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'Great height gives you greater vision; 
the view from the summit empowers you 
But in a way, too, it obliterates you,' 

(Mountains of The Mind, Robert MacFarlanel 

Low Bridge End Farm, St John's in The Vale, February 2004: Blencathra sports a 
saddlecloth of snow and the sky is azure to cobalt. Leaving the girls making a camp-
fire by the farm beck I drive down Borrowdale, desperate, after six months absti­
nence, for a touch of rock. Rashly, I embark on something familiar but at the limit of 
my rusty skills. The remembered slab and saddle of Uttle Chamon/x V Diff, smooth as 
a baby's cheek but stone cold, is both tonic and terror, sliding down then up and 
across on the blue polished edges, my fingers and toes feel as if they're encased in 
Ray MacHaffie's fabled boxer's gloves and roller skates. The exposure of the final 
moves threatens m y physical and mental stability; I'm on the edge of panic. Finding 
resolve from somewhere, however, I will my bloated body to remember balance and 
control, but do not finish in style 

The view from the top is much the some as it was for m e 35 years ago: Keswick 
still smokes peacefully and Derwentwater is a rare mirror, but I a m somehow differ­
ent, changed 'into something rich and strange', cleansed of self-doubt by the climb, 
but also horrified by the nagging thought, 'What it I'd slipped and left the girls father­
less?' I drive home in neutral to admire the campfire and make tea for three, brood­
ing on m y potentially self-annihilating obsession. 

As climbers, I wonder if this isn't what w e all seek: that willed enacted chal­
lenge to the ordinary in life which, 'taken at the flood', provides us with the courage 
and fortitude to face the ordinary with grace and equanimity whilst fuelling the secret 
flame of self-realisation. But what happens if 'the view from the summit' land the 
need to get therel really does threaten and enact 'obliteration'? What then? H o w con 
this be reconciled with 'the ordinary life' of others left behind'? 

In the second Joumal of the new millennium, this theme is vividly presented; 
there are many falls recounted here. For openers, Nick Bullock - surely currently one 
of the world's most talented Alpinists - leads us back to confront the roots of our 
obsession with vivid accounts of Peruvian Alpine and Cloggy solos that set the heart 
racing and fulfill Messner's dictum that climbing at the limits of one's capabilities is 
the only way to push out the boundaries of self, Nick's discipline and drive to perfect 
both his climbing and writing technique is a model for all of us - not the least 
because he faces his demons and near demise without irony or self-pity and is 
constantly exploring both the nature of mountains and fhe quality of expression of 
his movements over them. The Club looks forward to publishing further accounts of 
his climbing, 

Richard Isherwood and Mark Vallance offer accounts of their last Himalayan 
expeditions in which personal revelation is matched by acute social and historical 
observation of Nepal and China. This lost is a valuable aspect of much CC writing 
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setting a climb in its context As I write, both Nepal and Tibet are undergoing pro­
found social change with threats from internal and external 'reformers'; it remains to 
be seen how high standard mountaineering will develop if access to the highest 
mountains of the world becomes problematic. These acccounts bracket three narra­
tives, drown from post experience, in which death, near death and the loss of friends 
is confronted full on. Tim Noble revisits a Himalayan accident that had a profound 
affect upon his 'ordinary' life; Chris Gibson writes vividly about a near fatal accident 
on the North Face of The Triolet and Dave Prior offers the most moving account of an 
Alpine accident I think has been published in the CCJ. Caught high in the infamous 
Alpine storm of 1970 (that Geoff Birtles, Alan Rouse and many other climbers experi­
enced and were lucky to survivel, he lost two good friends. The article is the more 
remarkable for its genesis: 'It has taken 30 years fo get around to putting it together. 
I hove done it for cathartic reasons, because I was talking to someone who recom­
mended writing about trauma is a good way of confronting and coming to terms 
with difficult, haunting experiences. I a m pleased to say that it helps enormously and 
sharing an experience instead of locking it away is a much healthier option. I hope 
other CC members might benefit from this technique' (email from Dave Prior to Editor) 

