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PAVEY ARK CHIMNEY. 

By C. H. PICKSTONE. 

Having regard to the thorough manner in which all the best 
climbs in the Lake Country have been exploited, it is strange 

that this fine chimney should have so long escaped any 

published description. 

The late Mr. Glynn Jones graphically describes and illus­

trates the ascent of the Great Central and Western Gullies, 

but would not appear to have ever climbed this most seductive, 

chimney which, so far as the present writer's experience of 

English chimneys extends, is in point of sustained interest and, 

the tricky problems it involves entitled to be placed in the-

front rank. 

•Some apology would seem to be needed for the apparent 

presumption- of venturing to suggest to the members of the 

Climbers' Club that there exists in the Lake Country any 

chimney neglected and seldom swept. But the fact remaitis, 

and the only justification necessary is the belief that a 

chimney which has been overlooked by both Haskett Smith 

and Owen Glynn Jones, and is yet unequivocally entitled to 

be called a "front-ranker," is deserving of notice. 

The follO;wing description is based uppn an ascent by the 

writer in company with " S. H." of Manchester, on Easter 
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Saturday, 1903. The details are from a careful and accurate 

log (verified the following day) taken by " S. H."—who led 

throughout with his usual ability. " S. H." had once previously 

made the ascent, namely, during Easter, 1901, and he states 

that he did not on that occasion perceive any evidence of nail 

marks, and, indeed, it was apparent on Easter Saturday last, 

that for .some occult reason the defloration of the chimney has 

not as yet corrupted her, but that she is still possessed of all 

her virgin coyness. 

The chimney is situated about 80 yards west of the " Broad 

Scree Gully," at the east end of the Pavey Ark Crag, and is 

almost immediately above the cairn on the screes which marks 

the spot where the body of young Sowerbutts was found two 

years ago. 

Standing on the opposite side of Stickle tarn facing the 

Crag, the chimney is clearly discerned, and viewed hence, 

appears as a thin vertical crack about two-thirds of the total 

height of the cliff, with a break about half-way up. The total 

height of the cliff at this point is about 600 feet. 

The foot of the true climb is best reached from Jack's 

Rake, though it may be approached direct from the screes. 

The first pitch of about 35 feet in height consists of fairly 

easy scrambling, with excellent hand and foot holds, and lands 

the climber in a comfortable recess. There is a good hand­

hold about half-way up on the left, which should, however, be 

treated with caution, as it has been apparently recently split 

through, probably by frost, and may come away at any time. 

The second pitch—about 20 feet in height—is certainly 

vertical. It is best commenced by facing the left wall as, 

once started, the chimney in this and the two following 

pitches is so extremely narrow that it is impossible even for 

a lightly-built man to turn round. About 8 feet up there is a 

useful knob on the left wall which serves as the principal 

hand-hold and subsequently as a foot-hold, enabling the 

climber with some squeezing to reach a recess between the 

2nd and 3rd pitches, which affords just sufficient accommoda­

tion for two. The average width here is not more than 15 
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inches, and in places even this is so much reduced as to 

necessitate the climber turning his head sideways, as otherwise 

his nose might suffer through involuntary contact with the 

rocks. 

The third pitch is about 20 feet in height, and the chock 

•stone which crowns it slightly overhangs. On starting, it is 

desirable to face the right wall, utilizing an excellent hold on 

the left, which enables the leader to step on to the second 

man's head, and thereby reach a safe finger-hold on the right, 

after which another slight hold or two will bring him within 

reach of the chocked stone—a beauty about the size of a 

football—which can be implicitly relied upon. 

After the leader has lodged himself just over the stone, the 

second man follows, and crawling over him, wedges himself 

well back in the narrow recess, which is still no wider than 

below, though it is not quite so deeply cut into the crag— 

indeed at this point the climbers are almost on the face. 

The 4th pitch is about 15 feet in height, and is surmounted 

by an overhanging block, which has to be negotiated. This 

problem is certainly the " mauvais pas " of the whole climb, 

and in itself entitles the chimney to the greatest respect. 

On reaching the block the leader faced the right wall, and 

anchoring himself by his right hand under the block was able 

with his left to reach a good knob. Thence with a strong pull 

and without the practicability of any assistance from the second 

man he was able to surmount the obstacle. The second man 

has a very much more comfortable time, as about 7 or 8 feet 

up the grass slope over the block there is an excellent belay 

by means of which the leader can hold him with absolute 

safety. The piquancy of the climb up to this point may be 

gauged from the fact that this is the first belay the climb 

affords. Moreover, when grappling with the overhanging block, 

one foot on each side the chimney, the climber by peeping 

through his legs obtains an interrupted view of the starting 

point on Jack's Rake. This view, coupled with the certain 

knowledge that if he slipped his companion would have to go 

too, requires all the resources of a front rank leader, and 



98 The Climbers' Club Journal. 

conveys some idea of the unusual verticality and serious 

nature of the climb. 

There is now a rough steep scramble of about 55 feet on 

to the terrace at the foot of the next or fifth pitch. This may 

be properly termed the " cave " pitch, as it is a considerable 

recess in the rock, about 40 feet in height and 3 to 4 feet in 

width, in which are three jammed boulders. The first of these 

jammed boulders is surmounted by utilising various holds on 

both sides of the chimney, and half backing up at the same 

time. At this point the crack can be seen to extend into the 

heart of the rock for a great depth, though too narrow for even 

the slimmest of cave investigators to explore. On a hot day, 

the continuous dripping of intramural water is heard with 

tantalizing effects. 

There is no difficulty in getting from the inside on to the 

second of the jammed stones, the two being close together. 

Above this is another pitch about 35 feet in height, the first 

half consisting of good rock with a series of foot and hand 

holds which might have been expressly designed for the 

encouragement of those who are beginning to think the 

chimney ought to have a top. 

Above this, however, is an exceptionally nasty piece of 

the most nearly vertical blue-bell covered earth slope the 

climbers could recall having seen. This slope terminates in a 

small cave in which the leader may obtain good anchorage to 

take the followers, and for them in their tum to hold the 

leader as he proceeds upwards over the block covering the 

cave. After this all is plain sailing to the top of the chimney, 

which is now marked by a small cairn. 

The chimney finishes on the face, and the top of the crag 

is reached by a series of easy short pitches. 

Except in dry seasons the climb is rather a wet one. On 

the occasion when " S. H." led up at Easter, 1901, its con­

dition was very much worse than this Easter, the water 

dripping on to the climbers at every pitch, so that by the 

time they reached the top they were wet to the skin. 

The climb should certainly not be attempted by anyone 
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whose finger tips are not pretty strong and in the best of 

condition, as in a number of places the holds are such that 

it was found necessary to pull up on the fingers only. More­

over the climb is one of those where the best party is two. 

One other observation occurs to the writer, and that is that 

it would be misleading to imagine that this chimney can be 

considered as comprised within the term " Pavey Ark Gullies," 

where that expression occurs in the late Mr. Glynn Jones' 

classification. This party had previously climbed all the Pavey 

Ark gullies on the same day, and they hold the deliberate 

opinion that if the Great Central Gully is entitled—as it 

undoubtedly is—to be denominated a " moderate " course, the 

proper rank of this chimney is near the bottom {i.e., the true 

top) of the " difificult" courses in that classic work. Certainly 

the Kern Knotts-chimney (which is classed as "difficult") is 

not to be compared to it. The Kern Knotts chimney, by the 

way, has always seemed to the writer to be too highly ranked 

by Mr. Jones ; its only real diflficulty has seemed to be the 

bit immediately above the " Bridge " at the confluence of the 

chimney and the crack. But after all it does not do to be 

hypercritical with Mr. Jones' classification. Climbers seldom 

agree on the question of relative diflficulty, and it is a singular 

fact—often illustrated—that a passage which one man considers 

extremely difificult, his friend—not necessarily the second man 

—will surmount with light-hearted abandon, and this latter 

man will in turn stand aghast at another obstacle that the 

former man thought nothing of The explanation doubtless 

is that so many diflferent qualities go to make up the 

" personnel" of the really great climber. One man may 

possess some of the qualities, his friends others ; together 

the party may possess them all, but few individuals are so 

fortunate. " S. H." is one, and yet he is not a member of 

the Club! 
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Y E C L I M B E R S ' S H A K E S P E A R E . 

Characters : Member oJ Alpine Club ; Member qf a British 

Climbing Club; Nervous Novice. 

Scene L 

Exterior of inn at the foot of Sg^rr Slievepenfell. 

A. C. Look, the morn in russet mantle clad 

Walks o'er the dew of yon high eastern hill. 

B. C. The air bites shrewdly: it is very cold. 

. . . I'll go fetch an axe. 

(Enters inn, and returns with ice-axe.) 

A. C. Now for our mountain sport. U p to yon hill. 

B. C. There will we mount, and thither walk on foot. 

A. C. (to N. N , who has started off excitedly) 

Your legs are young. 

To climb steep hills requires slow pace at first. 

Scene II. 

At the foot of the Crazy Gully, Sgurr Slievepenfell. 

A. C. (to B. C.) Pray, you lead. 

B. C. I will not go first. 

A. C. (to N. N.) He does well enough if he be disposed. 

(To B.C.) Shall I lead? 

B. C. (to N. N ) He does it with a better grace, but I do it 

more natural. (To A. C.) Lead ; we'll follow. 

(They rope up; A. C. leading; N. N. second; B. C. last.) 
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Scene III. 

The top pitch, Crazy Gully. 

N. N. ... How fearful 

And dizzy 'tis to cast one's eyes so low. 

A. C. Pluck up thy spirits. 

N. N. (deprecatingly) These things are beyond all use, 

And I do fear them. 

B. C. (who has just scrambled up to cave, encouragingly) Be 

of good cheer, youth 1 You a man'! (Looking 

about) Bestride the rock. 

N.N. (hesitating) I'll not budge an inch. (Thinks discretion 

the better part of nervousness, and obeys.) Good 

faith ! (Aside) I tremble still with fear. (Aloud, 

on " bestriding rock ") O, 'tis foul! 

B. C. (laughing) H e that stands upon a slippery place 

Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up. 

(To A. C, who has gone on) H o w is't with you ? 

(out oJ sight) I am toiling in a pitch. 

Is it sport? 

(rejlectively) I think it is . . . 

I'll bring thee word straight how 'tis like to go. 

(leaning Jorward and watching) One cannot climb it 

Without apparent hazard of his life. 

Tush ! tush ! fear boys with bugs . . . (To A. C.) 

What cheer! 

(doubtfully) It might go . . . I'll creep up into the 

chimney. 

(AJter apause) I can go no further . . . What, ho! 

help! 

B. C. (to N. N., hastily) Remain here in the cave. (Climb­

ing up to A. C.) H o w now ! 

A. C. I thank m y stars! I am happy . . . 

For on thy shoulder do I build m y seat. 

A. 

B. 

A. 

N. 

B. 

A. 

C. 

C. 

C. 

N. 

C. 

C. 
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B. C. (retuming to cave, to N. N.) Come on, sir. (N. N. obeys 

and attempts crack, and gets about half way up.) 

N. N. (with a semi-shriek) I have almost slipped. (Comes 

off on to rope and dislodges a stone.) 

Macbeth—Act V., Scene iii., Line ii. 

(recovering himself) W h y do you speak to me? I 

never hurt you. 

If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have hurt me. 

What's the matter ? 

He has broke my head across. 

(looking down, Jacetiously) Thou can'st not say I did 

it: never shake. 

Thy gory locks at me. 

(angrily) Go to . 

I am sorry for't. 

(good-temperedly) The labour we delight in physics 

pain. 

. . . U p to the mountain top. 

(N. N. tries, but is unable to climb out.) 

N. N. (to A. C.) I have no strength . . . to climb without 

thy help. 

A. C. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out. 

B. C. (with satisjaction on reaching top oJ pitch) This is 

the very top. 

A. C. Now, cheer! 

(All three cheer vigorously.) 

A. C. Excellent sport, i' faith. 

B. C. Sport royal! 

N. N. (aside, rubbing his knees delicately) Some sports are 
painful. 

B. 

N. 

B. 

A. 

B. 

A. 

B. 

N. 

B. 

C. 

N. 

C. 

C. 

c. 

c. 

c. 

N. 

c. 
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B L A C K C R A Q G U L L Y , 

Troutdale, Borrowdale. 

