive Cornish Guide. Photo: Ed Douglas 

close friend of Hannigan and Edwards 
began to see a conspiracy, however 
illusionary that may, in reality, have 
been. "At the beginning we got on 
quite alright with local climbers, this 
problem only seems to have been 
instigated by Des Hannigan or his very 
close friends ... if you look at the dates 
when it all started, the first letter we 
received was from this bloke Graham 
Hobbs, just after Des Hannigan was 
given the job of doing the guide." 
Hannigan regrets the actions of his 
friend if not the underlying sentiments. 

The bolting issue which had so 
incensed Hobbs remains a serious 
problem in West Penwith. Rowland 
Edwards provides at least two distinct 
arguments in favour of it and his son 
supplies a third. The details of their 
bolting activities are hazy and 
establishing a comprehensive list of 
how many have been placed and where 
has proved difficult. Quantity is an 
issue but not as great a one as the 
rationale behind placing the first bolt of 
all. Rowland says there is a historical 
precedent for bolting and also a safety 
requirement and cites Pat Littlejohn as 
having placed bolts in the past. He also 
sees a level of hypocrisy in the criticism 
he has drawn. "Pat Littlejohn did 
Burning Gold with four bolts or was it 
three, he says it was only three, but 
there are four bolts and it was put in 
the guide without criticism. [Pat 
Littlejohn had earlier commented on 
this in a letter in Mountain 132. -Ed.] 
did Atlantic Ocean Wall . . . and 
replaced its pegs with stainless steel 
bolts because the pegs would have 
rotted out and we were slated for it." 

the route to be chipped while abseiling 
prior to an attempt by Andy Pollitt and 
Chris Hamper. Alerted by these three, 
Mark abseiled down and agreed that it 
had been chipped since his first ascent 
and accused local climbers of wanting 
to discredit him. During my interview 
with him, Rowland elaborated this 
statement to include anybody in the 
South West of England, but the 
accusation provoked Des Hannigan to 
write a personal and stylised attack 
which was published in the January 
edition of High. While the motivation 

; for wanting to respond to a veiled 
attack was perhaps forgivable, the 
appearance of the piece has polarised 
the situation to an irrevocable position. 

Pat Littlejohn - incensed at Edwards' 
attitude. Photo: Richie Brooks. 

Rowland would also like to see safer 
belays following the death of an 
American climber and other injuries 
involving rusty pegs. The arguments 
do not seem particularly potent but 
Edwards argues them forcefully, but 
surely every climber has to be prepared 
for fixed protection to be of a dubious 
nature and/or inadequate otherwise 
they have no business climbing. If the 
individual who tragically died had 
ripped gear that he himself had placed 
would this provide the same 
justification for putting a10mm 
stainless steel bolt by the placement? 
Climbing is inherently dangerous, and 
even adding to existing aid bolts is 
difficult to justify. Furthermore, other 
sea cliffs are losing any bolts they had, 
with even Gary· Gibson responding to 
peer pressure by removing bolts from 
his recent climbs on Lundy. Pembroke 
is clean and Gogarth is largely clean. 

During research for this article I 
abseiled down Red Rose and carefully 
noted the obviously improved holds 
and the obviously manufactured holds: 
pockets created with a drill. I have also 
since discovered that Paul Pritchard 
attempted the line in February 1988. He 
is of the strong impression that the 
route was already chipped and 
describes the location of chipped holds 
which I had seen the week before. The 
timing of these visits quite obviously 
does not support the scenario that Mark 
describes in Fragile Earth, i.e. that he 
abseiled down the route last year and 
discovered it to be chipped since his 
ascent which was certainly not before 
February 1988. Pritchard also considers 
that the route, without bolts or chipped 
holds, would have gone at E7 6c with 
protection in a break below the difficult 
groove and side-runners in the crack to 
the right. His line differed to that of 
Red Rose only in its upper section and 
the crux remains the same. While he 
completed each move on abseil, poor 
weather prevented him from 
completing a lead. 

Chipping rock is the worst offence a 
climber can commit. When it occurs on 
National Trust land and on an SSSI it is 
doubly irresponsible. With dwindling 

In stocks of unclimbed rock in Britain and Mark's rationale is more "modern". 
his article, Fragile Earth , which 
appeared in the domestic magazine 
High, he argued that it seemed like 
everyone else was placing bolts. His 
father disagrees with his placing bolts 
at Sennen. "I was against Mark putting 
the Red Rose bolts in . I think Bosigran 
and Sennen are public crags where 
everyone can walk around. It's too 
radical." 
Red Rose is perhaps the fourth major 

'character' that should be included. It is 
a beautiful line, although now sullied, 
and it obviously inspired Mark. Its 
treatment has also inspired the most 
vehement exchanges so far in the form 
of three articles published in High over 
the winter. Glenn Robbins discovered 

with the Atlantic Ocean ripping routes 
from the cliffs each winter, lines in 
Cornwall are as precious as they are in 
the Peak. 

The myriad problems of West Penwith 
will result in a less than comprehensive 
guide, to the permanent detriment of 
Cornish climbing. The personal 
acrimony must stop: no more bolting, 
no more chipping, no more hatred. 

Ed Douglas was founder Editor of the British 
domestic rock climbing magazine On The 
Edge. Having recently returned from a spell 

-'of work with the Turkish Times, he is back in 
the thick of things writing on climbing topics 
for the popular press as well as climbing 
magazines. 
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"Ah Gaston, you threw the furpiture out of the 
window at the howling dogs of Kathmandu. So 
much passion and so many schemes, the lure of 
them all nearly sent us crazy. You studying your 
Tibetan and your Sanskrit and stealing away to 
Himalayan snows. With me picked up by your 
optimism and sweet insanity we went in search 
of a Himalayan dream under searing blue skies 
and crystal peaks in the cold, cold air of a 
Himalayan dawn. A bag of tsampa and some 
crazy gear nearly took us too far but a part of our 
own craziness broke .clear and hurling itself at 
our own mad reasoning woke us from our wild 
dreams on winter ice, and shattering there wrote 
a Himalayan haiku in honour of our glorious 
failure. Ah Gaston, you never said we could fail. 
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And rejoicing we came back happily, turning 
away from under those exquisite peaks, reeling 
under those searing blue skies, reeling with the 
exquisite pain of it all. I returned over different 
passes but you, being possessed, went on, on in 
search of your own wisdom. Your "crazy 
wisdom". 

Where are you now Gaston? Are you still out 
there somewhere, raving, bombarded by those 
insane messages transmitted from within your 
own skull? Or have you gone? Your spirit lost 
forever in that life between lives, in " Bardo", 
exiled to an endless existence in the infinite void 
between incarnations?" 

The last letters I wrote to Gaston remain 
unanswered, so maybe he has gone. Gaston did 

ex ist, although on assuming these heroic aliases 
in mock respect of our own aspirations, we 
became fictional characters in each others lives . 
But now it 's been so long I'm not so sure, not sure 
who he is. Just a fiction. A satori of the Tibetan 
insight of "Crazy Wi sdom", a blend of all those 
crazy angels that have somehow touched me -
Tilman , Kerouac, Yan Gogh, Hermann Buhl , 
Milarepa, Al Har ris , the Dalai Lama, Mo 
Anthoine - polishing their own facets onto the 
prism of my imagination , overlaying their own 
reflect ions on the mirror of my mind. A blurring 
spectre of all these crazy angels projected back as 
splinters of light hazily focuses as a shimmering 
image of them all, an image of Gaston, my crazy 
saint. I have never stopped writing the letters to 

Gaston. I just stopped sending them. And now 
sometimes, in times of "exquisite pain", I just 
make them up in my head, to myself. Thoughts 
at these times become confused, almost 
indistinguishable from a letter to Gaston. The 
"doing" of Hagshu is one of them. 

On pilgrimage, in pursuit of that "exquisite 
pain". 
"Dear Gaston, 

We are high now , quite high , the summit ridge 
that stops this East Face ice going on for ever is 
somewhere just above, out there, up that shining 
couloir somewhere, up there leading a way to 
that ridge somewhere above. Phil out in front 
climbs that hard molybdenum ice slowly and 
steadily in his own cool calm high above us. 

Some well calculated moves on fractions of 
points takes him out left onto flutings of fragile 
powder and we on this stance sensing the 
significance of these next few moves dare not 
breathe, and then later he moves back rightward 
across narrowing ice, disappearing from view 
amongst steepening rocks. And still yet later we 
whisper to each other and shuffle a little on our 
grating points in praise of the sound of a peg 
being driven into dull granite somewhere above. 
Max, unclipping from me, went on and followed 
and then he too moved out right and was gone 
also. And now Gaston, I am here alone on this 
stance of ice. Alone in my own private sphere, 
pierced by this swerving green rope, truncated by 
this sweeping mad ice. How long to be here in the 

Left: "But these easydays of dreamings 
stopped with the start of rhis East Face ... " 
Phil Booth and Ken Hopper below the East 
Face of Hagshu Peak. Photo Max Halliday. 

isolation of this silent blue sphere of sunless 
cold? The others have sensations, night dreams 
of another person accompanying us. I don't, I 
haven't told them about the Gaston spirits that I 
carry with me, to defend me against the phantoms 
that gnaw away as the teetering seracs of doubt 
that fill my altitude brain lest they come crashing 
down through my imagination and explode. Are 
you with me now Gaston, in here? Here on this 
stance, here in this brittle ice, in this stance of 
ice? No real stance this, just points, hard grating 
points in this shining ice and a single screw and 
I lean away on it , and all other than this ice is 
sweeping space and light. Out there and down 
there, ice and space sweeping away from beneath 
these points. Too much ice, too much space. Too 
much alone from these thoughts Gaston, this ice, 
these points, that space out there. 
Today is becoming a sphere of phantoms, here 

in the isolation of this stance. But yesterday was 
yet still worse out there on that crazy bare face of 
ice with those seracs grinning above us all day. 
But we know that it's going to get better Gaston, 
much better, we know because we will be there 
at the end. And we understand well this pain and 
torment, we know even before we set off what we 
let ourselves in for. "Take care, have a good 
trip." Those of them who understand what wedo 
here flash us a mantra with the depth oftheireyes 
and making their mental adjustments at our 
leaving we pass from them into a different world. 
The unspoken message is understood. We may 
not come back! But how can we resist a call to 
pack our gear, even at short notice and especially 
at short notice knowing how we love these 
tangents so much and leap forth into the unknown 
of this " Hagshu Doing" before it passes to 
someone other. 
And then some short weeks later we are standing 

in the hot insane breath of an Indian night, 
revelling in this kaleidoscope of weirdness and 
pain. I want to caress it, but this our pilgrarnage 
carries us on and over and up into Kashmir and 
fresher air. And then this Zanskar land, higher 
and clearer. That truck from Kargil. Those men 
in that truck, born out of that land, that land of 
dust. That truck crashing on, the vibration and 
the rhythm , a tantric trance of bareness comes 
streaming in through the windscreen. That road, 
road of stone, road of dust, men of dust, from that 
dust completely. We know these things Gaston, 
these men of dust, this bareness. To be consumed 
by this bareness, to touch these men of dust, to 
glimpse, however briefly, a single frame from 
the tantric film that runs inside their heads. 
Could we ever be the same again? Dare we try 
lest we succeed? 
Cold high night when that truck leaves us in the 

dust to our own silence and stillness; water 
running somewhere close. Ah Gaston, out of that 
Zanskar night comes our first cold dawn and with 
it the children and the smell of yaks, and the men 
of yaks take us and leave us at high pastures with 
sweet spring waters on the edge of a sea of rocks, 
beyond the swell and chaos of which runs a river 
of ice. And from the head of that frozen river 
rises this Hagshu peak. We were late in the 
season and so we swung on, hardly stopping, 
drawn onto and along that river of ice by this our 
"Hagshu Doing". 
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Above Left:"Alone on this stance of ice ... " 
Below the ice couloir. 
Below Left: Booth and Hopper after a night 
out in moonlight and spindrift. 
Photos.Halliday. 

Feeling free and confident a day of easy 
dreamings came to me carrying loads on that 
glacier. Fragments of thoughts reflected by the 
broken shards of mirror in my mind slowly 
swinging through the narrow beam of my 
concentration, a random dance of home and love 
and warmth. Distant days and future plans, cool 
rock and calm crags. A fraction of a laugh, the 
sound of a voice, a weak voice, a dying voice. 
The death of a friend. Mo Anthoine, craziest 
angel of all my crazy saints, lost in the pain and 
suffering of a brain tumour. Mo always made a 
wild success out of his spectacular failures but 
out of this last great irony he created a poem of 
such great power and beauty that those who saw 
it were overawed by what he did. Coming away 
in silence with a deep wound of doubting we 
asked ourselves how we might handle this the 
ultimate test. Standing in the sunshine of a 
chapel cemetery around a hole in the ground we 
dared not answer ourselves. Shuffle closer, 
shuffle by with a handful of earth for that hole in 
the ground. Step by, step closer, closer to the 
edge of that hole and then jump! Landing heavily 
on the other side, ice fragments disappear into 
the green depths of a crevasse at the head of our 
glacier. Looking down I realise that I 'm wearing 
a wind suit once belonging to Mo. Burning tears 
trickle over my sun cracked lips, but the rope 
flicks and the spell being broken I wipe them 
away and follow Max up to our snow cave below 
the start of this East Face. 
But these easy days of dreamings stopped with 

the start of this East Face, and then came the day 
of two days ago-and still yet yesterday threatened 
by those towering seracs above us all day -
swerving amongst curves of swelling ice off that 
glacier, steadily steeper below this face. We 
went on until late and looked for a place to dig a 
hole at the foot of a great bergschrund . All was 
ice and it didn't seem quite right, so we climbed 
it and it groaned as we passed so we left it below 
for another smaller and friendlier one. Darkness 
was coming and with it a cold moon but dug well 
in and safe the cold was easy. In the night the 
great bergschrund of our previous day dropped 
noiselessly out of existence, a chaos of enormous 
rubble lay just below not even penetrating our 
sweet sleep. We, after our safe night, were silent 
and in awe of what might have been, took a day 
of rest in homage to our own continuing existence. 
And Gaston, then came yesterday, and we could 
have been killed yesterday, we really could have 
died. How many pitches we lived with those 
seracs up there? How long did they not drop on 
our heads - weeks in a day- rope after lengthening 
rope until we hid in an island of rocks out in the 
white heat of steepening ice? Then steeper, 
steeper and hotter, we couldn't stop, nowhere 
left to stop on that glaring blaze of out there, there 
on that burning face, face of ice. Night would be 
there to meet us again near the top of our narrowing 
face. We were stuck out there, up there on dying 
grey ice, steeper still in the fading light. Moving · 
rightward into darkness we shrieked into the 
night on finding a hole in the ridge of snow. 
Digging our way into it we were crazy with the 
luck of our finding, safe in another night , seracs 
still waiting. And that Gaston was yesterday but 
we of this "Hagshu Doing" know that we have to 
downclimb yesterday sometime tomorrow. 



Above: Booth (left) ·and Hopper at the 
bergschrund cave during a rest day. 
Below: The Author at Base Camp. 
Photos: Halliday. Right: "Fearing slightly 
and slightly bewitched,this ridge draws us on. 
Halliday and Booth on the summit ridge. 
Photo: Hopper. 

And so Gaston, this being today, they are still 
out there somewhere, up there at the end of this 
lifeless rope, up there , searching for a way to that 
ridge somewhere above. Have I always been 
here in the day of the sphere of your spirits? 
Locked in the frozen light of this calm couloir. 
This stance with its single screw smiling its 
titanium smile. A mocking smile. Hissing 
powder hides it away but it shines out at me from 
inside a blur of streaming white. I cover it with 
my mitt and resting my head there listen to the 
voices in the whispering snow sliding by. I lean 
away on it , looking up as the rope flicks into life 
and coiling out from within our now silent 
sphere becomes tight. Dusting away some trailing 
powder releases a last brittle smile but I unscrew 
it leaving a toothless hole in the grinning ice. 
Climbing stiffly and unsteadily, slowly struggling 
free from my frozen sphere, heading for that 
ridge up there , and the sun. Rope pulling, hard 
ice. tired and unsure. steepening, harder moves, 
hard ice, deep powder, more steady now , a 
different light. rope tight, Max and Phil laughing 
from the edge of space. The ridge is there as we 

knew it should be but the sun has gone. No view 
Gaston,just raking cloud and freezing wind and 
a powder dome curving steeply up to the summit. 
No summit Gaston! It goes on as a ridge, on into 

cloud. Do we have time? It is snowing now . We 
have snow now and no summit, no time. Fearing 
slightly and slightly bewitched this ridge draws 
us on. It is grey now, light changing, and thi s 
ridge goes on, on as a bridge, buckling and 
narrowing, spanning out over sweeping rock and 
grey space, cornices and overhanging whiteness. 
And now some gaps, we see across the 
narrowness, between greyness and white, another 
crest! And now Gaston, there is nothing, nothing 
beyond, only the sound ofourown weak laughter 
dissolving around us on the summit. But no view 
and no time. Returning lighter now. quicker in 
our own steps, almost too tired to notice as we 
traverse through a tear in the cloud, into a shaft of 
lowering sun. The Karakoram shines out of the 
North as we abseil into another night , back to the 
welcome of our ragged hole in the darkness. 

A mild day with no sun unnerves us as we 
downclimb onto our face of"'ycsterday'' but only 

a few hub-caps of ice come spinning out of the 
sky as we reach the surer safety of the bergschrund 
cave, and crawling in the floor collapses, so we 
sleep outside under a brilliant moon. The hell 
and heat of that long, torturing glacier are only 
endurable because we are safe, the lure of base 
camp carries us on through the last screaming 
swell and chaos of moraine. Closer now, slowly 
awakening from our dream, stumbling and wild 
now, shouting into the darkness. Bobbing lights 
come swinging out to meet us, Hindi voices 
excited in the black night. Arms reaching out, 
laughing faces in pools of light. 
" Are you three , are you three?" 
" Yes, we are three." 
"Summit, summit?" 
"Yes, summit." 
Warm and safe now, glowing in the scene of our 

rebirth, this great nativity scene of our 
reawakening. Reborn into other men's worlds. 

Where are you now Gaston, are you out there 
somewhere? 
Take care, 
Yours , Maurice." 
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Above: Two way honed dudes: Steve Poree/la ( left) and Cam Burns - a prominent member of the desert climbing community. 
Photo: Rab Cummings. Above Right: Sonja Paspal with a typical desert rack. (Why is she smiling 7) Photo: Carl Diedrich. 
Below: Canyon/ands tape job. Photo: Cameron Burns. Opposite Page: Kyle Copeland Under The Broadwalk (5 .12) Potash. 
Photo: Charlie Fowler 

and close to the road you may find slings, but go 
the least bit off the beaten path and chances are 
it's virgin. On a good day you may find something 
that rivals the most famed desert crag route, 
Supercrack, with only bighorn sheep prints at the 
base, Jammin' for Jah in a clean vertical crack 
system that you wish could go on forever. 