Terry Gifford writes at length, under the influence of Philip Pullman's His Dark 
Materials trilogy I recommend members read this to get the full benefits of Terry's 
writing - though his themes are as clear as they always are. W e have a risky memory 
from Jim Curran, another Tony Penning risky Alpine adventure, Dave Gregory contem­
plating 'What's in a name?' and a 'Ballad' from 'Cam' Campbell straight out of climb­
ing history immortalising Llanberis pub life in the '60s, before Norman Elliott returns 
us to the moral centre of climbing with a profoundly moving memory of one of his 
pupils learning to climb and discover himself. The article section closes with three 
important historical pieces about people and a place central to the Club's develop­
ment and to climbing as a whole. The Club owes Steve Dean a debt of gratitude for 
his diligent and persistent search for significant detail in the lives of influential climb­
ers: the Journal is the stronger for his regular researched contributions. 

Sadly, w e close with an Obituary that's full of memories of a generation of CC 
members who climbed, raced and organised expeditions together, m e n who, in their 
public lives, were 'empowered by a view from the summit' to challenge the ordinary 
and transform it May w e all continue to find the grace and fortitude to live and climb 
in the same manner. 

Opposite: Tim Noble iollows CC member, Richard Brown up 'Michelangelo' VS, on 
Crystal Slabs, Pembroke, above 'that dolphin-torn, that gong-tormented sea.' 
Photo: Ian Smith 
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A n d e a n a l a c a r t e 

Nick BuUock 

Mors d'Oevres: Sun/iving Jirishanca 
Spindrift was whipping into us, but Al Powell and I, protectively clad in down and 
Gore-Tex, were tucked up for the night. I finished the last dregs ot hot chocolate and 
set the alarms for Midnight I knew sleep would be difticult; it was only 700pm, 
Behind us, Jirishanca's Southeast Face towered, a skyscraper with icy attitude. Though 
not as high as other mountains in this isolated range of the Peruvian Huayhuash, 
what it lacks in elevation it more than makes up with difficulty It's a massive Matter­
horn, dripping icicles - some of which are are longer than routes in the Canadian 
Rockies. Fringed and latticed icefalls cover the upper three quarters of the face; they 
are joined together by narrow, snowy ledges and steep compact rock The pointed 
summit is of course protected by the standard Peruvian house-sized honeycombed 
snow mushrooms. The whole of the face is a huge concave snow-shoot. At its base, 
a narrow, tight, snow-filled chimney provides the only access - certainly not a place 
to hang around. 

Our first attempt to climb a new direct line straight up the middle of the face 
ended almost before it started snow in the chimney had melted leaving smooth 
steep rock impossible to climb. W e explored other possibilities, but it soon became 
apparent that the chimney lor what by now had been named 'Death Couloir'! would 
be the only way onto the main face and as clouds poured in and the temperature 
kept rising, w e didn't think it on. Getting settled in the bergschrund, w e waited for 
daylight To rub salt into wounds, when the sun rose our fears were confirmed: it was 
far too worm. Snow in the couloir, freezing conditions and an early start were clearly 
absolute prerequisites. 'Death Couloir' would become a collecting point for anything 

falling from high up. 
Back in the valley four long and frustrating days followed. On our return to the 

bivi it was clear that snow had lashed the face 'Death Couloir' was full. But time 
was running out and a group of American climbers had mode an unwelcome ap­
pearance, so on a cold clear evening w e set the alarm for l.OOom and prepared to 
give the climb another shot. The storm blew in at 10,00pm. I couldn't believe it: snow, 
hail, even rain - at 5000m. Eventually, at 5.00am, the storm passed and w e set off. 
Maddeningly, the sky cleared of clouds; it was a matter of time before the sun started 

stripping the face 
N e w snow clawed at our legs; the couloir was melting quickly 8.00am: water 