By Alex. Goodall. 

Black Crag is perhaps more familiar to the hunter than the 
climber. It stands out from Cafifell Side, immediately to the 

left of Brund, and has the advantage of being only half a mile 

from the highway. Privacy, however, is not sacrificed to ease 

of access. Few visitors find their way into Troutdale, and 

the noisy clangour of the day excursionist rarely violates its 

peace. 

Often have I gazed at this fine rock from the stream below, 

and wondered what sport might be found thereon. But those 

were moments of detestable idleness when the mind created 

impossible chimneys, aretes and traverses, and the body was 

quite unwilling to.give mind the lie. So that my book ofifered 

just the necessary excuse for maintaining a position of indiffer­

ence until the flight of time prohibited exploration, and 

" Under closing shades, 

Inglorious lay me by the lowly brook, 
And whisper to my dreams." 

One day last summer Mr. C. E. Betison called upon me. 

Having heard that there was a probable climb in Troutdale he 

was all eagerness to go and explore. I should much rather have 

stayed behind, as the feeling came over me that my haven of 

refuge might be robbed of the child of m y fancy. If Black 

Crag gave birth to a climb not even approaching the mediocre, 

m y dreams would be broken and affection killed. 

"Hope springs eternal in the human beast',' as a wag of my 

acquaintance will inflect the quotation. Full of hope were we 
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when the Borrowdale coach took us away from "the metropolis 

of the English Lakes." Genial company makes a journey all 

too short and we were scarce conscious of the coach's lumber­

ing motion ere the time came for dismounting. Once at the 

foot of the crag an ill-defined gully was observed commencing 

above a fine slab tilted at an angle qf about 60°. A crack ran 

obliquely to the top affording good foothold, and a low wall of 

rock on leaving the slab called for careful balance. A chimney 

formed the first pitch, surmounted by a heathery ledge. T h e 

second pitch led away slightly to the left of the ledge and 

seemed very exposed. W e had spent so m u c h time in locating 

the climb that we found there was no reasonable prospect of 

our being able to work it out in its entirety before dark, so 

resolved to defer the attempt until another day. 

A few days later Messrs. Benson, F. Philipson and myself 

set out for the task, determined to do or t o — c o m e back. 

Before roping up we sacrificed a quantity of tobacco in the 

usual way as a burnt offering to the gods w h o have the especial 

care of climbers. I was then given the honour of leading. 

The slab was negotiated without difficulty although the 

wall gave some trouble.* Here the holds were wet, small 

and insufficient for a proper amount of leverage. A short 

grass scramble led easily up to the first pitch. This was a 

pleasant little chimney about twenty-five feet high. T h e holds 

were particularly good and conveniently placed. I found the 

heather ledge largely covered with a growth of brambles 

upon which war had perforce to be waged with a pocket knife. 

Philipson then joined me. 

The second pitch led directly from the ledge and was not 

quite so steep. The holds were few and small. T h e presence 

of loose stones and wet grass m a d e the scaling of it somewhat 

risky. In fact, when half-way up, I could not stir without dis­

lodging something. Consequently, Benson, w h o was below, 

* This slab may be turned by climbing up over some heather covered rock to 
the left. The rock wall consists of a lofty step followed by a low one. The foot­
holds are wet and slippery and slope the wrong way, and there is a slight over­
hang which tends to upset the balance of the climber. 
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had quite a lively and anxious time of it. As a matter of 

course hard stones descending resulted in equally hard 

words ascending. Nor did m y most tender and soothing 

remarks m e n d matters. Under such conditions I deemed it 

advisable to return to the ledge until a place of safety could 

be found for our comrade in distress. Accomplishing m y 

purpose Philipson climbed up to m y old position, whilst I was-

resting, and cleared away the greater part of the loose rock. • 

Then, by means of treacherous grass holds, he managed to 

draw himself up breathless into the back of the gully. W h e n I 

followed, he held m e with the rope while I tore out the wet 

grass, which enabled m e to go up on rock holds. W e were 

soon joined by the third, and I resumed the lead. 

T h e gully n o w took more definite proportions. A chimney 

faced us, with a small tree growing about half-way up. I 

climbed up to this and then worked out on the left wall into 

an old watercourse filled with debris from the winter storms. 

T h e gully widens out towards the top somewhat after the 

manner of Mouse Ghyll. A steep slab on the left offered the 

most feasible means of ascent. T h e holds were few and small, 

but the work was by far the most interesting in the climb. 

This was the last obstacle and w e climbed out after two and 

a-half hours' pleasurable work. 

T h e total length of the climb is something like 200 feet. 

A n eighty foot rope will be found quite sufificient for a party 

of three.* 

• See note on page 135. 
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T H E L O S T C O M R A D E . 

By Rudolf Cyriax. 

From melancholy heaven the impassive moon 
Pours down upon the spaces of the dale 

Her silent, mournful radiance ; in ghostly swoon 

Are hushed the fields and meres and fells. A veil 

Of pallid beams, phantasmal, fairy-frail, 

Dissolves the world in doleful harmony, 

A dreary lustre illumining the trail 

Down which a sorrow-stricken company 

This eve brought him who now lies past all agony. 

Upon the silvered bank, where now I lie 

Alone in misery and mute despair. 

He rested but at noon ; that Death was nigh 

Was farthest from his thought. Least could I spare 

His proven faithfulness ; least could I bear 

To lose his gentle spirit; all in all 

Was he to me. Borne on the midnight air 

I seem to hear his voice ; his friendly call 

Still echoes from the bare and rugged mountain-wall. 

On such a melting summer night of rest, 

He would delight to ramble o'er the mead 

And plan fresh enterprise ; with buoyant zest 

That never languished he would ever plead 

For one more strenuous effort to succeed 

Where hitherto had been but failure. Oft 

And long and earnestly he wrought; the seed 

Of high resolve was sown again ; from croft 

To crag I followed, and to victory aloft. 
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Some years ago it was his bitter task 

To do the woful oflfice of to-day 

For one too rash ; beneath the stoic mask 

His pain could yet be read. In sore dismay 

H e heard an evil rumour, sought his way 

Beneath the stars to where the accident 

Had chanced, and in the early morning gray 

Was with his friend ; but found the dread event 

Had summoned him before the Judge omnipotent. 

Now he has followed. To the lordly blufifs 

And gloomy gorges he has said farewell; 

The favours of the sun, the rain's rebuffs, 

The wind's salute are not for him ; the spell 

Of mountain-magic shattered at the knell 

Of death. In future I must rove alone, 

The sacrosanct resorts we knew so well 

Revisit solitary, on the stone 

Of pitiless peaks deplore his loss with secret moan. 

One comrade more the ruthless cliffs have claimed ; 

Must it be so, O God ?—but Thy decree 

Is not for us to question. H e who aimed 

At greater conquest yet has rendered fee 

Of loving life and living love. I see 

But chaos returned ; the sadness of the night 

Is in m y heart, the grief I cannot flee 

Unmans me. Brother, to the realm of light 

Is sped thy soul; thine be the Mercy Infinite. 

1902. Rudolf Cyriax. 
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K Y N D W R C L U B N O T E S . 

The energies of the Club have been divided fairly equally 
between work above ground and work below the ground, but 
the latter has had the most interesting results. This is quite 

natural, for it will be a long while before opportunities of sub­

terranean discovery are reduced to variations and fancy routes. 

Some members of the Club, including Messrs. Smithard, 

McCrum, Freeman, and others whose identity is undivulged, 

possibly lest there should be any enquiry as to whether the 

whole party came back, penetrated to a considerable distance 

beyond the " Bottomless Pit" in the Speedwell Mine, and 

found the water supply still intact and abundant. Others have 

explored the interesting series of swallets 700 feet above, that 

engulf the streams which run into this cavern and that of the 

Peak, but without making any striking discoveries. At the 

close of 1902, two members, Baker & Bamforth, accompanied 

by Mr. Morland and Dr. Sheldon, went into eight caverns in 

the neighbourhood of Burrington and Cheddar, in Somerset. 

They attained a number of points that had never been reached 

before, and secured an interesting series of photographs. A 

great deal of work remains to be done at these two spots. 

Later on Baker and Bamforth joined a party led by Mr. H. E. 

Balch, of Wells, a most persevering speleologist, who hcis put 

in practice some ideas of his own with excellent results. His 

speciality is excavation. At Eastwater, on the top of Mendip, 

he sunk a shaft into a swallet, and so discovered a great 

cavern, through which a stream flows on its way to the water-

caverns of Wookey Hole. On the occasion referred to, a 

party of nine penetrated to a depth of more than 600 feet 

below the surface and to a distance of 2000 feet from the cave 

mouth. The cave is exceptionally diflficult. Its passages are 
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so narrow as to be almost impracticable, the explorers having, 

to give just one instance, to crawl through an S-bend, with a 

diameter of g\ inches. There are awkward vertical drops, 

with deep pits lying in wait beneath them ; long, craggy 

canyons across slopes of 50° ; and, worst of all, enormous 

accumulations of jagged rocks, through the midst of which it 

is necessary to crawl and wriggle, carrying quantities of ropes 

and other apparatus. Though, it is proved that the Eastwater 

Cavern drains into Wookey Hole, all attempts have so far 

proved unavailing to explore the canals and water-pipes that 

lie between. 

At Wookey Hole, the upper galleries, as well as the water-

caverns were explored, with a view to finding the connecting 

links; and since the Kyndwr men left, Mr. Balch has cut a 

way into a new cavern of almost unparalleled loveliness, which 

promises to lead on into the unknown region between the two 

series of caverns. The Somersetshire caverns are the most 

beautiful in England as regards displays of stalactite and drip­

stone. The Cheddar caves are, of course, famous; but a much 

grander cavern at West Harptree is practically unknown now, 

and is not accessible without risk. This is Lamb's Lair, which 

comprises a majestic Great Chamber, n o feet high and 120 

feet wide, every square foot of its huge walls and dome 

encrusted with multi-coloured deposits; a smaller hall with 

walls, floor and roof one mass of calcite and aragonite, 

fantastically moulded, and a mohster " Beehive " stalagmite in 

the midst, ten feet high ; and besides these many hundred feet 

of galleries and grottos thickly encrusted with stalagmite. 

There is a lot of cave-work still to be done in Somerset, 

and many promising caves have hardly been touched. Exca­

vation opens up a new series of opportunities, for the cave 

explorer has usually retired hitherto when he has come to a 

partial choke. A cave at Ludchurch, on the Staffordshire 

Roaches, proved impenetrable, however, beyond a certain 

distance. It is in the gritstone, and is really a series of large 

fissures created by the same land-slip that made the ravine of 

Ludchurch. Since it was explored by two of Sir P. L. 
I 
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Brocklehurst's men, some years ago, a fall of rocks has 

effectually blocked it up, and what lies beyond, an interesting 

matter in such a curious kind of cave, must remain undis-

coverable. Extraordinary things were reported. 
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A N N U A L G E N E R A L M E E T I N Q . 

The Sixth Annual General Meeting was held on the 6th 
February at the Cafd Royal. The change from the earlier 
practice of holding this meeting about the end of April or 

beginning of May was in accordance with a resolution of the 

previous General Meeting, giving power to the Committee to 

fix a date between January and May—both months inclusive. 

The date chosen by the Committee would appear to be a good 

one, since the attendance was certainly above the average. 

The chair was taken by Mr. W . P. Haskett-Smith after his 

unanimous re-election as President. Mr. George H. Morse 

and Mr. Hugo Young, K.C, were re-elected as Vice-Presidents. 

The following gentlemen were re-elected to serve on the 

Committee :—Mr. A. O. Prickard, Mr. M. K. Smith, Dr. T 

K. Rose, Mr. J. M. A. Thomson, Mr. H. R. Boyce, Prof J. A. 

Ewing, Mr. E. A. Baker ; and in the places of the Rev. J. N. 

Burrows and Mr. W . E. Corlett, retiring by rotation, the 

following gentlemen were elected to serve on the Committee, 

namely. Prof J. B. Farmer, Prof L. R. Wilberforce. Mr. C. 

C. B. Moss was re-elected Honorary Treasurer, and Mr. 

George B. Bryant, Honorary Secretary for the ensuing year. 

The accounts for the year 1902, as audited, were received 

and approved. A summary of these accounts is given below. 