Of course there are tradeoffs.- It's I ikel y to be 
hot as hell, or unrelentingly windy, or so co.Id that 
double Fires would be nice. The route you ' re 
after may be a line designed in heaven, but the 
move-to-move reality may entail dealing with 
collapsing holds or crumbling anchors. It ' s all 
part of the game - in desert climbing, as in alpine 
climbing, outrageousness is half the attraction. 

The attraction escaped me during my first 
experience on desert rock. I was in Arches 
National Park with C:ric Bjornstad, who sicced 
me onto an unclimbed crack that looked to be ·a 
nice line up a pillar. I-made it all of about 20 feet 
up the pitch before my feet started skidding 
across ball-bearing surfaces that made my. Fires 
behave like roller -skates. I watched .a rotten 
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block deform visibly when I tried to jam its side. 
About that time my best foothold sloughed from 
the wall and added to a growing pile of its mates 
at the base. Above, a forty foot offwidth flake 
awaited me and my one number 4 Friend. I 
watched sand trickle down the sides of the block, 
felt my remaining foothold begin to go and 
headed for the deck. I noticed that Bjornstad was 
chuckling when I got down. 

Welcome to desert climbing. I slunk back to 
nearby Moab to nurse my pride and gobies, 
wondering what had possessed me to spend my 
Spring climbing vacation in this place. Oh sure, 
the desert was a terrific place to hang out, but to 
climb? 
I came back to the crack with another Moabite 

and watched how the natives do it. He got to the 
block, coaxed it into remaining stationary by 
equalizingjams on either side of it, then thrashed 
up the offwidth in a swearing frenzy , tearing 
great chunks from the edge of the flake . Debris 
flowed down the pitch like spindrift, building an 
impressive alluvial fan at the base of the climb. 

This stuff was bad, and these people were 
clearly crazy. I was tempted to pack up and head 
for granite, but something made me stick around 
for another look. There was something here that 
I wanted, something I hadn't found in Yosemite, 
Smith or Squamish. The clear air and mind
expanding distances give the climbing a 
transcendent flavour usually found only in the 
wildest mountain ranges; and there ' s adventure, 
the chance to be a pioneer in an age where 
unexplored terrain is rare. The flashbulbs may 
be popping at the French Open, but in the desert 
time rolls back; you can feel like Whymper or 
John Clark. 

There is also good rock, if you know where to 
look. Each layer in the sedimentary cake has its 
own characteristic hardness and weathering 
pattern, and much can be foretold about a climb 
by its place in the veTtical sequence , of· strata. 
Desert climbers learn to read stratigrl)phy like 

· topos. 
Wingate -sandstone is usually the best, \with 

· unreltmt-ingly · vertical, hard-edged .cracks :that 
.can go for half a pitch between face lholds, 
requiring a ·Paul Bunyan · ra k of ·Friends and 
forearms like cord 0 wood. ' I .left Arches thinking 
the desert was ,all a . pile of-barely.consolidated 
sand, butthenI, went to a Wi~ate fortress called 

Long Canyon. It's only minutes from Moab, but 
in 1987 it was virgin, not a single ascent of any 
of its thousands of cracks. We scoped a couple 
of lines, hiked ten minutes up a talus slope, and 
did a crack that would be world-class anywhere, 
a clean slash up a face covered in hard desert 
varnish. Afterward we grumbled a bit about 
Indian Creek and Supercrack getting all the 
attention when the desert was full of cracks like 
the one we 'd just done. Later that year B jomstad ' s 
guide Desert Rock was published and we were 
amused to see a picture of our climb labelled 
"Supercrack," a Freudian slip on the pasteup 
table that proved our point quite nicely. 

Navajo, De Chelly and Entrada sandstones ·are 
softer, but still an acceptable climbing medium. 
Arches is Entrada, Spider Rock and the awesome 
walls of Zion are De Chelly, and some of the 
finest cragging around can be found on Navajo. 
At the other end of the scale are formations like 
Cutler and Moenkopi, borh of which have outer 
coatings of muddy crud and would logically 
attract the attention ofonly suicidal or certifiably 
insane climbers, but it's all part of the game of 
desert climbing . Expect to find a few bad spots 
on a pitch of otherwise prime Wingate, and 
expect to find some of the most enticing towers 
made of Cutler. 
It is the towers that have been the passion of true 

desert climbers. They are striking formations , 
improbable vertical spires standing like chess 
pieces commanding their domain. Some, like 
Castle Rock, are Wingate and offer some of the 
finest crack lines in the world. Others, like the 
Titan, are vertical mudpies, wi.th-rock so soft the 
rain sends a sheet of·mod coursing downward .to 
coat the faces and cracks with .a ·new layer of 
dried goo where ice screws are more appropriate 
than Friends. Still .others, like Standing Rock, 
are pillars ofkitty-litter,Cutlerthat look as if they 
won't be there at all in the,next tiek,of geologic 
time. 
There'have always 'been climbers in rhe desert. 

Anasazi Indi.ans.reached their cliff dwellings via 
Moki steps •can,ed into ,the .rock. Post-Mo'ki 
tta:ehnolog.y ,oame tiTI 1939 when a Sier.r.a Onb 
team dlimbed 'Ship•Rodk, ,an 1'800 foot volcaaic 
pl~g .located iwnorthw.estern New Mewico, but it 
was not until 1956 that ,real aesert cl,i.m'biflg 
b(,gttn,•when,a fow.audaci0us,st1uls decided.to ·go 
for, the,fiFSl'sbig-sandstgne ,towor. :they 1Pi-ck-eci.a 





whopper - Spider Rock, at 800 feet, is one of the 
tallest free-standing pillars in North America -
and its ascent by Don Wilson, Jerry Callas and 
Mark Powell signalled the beginning of the golden 
age of desert tower-bagging. 

ln 1957 the team returned with Bill "Dolt" 
Feuerer to tackle the Totem Pole, an astonishingly 
slender 400 foot Spire in Monument Valley, the 
grand backdrop of walls and tower~ seen in all 
those old western movies. Only 25 feet wide in 
some places, the Totem Pole epitomizes what is 
special about desert climbing, a radical line in a 
deserted corner of the planet. 

These ascents tweaked the interest of other 
climbers - something was going on in the desert. 
Huntley Ingalls and Layton Kor were among 
those who felt the call of red rock, and in 1961 
they came to the Moab area toclimbCastle Rock , 
a 400 foot Wingate tower. Castle Rock has since 
become a desert classic with over 4000 ascents. 
The Fisher Towers are visible from Castle Rock. 

They lie only a few miles to the east, but are 
vastly different. From the summit of Castle 
Rock they look relatively small but intriguing: 
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Closer inspection reveals them to be huge, and 
even more intriguing-tall, slender, fin-like towers 
so coated in mud that gargoyle-like shapes perch 
on the ledges and the overall effect is thai of a 
wedding cake created by a baker on Acid. In 
1962 Ingalls and Kor returned with George Hurley 
and climbed the Titan, the 900 foot monarch of 
Fisher Towers. Their ascent was partially 
sponsored by National Geographic as a worthy 
epic - an evaluation that was certainly shared by 
the first team to stand on the summit of one of the 
Fisher Towers. 

The race was on for the towers, and the next 
player in the game emerged as one of the most 
enduring. Harvey T. Carter came to Fisher 
Towers with Cleve McCarty, hoping to be first 
on the Titan, but settling instead for another 
monster they dubbed The King Fisher. Carter 
was hooked, and since then has established 
himself as one of the most driven desert pioneers. 
He returned with other soft rock denizens such as 
Layton Kor, Fred Beckey and Eric Bjl')rnstad to 
do first ascents of major towers including Shangri 
La and Middle Sister in Navajolands, Cottontail 

Left: Linus Platt on the first pitch of 
Lightning Bolt Cracks (5 .11) North Six 
Shooter Peak, Indian Creek, Utah . 
Photo: Steve Poree/la. 
Opposite Page: Kyle Copeland on Aerobicide 
(5 .11 ). Photo: Carl Diedrich. 

and Echo Tower in the Fisher Towers, Sister 
Superior and the Rectory in Castle Valley, and 
Sentinel Spire and Bell Tower in the Colorado 
National Monument. Carter established over 35 
routes in Fisher Towers alone and many of them 
have never seen a second ascent. 
During the l 960' s there was a veritable frenzy 

of tower-bagging, but the desert is so huge and 
empty that by the end of that decade there were 
still big towers that remained undiscovered. 
Moses is one of the biggest towers in the desert, 
600 feet of Wingate with exceptional lines. It 
was first seen through a climber's eye in 1970 
when Moab tour guide Lin Ottinger took Eric 
Bjl')rnstad there, and was not climbed until 
Bjl')rnstad returned with Fred Beckey, Greg 
Markov, Jim Galvin and Tom Nephew to do the 
North Face in 1972. 
These frontier conditions continue in the desert. 

One of the biggest towers was not found by a 
climber until 1984, when a visiting Boulderite 
stumbled across 650-foot Texas Tower during 
an outback exploration tour. Tim Toula and 
Kathy Zaiser beat him to the first ascent, but in 
the desert there are always more towers. The 
principle is the same as it was in 1960 - get 
yourself into the canyons and look around, and 
you'll find enough premium virgin rock to keep 
you entertained for a lifetime. 
That doesn't mean that big time cragging hasn't 

touched the desert. The Indian Creek area has 
around 800 routes, and on a prime spring day 
Supercrack will have a full dance card. Indian 
Creek is Wingate at its best, wickedly steep crack 
climbing that will leave you pumped beyond 
belief, but aching for more even as you struggle 
to grasp the steering wheel on the drive home. 

Near Moab there is Wall Street, an intensely 
developed stretch of Navajo sandstone along the 
Colorado River. On weekends the parking areas 
are full and the rock is thickly laced with lycra 
and top ropes. The popularity was inevitable -
it's 15 minutes from town, bumper belays are the 
norm and even in mid winter it ' s sunny and 
sheltered. The routes also include many bolted 
face climbs, a rarity in the desert, so Wall Street 
has attracted what locals consider to be the "sport 
climbing" crowd. Visitors may, however, find 
the climbing there to be a bit sportier than 
anticipated, with first bolts that are an alarming 
distance from the ground on routes that continue 
to evolve as holds disappear. Even at Wall 
Street, you know you 're in the desert. 
The development of areas like Indian Creek and 

Wall Street is a recent phenomenon. Free 
climbing in the desert usually begins at the 5.10 
level and requires Friends to protect the perfectly 
parallel-sided cracks, so relatively little was done 
before the advent of modern hardware and 
technique. Earl Wiggins didSupercrack in 1976 
with hexes and a couple of prototype camming 
devices, but protecting surgically-perfect para I lei
sided cracks without a full rack of Friends was a 
form of Russian roulette that few chose to pursue. 

The mass availability of camming devices 
revolutionized desert climbing. The previously 
fearsome cracks became the playground of 
craggers, and popular places like Indian Creek 
have solid banks of extremely hard climbs. New 
Generation desert rats like Charlie Fowler, Earl 
Wiggins, Kyle Copeland, Steve Hong, Chip 
Chace, Bret Ruckman,Jim Dunn and Ed Webster 
all figured prominently in the development of 





Above: White Rim, Green River. Below: Kyle Copeland and Charlie Fowler on the first ascent of Buggers Banquet, Sheep Rock. Photos: Annie 
Carrera. Opposite Page: Alison Sheets following Elephant Man (5.9+ ), Indian Creek. Photo: Kyle Copeland. 

hard routes in the Canyonlands area. In Arches 
climbs like Heart of The Desert (5.10c) and 
Chinese Eyes (5. 10) proved that good crag 
climbing could be found on Entrada sandstone. 
The revolution extended to the towers, changing 

the focus from aid to free climbing. The North 
Face of Moses is now Pale Fire (IV 5.12), a 
striking 5-pitch line on a dead vertical face. On 
the opposite side of the tower is the Primrose 
Dihedrals (IV 5. 11 + ), one of the most dramatic 
crack lines anywhere. The Wingate towers around 
Castle Rock saw similar route development, 
with climbs like Fine Jade (III 5.11) and Crack 
Wars (III 5.1 I) on the Rectory, andfah-man (III, 
5.10+) on Sister Superior. North Six Shooter in 
the Indian Creek area has Lightning Bolt Cracks 
(II 5. 11 + ), a sensational crack system with an 
airy finish over a huge roof. 

The prevailing thrust in the desert is hard free 
climbing on good rock, as it is everywhere, but 
there are still true soft rock lovers who carry on 
the old ways and do audacious routes on marginal 
rock, going for the summit or the line. The 
traditions are carried on by people like Jim Beyer, 
a neo-desert rat who has soloed, many high
standard aid routes in the Fisher Towers and . 
Arches. Old-timers like Carter and Bj!'lrnstad · 
observe the modern scene with resignation, 
wondering if the unlimited application of 
technology is detracting from the purist essentials 
of desert climbing. Says CarterofFriends, "I still 
hate the things, but I guess they're here to stay." 

The rate of development has exploded, but 
desert veterans scoff at the idea that their home 
will be climbed out in even their children's time. 
There's just too much rock and space, and not 
that many climbers really willing to meet the 
demands of soft rock climbing. Desert climbing 
is different, no doubt about it. You can't take 
anything for granted - the rock and the weather 
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must be read carefully. Both can change suddenly 
from perfect to awful, and when this happens 
you're likely to be a lot of miles from nowhere on 
a dirt road full of rocks with grooves on them 
from where your transfer case left its mark. 
You're on your own, but it ' s all yours for the 
taking. There are still countless hundreds of 
miles of canyon crags that have never seen a 
visitor, much less an ascent. Even in the Wingate 
canyons near Moab, the epicentre of desert 
climbing, there are only a handful of plums that 
have been plucked. 

Those who can deal with some bad rock and 
dicey moments will find a place that is pretty 
close to Nirvana for anyone who climbs for 
themself rather than for the crowds. To be out 
there jamming over an overhang on a tower so 
vertical it's like climbing a building except that 
you're a lot of miles from nowhere - now that's 
climbing. 

My first desert trip culminated in the 
Navajolands, where a free-form exploration trip 
ended up at the foot of a little tower composed of 
conglomerate garbage and located in Navajo 
territory where white climbers are wise to beware 
of the natives - exactly the kind of forbidden fruit 
we were looking for. We hid the truck, our camp, 
behind the tower and spent the next day clawing 
our way to the summit. We found slings from a 
1973 ascent and a truckload of prime trundling 
rocks. The whole tower shuddered when the 
rocks hit the base , reminding us of the 
impermanence of our position. We stood at the 
summit watching the shadow of the tower 
lengthening as the sun retreated. There were a 
thousand square miles of desert glowing in the 
late afternoon light, and when we looked closely 
we could imagine that we saw our own shadows 
creeping across the desert floor. I looked across 
a landscape that led me to imagine for a moment 
that we were alone on the earth, and I knew that 
I'd be back. 

Summary: A review of climbing in the Western 
Desert states of America by Annie N. Carrera. 
Further essential reading: Desert Rock by Eric 
Bjornstad, Chockstone Press. 





OWTOF 
AFRICA 
by Craig Smith 
Photography by John Sherman 



Opposite Page: Craig Smith climbing at Lukenia. Above: Dawn at Hell 's Gate 

Question; If a bloke you hadn't met before came up to you in a Las Vegas bowling alley, at two 
in the morning and asked you to go to Africa with him to climb rocks, would you say "yes" ? John 
'Vermin' Sherman did and with that three letter word began an adventure which neither of us would 
ever forget. 
When I met Verm for breakfast the afternoon after the night before, he was, to my amazement,still 

keen on going. By that evening, we had hatched a plan. I would go back to England and buy two 
tickets to Kenya. Why Kenya? Why not! Verm would fly to England a week later, we'd sort gear 
and head on out. .. 
Mount Kenya, detail . Ostrich Plume Lohlia 
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Opposite Page: The Author on the first pitch 
of Halfway to Hell at Hell's Gate. 

Boarding the plane at Heathrow, amidst 
Ethiopians wearing hyena skin slippers, Verm 
protested: 
"Man, if you think I'm gonna sit in this crate for 

eighteen hours you've got another think coming. 
It should be in a museum." 

"Nonsense. Anyway, what do you expect for 
the price?" 
Tripping over the loose carpet on the way to my 

seat made me wonder which museum was missing 
a Boeing 707. Seat belts on, I could sense Verm 
becoming more and moreinsensed. He had every 
right to be. During the flight luggage lockers 
burst open as if by magic, spewing their contents 
over unsuspecting Ethiopians, and the toilets 
overflowed. 

"Let's drink," Verm insisted 
" O.K ." 
Ever since a bout of alcohol poisoning earlier 

that month, I'd been off drink, however the 
situation demanded anaesthesia. 

"Two beers please," I requested. 
"No beer sir, this plane Muslim," the coffee and 

sweat stained steward replied. 
Venn's glare lasted an eternity. If there had 

been an openable window I felt sure he would 
have thrown me out of it. 
Twenty four hours after taking off we arrived in 

Nairobi, somewhat the worse for being to Hell , 
Back, Rome, Cairo and Khartoum. Discharged 
into eighty degrees heat after England in February 
was about as bearable as the two pounds a night 
hotel. However, Verm had his reservations. 

"Grab your wallet; let's hit the town ," I told 
Verm. 
"You 've got to be joking. Man if you think I'm 

leaving my camera gear in here." 
"What are you gonna do with it all then?" I 

enquired, looking at the sixty litres of Nikon 
lying on the bed. 

"Take it with me of course." 
"Fine, but what if ... " I stopped myself. There 

wasn't a chance, Verm was so paranoid about 
AIDS that he would only eat bread and drink 
bottled beer. 

The streets of Nairobi were different. Tripping 
over beggars with third degree syphilis and 
dodging rip-off merchants was a game that took 
some getting used to. After a few hours I began 
to come to terms with the euphemism -of Culture 
Shock and realise that this was not the South of 
France. Filth and poverty was all pervasive. 
Having limited funds , in a strange land and not 
knowing anyone, was frightening. 