poured down the rock W e ore experienced climbers, capable of making a rational 

Opposite: A melting pot of a Matterhorn: Jirishanca's South East Face, 'Death Couloir' 
is clearly visible lower centre. Photo: Nick Bullock 
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decision to wait it out in the 'schrund or return to the bivi, but neither option was 
voiced Though w e were in the wrong place at very much the wrong time, w e quietly 
carried on I took the lead; only two pitches of the couloir I told myself. Our intended 
line was on steep ground on the right side of the face where a headwall protects the 
climbing, "IT WILL BE SAFE," I kept telling myself, "Two pitches up this death trap and 
we'll be out of it. The climbing to come will be worth this moment of madness." Both 
of us had token risks before - all climbers do when they want a route. And w e 
wonted this route really badly Mostly, you get away with it, don't you? You complete 
the climb and the risks ore forgotten. But sometimes that's just wishful thinking. 

I climbed fast, placing only two pieces of gear because the ground wasn't 
hard The rope pulled at my waist; 60m out, but no sign of a belay I shouted to Al to 
start climbing, I was looking up all the time, praying nothing was coming down to 
meet me, I shouted again, louder, sounding, I knew, impatient, worried. Snow flurries 
flew past; occasionally larger lumps rattled down from high above. The rope came 
slack; I moved on up aiming for a small rock outcrop in the middle of the gully As I 
reached this haven and shouted down that I'd belay, a deep throaty growl terrifled 
me. The rock 1 desperately wanted to hide under was too small. My ropes ran away 
uselessly snaking down the gully Driving my axes deep into wet, melting ice I cow­
ered like a paralysed rabbit, waiflng to be swept away 

Heavy concrete snow hit m e square on, ripping m e from the stance, I was 
thrown down the face, screaming "Please let it be quick!" Tumbling, spinning, hur­
tling down, the fall felt endless. Somewhere deep in the pit of my stomach I felt I was 
going to die this flme. Upside down 1 crashed, left shoulder taking the full impact. My 
body collapsed concertinering my knees into my face, I felt my ribs, chest and back 
tear as all breath was smash-compressed out of my lungs. I think I blacked out 
momentarily, then came to, horrifled I was still conscious, sflll falling and in agony 

Hitting soft deep snow stopped m e hard. The immediate joy of realising I was 
still alive, gave way in a moment to horror as the fall conflnued. Spinning, twisting, 
somersaulting, pushed on by hundreds of tons of heavy wet snow I fell, crashing into 
rock Surfacing at one point, I gulped air frantically and pulled hard, trying to reach 
the edge of the snow stream, I could feel rather than see my legs being twisted into 
unnatural angles, the joints screaming with strain. Still I fought, my resolve strength­
ening even as I knew I was weakening. As the snow slowed and started to set I 
clawed and swam. Pulling down hard I pushed on arm into where I thought was air, 
hoping to leave a visible sign for Al to dig around, lit never occurred to m e that he 
might also be buried.l 

But at least 1 was alive; I could hear Al repeatedly shouting my name Moving 
was impossible, however: large blocks of snow covered m e and I was tangled up in 
rope. Then Al came. Fortunately he'd been spot out to the side of the avalanche. Ever 
the professional, he took photos of m e flrst before helping m e sit and take stock My 
shoulder and knee hurt like hell; I'd obviously torn muscles in bock, hips and ribs. My 
head ached; I felt physically and mentally shattered, I sot on the rucksack and, draw­
ing in the whiteness of the snow and the savage beauty of the mountains, I popped 
Al the question: "What ore you doing next M a y Mr Powell?" Al looked at m e 'right 
gone out'; he must hove thought I'd lost my reason. Then if clicked: "Climbing this 

10 
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Above: Cold Lazarus rising: Nick Bullock at the end of the 400ft avalanche. 
Photo: Al Powell 

bastard with you, of course, Mr Bullock" Having received the answer I desperately 
craved and fliled up with painkillers, w e started the long descent 