The existing Rules of the Club were rescinded, and in lieu 

thereof the new rules—a print of which had been marked for 

identification by the Chairman of the Meeting—iVere adopted 

as the Rules of the Club. 

A cordial vote of thanks to the Chairman concluded the 

official proceedings. 
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Statements of Receipts and Payments for the year ending 31st December, igo2. 

RECEIPTS. 
Balance from igoi Al77 '7 i 
Subscriptions ... ... ••• 'S3 " ''̂  
Entrance Fees :— 

From 26 New Members '3 '3 ° 
Interest on Deposit at Bank 3 3 5 

/347 19 6-

PAYMENTS. 
Cost of Journal £76 11 i 

Zejj Sales, &c 15 6 II 
;f6l 4 2r 

Printing and Stationery, &c. (Secretary and Treasurer) ... .. 18 17 i 
Postages, &c. (Secretary and Treasurer) ... 6 2 8 
Expenses of Annual Meeting and Dinner ... ... 2 0 0 
Balance :— 

Deposited at Bank ;f2io 3 7 
(Including Interest to 31st Dec, 1902) 
Cash on current account and in hand 49 '2 o 

259 15 7 

jf347 19 6 

CHAS. C. B. MOSS, Hon. Treasurer. 

Examined with the Books and Vouchers and found correct. 

FRANK TURNER, 
fanuary s^td, igo^. Chartered Accountant. 

The following members were present at the Dinner, which 
took place after the meeting:—Samuel Aitken (Gloucester), 
A. W. Andrews, Thos. Arnold, Jr., E. A. Baker (Derby), 
Claude E. Benson, Henry Bond, H. R. Boyce, J. Vaughan 
Brett (Kenley), George B. Bryant, Rev. J. Nelson Burrows, 
C. R. Canney, Laurence Carr (Carlisle), W. G. Clay, Arthur 
W. Davey, J. H. Davey, W^ Lloyd Davies, Godfrey W. H. 
Ellis (Shalford), Professor T. B. Farmer (Wimbledon), A. E. 
W. Garrett, F. Garrett (Stanmore), W. V. Goulstone, W. P. 
Haskett-Smith, George F. Hatfield, F. W. Hill, Wynnard 
Hooper, Dr. Peter Horrocks, Donald Hunter (Bury St. 
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Edmunds), H. L. Jupp (Croydon), E. R. Kidson (Nottingham), 

Guy Knowles, Charles Lehmann, T. G. Longstaff (Wimbledon), 

Rev. E. F. M. MacCarthy (Birmingham), W . P. Marler, C. E. 

Mathews (Birmingham), Thomas Meares, John C. Morland 

(Street, Somerset), Harold G. Morrish, Ralph S. Morrish, 

C. C. B. Moss, C. W . Nettleton, J. H. Newman, George 

Nicholson, Lehmann J. Oppenheimer (Manchester), H. C. L. 

Owen, L. W . Pagden, J. F. Pearson (Disley, Cheshire), 

J. H. A. Phillips, Wentworth H. Price (CardifiQ, A. O. Prickard 

(Oxford), J. Walter Robson (Manchester), R. J. Simey, M. K. 

Smith, C. H. Townley, E. R. Turner (Epsom), W . Edward 

Webb, Roderick Williams (Liverpool), T. Williams (Liverpool), 

Oliver K. W^illiamson, G. Winthrop Young (Eton), William 

Zimmerman, Jr.; and among the guests were Messrs. A. F. 

de Fonblanque, G. H. Thiselton Dyer, George W . Beldam, 

C. Jervis, S. B. Peech, E. J. Renaud, P. S. Stephens, Dr. E. F. 

Coghlan and Dr. Claude Wilson. 

After giving the customary loyal toast, the Chairman, 

Mr. Haskett-Smith, who was received with loud cheers, said:— 

Gentlemen,—When we met upon this occasion last year I honestly 
thought that nothing could increase the pleasure which I derived from our 
meeting, but I find to m y surprise this year that it has increased quite fifty 
per cent., the cause being that, owing to the alteration in the date of our 
dinner, we meet after eight months instead of the ordinary interval of 
twelve. (Laughter.) At the same time the limiting of the period naturally 
reduces the number of exciting events in the history of the Club about 
which I have to tell you. Our good friend, Mr. Rickmers, has again been 
generous to our library—(hear, hear)—and, as I ventured to predict last 
year, his example has inspired others, notably Mr. Maude and our excellent 
librarian—(hear, hear)—who, taking the broadest and most liberal view of 
his duties, not only looks after our books, but adds largely to them from 
his own collection. (Cheers.) For the present, Mr. Bryant is good enough 
to lend us a room to keep them in ; but we are on the look-out fpr more 
permanent accommodation, and hope that before long we may have more 
to tell you. It may interest you to know that we have lately established 
our first friendly relations with a foreign power—(laughter)—namely, with 
the German Alpine Club ; but I hasten to assure you that there is no 
likelihood of our undertaking any joint debt-collecting expeditions. (Loud 
laughter.) A m o n g the other events of the year we welcomed with a 
chastened joy the advent of one more number of our y^ar«a/—(laughter) 
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—but as that Journal—ihut lonely number—contains the report of the 
proceedings at last year's dinner, I, speaking as one of the guilty, suspect 
—without daring to ask the Editor whether it is true—that it was the 
length of the speeches last year which broke the printer's back. (Laughter.) 
W e all remember the eminent statesman who was said to have been 
intoxicated by the exuberance of his own verbosity, but I can assure you 
that when I was confronted by those serried ranks of cold type, I was 
appalled at the evidence of m y own garrulity. (Laughter.) I shall take 
good care to let you and the printers off much easier to-night. (Cries of 
" No, no.") As a matter of fact, the toast which I have the honour to 
propose is one which in the proposing demands very few words indeed, 
but a certain number are almost indispensable in order to bring upon his 
legs the right man to answer for it. In looking round to find that man we 
naturally turn to the young. N o ! gentlemen, I do not mean Mr. Winthrop 
Young, though we turned to him on this occasion last year, and got a 
capital speech out of him too, nor must you expect to-day the pleasure of 
a speech from our good friend, Mr. Hugo Young. N o ! I refer to the 
young and enterprising members of the Club. If you ask why the young 
members, it can be proved, as everything can be proved, from the pages of 
Shakespeare. It is a very remarkable thing that though the bard lived in 
an age when the art of climbing is stated to have been undeveloped, as a 
matter of fact you will find in his works a number of remarkably sound 
ideas. (Laughter.) H e evidently knew Wales well, but it is reported— 
though upon this point, in the regretted absence of our Vice-President, 
Mr. Morse, we are without the most recent lights of Shakespearian 
criticism—that the best authorities hesitate to affirm that Shakespeare 
ever stayed at Pen-y-Gwryd, and it is said that they base their hesitation 
upon the fact that, if he had done so, more must have been said about him 
by Mr. Mathews—(laughter)—and also that more must have been said 
about Mr. Mathews by Shakespeare. (Renewed laughter.) Be that as it 
may, I have myself seen the name of Shakespeare in the Visitors' Book at 
Pen-y-Gwryd, and I myself once met Bacon at Pen-y-Gwryd, which might 
quite possibly have been a contemporary of Shakespeare. (Laughter.) 
This fact may be of importance to Mrs. Gallup. She maintains that the 
bard was Bacon ; I can assure her that this Bacon was barred. (Laughter 
and groans.) Moreover, can you imagine a more highly significant fact 
than this ; on one occasion only Shakespeare set himself to describe a 
mountaineering expedition. Where does he lay the scene? In Wales. 
H o w does he describe it? In these words: "Wales, a mountainous 
country with a cave." (Laughter.) What a perfect description ! You 
will say at once, and of course it is quite possible, that that cave may be 
the old back-kitchen at Pen-y-Gwryd. You may be right; but let us stick 
to facts. It is interesting to identify localities, but still more to trace 
principles—the principles of the primeval mountaineer. Your attention 
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is particularly invited to the words which the poet puts into the mouth of 
the leader of that mountaineering party. It was a party of three—an ideal 
number—(hear, hear)—and the words may well be laid to heart by every 
sober-minded President of a club like ours :— 

" Now for our mountain sport; up to yon hill! 
Your legs are young; I '11 tread these flats." 

(Laughter.) It will doubtless not escape your observation, gentlemen, 
that he calls it " our mountain sport," but at the same time, like Mr. Mark 
Twain, he does all his hill-work by agent. What Harris did for Mr. Twain 
Mr. Knowles has done for you, and thus, though you are perhaps not fully 
aware of the fact, you have in this sense lately accomplished a very gallant 
and highly laborious expedition in the Himalaya. Anxious that you should 
understand the full value of your own exploits, I persuaded one of the 
greatest of Himalayan climbers, m y friend Major Bruce, to consent to 
come here to-night, but I a m sorry to say that a family bereavement at 
the last moment prevented him from coming, and it is only fair to express 
our warm gratitude to those gentlemen who, literally at the last moment, 
have consented to stand in the place of Major Bruce and make the eloquent 
speeches which you will shortly hear. Doubtless Major Bruce would have 
found many interesting things to tell us about this expedition in the Hima­
laya. But whatever remarks he might have had to make, he certainly 
must have admitted that it was a very big thing. You advanced to the 
attack "not single spies, but in battalions," and, though on this occasion 
Providence seems to have been less than usual on the side of the big 
battalionsj in these days of fierce competition for records it is some con­
solation to know that in point of size this expedition has only once or 
twice been equalled. You will remember one exception ; it is variously 
ascribed to the King of France, and to the Duke of York. In the form, 
which is perhaps more familiar to you :— 

"The Gallant Duke of York, 
He had ten thousand men. 
H e marched them up to the top of the hill. 
And he marched them down again." 

Upon that we may observe that ten thousand men is a very imposing 
caravan, but with all respect to the gallant Duke, he was not making a 
first ascent, and, above all, he was not dealing with K 2. If, therefore, 
gentlemen, your agent, when he explains to you presently what you have 
done, is not able to assure you that you actually reached the summit of 
K 2, if he has to admit (of course, on your behalf) that the expeditixjn did 
not meet with that complete success which his forethought and courage 
undoubtedly deserved, you will not repine, because you know, as the poet 
has told you :— 

" How far high failure overleaps the bound 
Of low successes.'' 
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--(hear, hear)—and if failure at 20,000 feet above the level of the sea, or 
thereabouts, is not high failure, then we may confess our inability to say 
what high failure is. Gentlemen, I do not know what Mr. Knowles m a y 
have to say to you, but if it should happen that he has not so satisfactory 
a tale to tell you as he might wish, your agent—and here we come back to 
a point upon which I laid stress at the beginning of m y speech—is young, 
and, with the future before him, we may hope that some other time he will 
come here with another story. For they tell us that the Himalaya, like 
Africa, exerts a magical attraction which positively enslaves all who have 
ever known it; it is a bondage which they cannot escape, and, indeed, they 
would not if they could. For m y own part, I look upon the Himalayan 
explorer with admiration and with awe. W h e n we picture to ourselves 
that terrible phalanx of hungry mountains calling loudly for its devoted 
explorers, and when we see them before us revolving schemes of future 
conquest, and doomed beyond doubt to future hardships, but meanwhile, 
with that dogged perseverance to which they owe their fame, calmly and 
steadily absorbing all the good things that civilization has to offer—just 
like ordinary men—(laughter)—may we not find a new meaning in that 
fine poem of Mr. Watson's :— 

" Nought when the harpers are harping, untimely reminds him of durance ; 
None, as he sits at the feast, whisper captivity's name ; 
But, would he parley with silence, withdraw for a while unattended, 
Forth to the beckoning world 'scape for an hour and be free. 
Lo, his adventurous fancy coercing at once and provoking, 
Rise the unscalable walls, built with a word at the prime. 
Lo, immobile as statues, with pitiless faces of iron. 
Armed at each obstinate gate, stand the impassable guards." 

(Hear, hear.) In the hope that those gates will not always be obstinate to 
him, and that those guards will not always be impassable, we ask him now 
to overcome his desire to "parley with silence," and to respond to the 
toast which we are now about to drink—"The prosperity of the Climbers' 
Club." (Cheers.) 