"There must he some kinda way out of here," 
said the joker to the thief. 
"There's too much confusion . .. " 

We could escape if things got too bad- the people 
we were amongst could not. 
Two days later, found us at an aerodrome on the 

outskirts of Nairobi, the meeting place of the 
Kenyan M.C.. We were 1ooking forward to 
gleaning so.me information about the area. 
However, to our surprise the members weren ' t 
much help, they dion ' t seem too interested in 
visitors. Luc1:ily we met a German called Max 
and a Japanese called Ugi who had been.rhere for 
a month! They too had found tbe club to be.about 
as useful as .a -s:unbed in the Sahara. 

" I was left with the empty feeling that I had experienced 
previously after creating bolt routes." 

Above: Smith bouldering out the Leopard's den, Hell's Gate. 
Below: Hangover City - John Sherman. Photo: Craig Smith. 

Together we managed to hife a car, quite a feat 
in itself, and drive to a crag on the outskirts of 
Nairobi. The crag's name was Lukenia, it 
consisted of buttresses of gneiss up to fifty metres 
high and sported a few ancient bolts and a family 
of baboons. Theclimbin_g was pleasant iflimited, 
however the views over the plains stretching 
towards Mombassa were heart-stopping. Within 
two days, we had done the better looking routes 
including a tree root which ran the full height of 
the crag. We spent the rest of our time ther~ new . 
muting_ I .chose a thin line up the centre of the 
main burtress. For-convenience and because the 
lhought of a hospital bed in Africa rather 

frightened me, I reached for the bolt kit and an 
abseil rope. Verm chose a line just left of mine 
and being an ardent traditionalist he opted for the 
bolt kit, but left the abseil rope, in favour of a 
drill-on-lead approach. After climbing my line I 
was left with the empty feeling that I had 
previously experienced after creating bolt routes. 
There's a lot to be said for the traditionalist 
approach. 

Verms first attempt on his line may have been 
in the mould of the traditionalist; start at the 
bottom climb up to a point were a bolt is required, 
you know the sort of thing. However this was 
where things started to get a little strange. What 
transpired I have sworn never to divulge; so here 
it is. Drawing the hammer back to strike the bolt 
drill , Verm lost his balance and took to the air. 
Luckily on his downward passage he managed to 
grab the abseil rope which I had left hanging after 
stripping the gear from my creation. 
"Stupid fucker! If I'd have had my battery drill 

I could have drilled that thing." 
"Give over," I soothed. 
The next thing I knew Verm was hanging from 

the abseil rope pounding a bolt were he had tried 
before. 
"Just wait ' till I tell your mates back in J Tree. 

Smile I just want to get a few snaps to show 
them." 

"Look you hang-dog faggot, shut the hell up 
and pass me that brush". 
Next day we left, leaving the route half finished. 
Back at the Kenyan M.C. "night" we discovered 

that only the week before our visit, a climber had 
been machetted at Lukenia by a lunatic native. 
So that was why we never saw anyone else apart 
from baboons on the crag! 
Embaribal was ournext destination. A volcanic 

crag in the depths of the Great Rift Valley, on 
Masai land. As we drove deeper into the inferno 
of the Rift, I glanced at Ugi and thought of 
Japanese Himalayan expeditions singing patriotic 
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songs as they marched onward towards certain 
death. Giraffes dashed across the road, a far cry 
from the rabbits I had seen so often back home in 
Yorkshire! Exhausted from the heat we pitched 
the tents and slept. Next day we awoke to find 
our tents surrounded by goats. A Masai herds boy 
looked~m at us from a safe distance. His face was 
as black as pitch and his piercing white eyes 
bulged with inquisitiveness. Smiles were our 
only form of communication. He wanted water, 
there being little in this valley. After drinking he 
left, carried away on a tide of goats. 
"Natives seem alright. Shall we climb while its 

still only eighty?" 
"OK, where's the guide that guy gave you?" 
"It's here. Shall we just wander along the crag 

and check out the routes?" 
"Right." 
Easier said than done. Now I've experienced 

some horrendous approaches in my time, but the 
approach at Embaribal took the biscuit. A thicket 
was all that separated us from the crag, a thicket 
no more than three hundred yards wide, but try as 
we did we could not penetrate it. Our mache.te 
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had no effect and taking a run at the thing only 
served to rip lycra and lacerate skin. Eventually, 
after much effort Verm discovered a weakness. 
"Looks like an animal track to me.You go first" 
"Get away, there's no way I'm stumbling across 

some breakfasting tig~r." 
"There ain't no tigers in Africa." 
"Oh well I suppose that changes things." 
Max saved further argument by pioneering the 

route. Regrouping when contact with the crag 
had been made we compared wounds and rips 
before consulting the guide. I had not got further 
than the first page when I straightened up and 
turned to Verm. 

"You feel itchy?" I enquired as I began to 
scratch my forearms. 

"Yeh." Replied Verm, who was furiously 
scratching his ankles. 

On the fight up to the crag we had ploughed 
through many strange plants. One species 
obviously not of this Earth, had shed hairlike 
spines all over us. In an attempt to limit the 
unbearable irritation, we simultaneously fought 
our way back to the tents. Stripping naked, we 

Left: "After we had spent a few days at Hell's 
Gate, the local experts turned up." 

doused ourselves with what precious little water 
we had. 
When the rashes and swelling had subsided we 

decided to attack the crag from a different angle. 
Eventually we made it, Verm even got half way 
up a route only to be repelled by hornets, who had 
taken it upon themselves to build a nest in the pod 
which provided the key hand jam. 

Back in Nairobi we learned from the Kenyan 
M.C. that it was more common practice to 
approach Embaribal by abseil. 
"Where next?" Verm enquired. 
"I fancy Hell's Gate. Even if it is as its name 

suggests its probably better than unbearable 
Embaribal." 

Hell's Gate is a National Park, which basically 
means that it is like Windsor Safari Park except 
instead of a nice and strong car body between you 
and those hungry lions, there is normally only a 
pair of Levis or at best a pair of Levis and a tent. 
Not that we saw any big cats, they are all probably 
in Windsor Safari Park. 

The crag at Hell's Gate is a columnular basalt 
affair which lines a valley for about three miles. 
Our guide book catalogued a few dozen routes, 
some up to six pitches long. The first route we 
did was certainly a classic, never before have I 
bridged up a groove on foot and hand holds 
consisting entirely of swallow shit. In retrospect 
I think that half the World's swallow population 
had, at one time or another, dumped there. The 
second pitch was less soiled. As I climbed it, I 
refrained from holding any pieces of equipment 
in my mouth, remembering the time at Pen 
Trwyn when a fulmar decided to discharge its 
stomach contents over my rack. Do your 
karabiners ever taste of fish? 
After we had spent a few days at Hell's Gate the 

local experts showed up. They were a fit looking 
bunch, even the lasses had bigger muscles than 
any ofus. None of them spoke, they just strutted 
up to a section of the crag and began to climb it. 
Bridging,jamming, laybacking and with the odd 
dyno thrown in for good measure the whole troop 
of them soloed to the top of the crag by various 
routes. No chalk, no boots, no gear, and probably 
on sight. 
"They'll never believe us back home when we 

tell them that we were burnt off by a troop of 
baboons. Will they?" 
"Yep." 
We beat a retreat to Mount Kenya. 
Walking up to Mount Kenya was a pleasant if 

not tiring experience, more so for Verm who as 
well as his share of the tent and cooking gear, had 
the whole of Nikon Inc. and nearly a crate of beer 
in his rucksack. Headaches and sleepless nights 
reminded us of the altitude. TheDiamondCouloir 
looked inviting, but we had no gear with us for 
that sort of thing. We did however have the 
tackle needed for the massive blob of rock that 
lay opposite the couloir. The blob was called 
Point John; on it there were numerous routes, 
few of which went free. 
As I neared the belay on our first route on Point 

John, I realised that it too, like the three pegs 
below, was not there. 
'Tm coming down. Hopefully without the 
Volkswagen that I'm holding on to," I said. The. 



Bouldering at Malindi on the Indian Ocean. 

crag was loose. 
" Vot do you mean 'coming back'? Vot 

Volkswagen?" Max enquired. 
"Never mind. Votch." 
Back safely on the ground I explained to Max 

that maybe the route we wanted didn 't start here. 
I laughed at the thought that if you try hard 
enough you can fit any route description to 
almost any piece of rock. 
Next day Verm and I tried a new route, since we 

couldn't decide where the established routes 
went. To be honest we didn ' t even know if it was 
a new route. Not that it mattered by the time 
Verm had joined me at the first belay, well it 
wasn't really a belay more like a few nuts wedged 
in a pile of blocks. We decided that the effort 
needed to climb thi s route far outweighed the 
reward, in other words we were scared. Retreat 
was in order. I favoured leaving one of my nuts, 
whereas Verm wanted to leave half my rack. 
After arguing the price of equipment a 
compromise was struck, Verm slid down the 
rope comforted in the thought that he was 
anchored to more or less half of the World's 
aluminium reserves, meanwhile I tried to decide 
which of my chocks I was least fond of. 
After two days of fine weather it started to rain. 

The pendulum swung in favour of Nairobi and a 
warm bath. Tent pegs pulled and we were gone. 
A few days later we were back at Hell's Gate. A 

Briti sh schoolteacher living in Nairobi had 
befriended us and was willing to give Verm and 
1 a lift. During our last visit I had spotted a good 
looking unclimbed line. On arrival I first made 
sure that none of the local experts were around 
before attempting to have a look at the proposed 
route from abseil. The capping overhang and 
general leaning nature defeated my attempts to 
sw ing in to take a look at the proposed line. 

" It 's gonna have to be on-sight," 1 shouted to 
Verm. 

"OK you go first ," Verm replied. 
As I began to climb, Verm cheerfully encouraged 

me: " I hope you aren't thinking of falling off and 
hurting yourself, remember what the local clinic 
looked like. I bet you the last s upply of 
hyperdermics ran out last month ." 
"Shut up." 
" If you're lucky they'll give you one that's only 

been used three or four times." 
Verm 's muttering fell on deaf ears, as I grappled 

with a surfboard shaped detached block that was 
perched in my way. 
" Ride it man, ride it. " 

"Watch. If this thing comes off you'll be one of 
the first to know". · 

It didn 't come off. Above was a steep groove, 
which after a fight allowed me to crawl onto a 
small stance. Thankfully, the Egyptian Vulture 
whose perch it was, wasn't at home, so I drilled 
a two bolt belay. It was too late to start up the next 
pitch so I abseiled off. 
Next day I found myself again on the sharp end. 

Entering the groove, where yesterday I'd left off, 
involved hard moves. Grabbing a breath in a 
bridged position, I eyed the fang of rock which 
was pointing straight at my crotch and asked 
myself ' Is this really worth it?' 

" If that thing comes off while you're stemmed 
out like that it 's going to be way ugly. In fact I'd 
even go as far as to say ... " 

"Thank you, Verm , I'm fully aware of the 
consequences," 1 cut in. 
Not touching the would-be emasculator for fear 

of it coming adrift made the moves even harder 
and reminded me of out of bounds holds on the 
climbing wall. Above the Emasculator I hung on 
a piece of gear. 
A couple of kicks consigned the offending flake -' 
to the void. 

With only ten feet of difficult climbing to do 1 
realised that a bolt was required. Frantically 1 

drilled, knowing that our lift back to Nairobi was 
due soon. 

"You better come down dude, I can see a dust 
trail in the valley." 
This meant that Neil was on his way. I drilled 

faster. The bit blunted. I changed it. Three 
quarters of the way in , a shout came to my ear. 

"Are you ready?" It was Neil. 
"Five minutes," I begged, knowing that I really 

needed at least an hour to finish. 
" I'm gonna have to go if you aren't down in five 

minutes. There 's no way I'm driving back in the 
dark." 

He had a point. Driving at night on Kenyan 
country roads is not recommended, unless you 
are tired of living. Reluctantly, I retreated. 

Back in Nairobi we bid farewell to Neil and 
headed for the coast in search of a holiday. We 
both agreed that climbing in Africa was different, 
quite unlike anything eitherofus had experienced 
before. It was hard to pinpoint any one feature 
which made it unique. Was it the fear of being 
eaten by animals or speared by natives? Or 
maybe it was the feeling of isolation and 
commitment? Whatever it was, in retrospect it 
was enjoyable, well at the time . . . Anybody 
fancy climbing in Columbia? 

Summary: An account of a rock climbing 
holiday in Kenya with American climber
photographer John Sherman, by Yorkshireman 
Craig Smith. (Owt is Northern English dialect 
for 'anything'.) 
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FALLEN ANGEL 
A Short Story by Dave Wilcock 
Inside the main hall of the new Headingley 
Sports Complex, well sheltered from the 
blustering, snappy March weather outside, the 
last qualifying round of the international Climbing 
Federation's 4th World Championship had just 
drawn to a close and the arena was beginning to 
empty. Against the flow of people leaving the 
hall a slight, athletic figure, anonymously clad in 
tracksters and T-shirt, moved towards the stage. 
At the cordon he flashed an empty hand at the 
security guard, uttered the word 'Press' and was 
moving in the direction of the competitors' 
enclosure before the man had time to respond. 
The officer shook his head as if to clear it .. . 

'Thanks Mr ... er ... that's fine, Mr ... er ... ' 
The unknown pressman lent on the rails of the 

enclosure, for all the world like a Stockman at 
market, and surveyed the remaining climbers. 
He thought for a while ... one in particular 
looked promising. 

Roberto Diaz sat, head bowed, waiting for the 
screaming pain in his forearms to subside so that 
he could unlace his climbing shoes and relieve 
the dreadful pressure on his feet. Success, even, 
as in his case, relative success, hurt. His final 
attempt on the wall had gone well and he had 
topped out - not fast, but quickly enough to 
qualify for a place in the Final next day. Despite 
this achievement he felt curiously dissatisfied; 
for in a sense he had already attained his only 
realistic goal. How well could he expect to do 
against the five other competitors in the final? 
Last place? Fourth or fifth if a couple of the 
others had bad off days. Tugging with swollen 
fingers at his laces, he felt a tendon shiver in his 
wrist and frowned. 

'You get through OK?' 
Coming from outside the enclosure, the voice 

startled him. He instinctively disliked the 
intrusion but remembered the organizers' 
instructions that competitors were expected to be 
pleasant and co-operative a tall times, particularly 
with members of the Press. The I.C.F. (the 
sports' ruling body) was anxious to preserve its, 
as yet, untarnished image. 

' Yeah. Just scraped in. But tomorrow will be 
different.' 

'Better?' 
'No, harder. Tonight they redesign the wall and 

the climbing will become much more difficult.' 
' Who sets the problems?' 
' You don ' t know?' 
'No idea. ' 
'That's odd, I thought everyone kn\:w; they use 

a computer simulation. Can you believe that? A 
machine will tell us what to climb- it stinks. This 
I think is my last competition, then I go back to 
real climbing.' 
The voice, when it came again, was soft and low 

with a resonant, almost synthetic clarity. 
'Can you win?' 
'No way. Like I said, I only just made the 

Final.' 
Time passed very slowly; though the voice was 

lowered once more, it seemed clearly audible 
above the hubbub in the sports hall and Roberto 
was terrified that someone must have heard it. 
He was wrong, the voice spoke only for him. 

' Want a little help?' 
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Roberto's spine froze and he shuddered 
involuntarily. They had been warned constantly 
that this could happen, but he had never dreamt 
... never. He thought about last place; what was 
better than that. Fifth? Third? Second certainly. 
But why help someone to come second. It didn't 
make any sense. And then there were the tests. 
Anyone testing positive would be banned for 
life. Where was the gain? First place? In spite 
of himself, Roberto turned for his first look at the 
voice. 

' Hi. ' 
From a deeply tanned face, piercing blue eyes 

looked deep into his soul. He shivered. 
'I think maybe I shouldn't talk to you.' 
'Hey, why not Roberto? You don't even know 

what kind of help I'm offering. How can you 
refuse to talk to me?' 
'We are told to beon our guard constantly. Now 

there is much money at stake there are many bad 
people about. Maybe you.' 

'Roberto, I said help. I didn't say drugs. Why 
shouldn't help mean better technique or 
equipment? More self belief. All these could 
help you, yet none of them are banned.' 
'Self belief can help me to third or fourth place? 

I don't think so.' 
'So, tell me how you climb when your 

confidence is high?' 
Roberto thought for a few moments. The money 

started at fourth place; third was quite a good 
prize. Had he been wrong in thinking hecoulddo 
no better than last place? He thought some more. 

' Not here.' 
' Where?' 
'Do you have a car? If so, we must go now. We 

have only an hour's free time, the rest of the 
evening we are chaperoned like innocent virgins.' 
'Don't worry, we have all the time in the world. 

Come.' 
Amidst the showbiz hullaballoo promoting the 

following day's attractions, Roberto and his 
companion slipped from the sports complex 
unnoticed. Outside a searching wind scoured the 
city, dragging ragged clouds relentlessly across 
the sky. It felt cold and Roberto was glad when 
the stranger indicated a car and they got in . In 
silence they threaded their way through the rush 
hour traffic and turned west along the Otley 
Road. Immediately Roberto knew where they 
were going. For him the journey was a miserable 
experience, compared· to which the gradual 
tightening of pre-competition nerves would have 
been a blessed relief. Inside his head a hundred 
voices shouted, • ... you're wrong, don't do it ... ', 
yet always through the chaos came a quiet 
reminder:' ... but what if ... '. His discomfort was 
further increased by the gnawing peristaltic 
spasms in his abdomen. Fortunately his new 
companion showed no inclination to talk and 
they passed through Huby , to the crag. without 
exchanging a word. 
Once over the stile they followed the wall up to 

the crag and Roberto was surprised to notice that 
the wind appeared to have dropped, which was 
strange, Almscliffbeing one of the less sheltered 
crags in the country. A little disconcerted . he 
looked up and saw a climber on Fra11/.:la11ds. hi s 
runners driven horizontal by the wind. yet, around 

the two of them, there wasn't so much as a 
breeze; in fact it now felt quite warm. As they 
reached the foot of the crag, the stranger, scarcely 
pausing to draw breath, soloed Western Front in 
quite impeccable style. Not to be outdone, though 
with one or two reservations about the wisdom of 
such an act, Roberto followed him, competently 
but without elaboration; gritstone was never his 
favourite rock. Sitting alongside his new 
companion, feet dangling over Crack of Doom, 
he knew with great conviction that all was not 
well. For a while they were silent, pleasantly 
warm, with now and then a gentle breeze for 
refreshment, whilst aboutthem the wind shrieked 
and howled like the legions of the dead . Roberto 
suddenly felt the need to pray but couldn't, 
though from somewhere he summoned the 
courage to speak. 

'Well, what sort of help?' 
The stranger pointed south west towards Otley 

Chevin. 
'Look.' 
With stomach churning and a cold hand at his 

heart, Roberto looked. fn place of Caley's 
concentrated charms, a two mile limestone 
escarpment, fully twelve hundred feet high, 
glowed softly in Provern;:al tones. 

'It's yours.' 
The crag shimmered in the golden light and 

even at this distance Roberto fancied he could 
hear the vibrant chittering of cicadas. The stranger 
pointed again, this time sweeping his arm 
northwards . Roberto swung his head round with 
great reluctance; less than a mile away, a huge 
river of ice fell astonishingly from the sky. 
Bristling with soaring milk blue pillars and 
fantastic castellated overhangs, the icefal I radiated 
a stealthy, caressing chill across the drab fields 
be.tween. 

' And this. ' 
Frightened, he turned west again and a wave of 

fragrance broke over him , filling his nostrils with 
the scent of thyme and mediterranean pine. 
Another wave followed and he gasped as his 
throat sparkled with the kiss of an icy 'demi'. 

' Bonjour monsieur. ' 
He looked down to the foot of the crag. A young 

woman, maybe sixteen or seventeen years old, 
and clearly French, was smiling up at him. Despite 
the wind, she wore only shorts and a cutaway 
vest, that gave just a glimpse of her breasts; long 
dark hair cascaded about her shoulders as she 
moved . Roberto turned to the stranger. 

• And thi s as well? ' 
'Of course. This has always been part of the 

deal.' 
' What else?' 
The stranger repeated the sweeping motion 

with his hand and a 0ashing, tumbling vista of 
unclimbed rock and ice spun before hi s eyes. 
Through it all. the girl smiled on with a hundred 
changing faces. Finally the vision passed and the 
stranger spoke again. 

'One more thing. Victory.' 
'The price?" asked Roberto, 'The price?' 
The stranger looked deep into Roberto 's eyes. 
'Let us,' he said, his voice welling up from the 

rocks beneath,' let us regard it as an investment. ' 
By now the barefoot siren had soloed Wall ol 



Horrors, and was knelt behind Roberto, brushing 
the nape of his neck with her lips. 'He made his 
decision. 

'What must I do?' 
'Win.' 
Back at the hotel, Roberto retired to his room 

complaining of fatigue; in a sense he was telling 
the truth. 

At the Sports Hall, the wall technicians were 
preparing to alter the route in readiness for the 
final the next day. A highly sophisticated 
computer simulation, developed in Japan, was 
used to select and arrange the artificial holds so 
as to provide the desired level of difficulty. The 
program was fed with all the relevant physical 
information concerning the contestants, including 
a strength parameter, usually known, jokingly, 
as the 'grip factor', and in return produced a 
printout showing the correct type and alignment 
of holds required. Sadly, there was little room for 
creativity. 

With the circus now departed, the two 
technicians were alone in the cavernous gulf of 
the competition hall. 
'What grade is it tomorrow then?' asked the first 

technician. 
' 7b/c, depending on height around the norm,' 

said the second. 
'Sounds interesting. Where's the crux?' 
'Where it should be - the last two moves.' 
Leaving the machine to finish processing the 

data, the two technicians began sorting holds in 
preparation for final installation on the wal I. 
Neither of them noticed a shadow detach itself 
from the rear of the wall and drift over to the 
computer. In seconds the figure had rapidly hit 
a very precise sequence of keys and disappeared 
from sight. 
The following morning, Roberto awoke feeling 

curiously refreshed and strong, with not the 
slightest hint of the previous day's tendonitis 
revealing itself in his morning warm up routine. 
The visit to Almscliff, though not forgotten, was 
consigned to the darkest recesses of his mind. 
Unusually, for a competition morning, he ate a 
hearty breakfast. 

However, at the Sports Hall, things were not 
running so smoothly and the two wall technicians 
were in trouble. An official competition scrutineer 
had spotted anomalies in the arrangement of the 
crux holds and a thorough investigation was now 
under way. The results of the investigation, 
when they arrived, were problematical to say the 
least. 
'How many holds are involved? ' 
'Four.' 
' Have you re-run the actual hold sequence 

through the programme?' 
'Yes, of course.' 
'What grade does it give?' 
There followed an uncomfortable pause .... .. . 
'9a or 9b, depending on height around the 

norm.' 
'That's impossible.' 
'To all intents and purposes, yes.' 
'What can we do?' 
'Now? Nothing. It's too late. We'll just have 

to run the competition as normal but judge it only 
on performance up to those last holds. Nobody 
will be able to top out, so it won't make any 
difference. ' 

'And if anyone finds out?' 
'It'll be the last competition we organize. So 

nobody must find out. Destroy that printout and 
modify the program so that it looks like a 
construction error. If anyone challenges, we' ll 
offer a rebuild- but we mustn't lose this contract.' 
By shortly afternoon the hall was full to capacity 

and buzzing with the traditional razzmatazz of a 
big event. Favour sellers moved amongst the 
crowds while the warm up events took place, one 

of which, the roped simultaneous pairs, proved 
to be extremely popular, with several long falls. 
One by one the six contestants in the final, four 

men and two women, began to assemble in the 
competitors enclosure. So far had women's 
climbing advanced that there were no longer 
separate categories for the two sexes, a fact, the 
l.C.F. was not slow to boast, which made climbing 
unique in competitive sport. Unlike the early 
days of competition climbing, when competitors 
were cooped up in a holding room during the 
contest, admittedly with access to good warm-up 
facilities, modem I.C.F. competitions placed 
everything firmly up front. Financial constraints 
dictated that every possible second of advertising 
time be utilised. A sponsor's logo worn in a 
holding room was invisible to the pervasive eye 
of the TV camera, and thus anathema to the ad
man. So the rules were altered - and if the 
competitions were now a little less fair than 
previously, few objecting voices were raised and 
those that were readily subsided under the weight 
of an extra nought or two on the bottom line. The 
competitors themselves soon became accustomed 
to the idea that starting position, decided by a 
bl ind pre-competition draw, might confer a slight 
advantage. Some actually came to prefer the 
sustained adrenalin surge produced by a continued 
presence on stage to the solitary contemplative 
horror of the holding room. Thus, as the 
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contestants went through their warm-up routines, 
the atmosphere in the big hall grew more highly 
charged by the minute and the film crews made 
good use of the time to ensure maximum exposure 
for the smallest sporting billboards in the world. 
In contrast to the qualifying rounds, l.C.F. finals 
were' sudden death' events, with each competitor 
having only one attempt. On hearing the 
announcement of the starting order, Roberto 
could hardly believe his luck: he had been drawn 
last. He settled back as the contest began. 

All the contestants dealt comfortably with the 
lower sections of the wall, though the French 
champion, Laurent Hauteur and the American 
champion, Nikki Fontayne, who climbed first 
and second respectively, both incurred time faults. 
However, none of them, as the organizers had 
expected, could manage the final moves. This in 
itself was not surprising because, as yet, there 
were no recorded routes with a technical grade of 
9a/b. Though in a moment of high drama, which 
caused more than one heart to flutter, the English 
champion, Claudia Brookes, climbing next to 
last, actually commenced the final moves before 
falling off. This superb effort gave her a leading 
position in the competition. 

In the enclosure, Roberto was a picture of 
serenity, spurning, despite repeated requests, the 
use of warm-up facilities. This was something 
previously unheard of in a World Championship. 
Finally his turn came and he was tying on at the 

foot of the wall even as the announcer called his 
name. 

'Ladies and gentlemen, from Colombia, the 
final contestant Roberto Diaz. Quiet please!' 

Roberto started climbing. The lower moves 
were just routine 6b/6c and with the benefit of the 
favoured last position, Roberto, climbing as well 
as he 'd ever done, moved steadily up the wall. 
The audience, who'd already decided that he 
would never improve on Claudia's performance, 
watched politely but without any real enthusiasm. 
However, as Roberto neared the unclimbed 
section and it became apparent that a good time, 
and with it the possibility of second or third 
place, was within his reach, the audience became 
increasingly vocal in their support. Just below 
the crux he reached a semi-resting position, from 
which he could see the difficulties ahead. He 
rested alternate arms from a one finger pocket 
and chalked up. 

The crowd, sensing he was going to make an 
attempt, fell into respectful silence. Roberto 
looked up; to him the moves looked plainly 
impossible but he had to try. Running his feet 
high off the pocket, he felt his arms begin to 
pump and the sweat burst out on his forehead. 
The next hold was at full arms length beneath the 
overhang and was shaped like a downward 
pointing nipple; only Claudia had been able to 
touch it but she couldn't hang on. Without 
knowing why, Roberto changed hands in the 
pocket and, twisting his body, reached through 
with his wrong hand for the nipple. The reach 
went on for ever but somehow he made it. To his 
amazement, the nipple felt like a jug. He was 
completely unaware of the growing murmur of 
excitement in the hall. As he reached the nipple 
his feet swung off and he hung in a crucifix 
position. The crowd waited for him to fall. 
Instead he swung his feet through facing outwards 
and hooked a cruelly slop ing hold on the lip of 
the overhang. One more move. He looked up 
and saw the French girl smiling out at him from 
the wall. Reaching through with his left hand to 
share on the hook, he let go of the nipple and 
pulled. With strength flooding in waves through 
his body, he dynoed for a finger slot, the last hold 
on the wall. At the exact moment that his foot lost 
its grip on the hook, his right hand hit the slot; he 
pulled again and was up. The hall erupted. 
Roberto felt another wave of power, then the 
wall seemed to ebb and flow in front of him and 
his eyes began to mist over. 'Big effort,' he 
thought, and called out ... 

' Down.' 
The organizers were completely shattered by 

Roberto's achievement and also concerned about 
the way he was slumped in his harness. The 
audience was in an absolute uproar. 
As soon as Roberto touched down the medical 

officer was at his side. The organizers waited 
anxiously as he examined the prostrate climber. 
After about five minutes, the medic returned to 
the officials' enclosure with a grave face. 

'Well, how is he?' 
'You won't like this.' 
'Never mind. How is he?' 
'He's dead.' 
Suddenly they were surrounded by an awful 

veil of silence as the rest of the hall seemed to 
disappear. 

'This had better not be some kind of a joke. 
What do you mean, he's dead?' 

The medic seemed to struggle for words ... 
'It's just as I said ... he 's dead.' 
'But he can't be. What caused it? Did he say 

anything before he died?' 
., 'Very little really, hardly made any sense at 

all.' 
'But what was it?' 
' .. . the price is always the same ... ' 
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PROFILE: Patrick B8rhault 
Patrick Berhault was a jury member at the Diablerets Film Festival last year. To have him pinned down in 
one place provided an opportunity for an interview that was too good to miss. Berhault is modest and 
unassuming to an almost frustrating degree, but there must be something special beneath the mild exterior, 
which has driven this man to prodigious feats of Alpinism and extreme rock climbing since the mid
'Seventies. With the help of Claude Remy, Mountain tried to find out just what it is . .. 

1977 - Verdon. A young man is climbing 
very fast - racing up some of the hardest 
climbs in the Verdon. At the top of the 
routes he shows no sign of fatigue, he just 
casts aside his big boots (Super-Guides!) 
and his climbing partner, to go for a run in 
the countryside. 
1978: Same place, same young man. He's 
climbing with even greater speed, but now 
he's wearing EB's! Without hesitation, he 
free-climbs past the aid points that the "big 
boys" of the day are still pulling on. The 
famous English duo of Ron Fawcett and Pete 
Livesey, had passed through Verdon the · 
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previous spring, and their influence had 
opened local climbers' eyes to a new world 
of extreme free climbing. 
1979: The same climber still in action. This 
time he's putting up the first 7a routes in the 
Verdon (and in France, with the exception·of 
small crag routes), though the prevailing 
climate, methods and equipment aren't 
much help for this type of performance. 

Sometimes he climbs solo, and without 
any gear he descends Ecureuils to climb up 
Mangoustine or down Demande to climb 
Luna-Bong! Climbing 6c solo at this time is 
absolutely amazing, and harder than 

anything that's been done so far! Not to 
mention the "explosive" speed of his 
climbing. He's not climbing but skimming 
the surface, already dancing ... 

In the Alps, in the Oisans, in Chamonix, 
with the same ease, the same speed, he 
makes child's play of the biggest and 
hardest routes; like the Droites climbed solo 
in 5h30, and many more. Now the alpine 
bush telegraph gets to work; Patrick Berhault 
is the name on everyone's lips ... 

C.R. What inspired you, at the end of the 
70's, to go so fast, and to do so much? 

P.B. It's quite simple really; I wanted to do 
it and I felt ready for these "adventures". I 
was training intensively every day; doing 
pull ups and going for runs after climbing . I 
particularly remember one winter climb in 
the Oisans, with Patrick Edlinger. We were 
training together every day at that time. Our 
winter ascent of the "ice plaque" route on 
the North-West Face of the Ailefroide, took a 
total of 23 hours round trip. That night, 
when we got back to the friends we were 
staying with, Patrick said quietly: "We didn't 
do our training today, there's about an hour 
left. Shall we?" He would have too, it made 
us laugh, it was a challenge. But we didn't 
dare - everyone was asleep! This goes to 
show how strong our motivation was at that 
time, we were really keen. Training every 
day gave me a good "edge" for some 
climbs, and a different viewpoint from what 
was generally accepted at that time. I never 
wanted to go particularly fast, or to "beat 
the clock", as they say. I was just really fit 
and light. Naturally, speed was 
automatically the result, but it was never a 
question of racing. I was doing this 
"preparation" and at the same time doing a 
daily "self analysis". I knew exactly where I 
was at, which gave me confidence. 

Having an edge and climbing 6c in 1979, 
though incredible, was still conceivable on 
good rock, but you can't say the same for 
some of your mixed routes in the Alps, can 
you? 

True, the climbing just isn't the same. You 
have to be careful - crag gradings do not 
follow the same rules as those for mountain 
routes or even in some cases long rock 
routes. The grades must accommodate 
changing temiin and conditions. AV+ 
climb, switched to friable or icy rock, could 
easily equate with Vic or more. I suppose 
the same applies if, instead of having a 
strong bolt at waist level, you have shaky 
protection a few metres below you . The 
same goes for snow and ice conditions, 
which are even more changeable and 
difficult to predict. Mountains aren't easy to 
quantify. I feel that the main thing is to be 
able to adapt yourself to the changing 
terrain that you may encounter both as a 
mountaineer and a rock climber. You will 
find some people who are able to adapt, at 
their own level, to all sorts of climbs, and 
others panicking completely at the mere 
thought of being out of their normal 
element. The people who panic won't know 
what to do when faced with unforeseen 
problems. 
Climbing and mountaineering is all about 

adventure and adapting where there is often 
an element of risk arid surprise, which you 
have to try and face - that's part of the game. 
Of course everyone sets his own rules and 
his personal limits. We're all free, but we 



"I was one of the lea.st defiant but now I am one of the few remaining signatories (to The 
Manifesto of the Nineteen) not to have become caught up in the competition system." 

can't always do what we want. 

Reinhold Messner, amongst others, forecast 
the evolution in climbing (The Seventh 
Grade), which you rationalized and took to 
the extreme; it can't be easy being a 
pioneer? 

Experiencing new things, looking for 
solutions (within the scope of my ability), 
originality, creativity and adventure are what 
interest me most. They're not all that hard 
to find so I'm very lucky and I derive a great 
deal of pleasure from them. 
To be one of the "forerunners", to take part 

in a "revolution", can of course create 
problems in relations with other people. As 
with climbing and mountaineering, there are 
solutions to be found again using your 
capacity to analyse and adapt. To put it 
simply - instead of rock, ice, cold and 
altitude - you have to come to terms with 
people. 

What made you take the initiative and create 
this new dynamism? 

Simply by "doing". I wasn't looking to 
create any dynamism, I was just keen to be 
climbing and mountaineering, so I went and 
did it. The important thing is to "do what 
you want the way you want", the rest comes 
easily; if people like what you're doing, if 
they're interested, the dynamics come of 
their own accord. While we're on the 
subject, I wasn't the only one doing this; 
other people helped the climbing evolution 
in France: Jean-Pierre Bouvier - nicknamed 
"La Mouche" (the fly), Christian Guyomar 
and of course, Patrick Ed linger, with whom I 
was climbing a lot. 

However, to tackle the high standards 
already being climbed in Britain and in the 
USA, I threw myself into climbing every day. 
In France, at that time, this was neither 
commonplace nor easy. So that I wouldn't 
have too many material and financial 
worries, once my military service was over 
(not before time), my parents gave me a lot 
of help for a while, which was lucky; it 
helped me with the first of my 
mountaineering ventures. 

At the beginning of the 80's you were 
projected onto the international 
mountaineering scene. That's when you 
became involved in a lot of different things. 
Why did you diversify like that instead of 
concentrating on one thing, for example 
high standard rock climbing, like Edlinger? 

I like everything about climbing and 
mountains. As I explained to you, I like 
discovering and experiencing new things, 
therefore I like change . To concentrate on a 
single style doesn't interest me, I would feel 
restricted , I rate my freedom too highly. 

Everyone's life is different but for me it's a 
constant search for adaptation to the 
environment. My activities in the Alps form 
only a part of this search . 
To return to the 80's, I made one day winter 

ascents, did linked climbs, the most original 
at the time being the South Face of the Fou 
and the Direct on the Drus returning to 
Chamonix the same day and linking climbs 
by hang-glider with Jean-Marc Boivin . 
There were expeditions too. I know I didn't 
succeed at everything, but I did learn a lot. It 
was a good game, and most interesting! 

During these years you started working with 

Above: Berhault in a still from a documentary about British climbers on Snell's Field in the 
early 'seventies . .. seriously from the Pre - history sequence in Grimpeur Etoile. All 
uncredited photos: Berhault collection. Below: Rock athlete - sight flashing a 7c at Leysin. 
Photo: Claude Remy. 

the media and manufacturers, writing books, 
making films and so on. Were you able to 
make a decent living? 

Things went pretty well for me, I was lucky. 
Without actually trying to make a living from 
it, my achievements prompted several 
proposals which helped a lot, and now I 
make a good living from it. But the way I 
operate has not changed, and I'm not 
prepared to sell myself for financial gain. 
The most important thing is friendship, 
freedom, your immediate environment and 
the love you have for what you're doing. 
Somewhere in amongst all that is money 
which, though obviously necessary to live in 
this world, takes second place. If financial 
gain is not put in its proper place, it takes on 
a very bitter taste. The prospect of poverty, 
however, compared with some things, 
doesn't alarm me. 

In 1983 you and Christiane started living 
together, and shortly after this Coralie (1984) 
was born and now Flore (1989). Has this 
changed your attitude as a climber and 
mountaineer? 