Mr. Knowles : Mr. President and Gentlemen. I feel it to be an 
exceedingly great honour to be asked to respond for this Club to-night— 
an honour all the greater because 1 have only so recently become a 
member of it. I thank you for the honour which you have done me, and 
propose to tell you some of m y own experiences, as Mr. Haskett-
Smith has already foreshadowed in his brilliant speech. The expedition, 
which started from England last February, consisted of another member 
of this Club, who is not here to-night, four others—one Englishman, two 
Austrians and a Swiss doctor, and myself. W e went out, not necessarily 
with the object of climbing K 2, but of seeing how near to it we could 
possibly get. (Hear, hear.) To some of the very, very highly coloured 
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accounts which occurred in the papers, I do not suppose for a moment 
anyone, who calls himself a climber, would give any credence at all. 
One, I remember, suggested that we were going to scale K 2, and then walk 
on to Mount Everest and do that—it is only a question of two thousand 
miles across some of the worst mountains in the world. (Laughter.) 
Needless to say, that was not what we intended to do. Well, we got out 
there, and we fully expected a difficult job, and were ready for it. W e 
had with us provisions for remaining three months on the high levels of 
the glacier, and the equipment had been fairly carefully worked out. W e 
had done our best to guard against every contingency. W e ascended the 
Baltoro Glacier to the point where Sir Martin Conway ascended in 1892. 
H e then turned in one direction ; we turned to the other ; he to the right, 
and we to the left. W e then went up the Godwin-Austen Glacier, and 
ascended the eastern branch of that. There is only one branch of it on 
the east side, which flows under the south-east slopes of K 2. The reason 
K 2 had been selected was that, from photographs taken from a distance, 
both by Sir Martin Conway and Mrs. Bullock Workman, the mountain 
seemed an accessible one. There seemed to be no great climbing dif­
ficulties upon it, and we thought it would be very suitable in consequence, 
as we wished to have as few climbing difficulties as possible to contend 
with. W e all thought the effect of the air would be enough. It took us a 
long time to ascend these glaciers. The way I can best bring it home to 
you is—I have heard some people complain of an hour's walk on bad 
moraine. I suppose most of you have walked on bad moraine in different 
places, and I daresay you found an hour was quite enough—we had seven 
days—(laughter)—and it was bad moraine too. Eventually, however, by 
the aid of a small army—it was not ten thousand, but 230 coolies it took 
us to get there—(laughter)—we succeeded in planting a fairly large and 
moderately comfortable camp, at 20,000 feet or so, under the eastern flank 
of K 2. U p to there we had had most beautiful weather. There had 
been no difficulty with regard to weather at all. Having got there, 
however, the weather thought it had done all that could reasonably be 
expected of it, and stopped, or rather the fine weather did ; the snow did 
not. It started to snow, and we remained in that camp and the one just 
below it (18,500 feet) just eight weeks in all, hoping for finer weather 
which we never got. During the whole of that time we saw the sun eight 
times—once a week, but never for more than two hours at a time. That 
was a sample of the weather we had up there. I may mention the fact 
of what I call a record snowstorm—it lasted for 114 hours without any 
cessation of any kind. It then stopped for 20 minutes, and then went on 
for another 100 hours. (Laughter.) Well, I must confess that we did 
begin to get a little tired of it towards the end. W e had hoped that before 
eight weeks had passed we should have had some fine weather. The 
snowfall was computed at 25 feet—that was the lowest computation of it— 
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(laughter)—what my computation of it was I should not like to tell you— 
(laughter)—^but possibly you would like to hear how we found the rarifica-
tion of the atmosphere affected us. Of course it varied with each one of 
us. Three members of the party said that they distinctly felt bad effects 
from it; another was hardly a fair case to judge from, as he had malaria 
the whole time, but seemed unaffected in his breathing ; another had a 
slight attack of asthma, but was otherwise quite fit; and lastly, in m y own 
case, I must confess that I went on smoking between six and seven ounces 
of tobacco weekly without much ill effect. (Laughter.) I must say that I 
do not think up to 20,000 feet I felt the slightest effect as far as m y going 
capabilities were concerned. (Hear, hear.) Furthermore, during the 
small glimpses of sun that we had, when we could see K 2 from where 
we were, the mountain seemed absolutely easy ; there were no climbing 
difficulties of any kind before us. There was the snow ridge under which 
we were encamped which led to a snowfield some 2000 feet higher up; 
granted fine weather, that snow ridge should have afforded excellent 
walking ; it was not at an unduly steep angle ; there was no earthly reason 
why one should not get coolies up there and plant a camp at 23,000 feet— 
it was about 23,000 feet, the base of the snow slopes. U p above from 
there stretched a perfectly uniform slightly rising snowfield. There was 
absolutely no climbing difficulty ; I should think that certainly 50 per 
cent, of the way could be ridden on the back of a donkey—(laughter)—and 
that, coupled with the fact that, as I said, the rarification of the air 
affected us so little, I think definitely proves that anyone who will try 
again will have an excellent chance of success. (Hear, hear.) Having 
returned from an expedition like that, one realises more or less that it is a 
big thing to undertake, and it is a big thing to organise ; and one cannot 
say immediately whether one is going to try again, but, at the same time, 
one does not say one is not—(hear, hear)—and I hope at some future date, 
if not to ascend K 2, at all events to reach a height considerably over the 
present record. (Cheers.) 

Mr. SiMEY : Mr. President and Gentlemen. We have all just drank, 
with considerable zest and enthusiasm, our own healths—that is a duty 
which must be done by every member of a club which is asked to drink its 
own health. Having done that, it is m y duty to ask you to drink, as I 
know you will, another toast with equal zest and enthusiasm, which you 
are not so much personally interested in yourselves, but which I know you 
will drink with none the less enthusiasm, and that is the toast of the clubs 
which are our own kith and kin. Now, gentlemen, those clubs are, I a m 
told, these : First and foremost there is the Alpine Club—(cheers)—which 
we all know something about ; in addition to this there are two clubs 
which appear to be mountaineering clubs pure and simple : that is the two 
Scottish clubs—(hear, hear)—the Scottish Mountaineering Club and the 
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Cairngorm Club. There is another club with a queer name, the pro­
nunciation of which—it is spelt rather queerly—I am told is the " Kyndwr" 
Club, which is very far from being a mountaineering club, because I 
understand that what the gentlemen who belong to that club do is not to 
soar to the heights above, but to grope down into the depths beneath, and 
I have no doubt that it gives the members of the Kyndwr Club as much 
satisfaction to grope down to their depths as it does to the members of the 
mountaineering clubs to soar to their heights. The other club is the 
Yorkshire Ramblers—(cheers)—which, I am told, is not purely a mountain­
eering club—it is a club that rather goes in for enjoying nature in its 
wilder aspects generally, but which, at the same time, we are proud to 
recognise as one of our kith and kin, and to join them in the toast which I 
have to propose of the other clubs. Now, gentlemen, I have been at some 
loss to understand why I, of all people, should have been chosen to perform 
this duty to-night, but a word which fell from the Chairman rather let the 
secret and the cat out of the bag. There seemed to m e to be an indication 
that, if it had not been for some accidents which have taken place within 
the last few days, someone else would have appeared here to propose this 
toast, of more importance than myself. It appears, however, that speakers 
fell somewhat short, and at the last moment—I took the words down from 
the President's lips—at the last moment, " other forces, the best that could 
be got had to be introduced." Gentlemen, it does appear to me that the 
best apology for m y own presence here to-night is m y own insignificance. 
(Laughtei-.) I suppose that most of us here to-night, apart from the 
strangers (whom one is sorry for)—(laughter)—most of those who are here 
to-night, who are not strangers to the club, are probably members of one 
of the other kindred clubs whose health I a m proposing, and it occurred to 
those who were responsible for getting up this toast list that the toast of 
the Kindred Clubs ought to be proposed by someone who had not the 
honour to be a member of the Alpine Club or any of the other clubs whose 
names I have mentioned. Gentlemen, I have the misfortune to be a 
member of none of those other clubs. (Mr. Mathews : "You'll improve.") 
It may be that I shall improve. Whether or not the club that I shall 
select to join next will be the Kyndwr Club which goes down, or whether 
it is one of the other clubs which go up, I do not know. The gentleman 
on m y left said that I should improve, but it does appear to m e that the 
chief reason why I a m occupying this post to-night is m y own insignificance 
in not having the good fortune, or otherwise, to be a member of the 
Alpine Club or any of the others.' Now, I hope that I shall be true to a 
promise which I mean to make and to keep, which was made, and which 
I was glad to see was not kept by our President; that is, that the length 
of m y speech will not break the printer's back. Of all the clubs which I 
have mentioned as being our kith and kin, I am sure that we are all proud 
to recognise one as occupying the position of a parent—our father or our 
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mother—that is the Alpine Club—(cheers)—to which I suppose every 
member here would confessedly yield some kind of allegiance. The other 
clubs, I should say, we rather love as sisters than revere as parents. 
(Hear, hear.) W e cannot emulate the Alpine Club any more than Scaw 
Fell can emulate the Matterhorn ; but amongst us all—amongst all 
mountaineering clubs, whether they exist on this island, or wherever they 
exist—there are obvious bonds of union ; whether it is the clubs that take 
people up to the top of the mountains, or whether it is the clubs that take 
the people down to the depths below, there is a common bond of union in 
that we all admire nature in her sterner and wilder moods ; and a bond of 
nature by which we, most of us living in London, I suppose, or in the 
towns, solicit the grandeur of the mountains to rescue us from Cockneydom 
and from vulgarity. (Hear, hear.) T o talk of Cockneydom or vulgarity 
in connection with a mountain seems to involve a contradiction in terms. 
(Hear, hear.) There is that bond of sympathy, at any rate, not only 
amongst all mountaineering clubs, but amongst all lovers of the mountain, 
whether we climb rocks or glaciers. Now, gentlemen, there are other 
bonds of union between these and all other clubs, and I a m repeating 
something which I heard said some years ago—I think it was at a meeting 
of this club ; I forget whose lips it fell from, but it does appear to m e that 
it is a point in which the sport of mountaineering, amongst all others, is 
distinguished from any other sport that e.xists. There are many points in 
which all sports must necessarily be assimilated to each other, and 
resemble each other. C o m m o n features to most, if not all, sports are the 
display and exercise of the nervous powers and forces, the strenuous 
exercise of the muscles, and also the spice of danger which, no doubt, we 
all rather enjoy than otherwise ; but, as regards mountaineering, there is 
one feature which appears to m e to distinguish it from all other sports, 
and that is, that in mountaineering there is little, or, I belie\-e, none of the 
record cutting, of the pot-hunting and the competition, and perhaps also 
the betting, which are associated with nearly all other sports all the world 
over. (Hear, hear.) You cannot race up a mountain ; you cannot com­
pare times with other people who have gone up the same mountain, 
especially in the Alps, because circumstances vary. There is no such 
thing as pot-hunting in mountaineering ; there can be no prizes, because 
the conditions cannot be the same ; and it does appear to m e that that 
particular feature is one that lifts our sport to a height which no other 
sport ever can and ever will attain to. Gentlemen, 1 am not going to say 
anything more. I hope I have not broken the printer's back, but I will 
ask you to drink the toast which 1 ha\ e to propose : that is the health of 
the clubs which are our own kith and kin, especially those which I have 
enumerated to you, and 1 have to couple with the toast the name of 
Dr. Claude Wilson. (Cheers.) 
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Dr. Cl.^UDE Wilson : Gentlemen. I thank you very heartily on 
behalf of the clubs which I a m asked to represent for the enthusiastic 
manner in which you have received the toast. M y friend, Mr. Haskett-
Smith, at whose invitation I am among you this evening, asked m e to. 
respond on behalf of the Kindred Clubs. Several clubs have been named, 
but I imagine—and I suppose I am not wrong in doing so—that the list 
might have been extended ; because the spirit of mountaineering, which 
started fifty years ago with the Alpine Club, and has extended to the other 
British Clubs, of which you are so conspicuously brilliant an example, has 
also spread not only to the Continent of Europe, but over the whole of the 
rest of the world. I think, therefore, that the French, German, Austrian, 
Swiss and Italian Clubs should be included. I do not know if there is a 
Himalayan Club, but a Caucasian Club is in the process of formation, and 
there is a N e w Zealand Club : and, for all I know, there may be others,, 
which would be rather sorry if they were not included in the term 
" Kindred." O n behalf of the Alpine Club, which has been referred to as 
the parent of the others, and of which I have the honour to be a member, 
and on behalf of the Scottish Club, of which also I have the honour to be 
a member, I wish to thank you for the enthusiastic way in which you have 
received this toast. O n behalf of the Kyndwr Club—why Kyndwr I can­
not imagine—and of the Yorkshire Ramblers, an institution in which we 
all have many fiends in common, I may say that I a m sure they would 
wish to be not less represented in the response than those clubs of which 
I a m a member. Well, gentlemen, I have been wondering in what way I 
could respond for these clubs beyond simply saying that we were grateful 
for the way in which you have received the toast, because it appears to m e 
that it would not be very becoming to enlarge upon the virtues of these 
clubs, and perhaps it would be even less becoming to enlarge upon any 
evils which may be connected with any of them of which one may know, 
and you may not; and possibly it is best that we should try to continue 
to deserve the compliment which was paid to the Alpine Club by Mr. 
Hutchinson at the last winter dinner, when he said that the Alpine Club 
and Alpine climbers were conspicuous in saying very little about themselves. 
At any rate that is a very easy thing to do ; and seeing that possibly I 
cannot say anything about these clubs that either you do not know, or that 
you would wish to know, or that it would be desirable you should know, 
I have thought that if I could say anything about yourselves which 
you do not know, and which you would wish to know, and which it would 
be desirable for you to know—(laughter)—it would be more acceptable, 
and more appropriate, and more becoming on m y part to do so. In 
speaking about yourselves it appeared to m e that those individuals upon 
w h o m you have chosen to confer your highest honours, offer m e a topic on 
which I can speak with possibly more appropriateness than about anything 
else. Well, gentlemen, I congratulate you very much on your choice of" 
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Presidents. (Hear, hear.) Mr. Mathews—(cheers)—whom I am thankful 
to see with us this evening, looking younger than ever—(hear, hear)—was 
one of the founders of the Climbers' Club. H e was also, as you are all 
very well aware, one of the founders of the Alpine Club, and I a m under 
a debt of gratitude to him of 25 years' standing — ever since he, as 
President of the Alpine Club, proposed m e as a member of that body. 
Later I have been in Mr. Mathews' company in many and in varied 
situations. I have been with him on the fells of Cumberland, and on the 
glaciers and the snow slopes of the Alps. But only once have I been 
actually lost with Mr. Mathews — (laughter)—when his great guiding 
capacities came to the fore in a very conspicuous manner, and I think that, 
as you may not have heard of this incident, I may be permitted to recount 
it shortly. You may be aware, gentlemen, that the great guide, Melchior 
Anderegg, when he came to London, astonished Mr. Mathews and his 
other friends by the way that he was able to find his way about London. 
The only time that I was lost with Mr. Mathews was in London. (Laughter.) 
I had been dining in the company of Mr. Mathews—(laughter)—and with 
sundry other members of a kindred club, in a situation which geographically 
corresponds very much with the one which we occupy to-night. W e had 
left the dinner table and were proceeding, two and two, in search of an 
institution which is situated at the end of Savile Row—the North end. 
Mr. Mathews and I proceeded along the streets of London until we 
thought we ought to be about where we expected to be—(laughter)—when 
we were suddenly confronted, instead of by the comparatively gloomy 
cul de sac which we expected, by an avenue brightly lit up, down which 
poured an avalanche of omnibuses and cabs. W e found ourselves at the 
Southern end of Bond Street, with the Egyptian Hall in front of us. Well, 
gentlemen, the hour was late, and clearly we had lost our way. W e had 
no lantern—(laughter)—we had no cope ; our shoes were devoid of nails. 
(Laughter.) The slabs were very smooth and very slippery, and were 
studded with gendarmes. (Laughter.) It appeared to m e that we should 
have to make a night of it—(renewed laughter)—but not so to Mr. Mathews. 
I felt a kindly hand grip m y shoulder and we turned round ; and, like the 
poet who has been referred to, we trod those flats—(laughter)—we rovmded 
the gendarmes, and within an hour or two, it may be less, we arrived in 
what the newspaper correspondents generally describe as an utterly ex­
hausted condition, at the head of Savile Row. (Laughter.) Well, gentlemen, 
m y confidence in Mr. Mathews, which was considerable before that day, 
has since then been such that I feel if ever I am again lost in London, I 
shall never again fear if only Mr. Mathews is by m y side. I congratulate 
you very much on having chosen Mr. Mathews, as your first President, 
from the ranks of that great profession which trains its votaries, from their 
earliest days, to say the right thing at the right time and in the right way, 
and never to say the wrong thing. 1 always wish that I had had this 
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training—it would have saved me trouble more than once. It was a 
member of that profession of w h o m it is written in beautiful words : 