Obviously, my commitments to Christiane, 
Coralie and Flore have reduced the 
frequency of my trips. The hardest thing for 
me now, when I go off on expeditions, is to 
leave them. But they haven't fundamentally 
changed my attitude. It's true that my 
approach to risk taking has changed, but 
these changes had already begun for 
various reasons, well before Christiane and 
Coralie came along. 

First of all with regard to myself, to behave 
rashly, voluntarily disregarding all danger, 
though able to perceive it, to know it, to be 
aware of it, just didn't interest me any more 
and seemed absurd. It showed a lack of 
intelligence and respect. With regard to 
those close to me, it seemed far too selfish. 
With regard to the mountain itself, a silent 
dialogue takes place. The mountain teaches 
us what it is made of, what can happen 
within it, at such and such a time and for 
such and such a reason, and in my opinion, 
we should out of respect for ourselves and · 

for our surroundings, learn to function as 
well as possible in harmony with what we 
know. I find this more interesting and 
exciting. By this, I don't mean that I avoid 
risk but there's risk and risk and the nuance 
makes all the difference. 

Shortly before the official organization of 
competition climbing, you and a group of 
climbers signed the Manifesto of the 19. 
When competition climbing took off, you 
found you were alone in keeping to the 
terms of your manifesto and you still haven't 
taken part in any competitions. Can you 
'give us a few details about what took place 
and the stand you took? 

When it was suggested to me (by Parisian 
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climbers for the most part) to sign this 
manifesto, I just did it to support them and 
out of friendship, but I didn't attach that 
much importance to it. The important thing 
for me was our attitude not just our 
signatures; what we were going to do and 
not do. If I didn 't want to take part in 
competitions then no one was going to force 
me to, not even Mr Money or Mrs Glory. But 
these people seemed so motivated and 
convinced by the importance of this act, that 
I decided to sign it. In fact, now when I think 
about it, I have to smile. I was one of the 
least defiant but now I am one of the few 
remaining signatories not to have become 
caught up in the competition system . And 
believe me, it's not likely that I will - I'm fine 
as I am. 
That said, climbing is also a statement of 

freedom; to each his own "trip" . People 
who feel the need to do it should go ahead 
and do it, and so much the better if they get 
pleasure out of it. 

I am not an anti-competition protester. 
When I'm asked why I don't do it I just 
explain, that's all. 

Each individual analyses his feelings and 
gets on whichever 'bandwagon' he wants -
especially as up till now, people taking the 
decision have been adult. Today the 
increased awareness of climbing as an 
activity and the desire for greater efficiency 
means kids start climbing very young at 
schools, so it's a different story - complete 
freedom of choice has become an issue 
once more. 

Even before the advent of competition 
climbing you were one of the rare top 
standard rock climber-mountaineers who, 
along with Wolfgang Giillich to mention but 
one, have shown that there is more to 
climbing than just competitions and safe 
clip-ups. But almost all European climbers 
seem to have been caught up in this 
"designer climbing" trend. Do you think 
that young people have any other 
alternatives? What are they? 

Of course there are many alternatives. But 
that's not the point: young people seem to 
want to rock climb to the exclusion of all 
other activities - it's the be all and end all. 
That's where the problem lies. 

It would seem that competition climbing is 
the obvious road to take, the easy option, 
but it is restrictive - it fits in well with the 
classic vision of society. In fact, rock 
climbing and mountaineering are leisure 
activities, 'extras' in our lives, but not our 
whole lives. They are 'extras' to a basic way 
of life, life enhancers. If though, to obtain 
these 'extras' you threaten the core of your 
existence then the 'extras' become 'deficits'. 

People think that all I do is climb. That's 
completely false . I spend all day working on 
an old farm and only climb for an hour in the 
evenings on a boulder in the forest above 
my house once I've finished working. This is 
enough to maintain my level so that I can 
get completely involved once or twice a year 
for a longer period, in my current projects. 
There are many: shows, films, putting up 
new routes, expeditions, new experiences; 
creativity and adventure in all its forms. The 
variety is immense. You have to be 
motivated, rack your brains, not get trapped 
into worrying about the media and financial 
interests of a venture. You must pay more 
attention to what you want to do and the 
pleasure you get out of it. The only 
remaining problem is what to choose. 

For over ten years you made regular 
innovations in the alpine world but with 
extreme discretion. There were the first la 's 
and 7b's in France, audacious solos, linked 
routes, the dance-climbing shows and your 
recent success on Shisha Pangma. With this 
climb you made a revolutionary innovation, 
acclimatising at home using special 
equipment and a medical team. 

As I said before, I'm always interested in 
new concepts. Although the normal route on 
Shisha Pang ma is technically 



Patrick Berhault is a man of many parts, not 
least in theatre and film. 
Opposite Page: Scenes from the film 
Grimpeur Etoile . Top: The Ballet Classique 
with Pascale Noel. Bottom: Burlesque. 
Above: Bouldering at St Jeannet. 
Right: On the climbing wall he has 
constructed in his home village in the 
Auvergne. 
Below Right: "We are all free . . . " 

straightforward, the summit is still over 
8000m and I would need to be properly 
acclimatised. 
A few years ago, I worked away from home 

a lot. I was still really keen to climb during 
my breaks but I couldn't just turn round and 
disappear into the mountains for two or 
three weeks as soon as I got home, to get 
properly acclimatised for the things I wanted 
to do. It would have been unfair to my 
family. So I looked for a way to train for 
altitude rather like you train for rock 
climbing, only instead of bouldering or 
working out 011 a climbing wall, you would 
spend an hour or so breathing rarefied air. 
This would enable people with "normal" 
jobs and little time at their disposal, to climb 
at altitude with more pleasure and safety. It 
had the potential to interest a lot of people. 
I talked about it to a doctor who was very 

enthusiastic. He contacted a sports research 
team, working in a hospital, and together, 
they put together a research programme. I 
tested the idea, firstly in hospital, then in the 
field . That, briefly, is the story of Shisha 
Pang ma. I found it a very rewarding 
experience: I was testing a new system, - it 
was in a way, an adventure within an 
adventure; I had never been to Tibet which 
is a fantastic country, neither had I reached 

8000 metres on a Himalayan giant before. It 
was marvellous! I had everything I wanted, 
so many new things at once! 

For some time you seemed to be "eclipsed" 
by Edlinger. Was this because you had 
settled away from climbing circles? 

I chose a remote country region, close to my 
roots, which appealed to me right from the 
start. I worked on the farm a lot to set up 
our new life, which luckily happens to suit 
Christiane and the kids down to the ground. 
What I love about Chabreloche is living so 
close to nature. One often forgets that 
nature is the Great Provider. So I have 
learnt another way of life or rather a new art; 
that of being as self-sufficient as possible 
with the land and the animals . For some 
years I've had this extra freedom which I had 
dreamt of sirce I was a child . 

With the years, is climbing moving away 
from you? 

Not at all, I still love it, but for me climbing 
comes second to my home life, to our farm. 
It's mostly a leisure activity but also partly 
professional as I'm developing climbing in 
the region for interested local authorities. 
But I try to devote some time to more 
personal projects once or twice a year. 

What of the future? 

I hope the rural life of my village doesn't die, 
and I want to work the farm! 

Patrick Berhault was born in 1958. He is 
currently a technical consultant for: Frendo: 
ropes; Camp: climbing and mountaineering 
equipment; La Sportiva: climbing and 
mountaineering boots. 
He is co-author of a book and collection of 
photographs, with B.Giani : - Les Gestes de 
/'Escalade - Glenat publishers 1986, and has 
acted in nearly 20 films and dance/climbing 
shows including: Voie Express (Laurent 
Chevalier), 1979; Overdon (Jean-Paul 
Jansen), 1980; Devers (Laurent Chevalier), 
1981; Paroi en Coulisses (Laurent Chevalier), 
1983; Pirates (Roman Polanski) 1985; 
Metamorphoses (Bruno Soldini), 1987; 
Meteores (Guy Meauxoone), 1987; Grimpeur 
Etoile (Laurent Chevalier), 1989. 

41 



COMPETITIONS 
Compiled by Chris Gore 

The closed season for the UIAA World Cup is 
from December to A pri I. This gives a free period 
to all those who wish to set up their own private 
competitions without having to worry about 
clashing with the World Cup dates. It is also a 
period when climbers can have a little pre
competition practise in readiness for the World 
Cup circuit. 
Of the major competitions that have taken place 

so far this year, Berey and Brian1,on (both in 
France) were the two major venues . Of 
importance to British climbers was the 
competition set up by Bendcrete at Olympia in 
London. This was used for selection of the 
British team members for the first UIAA 
competition to be held in Vienna in April. 

Alongside the Arco Rock Masters, Berey is 
probably the most prestigious event of the 
competition year. Entry to compete is by invite 
only; the 20 - 30 contestants, men and women, 
being chosen on the previous year's results . 
This year at Berey was a change from the norm; 

for the men there were not only ' on-sight ' routes 
but also 'work ' routes . The on-sight route was 
tackled first , then the work route which had been 
practised three days earlier. These were 
considered the semi-final routes. The six highest 
climbers from the on-sight route then went on to 
the final , which was another on-sight route. The 
positions were then assessed on the climber who 
had the lowest number of points, e.g. 3 firsts, 3 
points. (Confused? Well, so were the climbers!) 
The women had a more normal system, having 

to climb an on-sight route and then a Super Final 
in the event of tied placings. As usual all this 
climbing took place on one day. 

Predictably the women ' s event went off fairly 
smoothly with both Lynn Hill and Isabelle 
Patissier climbing the first route and then going 
on to the Super Final, which was a closely fought 
battle. Lynn Hill managed to make a few extra 
moves which won her the competition . Nanette 
Raybaud came in third. 
In the men's competition Stefan Glowacz, Didier 

Raboutou, J.B. Tri bout (who has recently signed 
up with Troll and Cousin after his contract with 
Mammut finished) and Jerry Moffatt all flashed 
the first route. Each received 1 point for their 
efforts. The second route was the ' work ' route. 
This was the one which they had practised 3 days 
previously and now had to redpoint. Moffatt, 
Raboutou and Glowacz all topped out with 
Tribout narrowly missing the chain. 
The top six from the first route-went through to 

the final on-sight route. It was thus evident that . 
the route had been pitched at too low a standard · 
for today ' s top climbers. Fortunately this was 
not the case for the Final route. None of the 
climbers managed to get all the way up it although 
Tribout gained the most height followed by 
Moffatt, Glowacz and Raboutou. 

So who, amongst these top four who had been 
fighting it out all the way, had won? The audience 
thought that Tri bout had won. So did many of the 
watching climbers. He probably had climbed 
more metres than anyone else. Unfortunately for 
him the system worked otherwise and Jerry 
Moffatt with 2 firsts and a 2nd won the 
competition followed by Glowacz, then Tribout 

42 

The scene at the Bendcrete Climbing Competition at Olympia , London . 
Photo: Dave Willis (Eric Whitehead Photography). 

and Raboutou. 
At Brian1,on the competition wall is permanently 

maintained by the French as their very own 
competition training wall and it must be said that 
they like to keep it to themselves. The wall is 
made up of panels with permanent holds that can, 
in fact , be memorised. Although the movable 
holds are changed for the competition, climbers 
that have had previous experience of the wall are 
at a distinct advantage. 
Jerry Moffatt made an attempt to even out this 

advantage one month before the competition at 
Brian1,on but was not allowed to climb on the 
wall. He found out later that Didier Raboutou 
and JB Tri bout had in fact been allowed to climb 
on the wall after his visit, a slightly biased 
attitude by the French, one might think. 

This notwithstanding, Moffatt entered the 
competition and along with Raboutou completed 
the qualification route. The next day Moffatt 
completed the final followed by Yugi Hirayama, 
with Raboutou 3rd. As ever Lynn Hill won the 
women's event followed by Corinne Labrune 
and Luisa Jovane. · 
It seems that the French may have done better if 

they 'd let the foreigners onto the climbing wall -
it might have confused them! 

And so on to the Bendcrete competition at 
Olympia. Bendcrete were first approached by 
Tasse Exhibitions to put on a climbing 
competition at the Cyclex exhibition (bicycles) 
as they felt it would be a good draw for the 
exhibition. Albeit with a lack of sponsors (apart 
from DMM and Faces for the prize money) 
Bendcrete decided to go ahead with the 
competition at great expense to themselves . 
The competition attracted over 50 men and 15 

women entrants, the best attendance we' ve had 
fora British based competition. Many of Britain 's 
top climbers attended with the notable exception 
of our own World Champion Simon Nadin, who 

felt he was not fit enough to do justice to the 
event; (I imagine he was still taking a well earned 
rest after the rigours of last year). His agent, 
however, was telling people Simon had a bad 
hand. (The climbing world has heard too many 
excuses to believe stories like that!) 

On the first day of the competition all the men 
had to climb a qualification route at E6 6b 
(British) . Of those who were most successful , 
Mark Leach fell jumping for the chain (he actually 
grabbed it but couldn ' t hold on); Tony Ryan 
came very close but popped a cartilage near the 
top (he has since undergone surgery for the 
injury); John Arran climbed most of the way to 
the last bolt but then climbed down again when 
he found he couldn't clip it(!); Graham Desroy 
(Team DR Climbing Walls) , climbed in hippy 
disguise [it' s not a disguise -Ed.] due to the 
necessity of having to wear a Bendcrete vest, 
speed climbed the route to very near the top, and 
then ran out of strength . It was thus left to visiting 
Frenchman Jean Caberet (a born showman) and 
our own Jerry Moffatt to complete the route. 
On the following day all 15 women climbed in 

an instant Final. It was good to see so many 
British women taking part and it proved an 
exciting event with so many new faces that 
nobody really knew who was going to win. 
Jill Gardinier was one of the first women to get 

high on the wall. After a nervous start she was 
egged on by the crowd and responded to their 
encouragement. Celia Bull equalled Gardinier ' s 
effort via some very strenuous moves which the 
other women managed to avoid by using their 
feet! Patra Vencelj (Yugoslavia) came very 
close to finishing the route but pumped out on the 
last moves. It was left to Felicity Butler who 
managed an equal first in the DR National 
competition last year to show the way. She made 
the route look very easy (E4 Sc) and was a 
deserving winner. 



French Move Goalposts at Brian(:on 
Problems for British Team Selectors 

Jeny Moffatt playing the game and winning - here at Olympia as well as Brianron. 
Photo.Dave Willis. 

As this competition was to be the decider for the 
British team, the BMC needed to choose the top 
two competitors from the women 's final. One 
was easy - that was Felicity Butler; but two was 
going to be a little more difficult as Jill Gardinier 
and Celia Bull had tied for third place. Fortunately 
for the BMC Jill and Celia decided that the best 
solution was to climb the men 's final route after 
the men had completed their competition. The 
outcome of this was that Celia Bull managed to 
win her place on the team by a finger's distance. 

The men's final was to be climbed in reverse 

order of the previous day's results - the best 
would go last. The route setters told us the route 
was E7 6c (8a) which is the standard used for 
most international competitions. There seemed 
to be a sticking point halfway up the wall where 
many fell; the likes of Ian Vincent, Dave 
Cuthbertson, Andy Swan all did so here; it wasn't 
until the mighty Glen Sutcliffe climbed past 
everyone's high point that the audience began to 
sec some new moves. The quote of the 
competition must go to Glen Sutcliffe upon his 
descent to the ground in the semi-finals. on· 

STOP PRESS: Vienna Results . 
Men: 1- J.Godoffe (F), 2- J .Moffatt (GB), 3 
equal - C.Brasco (ESP),F Lombard (F).(Nadin 
5th). 
Women: 1- A. Raybaud (F), 2- L.Hill (USA), 
3- R.Erbysfield (USA). 

being told he was in third place (after many of the 
best climbers had already performed) and stated 
"it doesn't say much for the state of British 
climbing if I'm third." 

The last three to go were Mark Leach, Jean 
Caberet and Jerry Moffatt, in that order. Leach 
was having some problems on one of the lower 
moves when his feet slipped; he managed to hold 
on but was obviously thrown and couldn't regain 
concentration, his feet slipped again and he fell. 
Caberet, without making a song and dance about 
it, managed to get to Sutcliffe's high point but 
after having some difficulty in this area he fell 
just one move higher. It was finally left to 
Moffatt to show the way. After two wins in 
recent competitions he was expected to do well 
and the crowd was not to be disappointed. After 
cruising past other competitors' high points 
Moffatt went on to finish the route in fine style. 

The competition went off very well as far as 
most people were concerned, although there 
were two incidents that occurred over the weekend 
that affected the organisers and the BMC. 

The first of these was when one of the route 
judges had to be rescued after his harness came 
undone. The somewhat shaken judge insisted 
that his harness was correctly fastened but Ian 
Parsons of Faces (the manufacturer of the 
harness) , having made exhaustive tests on the 
actual harness involved, blamed human error. 

The other occurrence was the filming of the 
competition by On the'line for BBC 2. These 
crew wanted to highlight the controversy 
surrounding competition climbing - old hat you 
may say, but this was a new controversy about 
why the BMC haven't set up more competitions 
and why they are not more actively promoting 
competitions in a commercial sense. 

As those of us in the climbing world know, the 
BMC are a representative body for British 
mountaineering and not a commercially based 
enterprise whose sole aim is to promote 
competitions. It is very disturbing and annoying 
when journalists from outside the climbing 
fraternity distort the truth and make up a story 
that they think will be popular with the general 
public without a thought to the consequences 
within the sport. 

The BMC is actively supporting climbing 
competitions but is also actively involved in a 
plethora of other facets of climbing that require 
equal or greater support. If television wants to 
see something happening with climbing 
competitions they should be looking more to 
themselves for a source of problems than to the 
BMC. 

[Editorial Comment: You can't have your cake 
and eat it. If competition climbing wants to he 
recognised as a proper sport and adopt a high 
profile. it must take the consequences - the rough 
with the smooth of the real world outside. 
Percei, •edjournalistic injustice will he the least 
o{its problems in the years to come. The B.M.C., 
howe,·er. must make it's role clearer to the 
media. the public and climbers too if it wants to 
al'{)id the flak. It must he seen to he solely a 
gm·emi11g hody remm-eclfrom the financial and 
rnmmercial aspects of' rhe sport. B.C.N.] 
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BOOKS 

The Himalayan Experience 
by Jonathan Chester 
Harrap £12.95 

This compact and colourful 
guide to the Himalaya offers a 
remarkable variety of essential 
information for someone 
planning a first visit to a 
Himalayan country. Unlike a 
reference book, it is easy to read 
and helps the reader to very 
quickly (a criticism?) form an 
impression of what to expect. 
Its soft cover and excellent 
colour photographs give the 
appearance of a holiday 
magazine, but one well suited 
for a coffee table. Despite its 
lack of depth on any one topic, it 
provides a holistic overview of 
the region which is both 
comprehensive and attractive. 
The book is divided into four 
main parts. The first is 
dedicated to the history of 
Himalayan exploration. Part two 
is aimed at potential trekkers, at 
whom the book is primarily 
targetted. This section covers 
the basic considerations for 
anyone anticipating a trekking 
holiday, from "fitness" to 
"cultural considerations". Parts 
three and four encompass the 
fundamental facts on the 
geography, climate, history, 
culture, languages, peoples and 
nations of the Himalaya. There 
are useful tips on how to obtain 
trekking permits, areas to visit 
for trekking (but only a brief 
description of the major treks), 
and suggestions of what to and 
what not to do. A number of 
short personal tales by well 
known Himalayan habitues (e.g. 
Doug Scott and Greg Child) 
inject added insight and flavour 
to Jonathan Chester's own easy 
and informative style. The guide 
is rounded off by maps, 
addresses of major trekking 
companies worldwide, lists of 
trekking peaks, reference 
reading and a glossary of useful 
Urdu, Hindi and Tibetan words. 
All in all, a very helpful book for 
those about to go or still 
dreaming of having been to the 
Himalaya. In just an hour or 
two, you make the complete 
tour of the Himalaya without a 
blister or an aching limb in sigN, 
John Porter 

The Himalayan Journal. 
Volume 45 1987-88. 
Hon. Editor S. Mehta; Hon . 
Assistant Editor Harish Kapadia. 
Himalayan Club. OUP Delhi, 
London, New York. 

Readers may wonder at times 
from whence the base of 
information on climbs c!nd 
related matters in the Himalaya 
comes . News stories are often 
the result of contacts with 
participants, but of necessity 
much detail comes later, which 
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is understandable when it is 
realised that in India alone there 
have been nearly two hundred 
expeditions a year in recent 
times. Roughly three-fifths of 
these have usually been Indian. 
For a long time the Himalayan 
Journal has tried to give good 
coverage of recent activities in 
India, and to have articles 
covering more important 
mountaineering in adjacent 
states. In practice it is better on 
India, and less comprehensive 
on Nepal, other small areas like 
Bhutan, Tibet or Sinkiang and 
Pakistan. It is nevertheless a 
vital source. 

One of the charms of the 
journal is that it never fails to 
surprise in a manner lost to 
many more modern magazines. 
It serves its members and other 
readers by delving into a great 
quantity of high mountain 
esoterica, with present and 
historical accounts of activities 
in areas little known to most. 
Number 45 is no exception . 
Harish Kapadia tries an update 
on first ascents in Central 
Garhwal and Kumaon, Simon 
Richardson summarizes on 
Kishtwar-padar and others 
undertake similar exercises 
elsewhere. Most have useful 
little maps and some are 
illustrated with panoramic 
photos which have become a 
feature of the H.J.'s stock in 
trade. These last are invaluable 
to foreigners denied access to 
the military maps available to 
the armed forces. They artf a 
distinct help if used alongside 
copies of old Survey of India 
maps still available to us. This 
type of material is essential to 
those seeking new objectives. 

Always some articles delve 
below the surface of the 
Himalayan past. Major R.C.A. 
Edge recalls his initiation to the 
Indian Survey and with it the 
onset of surveyors' blues where 
"Nothing seemed to be where it 
ought to be and the scale of the 
country was so vast that 
definable detail seemed almost 
totally absent." 

Younger folk might be 
surprised by the sheer extent of 
the ascents recorded by the 
Inda-Tibetan Border Police from 
1970 - 1988. Included are at 
least 24 first ascents of sizeable 
peaks. Meanwhile Ardito Desio 
attempts to explain the 
complexities of remeasuring 
Everest, K2 and their 
neighbours, re -asserting their 
relative size but making some 
sense of their wayward heights. 
People sometimes display their 
secret tastes and foibles, as 
befits club journals among 
friends. Dr. Charles Houston lets 
out a poem on Nanda Devi, 
looking to heal souls rather than 
bodies . 
Amidst this profusion are solid 

accounts of great feats of 

Himalayan Trek Book 
Badile Update 
Picos de Europa 

modern mountaineering, with 
Venables on the Anglo
American Everest route; 
Menlungtse; Cho Oyu solo in 
winter; the ascent of Rimo 1. 
There is a mass of expedition 
notes, correspondence, book 
reviews and club proceedings. It 
is refreshing to find great 
candidness here, and not a little 
ire. Thus Anjoli Karpe was 
encouraged by Cherie Bremer 
Kemp's Living on the Edge, yet 
criticizes the superficiality of her 
understanding of Hindu women, 
religion and culture. As frequent 
window dressing for thin 
accounts, she underlines a 
common condescension: "A few 
days spent trekking through 
villages, supplemented by 
accounts from books, can hardly 
justify assessments of a whole 
people." 

Elsewhere the practice of 
multiple permits for the same 
climbing route and doubts about 
large sponsorship are equally 
plain . 
The respect with which the 

journal is rightly regarded has 
many causes. A long letter from 
a military officer called to task in 
a previous edition for inaccurate 
reporting is illustrative of the 
clout of the journal. With 
nineteen articles, eight pull-out 
panoramas showing as always 
much that is of interest, as do 
fifty five other photos and the 
numerous maps, there is a 
continuing joy and exhilaration 
in this journal to compliment its 
essential role. 
Paul Nunn 

Badile Sogno nel Granito 
(All the Climbs on the Piz Badile) 
by Renata Rossi 
Edizioni Albatros (price not 
provided) 

This is an up to date guide to 
all the climbs on the Engadine's 
finest rock peak. Thirty-three 
climbs are treated in a detailed 
manner, each being illustrated 
with a detailed topo diagram 
and described by rope-length. 
There are clear black and white 
photographs of each of the 
peak's key faces, beginning from 
the east section of the north-east 
face and progressing anti
clockwise round the mountain. 
Modern (UIAA) grades are 
clearly indicated and equipment 
requirements likewise. 

Particularly welcome should be 
details of the considerable 
number of fine new rock routes 
done here in the last fifteen 
years. Combined 'with the clear 
description of earlier routes 
which were formerly sketchily 
described, this is a major plus 
for the guide. Thus the North 
West Face of the Badile has 
remained something of a 
mystery to many visitors, who 
knew little beyond the existence 

of the Via Bramani-Castiglioni of 
1937. Here six major routes are 
described, including Via Jumar 
lscariota, 450 metres, ED inf with 
one 7 plus section, or Via Ringo 
Star, 700 metres with several 
sections of 6 plus. The new 
climbs open up a whole wealth 
of rock skirted by the great 
classic routes. 
The message is that the high 

rock climbing standards of the 
smaller cliffs of Val Masino are 
being carried onto the granite 
walls of their mountain 
neighbours with enthusiasm and 
finesse. This is celebrated by 
this new guide which does not 
neglect history, the limited 
number of winter ascents and 
short 'gobbets' of relevant 
poetry. The photographs also 
record meetings of key pioneers, 
including the author with 
Merizzi, Rusconi and the 'grand 
old man' Ricardo Cassin himself, 
looking as granite featured at 
around eighty as the Asteroid of 
the Val de Mello. Nor should I 
fail to mention a passionate tone 
of attachment to this mountain 
and all that it can give to its 
acolytes, and a four language 
glossary for those fumbling still 
with the beauties of Italian. 
The only reservation one might 

have is that one guide to every 
mountain seems too many, but 
this one provides a service, 
inspires the jaded, even 28 years 
after the NE Face, and is about 
the incomparable Piz Badile. 
Ringo Star waits now, alongside 
the lsherwood-Kosterlitz, and 
should they be done, there will 
always be others. 
Paul Nunn 

Walks and Climbs in the Picos 
de Europa 
by Robin Walker 
Cicerone Press £10.95 

At last, reliable information in 
English is available about the 
Picas de Europa, that last 
undiscovered corner of Europe. 
Robin Walker's guide is a tour 

de force, readable and a very 
manageable size considering the 
area covered both walking and 
climbing, especially if you look 
at the corresponding Spanish 
versions. 
Although very factual and 

lacking a sense of humour, this 
is the definitive English version 
of Picas activities, superseding 
Collomb's unreadable offering 
which is hopelessly out of date 
and misleading (yet still 
selling I) . 

The photos give a real feel for 
the area but it is a great pity that 
the best ones are in black and 
white. The line drawings are 
generally very good although 
the map on pages 150 - 151 
doesn't connect very w ell. 
The general information 

section is invaluable, especially , 



Loadsa Guides: Gogarth Good, 
Tremadog Bad, Yorkshire Ugly! 

concerning Spanish way of life, 
maps, weather and water. 
Water is a problem in the Picos 
and many fruitless hours can be 
spent looking for it. This is often 
the single most important factor 
in route planning. Indeed, the 
water at Vega de Ario dried up 
in late summer 1989! 
The maps generally available in 

the UK (i.e. 1:25.000 Picas de 
Europa. Editorial Alpina) are a 
joke. Totally incorrect, as Robin 
states, but still selling like hot 
cakes in Spain - Spaniards love 
getting lost! 

Hut approach routes ( 7 - 25) 
would have benefited from 
being graded although all walks 
and climbs are graded in the 
index at the back. 
The book is easy to read but 

I'm not a great lover of cross
references; e.g . I found Route 59 
heavy going. Sti l l, with such a 
complicated area with so many 
options, it's unavoidable to a 
certain extent. Preparation is 
definitely required for the longer 
expeditions. 
The rock climbs are again very 

much a selection but there's 
something for everyone. 
Diagrams are clear and 
descriptions concise although 
page 113 could perhaps do with 
pitch gradings. The technical 
notes are worth consideration: 
Spaniards don't have a phrase 
for 'soft touch'! 

Organising such a vast amount 
of material will inevitably throw 
up the odd error. I think the 
reference to Route 78 
mentioned in Route 7 , should 
be Route 83, and the appendices 
have changed from letters to 
numbers: thus I presume 
appendix 3 (page 24) refers to 
appendix B. Also I'm not sure 
what the 700m of Route 39 
refers to? I would drsagree with 
two points: Vegaredonda hut is 
hardly ' restaurant' class (like 
French huts), rather more 
'frankfurter and chips', while the 
Naranjo/ Ubeda was one of the 
cheapest although this will .no 
doubt change when the deluxe 
version opens in 1990. 

One point to bear in mind: the 
stamina of Robin 'Walker' is 
legendary in the Picos - he's 
very, very fit! Just the .thought 
of his multi-.day tours gave me 
nightmares. I can'.t get from 
Poncebos to Culiembro (Route 
59) in less than 1 1/2 hours, 
never mind Robin's 40 minutes, 
and I'm quite fit. You have been 
warned! 

Finally, Robin is .an ecologist. 
There are many references to 
the rape of the Picos etc . . and 
even the final pa_ges are given 
over to this theme. ·I am in total 
agreementwith .the 'theory of 
Conservation but many ,locals 
are obviously in favour .of 
Development. Thrs . .9uide will 
undoubtedly encourage mo~e 
people to visit the ar-ea , in turn 

producing greater strain on the 
al ready overstretched 
infrastructure. Where does it all 
end, bearing in mind Spaniards 
are not noted for doing things in 
moderation!? 

Nevertheless, excellent value 
and compulsory reading for 
anyone intending to visit these 
mountains. 

Buy it but forget Naismith! 
Aida Garlick 

Gogarth 
Edited by Geoff Milburn 
Climbers' Club, distrib. by 
Cordee £10.95 

At last, it's here! After nine 
years of birth trauma, the new, 
super, bumper, de luxe guide to 
Britain's biggest, baddest, 
boldest, butchest and best crag 
is in the shops. Gogarth is on 
the shelves .. . welcome to the 
Wild West! 

With this tome, the Climbers' 
Club have come up with 
probably their slickest package 
to date ... nearly 30 pages of 
colour photos, over 20 black & 
whites and around 20 maps and 
diagrams plus a copious amount 
of text ensure that a climber will 
find his chosen route sooner, 
rather than later. This 
production must have involved 
practically half the population of 
North Wales, with most of the 
cliffs devotees having some sort 
of input. 
And now to specifics: the 

guide is full of pearls of wisdom, 
especially in the Introduction, 
which besides telling us that 
rock-climbing is a potentially 
dangerous activity (oh really?) 
also reveals how many feet 
there are to a metre (3.25 for the 
benefit of the under 25's) . On a 
more serious note that 
mysterious relationship twixt 
moon and tides (which has 
baffled climbers for years) and 
an invaluable piece of 
information at that, is explained 
clearly and concisely . .. and 
should save the odd rescue call 
out or two in the future. 
Technical faults are hard to 

find : In the Britomartis 
description - pitch 1: the second 
sentence should be deleted; A 
Wreath of Deadly Nightshade is 
captioned E8 in its colour picture 
- yet E7 in the text; Dave Jones 
is finishing the crux of The Sun 
... despite how it looks opposite 
page 265; the Rhoscolyn 
diagram in Fallen Block Zawn is 
wrongly numbered in part, e.g . 
7a is the Full:Frontal Finish (to 
Centrefold), 8 is Dreams & 
-Screams, 9 is Mage/fans Wall 
and 10 is The Motombo. 11? -
there is no number 11? 

It is also worth noting that 
there .are many hard new routes 
which get big write-ups yet 
,contain little new climbing (a 
mere 1'0ft/3 m .to 15ft/4.5m) in 

some cases; Mein Kampf Direct, 
I Wonder Why, and For Madmen 
Only are examples which spring 
readily to mind (and there are 
plenty of others) while there is 
no mention of the latter's lower
off bolt! Yes! Bolt! 
Another little gem is the 

variation of Big Sleep - pitch 2, 
apparently 25m 6b, when in fact 
is is only 2.5m ... the distance 
from the "large" foothold to the 
Positron overhang. 
The guide states that the 

relationship between lgdrazil 
and Broken Mirror is "not totally 
clear" - why not? If the 
guidewriter doesn't know what 
goes where, how are the rest of 
us supposed to sort the matter 
out? 

In the First Ascents List:- Dave 
Roberts freed Drummond's 
Direct Finish to Big Groove of its 
single aid point in 1977; Joe 
Healey definitely did the FFA of 
The Cow, and Alien gave "fellow 
stars" a hard time on the second 
ascent because its first pitch was 
soaking wet! 

In general, the grades have 
been adjusted to take care of 
several "nasties" ... Kalahari 
now E3, The Maze E4, and Red 
Wall at E2 should save some 
teams from a potential epic! But 
beware The Trap HVS at a 
horrific, horrendous, horrible 
(take your pick) 4c. Other routes 
to watch out for are Brown 
Study (Pitch 1 - E4 5c), Dogs of 
War (Pitch 2 - E3/4 5c) and Blue 
Remembered Hills (E4 - the top 
pitch has one runner in 40ft - a 
Friend 1 behind a loose flake) . 
As for that inevitable Graded 

List, take it with a large pinch of 
salt; the only comment I'll pass 
concerns The Cad . What's the 
point of grading for a bolt-free 
ascent when the protection bolt 
is in-situ - every leader, given 
the option, will clip it and do the 
route at a magnificent E5! 
In spite of the few flaws which 

are bound to occur in an 
undertaking of th is complexity, 
this meaty and marvellous 
Gogarth guide is a superb 
volume which lifts the lid off 
many of Anglesey's secret 
corners. Carry it in your 
rucksack for training; use it as a 
raft or stepping stone if caught 
by the tide unexpectedly; or 
even push it down the back of 
your jumper and do Quasimodo 
impressions; but above all -
dash out and buy it! 
Paul Williams 

Tremadog and Cwm Silyn 
by Mark Pretty, Dave Farrant and 
Geoff Milburn 
Climbers ' Club £10.95 

Having just returned hdme to 
Wales after a six week winter 
alpine trip feeling refreshed and 
enthusiastic, it was with high 
hopes that I opened the new 

Tremadog and Cwm Silyn 
guidebook. An hour later I was 
spiritually depressed and 
somewhat confused . 

This unbelievably poor effort 
seems to be the product of a 
half-hearted and scantily 
researched project. Clearly the 
guts of the Tremadog text have 
been ripped from Leigh 
McGinley's very fine previous 
guide and thrust into position. 
The Climbers' Club, that stalwart 
of idiosyncratic nationalistic and 
social aspirations, has truly 
thrown away its trump card . I 
wonder, is Mark Pretty a 
member? 
The historical section is under

researched and at times 
subjective. For example we are 
told that Ron Fawcett's "style " 
on Strawberries (E7 6b 1980) 
would have been considered a 
non ascent by today's 'style' . 
Without entering too deeply into 
a discussion about ethics, one 
must remember that 
Strawberries was climbed a 
decade ago and in a time when 
many people were attempting to 
redefine traditional ideas about 
the nature of how a first could 
be achieved. 

Fawcett's 'style' was never fully 
adopted, though other redefined 
parameters such as redpoint, 
pinkpoint, bolt to bolt, dogging 
and working are all now 
acceptable means of 
subjugating a new line. The 
subjective nature of this issue is 
highlighted on the very next 
page, as Martin Atkinson's 
Dream Topping (E7 6c 1984) 
although climbed in a similar 
manner to Strawberries is 
praised as "still a very fine 
effort" . Such subjective 
nonsense has no part in what 
should be an objective and clear 
account of events up to the 
present. 
At the close of the historical 

section we are told that future 
development in the area 
perhaps lies on the smaller, 
more overlooked crags and cites 
Bleed for a Dancer (E5 6a 1987) 
as pointing the way, a route 
incidentally which intelligence 
sources inform me was top 
roped prior to its first ascent. 
Modern style perhaps. The 
main problem here is that this 
development has already taken 
place and if the authors had 
conducted a more thorough 
research project many excellent 
routes both on the more esoteric 
crags as well as at the regular 
venues would not have been 
missed out. It would thus seem 
that people with a more intimate 
and thorough understanding of 
certain areas were not consulted 
and that available 
documentation was not referred 
to. 

Pat Littlejohn has informed me 
that many of the descriptions 
and gradings to routes on 
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Carreg Hyll-Drem are wrong and 
that the first pitch of Raving 
Lunatic (E6 6b/c) has been 
omitted altogether though in 
fact it contains the technical crux 
of the entire route. 