" In my youth, said his father, I took to the law. 
And argued each case with my wife ; 

And the muscular strength which it gave to my jaw. 
Has lasted the rest of my life." 

(Laughter.) Well, gentlemen, this evening we have unfortunately not been 
able to judge of the strength of Mr. Mathews' jaw—(laughter)—but I have 
no reason to believe that it has diminished, nor that its other qualities— 
the oratorical points of his jaw—which we all know so well—(laughter)— 
are less conspicuous, versatile, and pleasurable to their listeners than they 
used to be. W e all know that in his youth Mr. Mathews took to the law ; 
and in m y youth I had occasional opportunities, to which I look back with 
pleasure and pride, of hearing him argue one or two cases with his wife— 
(laughter)—and I a m certain that the experience which he has gained has 
not only lasted till now, but will last him the rest of his life. Gentlemen, 
it is at the invitation of your President, Mr. Haskett-Smith, that I a m with 
you to-night, and I must say that I think you will all agree that, in his own 
particular line at all events, the strength of his jaw is hardly less con­
spicuous, and that his capacities in certain directions can yield to none. 
Gentlemen, if I have been lost with Mr. Mathews in London, I have been 
lost upon the Fells with—possibly if I a m to speak accurately I should say 
b y — M r . Haskett-Smith. (Laughter.) Unfortunately I find myself in such 
close proximity to m y host that I am unable to speak of him quite so 
freely as I can in the case of Mr. Mathews, who is farther from m e on the 
rope ; but I have been astonished, and more than astonished, on the crags 
of Gable, when I have found myself in a position of exceedingly unstable 
equilibrium, and when the whole of m y respiratory efforts have been taxed 
to so extreme a degree that I have been unable to articulate at all—it has 
astonished m e how, under such circumstances, Mr. Haskett-Smith has 
sustained the brunt of an animated conversation, the details of which I 
regret to say I have completely forgotten. (Laughter.) Well, gentlemen, 
it was on the rocks of Gable that in his youth Mr. Haskett-Smith, having 
taken to the law, but not having taken to himself a wife—(laughter)—took 
to a habit which we members of the older fraternity of clubs regard 
possibly because we cannot do it ourselves, as an exceedingly reprehensible 
one—he took to cHmbing alone, and I must say that his great powers of 
entertaining his companions must have been sadly wasted. Still, as it was 
during those solitary walks and scrambles that he accumulated a fund of 
conversation which we have every reason to believe will last him the rest 
of his life, we ought, perhaps, not to grumble. And certainly, gentlemen, 
the feats of solitary climbing which your President has performed are such 
as entitle him, beyond anybody I know, to the Presidency of the Climbers' 
Club. (Hear, hear.) One may talk of explorers, mountaineers, and 
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climbers ; Mr. Haskett-Smith is all three: but to the generations wh^ch 
are yet unborn it is possibly as a climber pure and simple that his name 
will be handed down, so as to some day become allegorical, because none 
will ever believe that he did the things which we are perfectly sure that he 
has done. (Laughter.) Well, gentlemen, I believe that the Kindred Clubs 
whom I am asked to represent would wish me, in addition to thanking you 
for the kindly way in which you have drank our healths, to congratulate 
you on your own vigour, and on your own exploits among the hills and fells 
of Cumberiand, Scotland and Wales, and on the difficult bits of climbing 
you discover wherever they may occur in the world—to congratulate you 
upon your success as a Club, and upon your choice of Presidents up to 
now. (Cheers.) 

Mr. Andrews : Mr. President and Fellow Members of the Climbers' 
Club. The toast which I have the honour to propose to you to-night is 
one which is always of peculiar interest—that of \'isitors. W h e n I 
received, at very short notice, the presidential command to propose the 
toast of the " Visitors," I turned to that model of after dinner speaking, 
the report of the annual dinner, which has already been mentioned this 
evening, and is contained in the chronicles of the Climbers' Club. 
M y eyes were arrested by the words "Applause," "Laughter," "Loud 
applause," "Loud laughter," "Cheering," which occurred at every few 
lines—(laughter)—and I wondered in what periodical, in what book of 
etiquette, I could find such wit, such humour, as was contained in that 
annual report. I remembered, however, gentlemen, that for the last six 
months I had been engaged on the preparation of the index to a work 
which may not perhaps be known to members of the Climbers' Club, 
owing to the shrinking modesty of its American publishers. I refer to the 
tenth edition of the "Encyclopaedia Britannica" — (laughter)—and I 
remembered that that striking work contained many interesting points, 
such as hounds with five rows of teeth, by a little confusion with the 
hound shark ; Courtney Lighthouse, which turned out to refer to L. H. 
Courtney, the late member for Bodmin, Chairman of Committees in the 
House of Commons—(laughter)—St. Paul praying for Oneta, a small and 
obscure town in the United States—(laughter)—though why he prayed for 
Oneta I have not been able to discover ; probably it was the only town in 
the United States that he felt able to tackle, N e w York possessing a 
Tammany Hall then as now. Well, gentlemen, I referred to this index of 
the "Encyclopedia Britannica" with the blind faith of an old dame who 
looks out omens in her Bible, and I looked out the word "Visitor.'' I 
discovered the entry " Visitor," the only entry, to be a mountain on the 
borders of Montenegro. (Laughter.) The oracle had spoken. The 
institution of guests is as old as the hills, and is equally enshrined in 
our hearts. Homer wrote, as you probably know very well, an excellent 
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guide-book to Olympus, which proves, I think, conclusively that he made 
the first ascent of that peak. In his account he mentions, among the 
daily movements of the immortals, that yesterday Zeus went to a banquet 
with the blameless Ethiopians, and with that local colour which 
' characterises a good guide-book, he mentions the fact that there the 
lambs at once become horned. Now, I a m afraid that the cap does not 
fit altogether with reference to our visitors this evening, and I fear that 
the epithet " blameless" is not one that any member of this club would 
feel flattered by having applied to himself. It is rather an epithet which 
is applicable to those cautious individuals who, for fear of bad weather, 
confine their expeditions to days when the barometer is at set fair. 
Now, gentlemen, if there is one thing which is especially remarkable 
in the members of the Climbers' Club, it is their energy—their all conquer­
ing energy. There is an old ballad, of which you may possibly have 
heard, and of which I should like to quote one stanza, which I think must 
have been expressly written for the Climbers' Club :— 

'' W h o lives in suit of armour pent. 
Or hides himself behind a wall. 

For him is not the great event. 
The garland or the capital. 

Nor can the heavenly towers be won 
By sneaking negatives alone. 
By lengthened fast or Ramazan, 

But by the challenge proudly thrown. 
Virtue is that beseems a man." 