It is apparent that the authors 
also have very little knowledge 
of the more esoteric outlying 
crags surrounding Nant 
Gwynant and Cwm Silyn. 
Indeed in a holistic sense the 
guide stands out for its total lack 
of knowledge concerning these 
areas and many fine routes have 
been overlooked here, as well as 
in the Moelwyns. A full list of 
omissions would take up too 
much space, but the point is 
clear: it's not good enough. 
The Cwm Silyn section of the 

guide also suffers from a lack of 
thorough research, though on 
the whole it is a much better 
attempt than the Tremadog 
section. Craig y Bera loses its 
classic introduction from the 
Perrin/Yates Guide and 
succumbs to a more perfunctory 
literary engagement so that: 
"loose she may be but like many 
a good whore she seldom lacks 
character or attraction." is lost. 
Nothing technically wrong in 
that perhaps, yet a little 
unnecessary one feels, as it 
would appear that this volume 
was the amalgamation of two 
guides without the recruitment 
of more knowledgeable cadres. 

Inevitably we come to 
gradings. It would seem 
desirable that any guidebook 
should seek to display a 
consensus opinion, but this does 
not seem to have been achieved 
and there is an area of confusion 
around the E2/3 grade which 
needs carefully sorting out. 
There are some anomalies 
which one might overlook if they 
were not downright dangerous. 
Cardiac Arete for example at E4 
6a without the peg runners. 
Consult the I-Ching first and one 
may find a hidden dragon. 

The Poacher and Fishbox on 
Clogwyn y Wenallt are both only 
E4, though both are 6b and 
require diligent R.P. placements 
if to be made relatively safe . 
Note that the direct finish to 
Fishbox does not in fact exist, 
and that the move right near the 
top is just a span for a jug. 

Atomic Finger Flake gets E3 6a 
so I guess the peg will come 
under some strain. Thankfully 
Wasp gets E2 and Geireagle E3, 
perhaps one day Vulcan may 
even make E4. Here's hoping. 

The photographs, like the 
guide, are all over the place and 
rarely correspond to the text. 
The drawings too lack the usual 
finesse of Greg Griffiths, 
particularly Cidwm Central Wall 
area and the pubically hairy 
Tremadog crags. 

And so from two plastic 
covered durable "take 
anywhere" little books we have 
a "Hardback Honcho" which 
should last a long time as long 
as you don't take it to the crags -
for which purpose it is 
cumbersome, vulnerable and 
difficult to pocket. 
All in all I'm disappointed and 

without knowing the political 
structure of the Climbers' Club I 
would ask their Guidebook 
Committee to impose more 
stringent control over future 
work and involve more people. 
To continue would sound like a 
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The new Gogarth guide has 
been well received. 
Right: Chris Plant leading the 
classic T. Tex (E3 5c) in Wen 
Zawn. 
Photo: Bernard Newman 

witchhunt. It's not. We have 
been told in the introduction 
how Geoff Milburn was left with 
the entire project at a late date. 
Presumably, then the work was 
not finished but he decided to 
publish anyway. 
Thus we are left with a 

premature and perhaps 
illegitimate child . 
Martin Crook 

Yorkshire Gritstone 
Edited by Graham Desroy et al 
Yorkshire Mountaineering Club 
£15.00 

Following the publication of the 
excellent Yorkshire Limestone 
all those years ago, the 
Yorkshire Mountaineering Club 
guided by the masterful hand of 
Graham Desroy have produced 
an even mightier tome, 
Yorkshire Gritstone. "About 
time" I hear you cry, as the 
YMC's earlier gritstone 
guidebooks were about as much 
use to the would-be gritstoner 
as Isaac Walton's The Comp/eat 
Angler. 

More or less the same formula 
as what that in the limestone 
guide has been employed. Clear 
route descriptions, helpful 
diagrams, plenty of colour and 
plenty of humour. The route 
descriptions are on the whole 
good although in some places a 
little too long. A more 
minimalist approach should 
have been taken in some cases 
instead of providing details such 
as how to climb the route and 
how big the holds are. 
The diagrams are of a high 

standard. Hats off to the artists 
responsible; their unpaid efforts 
are a testament to the altruism 
which goes into producing 
guides of this quality . The 
colour plates are certainly full of 
colour: monochromatic shots of 
Pete Livesey's inner thigh, taken 
I might add on colour film, are 
replaced by climbers dressed in 
last years colours against a 
cobalt blue sky. The blue skies 
are something which buyers of 
the guide may want to take up 
with the Office of Fair Trading. 
Historical shots are out, apart 
from perhaps the one of Jabba 
the Dunne on his route The New 
Statesman, but this is 
compensated for by the 
comprehensive historical 
sections and detailed lists of first 
ascents. All guidebooks should 
attempt to record such snippets 
of historical note otherwise they 
can become lost forever. There 
are others reasons: is Al Manson 
really a reincarnation of Will' 
Shakespeare? One might well 
ask after reading his account of 
the first ascent of Adrenalin 
Rush at Caley. 

I found it rather inconvenient 
that the.guidebook lacks an 

index. Maybe in place of the 
graded lists, which are included 
for nearly every crag and the 
graded list of the graded lists, an 
index could have been included. 
Then again, what ever would I 
use when caught short in the 
bushes? 

Probably the most striking 
thing about this guide is its size -
much bigger than the 1982 
edition. This is not just due to 
the verbosity mentioned earlier, 
but also that many more routes 
have been climbed since the last 
guide. Some are of dubious 
worth but have been included 
for completeness. Another 
reason is that Tykes are renown 
for being light fingered, to the 
extent that they" will steal crags 
from other counties. [See 
Letters] I'm sure I'm not the first 
to tell you, Mr Desroy, that 
Bridestones is in fact in 
Lancashire and that Stanage, I 
think you'll find is in Derbyshire 
(just). 

Now for the juicy bit, grades. 
Dragged from the sublime and 
thrust into the ridiculous would 
be a fitting description for what 
has happened. In the 1982 
edition the YMC neglected to 
include the then accepted E 
grading system. In the current 
edition not only have E grades 
been included but so has a new 
grade, the P grade. Now before 
everybody falls around laughing 
I'll explain. The P stands for 
prang potential, i.e. the potential 
for hurting/killing oneself should 
one part company with the rock . 
The system was conceived by 

me as an alternative to the over 
abused E grade system which 
was not originally introduced 
with gritstone in mind. 
Accompanied by the technical 
grade the original P system 
fulfils all the requirements for 
grading Gritstone routes, which 
are to give information clearly 
and concisely about how 
technically difficult the route is 
and if one falls is one likely to 
hurt oneself or die. The P 
system was meant to replace the 
open-ended-open-to-abuse E 
grade system with a closed 
system thus reducing the 
potential for hype and one-up 
personship. I must stress that it 
was not intended to coexist with 
the E grade as it is found in this 
guidebook. As a result it or the 
E grade is superfluous [and 
much of the route description -
Ed.], and it is up to the next 
guide book committee to choose 
which side 'of the fence to be 
rather than sit squarely on it. 
Then again, having all three 
grades does give the climbing 
statisticians something to chew 
on and the poseur in the pub, 
who after telling his audience 
that he drives an '89 Peugeot 
205 1.9 GTI can add that he just 
climbed 30 Seconds Over 
Winterland(15m E4 6a P1) 2 
stars. 

To sum up is easy. There is an 
old saying I read somewhere 
which goes something like this: 
"its not size that counts but 
quality". Yorkshire Gritstone 
has both so it must be a winner. 
Craig Smith · 



Carreg Hyll-Drem are wrong and 
that the first pitch of Raving 
Lunatic (E6 6b/c) has been 
omitted altogether though in 
fact it contains the technical crux 
of the entire route. 

It is apparent that the authors 
also have very little knowledge 
of the more esoteric outlying 
crags surrounding Nant 
Gwynant and Cwm Silyn. 
Indeed in a holistic sense the 
guide stands out for its total lack 
of knowledge concerning these 
areas and many fine routes have 
been overlooked here, as well as 
in the Moelwyns. A full list of 
omissions would take up too 
much space, but the point is 
clear: it's not good enough. 

The Cwm Silyn section of the 
guide also suffers from a lack of 
thorough research, though on 
the whole it is a much better 
attempt than the Tremadog 
section. Craig y Bera loses its 
classic introduction from the 
Perrin/Yates Guide and 
succumbs to a more perfunctory 
literary engagement so that: 
"loose she may be but like many 
a good whore she seldom lacks 
character or attraction." is lost. 
Nothing technically wrong in 
that perhaps, yet a little 
unnecessary one feels, as it 
would appear that this volume 
was the amalgamation of two 
guides without the recruitment 
of more knowledgeable cadres. 

Inevitably we come to 
gradings. It would seem 
desirable that any guidebook 
should seek to display a 
consensus opinion, but this does 
not seem to have been achieved 
and there is an area of confusion 
around the E2/3 grade which 
needs carefully sorting out. 
There are some anomalies 
which one might overlook if they 
were not downright dangerous. 
Cardiac Arete for example at E4 
6a without the peg runners. 
Consult the I-Ching first and one 
may find a hidden dragon. 

The Poacher and Fishbox on 
Clogwyn y Wenallt are both only 
E4, though both are 6b and 
require diligent R.P. placements 
if to be made relatively safe. 
Note that the direct finish to 
Fishbox does not in fact exist, 
and that the move right near the 
top is just a span for a jug. 
Atomic Finger Flake gets E3 6a 

so I guess the peg will come 
under some strain. Thankfully 
Wasp gets E2 and Geireagle E3, 
perhaps one day Vulcan may 
even make E4. Here's hoping. 
The photographs, like the 

guide, are all over the place and 
rarely correspond to the text. 
The drawings too lack the usual 
finesse of Greg Griffiths, 
particularly Cidwm Central Wall 
area and the pubically hairy 
Tremadog crags. 
And so from two plastic 

covered durable "take 
anywhere" little books we have 
a "Hardback Honcho" which 
should last a long time as long 
as you don't take it to the crags -
for which purpose it is 
cumbersome, vulnerable and 
difficult to pocket. 
All in all I'm disappointed and 

without knowing the political 
structure of the Climbers' Club I 
would ask their Guidebook 
Committee to impose more 
stringent control over future 
work and involve more people. 
To continue would sound like a 
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The new Gogarth guide has 
been well received. 
Right: Chris Plant leading the 
classic T. Tex (E3 5c) in Wen 
Zawn. 
Photo: Bernard Newman 

witchhunt. It's not. We have 
been told in the introduction 
how Geoff Milburn was left with 
the entire project at a late date. 
Presumably, then the work was 
not finished but he decided to 
publish anyway. 
Thus we are left with a 

premature and perhaps 
illegitimate child. 
Martin Crook 

Yorkshire Gritstone 
Edited by Graham Desroy et al 
Yorkshire Mountaineering Club 
£15.00 

Following the publication of the 
excellent Yorkshire Limestone 
all those years ago, the 
Yorkshire Mountaineering Club 
guided by the masterful hand of 
Graham Desroy have produced 
an even mightier tome, 
Yorkshire Gritstone. "About 
time" I hear you cry, as the 
YMC's earlier gritstone 
guidebooks were about as much 
use to the would-be gritstoner 
as Isaac Walton's The Comp/eat 
Angler. 

More or less the same formula 
as what that in the limestone 
guide has been employed. Clear 
route descriptions, helpful 
diagrams, plenty of colour and 
plenty of humour. The route 
descriptions are on the whole 
good although in some places a 
little too long. A more 
minimalist approach should 
have been taken in some cases 
instead of providing details such 
as how to climb the route and 
how big the holds are. 
The diagrams are of a high 

standard. Hats off to the artists 
responsible; their unpaid efforts 
are a testament to the altruism 
which goes into producing 
guides of this quality. The 
colour plates are certainly full of 
colour: monochromatic shots of 
Pete Livesey's inner thigh, taken 
I might add on colour film, are 
replaced by climbers dressed in 
last years colours against a 
cobalt blue sky. The blue skies 
are something which buyers of 
the guide may want to take up 
with the Office of Fair Trading. 
Historical shots are out, apart 
from perhaps the one of Jabba 
the Dunne on his route The New 
Statesman, but this is 
compensated for by the 
comprehensive historical 
sections and detailed lists of first 
ascents. All guidebooks should 
attempt to record such snippets 
of historical note otherwise they 
can become lost forever. There 
are others reasons: is Al Manson 
really a reincarnation of Will' 
Shakespeare? One might well 
ask after reading his account of 
the first ascent of Adrenalin 
Rush at Caley. 

I found it rather inconvenient 
that the· guidebook lacks an 

index. Maybe in place of the 
graded lists, which are included 
for nearly every crag and the 
graded list of the graded lists, an 
index could have been included. 
Then again, what ever would I 
use when caught short in the 
bushes? 

Probably the most striking 
thing about this guide is its size -
much bigger than the 1982 
edition. This is not just due to 
the verbosity mentioned earlier, 
but also that many more routes 
have been climbed since the last 
guide. Some are of dubious 
worth but have been included 
for completeness. Another 
reason is that Tykes are renown 
for being light fingered, to the 
extent that they° will steal crags 
from other counties. [See 
Letters] I'm sure I'm not the first 
to tell you, Mr Desroy, that 
Bridestones is in fact in 
Lancashire and that Stanage, I 
think you'll find is in Derbyshire 
(just). 

Now for the juicy bit, grades. 
Dragged from the sublime and 
thrust into the ridiculous would 
be a fitting description for what 
has happened. In the 1982 
edition the YMC neglected to 
include the then accepted E 
grading system. In the current 
edition not only have E grades 
been included but so has a new 
grade, the P grade. Now before 
everybody falls around laughing 
I'll explain. The P stands for 
prang potential, i.e . the potential 
for hurting/killing oneself should 
one part company with the rock. 
The system was conceived by 

me as an alternative to the over 
abused E grade system which 
was not originally introduced 
with gritstone in mind. 
Accompanied by the technical 
grade the original P system 
fulfils all the requirements for 
grading Gritstone routes, which 
are to give information clearly 
and concisely about how 
technically difficult the route is 
and if one falls is one likely to 
hurt oneself or die. The P 
system was meant to replace the 
open-ended-open-to-abuse E 
grade system with a closed 
system thus reducing the 
potential for hype and one-up 
personship. I must stress that it 
was not intended to coexist with 
the E grade as it is found in this 
guidebook. As a result it or the 
E grade is superfluous [and 
much of the route description -
Ed.], and it is up to the next 
guide book committee to choose 
which side 'of the fence to be 
rather than sit squarely on it. 
Then again, having all three 
grades does give the climbing 
statisticians something to chew 
on and the poseur in the pub, 
who after telling his audience 
that he drives an '89 Peugeot 
205 1.9 GTI can add that he just 
climbed 30 Seconds Over 
Winter/and (15m E4 6a P1) 2 
stars. 

To sum up is easy. There is an 
old saying I read somewhere 
which goes something like this: 
"its not size that counts but 
quality". Yorkshire Gritstone 
has both so it must be a winner. 
Craig Smith · 

LETTERS 
Wilson Slates Hypocrisy of Pretty Bolt 
Pictures 

Dangerous Hypocrisy 
from Ken Wilson 

Sir, 
The desecration continues. 

It saddens me to criticise a 
colleague in print but your 
selection (without any apparent 
disapproval) of the photograph 
on page 25 of Mountain 132 
marks a new low point in 
mountaineering publishing. It 
would appear from the article 
that these crags in Idaho are 
highly regarded by the top 
activists . The picture shows a 
climber tiptoeing elegantly up 
an appealing granite wall and I 
have no doubt that such climbs 
are gymnastic masterpieces. 
The only trouble is that on just 
this one small section of face 
there are 8 bolts. One wonders 
how many more bolts these 
brave pioneers have splattered 
over such a fine rock wall. The 
Dolphin now, Joshua Tree 
tomorrow, the Cookie Cliff, 
Elephant Rock, Haytor, Sennen? 
Bosigran ... where will it end? Is 
this progress? In terms of ethics 
we couldn't exactly describe it 
as cautious and judicious use of 
bolts rather than a full scale 
genocide of the impossible. 

I am reminded of the trunk of a 
fine tree that has been 
hammered with six inch nails to 
allow the local youths to climb it 
after which they amuse 
themselves by carving their 
girlfriends' names into the trunk. 
This asinine desecration of a 
magnificent rockscape is no less 
crude - displaying a breathtaking 
lack of regard for the 
environment. Just because it's 
blank and hard doesn't give 
climbers the right to ruin it - or 
does it? 
The more immediate point to 

UK climbers is that by 
legitimising such behaviour you 
assist the current decline. To 
name just two obvious areas -
you encourage those who are so 
keen to foul up the Cornish cliffs 
and do little to fortify the brave 
climbers of Jersey who are 
trying to deter the barbarians 
from bolting their cliffs. 

Your policy of publishing to 
shock (that reached a previous 
low with the appalling cover of 
Mountain 129) is now looking 
dangerously hypocritical. Are 
you so besotted with pretty 
pictures that you fail to see the 
blatant decadence they 
represent? No amount of 
trailing of the famous names 
that patronise the place will 
cover up this disgr11ce. The 
issue is now moving beyond the 
niceties of climbing ethics, we 
are talking about a widespread 
despoliation of the environment 
in which we climb. It's all a 
question of degree of course 
and no doubt some will ask if 
this is any worse than nailing a 
wall on El Cap. Yet somehow 

the very permanence and 
arbitrariness of the bolts is what 
makes it so objectionable and 
one feels an instinctive outrage 
at this scale of desecration on 
such a manifestly sculptural cliff. 
I begin to see now why America 
is full of officious National Park 
wardens when this sort of idiocy 
is perpetrated by so called 
"outdoor lovers" . 
In the search for higher 

standards surely we should all 
be giving far greater weight to 
preserving fine rockscapes 
summed up so well in Sheridan 
Anderson's dictum carved on his 
cartoon tablet of stone: "Thou 
shalt not wreck the place." 
Yours faithfully, 
Ken Wilson 
Macclesfield 

Staying Cool 
from Harish Kapadia 

Dear Sir, 
In his letter Karakoram 

Frustrations, (Mountain 131, p. 
50) Nick Kekus agrees that, 'It is 
naive of me to think that Peter 
and his party were total 
innocents in all this ... " and 
about many inaccuracies of facts 
and the ranges in the book Rimo 
by Peter Hillary. This was one of 
the major reasons of my writing 
the earlier letter. You cannot 
dismiss the wrong records and 
facts so easily for they form a 
part of the history, and must be 
corrected. In his review of the 
same book in The Alpine 
Journal(Vol. 94, 1989/90, p. 291) 
Geoffrey Templeman writes: 
"The book is interesting to read , 
even though written in a 
pedestrian way, because of the 
author's views on the attitudes 
of the various members; once 
again, it would be interesting to 
have an Indian account to read 
at the same time." 