N o w I should not like to say that no member of the Climbers' Club has 
ever hidden himself behind a wall. (Laughter.) For myself, on many 
occasions, when the heavenly artillery had obtained rather too accurate a 
range to be altogether pleasant for the storming party, I have hidden 
myself behind a wall, but I think I can confidently state that no member 
of the Climbers' Club has ever lived for any considerable period of time 
enveloped in a suit of armour. (Laughter.) O n many a crag, and in, or 
partly in many a crack, the members of the Climbers' Club daily prove 
their valour, tyros and experts alike, like the knights of old they come 
out for conquest, equipped, not like the knights in armour, but with all 
the paraphernalia and impedimenta of mountaineers, and there "they 
breathe the fresher, purer air, and taste the joy of living as they only find 
it there." Now, gentlemen, it may be that I may seem to have somewhat 
forgotten m y theme, the toast of the Visitors, in order to descant on the 
Climbers' Club, but I should remind you that m y duty is that of the 
minstrel in mediaeval feasts, who had to sing the praises of the visitors, 
but who had far too great a regard for his own neck to entirely disregard 
the giver of the feast, and who, consequently, always remembered, with 
very great prudence, to credit the giver of the feast v̂ ith the slaughter of a 
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few more dragons than even the visitors. The energy of the Climbers' 
Club will, I think, be shown to its very highest degree when we propose 
the toast of the Visitors. There is only one thing, gentlemen, in which we 
may possibly fail, or fall short of that high standard of vigour which was 
possessed by our forerunners. You may possibly remember those delight­
ful lines of R. L. Stevenson, in which he speaks of the men of olden time 
who " ate ever with eager hand, at the oar and on foot, and at night hungry 
arose from their dreams to rummage the house for a bite." I am afraid, 
gentlemen, that even the vigour of the members of the Climbers' Club will 
hardly, after the magnificent feast which we have enjoyed this evening, 
enable us to rise to those heights. To return to m y immediate theme, the 
toast of the Visitors who are here this evening, we have before us, I think 
I may say, a very high level of visitors ; in fact, it would be exceedingly 
invidious to mention any names, but as I am expected to do so, I shall 
mention one or two. I may say that our guests range from K ew to the 
polar regions. I believe we have here a gentleman of the name of 
Thiselton Dyer, who, I may say, was grown at Kew ; and we have here 
also a gentleman of the name of Longstaffe, who at once recalls the 
Arctic. W e have also Dr. Claude Wilson, who has spoken of himself, 
and we should have had Major Bruce, who lives among peaks higher 
than Mont Blanc, many more than 30 in number, as he told us the other 
night, lying within a few days' journey from his own home ; and last, but 
not least,, we have a gentleman who is going to give the largess which is 
given to the minstrel; that is, he is going to reply and make a speech 
himself—Mr. A. F. de Fonblanque, an eminent solicitor, who will reply to 
this toast. I shall leave him, gentlemen, to describe himself for himself, 
and to reply for the toast of the Visitors. I think we shall all drink with 
peculiar pleasure and enthusiasm the toast of the ̂ •isitors who are present 
here this evening. I therefore, gentlemen, give you the toast of the 
Visitors. (Cheers.) 

The Chairman : Gentlemen, you will be glad to hear that instead of 
one speech, you are to have the pleasure of hearing two. Mr. D e Fon­
blanque has been summoned all the way from Bristol to-day, and, if it 
were not notoriously impossible to catch a Bristol man napping, we could 
never have expected him to make any speech at all at such short notice, 
bul he has risen to the emergency, and after him you will have the pleasure 
of hearing Mr. Thiselton Dyer. 

Mr. A. F. DE Fonblanque : Mr. President and Gentlemen. Ten 
years ago I received a very short invitation from a gentleman named 
Haskett-Smith to accompany him on a climbing expedition in the Lake 
District. I went with him ; we were out, I think, five days, and in those 
five days I think I was in more tight places than I have ever been before 
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or since, in twenty seasons in the Alps. Three or four days ago 1 received 
a kind invitation from the same gentleman to be here to-night; he did not 
say anything else, but just asked m e to be here. Yesterday I was at 
Bristol, and telegrams began to pour in asking m e to respond for the 
Visitors. That is another tight place that Mr. Haskett-Smith has placed 
m e in, and I shall view Mr. Haskett-Smith's invitations with considerable 
suspicion in future. Now, gentlemen, there are only two classes of persons 
who ought to respond for the Visitors. In the first place, there is the arch 
expert from some foreign place who comes and tells you what you ought 
to do, and talks to you like an uncle ; and there is the absolute ignoramus 
who does not know anything about you, and tells you so, and talks about 
something else. Unfortunately, I a m in a peculiar position ; I am a 
hybrid ; I cannot pretend to be a climber ; at the same time I cannot 
pretend to know nothing whatever about climbing. There has been a 
good deal of dialectical ingenuity expended on defining mountaineers and 
climbers and gymnasts, but I think at the back of our heads we have a 
pretty good idea—I have m y own idea of the difference between the two : 
that a mountaineer is a person who goes in for large expeditions that are 
comparatively easy, and does them with the assistance of first-class guides 
—(laughter)—and that the climber does small things of a most desperate 
kind, and does them on his own responsibility. I confess I belong more 
to the former class. I have seen a good deal of mountaineering in the 
Alps, but I confess that I like to do m y mountaineering comfortably ; I 
like to travel comfortably, to stop at comfortable inns ; I like to take nice 
things to eat in tins—(laughter)—I like to make m y expeditions between 
two of the best guides that I can get hold of; I like them to carry every­
thing there is to carry, and under these conditions, and given absolutely 
fine weather, I a m willing to put in a good deal of hard work. (Laughter.) 
I have not had mufh experience of the other sort of climbing—the guide­
less climbing in the British hills, and what I have seen I did not like at 
all. (Laughter.) It seems to m e that it is not a form of enjoyment to go 
to a place where there is not a decent inn, to climb up gullies of rotten 
slate, and to spend the whole day going up and down the same mountain 
five or six different ways. (Laughter.) I do not pretend to climb for the 
sake of m y health, nor for acquiring information of any kind ; I do not 
want to break anybody's records, and I could not do it if I tried. The 
only time I ever tried climbing in the Alps by myself I got hopelessly 
stuck on some rocks, and I had to be rescued on an 80 feet rope—Mr. 
Wilson may remember it—by Mr. Morse and Mr. Pasteur. Of course, 
gentlemen, the definitions I gave are not really true definitions, because 
they overlap. There are a great many climbers who are true mountaineers 
and vice versa, and especially there are a few—a very few—groups of, 
English climbers who can go to the Alps and climb without guides. I am 
afraid there are not so many parties as there used to be ; I a m afraid the 
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Germans and the Austrians are outstripping us in that. But, at any rate, 
gentlemen, I can only speak to you as a stranger from the point of view of 
climbing. I regard you with the greatest respect. (Laughter.) I would 
not myself do half the things that I hear are done in the Lake District 
and in the Scottish mountains. I went, as I said, ten years ago with 
Mr. Haskett-Smith. W e went up a great many gullies and things— 
(laughter)—and we were there for five days, and it rained all the time. It 
never left off from the time we left Windermere to the time we got back to 
Penrith. N o w I speak as an average outsider, but I saw climbing in the 
Lakes under exceptionally advantageous circumstances, because of the 
company I was in. W e were received with gorgeous hospitality 
wherever we went ; I really felt as if I was somebody—(laughter)— 
they made such a fuss of m y companion. W e had a coroner's 
inquest at one place. (Laughter.) And while we tramped along in the 
rain, Mr. Haskett-Smith recited to m e ballads of local origin, of indefinite 
length—(laughter)—and written in a dialect which I did not understand 
(Laughter.) In spite of that, I a m bound to say that I prefer m y own way 
of doing things. (Renewed laughter.) Now, gentlemen, I do not know 
anything whatever about m y fellow guests ; I do not know who they are 
even, but I am sure they have all enjoyed themselves very much this 
evening, and they all join with m e in thanking you very heartily for your 
hospitality. (Cheers.) 

Mr. Thiselton Dyer : Mr. President. The honour which has been 
put on m y shoulders this evening is a very great one, and I a m very glad 
it has been divided, and that part of it has fallen on Mr. de Fonblanque's 
shoulders. I have been to several of these enjoyable dinners, and when 
I came here this evening I made it m y intention that it should be the last— 
that I should never come here again as a visitor, but.that I should come 
here as a member of the Climbers' Club—(hear, hear)—but after I had 
listened to Mr. Knowles' speech, in which he said that the qualifications of 
membership seem to be that you have got to spend seven days going up 
in the rain, and smoke six or seven ounces of tobacco a week, m y heart 
simply sank into m y boots. I admit that I might be able to put up with 
the seven days of rain, but six or seven ounces of tobacco a week I a m 
sure I cannot. It has been said that the visitors here should be sorry 
for themselves. Well, I suppose we are ; but still I hope that by going 
into strict training I myself, and perhaps several others who are here 
to-night, may be able to qualify, and in time be able to go through the 
strict ordeal which will qualify us for becoming members of this Club. 
Gentlemen, I wish to thank you \ery much, on behalf of m y fellow 
guests and myself, for the kind way in which you have received this toast. 
(Cheers.) 
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The Rev. J. N. BuRROWS : Mr. President and Gentlemen. Several 
of m y predecessors, in very eloquent terms, have tried to persuade you 
that the particular toast they had to recommend to your notice was really 
the important one of the evening. I wish to assure you that this is not so; 
they have been trying to deceive you, for the really important toast is the 
one that has been committed to m y care. (Cheers.) The importance of 
it was increased a few minutes ago when I was told that I was expected to 
propose, not the President, but the Presidents Past and Present, (Hear, 
hear.) I think there must be some deep reason for this ; there must be a 
purpose in it. (Cheers.) Now, gentlemen, I need not remind you that 
there are Presidents and Presidents ; there are good Presidents, and 
inferior Presidents. (Laughter.) This fact has been brought home very 
forcibly to m y mind only this morning. In the out of the way part of the-
world in which I live and work, amongst a great many other duties I have 
to preside over several societies and clubs. They are not quite of the 
nature of the Climbers' Club—(laughter)—but one of them with which I 
had to deal to-day has sonie points, of similarity. The one great feature 
of the club I allude to is that it has to do with dinners ; in fact it is 
entirely a dinner society ; and in m y official capacity as President I was 
present at a dinner this morning at the fashionable hour of I2'3P. 
(Laughter.) M y usual duty on these occasions is to keep order, and it is 
no light task to do so. To-day I was short-handed, and I had to double 
the part with the man who takes the money at the door. (Laughter.) The 
dinner is not an extravagant or an expensive one—the guests pay a half­
penny each. One of m y friends, on entering this morning, looked up, and 
seeing m e in an unusual place, said : "'Ullo, Guv'nor ! what, 'ave they, set 
you to look after the dibs?" (Laughter.) H e evidently thought that I 
was not quite the sort of person who ought to be trusted with the manage­
ment of a large sum of money coming into m y hands. Well, now, that 
reminded m e that there was one point about a President that is very 
important. W e were told at the meeting that preceded this dinner that a 
club ought to be able to trust its committee. Certainly a club ought to be' 
able to trust; its 'President. It has always been our good fortune in this 
Club to be able, to trust our Presidents. (Cheers.) A second point in 
which Presidents sometimes fail was also brought home to m e this morn­
ing. Another of' m y guests came in crying. I was very sorry for the 
little chap, and so I said : " What is the matter, m y boy?" H e said:, " I 
ain't got no money."' • N o w for a certain good reason, with which I will not 
detain you, there is a.strict rule that a halfpenny shall be demanded from 
everyone of those children, and so I said : "Well, what is the matter?" 
H e said : "Please, Sir, another boy pinched it." (Laughter.) Well, I 
must confess to a great breach of trust; I.let the little man in without 
paying—(h,ear, hear)—and that reminds m e that Presidents sometimes 
fail in their duty by not strictly carrying out the rules of the Societies over 
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which they preside. Now, gentlemen, we have to-day passed a new set of 
rules, or, rather, we have slightly amended the old rules of this Club, and 
I am perfectly certain that the President who holds office, who has been 
re-elected to-night, will not fail in the miserable way in which I failed this 
morning—that he will see that all the rules are strictly carried out. I 
daresay that there are other imperfections which he will see that we are 
saved from. Well, now, I have to propose the Presidents Past and Present. 
It so happens that last night I was dining with one of the old city corpora­
tions, and the toast of the President was proposed by a very eloquent 
member of the Episcopal Bench, a man with a keen sense of humour, 
and also with a great knowledge of history ; he made use of both these 
accomplishments, and he had admirable material to draw upon. H e was 
proposing the toast of the 273rd President of the Society, or something of 
that sort, and he pursued the historical method. The speech was rather 
long, but it was exceedingly good, and he had a great many neat stories 
about earlier Presidents ; so 1 said to myself when the Secretary asked m e 
to propose the toast of our President, that I would do the same. I know 
that the historical method breaks down a little when dealing with Presidents 
of the Climbers' Club, because we have had but two. However, I have a 
great advantage over the Bishop that I heard speak last night, because I 
have the pleasure of knowing them both, and for the last five years I have 
been closely associated with them in matters connected with this Club. 
So 1 think 1 may say a word or two about the President and his prede­
cessor. A few moments ago the Secretary came to m e and said, " Would 
you mind amending the toast, and proposing The Presidents Past and 
Present"—a suggestion which would have just fallen in with m y idea, 
only unfortunately our friend. Dr. Claude Wilson, has taken the very line 
that I thought was the right one, and he has said almost all we can say of 
Mr. Mathews, and of Mr. Haskett-Smith, exactly in the very order that I 
put before myself. (Laughter.) Well, now, all that I can say to you this-
evening is that Mr. Mathews started us and set us upon our legs. (Cheers.) 
A very great deal depends upon the early Presidents of any society. 
(Hear, hear.) They set the tone of the whole thing. W e could not have 
done better in our early days than by securing for the first three years the 
advantage of having Mr. Mathews at our head. (Loud cheers.) W h e n 
the time came to fill his place, we had a very solemn and serious meeting 
of the Committee of the Club, and the question before us was—What are 
we to do ? Well, it so happened—I a m breaking no confidence, I think— 
it so happened that we found every member of the Committee present on 
that occasion said one thing—"We must have Haskett-Smith." (Cheers.) 
W e felt that it was the only proposition that we could \ery well put before 
the members of the Club that would be certainly accepted as the right 
thing. Someone said, " But supposing he wont stand ? " " Oh, he must," 
was the reply, " and if a little pressure should be necessary, well, we must 
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put it on," and we did put on a little pressure, and we tightened the screw, 
and finally we obtained our desire. (Loud Cheers.) 

The President : You did not raise the screw. (Laughter.) 

The Rev. J. N. Burrows : No, I missed an excellent point there. 
The President suggests an amendment, and says we did not raise the 
screw. I wish we had thought of it at the time, and not now. Mr. 
Haskett-Smith accepted the office, and I a m sure he has carried out the 
traditions of the chair which Mr. Mathews so ably set, and I am quite 
certain that when he leaves office at the end of this year—we have now 
elected him for his final term—I am quite sure that he will leave the 
Climbers' Club in a stronger position, he will leave it a growing club, and 
one that is gaining respect from all those who are interested in our sport, 
or whatever you like to call it, and if, after 270 years have passed, and the 
Club is still in existence, some member gets up and proposes the toast of 
the Presidents, he will'say : "I cannot speak of all our past Presidents, 
but I cannot pass over the first President—Mr. Mathews—who set the 
Club on its legs so admirably ; and I a m certain I cannot pass over the 
second President—Mr. Haskett-Smith—who filled his place so ably, and 
who so very thoroughly carried out the duties of his office, and always 
kept strictly to the rules, and was invariably trusted by the members of 
the society. Gentlemen, I give you the Presidents of the Climbers' Club, 
past and present. (Cheers.) 

The Chairman (who was received with loud cheers): I will not 
stand long between you and Mr. Mathews. Already to-night m y pleasure 
had an increase of fifty per cent. ; but I can assure you that Mr. Burrows' 
speech doubled it again. Not only has he spoken of m e in such flattering 
tenns that I feel a wild impulse to treat him to one of those expensive east 
end dinners of which he has told us, but he has also given m e the very 
real pleasure of being associated with Mr. Mathews, and sharing with him 
the enthusiasm which you have so kindly displayed. Dr. Wilson has also 
connected us—by the jaw and the law —and by the asserted fact that each 
of us in turn lost him and rescued him, but remember that the scene of 
Mr. Mathews' rescue was infinitely more dangerous than that of mine. 
(Laughter). There is also rapture in the thought that you will now expect 
from me in reply only half a speech instead of a whole one. In Mr. 
Burrows' very genial speech theire was for m e a note of pathos, because, as 
he has said, this is m y last appearance in this chair. There are many 
clubs in which the most important event of the year is the dinner— 
(laughter) — but in most of them it is the last and crowning glory; 
whereas here, by the peculiar custom of our club, it is the very first. 
One result of this is that your Presidents are called upon to assume the 
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purple at a moment's notice. But they divest themselves of it with 
extraordinary deliberation, devoting, in fact, just twelve months to the 
process. In one respect, therefore—and let us hope it is almost the only 
respect—they resemble King Charles the Second, and are " an unconscion­
able time in dying." It is a pity that one cannot frame a speech on the 
lines of a will, so that it may speak from the date of decease. That not 
being possible on this occasion, m y position is very difficult. W e often 
hear of people who do not know where they are, but 1 am in the more 
pitiable plight of not knowing precisely when I am. (Laughter.) In one 
sense this is m y farewell to you, yet, at the same time, you are to be 
burdened with m e for another year. Tortured by doubt as to the logical 
position which it behoves m e to take up, I a m on the whole inclined to 
think that m y real funeral is twelve months hence, and that what you are 
now listening to is a sort of last dying speech and confession. In desperate 
cases like this, it is often safer to illustrate what you cannot explain. It 
occurred to m e a moment ago that a fitting illustration might be found by 
adapting the words of Dryden, and saying :— 

" A twelvemonth long we grow, and twelve we stay 
Supreme in state, and in twelve more decay." 

But just in time it struck m e that that unfortunate word '' decay" might 
leave a false impression on your minds and lead you to imagine, not 
merely that I a m rotting now—(laughter)—but that I intend to go on 
rotting for twelve months more. (Renewed laughter.) No, gentlemen, I 
am perfectly serious, and, to prove it, I will conclude by telling you a 
serious story. A humble neighbour of mine, down in Kent, was universally 
beloved by all around her. Her daughter's daughter was particularly 
attached to her. About a month ago, the old woman fell ill at a time 
when the other two were living at some distance away. The girl, although 
she was suffering from a bad knee, was eager to go back and nurse her 
grandmother, but the mother would not hear of it. She argued with her 
daughter, and afterwards reported the argument which she had used in 
these words : " H o , yes! (I says) you want to go and see your granny 
(I says). Don't you? Ho, yes! I know all about it. Just like you 
thoughtless gals. You'd sooner 'ave a bun to bolt than a cake to keep 
any day. What about your knee, 1 should like to know ? If I let you go 
now, as like as not you'll find that only for the sake of talking to your 
granny while she's alive, you'll have had to give up going to her funeral 
when she's dead, ahd then you'll know what a fool you've been." 
(Laughter.) Need it be added that the argument was unanswerable. 
The girl wept; but she kept herself for the funeral. (Laughter.) Permit 
m e to follow her example. (Laughter.) Gentlemen, I a m deeply and 
sincerely grateful to you all. (Loud cheers.) 
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Mr. Mathews (who was received with loud cheers) said ;—Mr. 
President and Gentlemen, 1 a m greatly obliged to you for this expression 
— a n d it is not the first^of your kindly and your affectionate regard. I 
a m here to-night against the express instructions of m y medical man, but 
somehow it appeared to m e that where two or three members of the 
Climbers' Club were gathered together, it was m y duty at any sacrifice to 
be amongst them. (Cheers.) But when 1 wrote to Mr. Bryant and said 
that I should have the pleasure of attending, I said under no circumstances 
would I make any speech ; and I did that, gentlemen, for this reason, that 
I do not think it is fair to impose one man upon the same audience for six 
consecutive years. However, I apparently am not to be allowed to judge 
for myself. (Hear, hear.) In Dr. Claude Wilson's speech, which, so far 
as I recollect, contained a great deal of imagination and very little fact— 
(laughter)—he was good enough to intimate that Providence had not 
denied him the gift of articulate utterance, but that, gentlemen, is a gift 
which creates quite as many difficulties as it relieves ; and 1 have been 
reminded to-night ofa memorable passage, which you may have forgotten, 
of the immortal Thackeray, when he said that he looked forward to the 
time when speaking, like caiving, would be performed by an experienced 
waiter at a side table. (Laughter.) Now, gentlemen, 1 am a good deal 
older than I was 40 years ago, but I am happy to say that I am still an 
active and a bona fide mountaineer. (Cheers.) It is 46 years ago since I 
began climbing in the Alps, and I believe I am the only person of that 
antiquity who maintains the sport, who has maintained the sport without a 
break to the present time—(hear, hear)—and certainly 1 had as good 
climbing last year in the Val des Bagnes and in other places as ever 1 had 
at any period of m y life—(hear, hear)—and not only was I able to climb 
without the slightest apparent effort, but I am delighted to say that I 
climbed with the same passionate joy with which I climbed more than 40 
years ago. (Hear, hear.) That, gentlemen, is nothing to boast about, but 
it is a great deal to be thankful for. (Hear, hear.) As you know I was 
one of the founders of the Alpine Club, I have the honour to be an 
honorary member of the Alpine Club of France, I have the honour to be 
an hon. member of the Yorkshire Ramblers, and 1 tell you, and I mean it 
when I say that I have never enjoyed a greater pleasure than to have 
been associated with the Climbers' Club, and from no body of men have I 
ever received kinder expressions of courtesy, friendship and good-will. 
(Loud cheers.) In fact, gentlemen, I have always endeavoured during m y 
mountaineering life to be a connecting link between the old mountaineers 
and the new—(hear, hear)—and I hope I have not been altogether un­
successful in the efforts which I have made. (Hear, hear.) I had the 
pleasure only a few weeks ago of spending another week at delightful 
Penn y Gwryd, and those of you who have not been there recently will be 
glad to know that, under the careful attention of Mrs. Roberts, the old inn 
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has got again all its old interest and its old charm. I was there with my 
friend, Sir Oliver , a member of the University of Birmingham, and 
although we had horrible weather every day, we had a week of the most 
interesting climbing I ever had. W e had a horrible blizzard on the top of 
Moel Siabod, a south-west gale blew up the snow in our faces, and the 
snow came down upon us with unusual velocity even for Wales in the 
winter. W h e n we got to the top, m y friend, a very distinguished man, 
was one mass of white from head to heel, and he said, " D o you know 
where we are," and I said, " Yes, I know very well," and he then said, " I 
shall follow you like a dog.'' I need not say that I got him off without 
any real difficulty. (Hear, hear.) Now, gentlemen, I have said that some 
of us are getting old, but 1 beg to inform you that I have no intention 
whatever of getting old. (Laughter and hear, hear.) Nobody shall ever 
call m e an old fogey, and let m e tell you that the man who can assimilate 
new ideas never can get old—(hear, hear)—the incisors may cease to hold 
and the molars to grind, but the man will be young, by whatever number 
of years his impertinent acquaintances choose to remind him. Gentlemen, 
I said that nothing would induce m e to make a speech. To-night I have 
been obliged to say a few words in answer to your most courteous 
reception, but I will not consider this as a speech at all, and if I should 
be called upon next year to engage in the delightful oratory of these 
annual meetings, I shall be heartily, gladly and readily at your command. 
(Loud cheers.) 
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E D I T O R I A L N O T E S . 

Black Crag GulLy. — On page 103 Mr. Goodall de­
scribes an ascent of the gully on Black Crag. This little cliff 

is just behind and a little to the south-west of the Borrowdale 

Hotel. It can best be reached by passing through the white 

gate just before Grange Crag, and following the path across 

the stream. Black Crag is then almost in front of you on the 

right. It can be easily distinguished by the appearance of a 

small cairn on its summit. The gully is immediately to the 

proper right of the cairn. One of Mr. Goodall's companions 

considers the gully to be essentially a summer, or midwinter, 

climb, as in spring or autumn, especially after bad weather, it 

becomes very dangerous owing to the large amount of loose 

matter. To the right of the gully there appears to be some 

fair buttress work. 

A Gully on Clogwyn y Garnedd.—That gully on 

Clogwyn y Garnedd which appears as a dark cleft from the 

head of Glaslyn, and is the only gully visible from the path 

just before the miners' cottages are reached from Pen y 

Gwryd, was attempted on June 12th, 1902, by a party of four, 

but after persevering up very steep rock for some time, the 

party was turned back by a terrific pitch consisting of smooth 

vertical walls on either side, forming nearly a right angle, with 

splintered rocks abutting at the top. This starts from a 

narrow sloping ledge, and there appeared no means of 

reaching the splintered rocks, and the whole party was very 

insecure. Any observations of other parties will be welcomed. 
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Peakland Problems.—By the kind permission of Mr. 