I can quote similar sentiments 
from the reviews from the other 
magazines and journals. The 
views of the Indian side were 
conspicuous by their absence in 
the book. My motive in writing 
the letter was to present the 
s~me. For this I have, in writing, 
views and frustrations of various 
Indian members, letters from the 
authorities and have talked to 
the army officers involved (they 
do not write on such subjects). 
And to clear the unstated facts in 
a book in a reputed 
mountaineering magazine 
cannot be called 'assassination 
of Peter's character'. 
Incidentally the Indian Press is 
generally not interested in 
mountaineering discussions. 

I can sympathise with Nick 
Kekus for what happened on his 
trip. I was in the same area at 
the same time in 1989 and we 
also landed in troubles but due 
to different causes. But neither 

Nick nor myself started loudly 
cursing all and sundry, made 
offensive remarks and taunted 
the LO and army personnel. If 
we had, our fate would have 
been the same - it is a human 
reaction. I had an opportunity to 
talk to many jawans who were 
associated with the 1986 Rimo 
trip. These simple soldiers 
speak freely without any 
compulsions about being 
diplomatic either way. And they 
did feel hurt and mistrust at 
many aspects of the 1986 Rimo 
expedition. Doug Scott (who 
was the leader of Nick Kekus' 
1989 expedition) has put 
everything in a balanced 
perspective by offering many 
suggestions for better relations 
between the parties climbing in 
this area (see Himalayan Journal 
Vol. 46) . 

"Obviously military personnel 
must have intense pride in their 
country if they are to defend it. 
Foreign civilians may not 
understand this and may be 
taken aback by the soldier's 
strong reactions should any 
derogatory statements be made 
about his nation. Obviously the 
foreigner should at all times 
respect this, and not lose his 
cool to bad manners and put 
himself in the other's position." 
And with a constant barrage of 
offensive language a soldier 
may pick up a gun - for which he 
is also trained . But both, the 
barrage of offensive language 
and pointing the gun, are 
certainly equally unwarranted 
acts and should be condemned. 
What is said about military 
personnel also applies to any 
civilian : proud of his country, 
believing in his culture and used 
to a certain language and norms 
of behaviour. Instead of a gun, 
he may pick up a quarrel. It is a 
question of the behaviour of 
each individual team and 
person. There have been and 
will be many happy joint 
expeditions. But some, who do 
more damage than good, must 
be protested against. Some 
expeditions, like Nick Kekus's, 
may have troubles thrust upon 
them, but some certainly invite 
troubles. Perhaps what is 
required under difficult 
circumstances is the practice of 
the great art of good old British 
diplomacy! It can be 
devastating without being 
offensive. 
My intention was to correct the 

facts and present the Indian 
members' viewpoint. Only the 
authorities can react about the 
charges of face-saving deceit, if 
any, and clarify the official 
attitudes. Do they read 
Mountain? 
Yours sincerely 
Harish Kapadia 
Bombay 

Confused Berzins 
from Tad Welch 

Sir, 
This is in response to Martin 
Berzins' confused review of Don 
Mellor's Climbing in the 
Adirondacks which appeared in 
Mountain 130. Although it was 
great to read about the 
Adirondacks in a British 
magazine, it's too bad that the 
reviewer showed little 
understanding of climbing in the 
region . 
I was surprised by several of 

Mr. Berzins' statements. He 
mentions that the area is 
ethically confused, but neglects 
to credit the author for 
establishing the present ethical 
guidelines for climbing in the 
Park. While Mr. Berzins 
describes past bolting 
controversies, he never 
acknowledges the more recent 
commitment to traditional , 
ground-up ethics as stated in the 
new guide. These ethical 
standards reflect an 
understanding and dedication to 
the Forever Wild doctrine of the 
Adirondack Park. Mr. Berzins 
also criticizes the omission from 
the guide of privately-owned 
cliffs. Trespassing on private 
lands in the Adirondack Park is 
illegal. The author has wisely 
included only those privately
owned crags which have public 
access granted by the owner. 

Don Mellor has done a fine job 
producing a guide that captures 
the true feeling of climbing in 
this 6.5 million acre Park. A lot 
of us take for granted the 
uncrowded cliffs or rarely-visited 
classic, multi -pitch routes of 
moderate difficulty. You may 
have to bushwhack through 
scrub spruce and boulders to 
reach them, but the rewards are 
worth the effort! The sense of 
adventure and seclusion from 
civilization are what keep us 
coming back - not the rappel
bolted roadside 5.12s. Climbing 
in the Adirondacks captures the 
uniqueness of the region while 
outlining our obligation to 
preserve it. 
Respectfully yours, 
Tad Welch, 
Merrill, New York 

Yorkshire Poachers 
from S. Wilson, R. Kenyon and/. 
Cummins 

Sir, 
The latest edition of the Y.M.C. 

guide Yorkshire Gritstone is now 
available . Slipstones Crag in 
Colsterdale is included. We 
think that Y.M.C. are taking 
liberties bearing in mind that 
Slipstones first appeared in a 
definitive guide in 1980: The 
North of England by S. Wilson 
and R. Kenyon (Pointer 
Publications) . 
We were approached in March 
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LETTERS (cont.) 
a less, not more viable guide. 
The fact is that the popular crags 
virtually guarantee that the less 
popular ones get coverage. 

limestone? Will someone tell 
the Y.M.C. that their guides will 
sell in spite of Slipstones, not 
because of it? Slipstones 
however could be the thing that 
enables the North of England 
guide to maintain its esoteric 
crags for the future freedom of 
new generations who may 
conceivably want something 
different to what we presently 
offer up to the young as 
climbing. 

1989 by the Chairman of the 
Y.M.C. Guidebook Committee 
who asked for permission to 
reproduce the text of our guide 
for that crag. We refused for a 
variety of reasons, important 
amongst them was the fact that 
Ian Cummins had put in hours.of 
work to bring this section to 
completeness on behalf of the 
new North of England guide. 
The Y.M.C. guidebook 

committee chose to ignore us 
and include Slipstones, 
producing what can only be 
described as a "half-cocked" 
attempt which neither 
acknowledged the existence of 
the North of England guide as 
the source of its material nor the 
people who first climbed and 
named the routes beyond those 
climbed by P. Martin in the '60s. 
That the Y.M.C. were cognisant 

of our guide is certain: 
a) Why else should they 
approach us regarding usage of 
our text? 
b) How did they come about the 
names which we personally 
gave to the climbs which only 
appeared in the North of 
England guide? 
This is how. They used 

information from Rock Action 
One, a publication which used 
our guidebook text, word for 
word, without acknowledging 
our existence. On that occasion 
we wrote to Ian Dunn, the 
hapless author, who wrote back 

an immediate and sincere 
apology. We put it down to 
youthful enthusiasm and let the 
matter drop. 
The North of England guide is 

the definitive guide to all areas 
not already covered by other 
guides. It covers a vast area 
bounded by Northumberland, 
North York Moors, Yorkshire 
Grit, Yorkshire Limestone, 
Lancashire and F.R.C.C. Lakes 
Guides. 
We worked hard to realise its 

production. All 1,500 copies 
sold. It presented us with a 
"break even" situation but did 
not reimburse us for costs like 
petrol or telephone. It paid only 
for printing and distribution. It 
was a labour of love! 
The guide served the purpose 

of filling a big gap in bringing 
decent climbing to an otherwise 
uncatered for audience. This not 
insignificant population were 
really appreciative of the guide. 
The crags and climbing are often 
good, sometimes good enough 
to attract climbers from far 
afield . Some cynical people 
have said that the climbing is 
worthless. By whose criteria -
th~, majority? "Empty vessels 

In order that we maintain the 
integrity of the North of England 
Guide for the future generations 
it is essential that its established 
boundaries are not usurped. 
Poaching its best crags makes it 

A second fact that more people 
are beginning to give credence 
to relates to access and the 
political climate. The vast 
majority of the North of England 
crags now have access where 
previously it was denied. We 
personally have had to argue 
and persuade to gain basic 
access. Ten years later we are 
still doing this but it is easier 
now because 10years of 
sensitive and responsible usage 
by our climbers has given us a 
good negotiating platform. 
Make no mistake, the 
landowners would be happier 
without us; they don't need us. 
If the lesser crags could not be 
documented then access would 
dwindle as a result of non-use. 
We have both been activists in 
climbing for many years 
working for all climbers. It is 
beyond belief that a premier 
club like Y.M.C. should be the 
threat to a guide whose motives 
are not in the least bit 
commercial. 

It could be said that Slipstones 
is a gritstone crag in Yorkshire. 
However there are other 
Yorkshire gritstone crags in the 
North of England guide but they 
are NOT included in Yorkshire 
Gritstone. Perhaps someone 
could tell us why? The same 
logic could apply to Yorkshire 
Limestone. Why doesn't it 
include the Swaledale and 
Wensleydale crags or the 
unfashionable North York Moors 

It appears that the Y.M.C. have 
clout enough to do anything 
they want and to hell with wider 
issues. 
To apply a logic similar to 

Y.M.C., the North of England 
guide could annex crags in 
F.R.C.C. Eastern Crags, Crag 
Lough from Northumberland 
and Chapel Head Scar and 
Farleton etc. would fit in nicely 
with Sedbergh area to produce a 
South Lakes Limestone chapter. 
A friend of ours in France 
assures us that topos of these 
(and Brim ham, Almscliff and 
llkley) would be, 'No problem 
and very cheap!' 
Our new guide will soon be 

published. Slipstones will be in 
it along with a few real 
surprises. One thing is certain -
it will fill a gap, and address the 
needs of a wider community in 
an honest way. 

Large clubs that allow the 
vociferous and belligerent few to 
have their egos stroked are 
really to be pitied more than 
despised. 
Yours sincerely, 
Stew Wilson, Ron Kenyon, Ian 
Cummins. 
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Clotbfr19_ and Equipment 
FORT WD..LIAM 

1:IIGH STREET, FORT WILLIAM 
TEL: (0397) 4921 FAX: (0397) 5056 

Send for our current Mail Order Price List 

GLASGOW 
261 SAUCHIEHALL STREET, GLASGOW 
EL: 041-332 4814 FAX: 041-332 2756 

EDINBURGH 
WAVERLEY MARKET, EDINBURGH 

TEL: 031 -557 0923 

~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 specialist 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 10A, 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 

ALPINE CLIMBING, Courses and 
private guiding, Chamonix, 

Mont Blanc. Snow, Ice and Rock, all 
grades, UIAGM Guides. Also walking 

& painting holidays plus SELF
CATERING chalet to sleep 4, 8 or 12. 
Brian Hall, Mountain Experience(M), 

The Cottage, Whitehough Head, 
Chinley, Stockport, Cheshire. 

SK12 6BX. 
Tel. 0663 50160. 

MOUNTAINEERING BOOKS 
We hold huge stocks of 

SECONDHAND AND NEW 
MOUNTAIN 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 



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. D ~ I 
I Name: ..................................... .. ... .. .... CI 
I Address: ............ • .......................... . ...... i 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 you r ~ I 
I membership card. I am a member of Club/ Group: . • • • • • • • • N I 
1 c~~-t;~~t- ~~;~~; -~~- ~i~b~cr~.~~:· : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : : Q I 

I ~;~Id. lik~-~ ~;-~; ;·f ·;~~; ~;·~t~~~t- ;~i~~ -(~~ ~;~ ·r;~; ~~· ~~~; 0 I 
mailing li st). M.5.90 • I 
______________ .... 

1111 
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 Edel rid rope and you -
against Nature. 

Edelrid - the rope. 

- (EDELRID)--
Distributed by: 

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



Chris Bonington below Lhotse 
Photo: Bjorn Myer Lund, 
Courtesy of Berghaus 
Expedition 'Whillans' Harness M , 

Laurent Fouchardiere 
Competition Finale, St. Etienne 
Technician Harness 

Safety Equipment Ltd. Spring Mill , Uppermil/ , Oldham OL.3 6AA 
Telephone: 0457 878822 Telex: 668349 Fax: 0457 871051 

Troll are also agents for Grivel Ice Hardwear, Samas Skiwear and Mello Italian Pertormance Clothing . 
Ow,rs,,s O,stributo,s: A11tri1: Spoil Import Ttl: 0316/914177 Fr111ci1: Coloool-T1oll Ttl: 50-349201 G1r••Y: Blfgsport lnter111t10nal hi: (08025) 3564 
Ho111 1(0111: Mounllin Se1Yicu lnterl\lt10111I hi: 5-733313 lt1lr- Grrl'el Ttl: 0165 843714 J.,_.; Okura Sports: Tel: (OJ) 566-6000 
Jllorw1y; V11tik1I Tel: 067/78177 s,1i11: Am1dlbllm Tel: 853 04 93 Switllrlutt. Suc,1111 Trading Ttl: 01.391 70 OJ 
U.S.A.: Climl:I High Tel: 802-864-4122 

!for clothing and new technical catalogue, M -s-;-i 
I please send stamps value SOp. I 
I Name. _____________ I 
I~- I 
I ___________ I 
I ------~----1 L _________ · _____ =.J 
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HIGH COUNTRY 
EXPEDITIONS 1991 
- professionally led expeditions -

August 1990 Mustagh Ata (7,546m) China 
January 1991 Karstenz Pyramid (5,050m) Irian Jaya 

April 1991 Parchamo (6,273m) Nepal 
May 1991 Huntingdon (3,939m) Alaska 

August 1991 Mustagh Ata (7,546m) China 

For full details contact: 

HIGH COUNTRY EXPEDITIONS 
P.O. Box 22613 Christchurch, New Zealand 

Ph (03) 844297 Fax (03) 845266 



7 YEARS 
AT THE FOREFRONT 

OF ADVENTURE TREKKING 
K2 and CONCORDIA May-September. 
Plus: SHIMSHAL, SNOW LAKE, HUSHE, HUNZA, LATOK I 

Support Trek (DOUG. SCOTT) . 
K2, Chinese side, TIAN SHAN, EVEREST, KANGSHUNG 
FACE, ROLWALING + TESI LAPCHA, MERA PEAK + 
MINGBO LA, KANGCHENJUNGA, LOBUCHE PEAK, 
GANGOTRI - BHAGIRATHI II. 

We lead, others follow. 
FOR YOUR FREE 1990 GUIDE TO ADVENTURE 

TREKKERS LODGE 
32 LAKE ROAD 

KESWICK 
CUMBRIA CA 12 SDQ 

Tel. (07687) 73966/72267 
Fax. (07687) 71121 

1111 
DYNALOC 

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)1
--

Distributed by: 
EDELRID in the UK • Outdoor Pursuits Services 

Derbyshire Level, Glossop SK 139 PT 



SUPPLIERS 
OF MOUNTAINEERING EQUIPMENT 

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

AUSTRALIA 
A.C.T.: Braddon 
Mountain Designs, 
7 Lonsdale Street, 2601. 
Tel. (062) 267.488 

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

N.S.W.: Jindabyne 
Paddy Pall in 
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 
Mountain Designs 
494 Kent St., 2000 
Tel. (02) 267.8238 

N.S.W.: Sydney 
Paddy Pallin 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 The 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 
Mountain Designs 
185 Pulteney Street, 5000. 
Tel. (08) 232.0690 

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

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

Tasmania: Launceston 
Paddy Pallin, 
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 
Mountain Designs 
377 Little Bourke Street, 3000. 
Tel. (03) 67.8238 

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

Western Australia: Perth 
Mountain Designs 
862 Hay St., 6000. 
Tel. (09) 322 4774 

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

NEW ZEALAND 
Auckland 
Bivouac 
5 Fort Street 
Tel. (09) 366.1966 

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

Christchurch 
Bivouac 
Cnr. Cashel St & Oxford Terrace 
Tel. (03) 663.197 

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

Wellington 
Bivouac 
16 The Terrace 
Kelvin Chambers 
Tel. (04) 732.587 

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. T2P 0K8 
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, 
Sendlinger 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, 
1st Floor 
168 Des Voeux Road 
Central 
Tel. 541-8876 
Fax. 541-7994 

Mountain Services lnt'I Ltd., 
Retail Shop, 
M/F., 56 Morrison Hill Road, 
Wanchai, 
Hong Kong. 
Tel. 5-733329 

NETHERLANDS 
Amsterdam 
Demmenie Sport BV 
Marnixstraat 2, 
1015XH. 
Tel. 020-24.36.52 

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

Maastricht 
Demmenie Sport BV 
Heugemerweg 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. 
9/10 Grampian Road, 
PH22 1 RH 
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 Oueensway, 4. 
Tel. 021.236.6816 (S) 

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

Blackburn 
A.B.C. Gear Ltd., 
7 New Market Street, 
Tel. 0254.663235 

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 
Wilderness Ways 
26/28 Park Rd., S40 1 XZ. 
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., DE1 3DE 
Tel. 0332.295100 

Doncaster 
DMC Mountain Sports 
Uhit 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 
Nevisport 
Unit 13, 
Waverley Market 
EH11BQ (M) (S) 
Tel. 031.557.0923 

Elgin 
Keith Johnson Outdoor Sports, 
61 High Street. 
Tel. 0343.49064 

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

Glasgow 
High range 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) 
SK13 8HT 
Mail Order Tel. 04574 60067 

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

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

Halesowen, W. Midlands 
Casac Equipment 
3 Hagley Road 
Tel. 021.550.9748 

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

Hathersage, Nr. Sheffield 
Outside 
Main Road 
S30 1 BB 
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 
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., Ml 5QA 
Tel. 061 236 4123 
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. (C) (S) 
Tel. 091 232 3561 

Newcastle-upon-Tyne 
WildTrak, 
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., RG1 3NY 
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) 

Yeovil 
Leisure Country 
125 Middle St. 
Tel. 0935.32395 

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

DENMARK 
Aalborg 
Spejder Sport (Scout Shop), 
Vesteraa 26, 9000. 
Tel. 9813 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. 3312 55 22 
Fax. 42 52 77 10 

Lyngby 
Spejder Sport (Scout Shop), 
Hovedgaden 57, 2800. 
Tel. 42 87 04 67 

Odense 
Spejder Sport (Scout Shop), 
Kongensgade 55, 5000 C. 
Tel. 66112418 
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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 
Arizona: Tempe 
North Face, 
232 W. Southern Ave. 
85282. 
Tel. 602.967.1669 

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: 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 

Colorado: Broomfield · 
Lowe Alpine Systems, 
P.O. Box 1449, 
620 Compton, 
80020. 
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Colorado: Colorado Springs 
North Face, 
1776 W. Uintah, 80904. 
Tel. 303.634.5279 

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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