F. Wrightman of Chellaston, and Mr. G. A. Fowkes of Duffield, 

we reproduce some photographs of the following problems :— 

Stonnis Crack, Black Rocks, near Matlock ; for description of 

this difficult little climb see Journal, vol. ii., p. 179. 

Row Tor, near Robin Hood's Stride. The best thing in this 

pleasant scramble is the hand-traverse, a few feet long, 

across the steep slab in the middle. A tree grows out 

of the fissure beyond, and the climber steps on to the 

mass of earth behind it. Whether the climb would be 

possible if the tree and earth were ejected, is a doubtful 

point. 

Bouldering—The Andle Stone. This short climb on the 

shoulder is exceptionally stiff. One has to stand upright 

on one foot holding by a single nail to the edge of a 

tiny crack, while the hands are spread against the sheer 

face above. Making a long stride in this way, the 

climber obtains a sufficient grip on the top corner, and 

. pulls himself up easily. 

Bouldering—Two problems. There is a third in between, and 

one or two others behind the rock, all trying. The man 

sprawling on the narrow ledge at the corner has got 

there simply by using his hands, and without utilising a 

certain step underneath that would make the whole thing 

easy. He has now to stand upright against the over-

' hanging top of the boulder, and pull himself up. 

The Editor will be obliged for any information as to the 

present addresses of Messrs. Howard Downes, J. A. Vardy, 

and. J. H. Wigner, whose copies of the Journal have been 
returned marked " gone away." 
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C O R R E S P O N D E N C E . 

To the Editor of the Climbers' Club Journal. 

Dear Sir, 
Wastdale Head. 

The early nomenclature of Wastdale Head seems to be 
a subject of interest to many of your readers to judge by the 

enormous number of letters which it has brought me. As it 

is impossible to answer them all, perhaps you will kindly 

allow me space to deal shortly with some of the questions 

raised. First as to certain names about which little comment 

was given because they lie rather outside our immediate 

subject. 

Aldeneston is the modern Alston, and Gerardegile, I pre­

sume, the modern Garrigill. 

Bothecastre would be Bewcastle, said to represent Bueth-

castle. 

Tritebeck (as one of m y correspondents rightly argues) is 

Troutbeck, but the brilliant chain of conjecture with which he 

adorns it is less satisfactory since this Troutbeck is on the 

railway between Keswick and Penrith, and not the one near 

Ambleside. 

Several questions are asked about " heved "; it is simply an 

early form of the word " head," and is applied to the dip in 

the skyline, formed by the uppermost extremity of a side 

valley. It is convertible with " capud " (late Latin) of the 

same meaning. 

Le, which appears in many of the names, is simply 

Norman-French for " the," exactly as in Chester-/̂ -Street, 

Chapel-/£-Frith. At Punjaldihexe stood probably a manorial 

pound. " Fald " represents the modern " fold," and the whole 

word is probably represented in the surname " Penfold." 
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" Castok " I can only suppose to have been a " fallen oak " 

tree, though oaks living or dead are a rarity anywhere near 

Wastdale Head ; we find " Castree " not many miles away, 

which seems to support this view, and though we might divide 

the word Ca-stok, and we have Graystoke in the county, that 

termination is rather rare in this part of England. 

One correspondent is puzzled by Delherter Grene. It 

should really be spelt " del Herter Grene." The first syllable 

being the Norman-French for " of the," as in the surname 

Delisle. Another inquires what a " brandreth " is, and how it 

could be applied to a hill, and by what steps 1 suggest that 

it may have been developed out of Bradscarth. To take the 

questions in reverse order : assuming that Gillercomb Head 

was called Bradscarth, either because it was " broad" or 

because it was used by or belonged to a man called Brad, 

or even Brand, the name would after a time attach to the 

neighbouring fell as well as to the pass. As an instance of 

this tendency take the name Pillar Fell. A stranger hearing 

it for the first time would imagine that it got its name from 

being shaped like a pillar, whereas the full meaning of Pillar 

Fell is " the fell near the rock which is shaped like a 

pillar." If the pass then went out of use the name might 

survive for the fell when it was no longer wanted for the pass. 

This is a common process in hill names, and it is quite usual 

to find hills bearing names descriptive of something in the 

valley below which once bore that name, but has since 

changed it for another. For instance, Honister Crag is 

probably named from a " saeter" or chalet of a long for­

gotten person named Honi, so that it is really a concise 

expression for " the crag near the farm of Honi." But as time 

went on and people ceased to see any sense in Branscarth, 

and as they could see sense in a word not very unlike it, 

namely Brandreth, they would make the necessary change 

and give us the present form of name. W e cannot assert 

that all this actually happened, but we can say without 

hesitation that every step in the process can be proved over 

and over again by what has happened in other cases. It is 
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the more likely in this case because the word was not un-

frequently applied to hill and other landmarks, especially 

where three boundaries meet, the reason being that in such 

cases it was the practice to erect three stones together, and 

these stones resembled the three feet of a common "brandreth," 

which was a kind of trivet, an iron frame meant to give a steady 

support over or beside a fire. In the old days, before coal 

could be brought up the dales, peat or wood was the common 

fuel, and as it was burnt on the open hearthstone, cooking 

could hardly be carried on without the help of a brandreth. 

N o w it is seldom seen and the word is less frequently 

employed. 

On the other hand, the record may be correct in writing 

Bradstarth. If so, we may possibly find an explanation in the 

word storth, which appears in several local names ; but the 

reputed meaning, " battlefield," is, to say the least, not par­

ticularly suitable here. 

The greatest difficulty of the record, and perhaps the 

most interesting question, namely, the course of the boundary 

between Windy Yatt and KirkfeU, only two or three 

suggestions have reached me. One correspondent points to 

the fine deep gill just east of Blacksail, and suggests that 

it may be the Wrengill of which we are in search. It is so 

far suitable in that it (or rather the continuation of it— 

Baysear Slack) runs out onto the ridge of KirkfeU, near 

the little tarns, but unfortunately that depression in the ridge 

is already accounted for, being identical with Illgillhead, and 

we want one a good bit to the west of that. A possible 

solution is offered by another writer. He assumes that Wren-

gill is in the S.W. flank of KirkfeU, that Rough Crag is what 

we now call Mosedale Crag, about :̂ -mile'S.E. of Gatherstone 

Head, which he accepts for Geldramshowe. 

In this way a bee line would be made from Windy Yatt to 

Gatherstone Head, it would then turn S.E. on a level as far as 

Mosedale Crags, and thence turn straight up the steep hillside 

for about 1500 feet to join the ridge of KirkfeU about \ mile 

N.W. of the summit. The chief objection to this is that 
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Mosedale Crags are rather insignificant, and the gill E. of 

them is not of a very decided character, but at least it 

may be admitted that by this assumption many of the 

difficulties which beset other solutions are avoided. Three 

members ask how Geldramshowe could ever become Gather­

stone. The change certainly seems startling at first sight, 

but analogy shews that it is not impossible. W e do not 

know anything about the original Geldram. H e may have 

been buried here or he may have used the mound to mark 

the boundary of his property. In either case a large stone 

was commonly placed on the top, and we find instances 

where such a mound is described indifferently as Soandso's 

H o w or Soandso's Stone, and, in some cases, we find both 

together as in Stsastojihow, either description being equally 

good. It would, therefore, not surprise us in the least to find 

Geldram's H o w called Geldramstone, and seeing that D before 

R is almost convertible with T H (as we see in such cases as 

Bouderdale alias Boutherdale and Gundram alias Gunthram) 

and that M before S frequently becomes N we get as a result 

Gelthran, which, after the disappearance of the particular 

stone, may have seemed to the shepherds like a participle ; 

by merely dropping the L they could jump to a very familiar • 

word " Gethran," the old participle of " gather," and the whole 

change would be accomplished. But it must be remembered 

that though all these steps are scientifically possible, they are 

not proved to have been taken in this instance. Names give 

useful hints, but the real foundation for an argument as to the 

course of the boundary must be topographical. Several of 

my correspondents have offered suggestions which would be 

excellent if this had been a case where rich agricultural land 

was being divided, but it must be borne in mind in this part 

of Cumberland, except for a little wood and some little cultiva­

tion in the valley bottom, the land was at that time absolutely 

unproductive, and the real basis of the division was hunting. 

With this as the main object in view great importance would 

be attached to the passes frequented by the deer. Here the 

mediaeval sportsman would be posted, armed with his crossbow. 
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while his men below in the valley drove the deer in his direc­

tion. Hence when the boundary, as it often does, quits the 

skyline, which is the most natural division, it may have done 

so in order to give exclusive possession of an important pass. 

Lastly, one careful reader remarks, " se coal for ballast," is 

printed in italics, and nevertheless is followed by no note. The 

inconsistency cannot be denied, but the italics were only 

intended to call attention to the striking contrast between the 

ancient and modern views about Whitehaven coal. 

The word "hey," or "hay," about which some questions are 

asked, has rather a Scandinavian look. In Southern Norway 

the word " hei," or " heia," is of frequent occurrence, e.g., 

Storheia, Dun.seval Heia, Elgeheia, Lidheia (all in the neigh­

bourhood of the Fyrisvand), and appears to describe the barren 

rocky portion of a mountain above what would be called in 

Switzerland the " alp," in Norway the " fjeld" and in 

Cumberland the "fell." 

W . P. H.-S. 
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C O M M I T T E E N O T E S . 

The Committee has authorized the Honorary Librarian 

to expend any sum, not exceeding £2$, in the purchase of 

bookcases and for binding. 

A n annual subscription of £1 is. has been voted to the 

National Trust for the Preservation of Places of Historic 

Interest or Natural Beauty. 

The Rev. G. F. M. MacCarthy, Headmaster of King 

Edward's School, Fiveways, Birmingham, has been elected a 

member of the Club. 
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N E W P U B L I C A T I O N S . 

Volcanic Studies in Many Lands : Being reproductions of Photo­
graphs by the Author of "One Hundred Actual Objects," with 
Explanatory Notices. By Tempest Anderson, M.D., B.Sc, Lond., 
F.G.S., F.R.G.S., &c. (London: John Murray, 1903.) 

Mont Blanc through the Stereoscope. By M. S. Emery. With 
Map and 23 Stereographs. (London : Underwood & Underwood, 
1902. 23/-.) 

The Alpine Journal. Edited by George Yeld. Vol. XXI., No. 159. 
February, 1903. Containing :— 

Two Ascents of the Soufriere. By Tempest Anderson. 
The Weisshorn Pass. By Godfrey W. H. Ellis. 
A First Exploration of Nun Kun. By Arthur Neve, F.R.C.S.E. 
Gebel Musa—Apes Hill. By H. T. Munro. 
Engelberg. By T. Howse, F.L.S. 
The Highest Mountain in the World. By Douglas W. Freshfield. 
In Memoriam :— 

The Rev. John Sowerby. By F. E. Thompson. 
Thomas Brooksbank. By A. Johnson. 
H. G. S. Lawson. 

Alpine Notes, &c., &c. 

(London : Longmans, Green & Co. 2/-.) 

The Scottish Mountaineering Club Journal. Edited by William 
Douglas. Vol. VIL, No. 40. January, 1903 Containing:— 

A Salvationist on Lochnagar. By F. S. Goggs. 
From Sea to Summit. By Harold Raeburn. 
New Climbs on Ben Nevis. W. Inglis Clark. 
In Memoriam : H. G. S. Lawson. 
Proceedings of the Club. 
S.M.C. Guide Book, &c. 

(Edinburgh : The Scottish Mountaineering Club, i/-.) 
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The Cairngorm Club Journal. Edited by A. I. McConnochie. 
Vol. IV., No. 20. January, 1903. Containing:— 

In Memoriam : James H. Brown. 
Killiecrankie and the Old Glacier of Glen Garry. By T. F. 

Jamieson, LL.D., F.G.S. 
My Experience on the Caimgorms. By Thomas Ramsay. 
Rona's Hill. By the Rev. G. C. Watt, B.D. 
Sunrise from Mount Keen. By Will Robertson. 
Heather. By the Rev. G. Williams, F.S.A. (Scotland). 
Ben Cruachan. By A. L. Bagley. 
Wise Words on Camping. 
Dunsinane. By William Barclay. 
The Altitude of Forest Trees on the Cairngorms. By Hugh 

Boyd Watt. &c., &c. 

(Aberdeen ; The Cairngorm Club, i/-.) 