Main course: Ultar-ing the balance 
Returning to Huarez after two long and painful days on the road w e met up with 
O w e n Samuels and Jonnie Baird, who'd travelled to Peru with us to attempt a new 
route on the North Face of Ulto in the Cordillera Blanco, Unfortunately, Baird was 
having difficulty acclimatizing. Powell didn't need to soy a word; I could see his 
thinking as if I were psychic, Samuels has a partner who can't acclimaflse; Powell 
has a partner who's all smashed up. Simple soluflon: Powell climbs new route on 
Ulta with Smouels and Baird goes home with Bullock. But there was no way I was 
going home to a rainy Leicester if the others were staying to hove fun; so I suggested 
the new climbing partnership on condiflon that they let m e come up to base camp 
with them. After all, I reasoned, the walk in to Ulta is extremely short and I'd discov­
ered that if I stuffed myself with painkillers life was bearable. 

Not long after the decision was mode, I found myself in the late afternoon 
traversing under the North Face of Ulta. It reminded m e of the more famous North 
Face of the Eiger An ice streak that starts in the middle of the face and runs from toe 
to apex looked incredible, though not for me. I need a bivi spot to give quick and 
easy access to the ice slopes beneath the North West Face, I've left Samuels and 
Powell contemplaflng their line while I pottered around the North Ridge to look at the 
face, I didn't really believe I was capable of much climbing and I'm sure the others 
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didn't think so either, but I did believe that I might make a creditable effort on the 
Dawson-Cheesmond line, given the right condiflons and enough painkillers. 

At Midnight, the stars were bright and it was freezing. An hour earlier, I'd watched 
the pinpricks of light making their way to the base of the North Face, Time for m e to 
wend a way through the large crevasses and broken ground and the steep ice fleld 
above. Crossing left into the centre, the climb started in earnest with typical Peruvian 
ice fluflng: steep walls on either side, but good hard snow at the back for quick and 
efficient climbing. At about Scottish Grade 3 with occasional bulging turns, it re­
minded m e very much of on extended Number 2 Gully, only steeper and with a 

massive amount of climbing above. 
Escaping the conflnes of the runnel, the climb opened out But this was more 

feeling than fact because I couldn't see a thing. It was very dark and though stars 
shone, there was no moon. For the flrst flme on the trip it felt really cold. 

The face appeared very steep The ground I could see was broken with slithers 
of white. The original route follows a fluflng right of centre, but I couldn't moke this 
out I did remember, however, that there was a conflnuous line of snow and ice on 
the left side of the face which also appeared to break through the mushroom mad­
ness directly below the summit It was o gamble. Should I forgo the near certainty of 
the summit by the established line and flrst solo ascent, or go for broke and climb 
several new pitches flnishing direcfly at the summit? There was no contest and I 
knew it. 

Decision mode, I moved out left into immediately more tenuous climbing; steep 
thin ice covering rocky bulges slowed m e down considerably Hollow ice over hard 
compact granite made think of last year and the new route Powell and I had done 
on Quitoraju, Hitflng another large patch of snow reminded m e of the basin on Orion 
Direct, the runnel of Astral Highway which I'd soloed a few months previously 

Pushing hard I sensed the top, I've been climbing for on eternity and the angle 
of the face has grown ever steeper The ice is thinner, more rotten; this is nose to 
nose confrontation. The shallow runnel turned into a full Scotflsh Grade 6 mixed 
cimb, transported to the Northern Corries it would be perfecfly at home. Large granite 
blocks are perched precariously one on top of the other and covered with a dusflng 
of flne powder. There ore good torqueing cracks. Holding my breath, I leaned back 
and stood up. The exposure is like nothing I hove experienced. On one delicate 
move, halfway through a high left leg rockover on to an edge of granite, I catch the 
view down a thousand metres It's been light for a couple of hours, but I flnd myself 
wishing it wasn't Focused totally on the ground in front of me, I never thought to look 
below. The fall on Jirishanca was 400ft; screw up now and die. With no room for the 
smallest error, I slowed. Time weighed heavily as did the vast distance below. I 
began to worry about getting down. The sun would hit the whole face in a couple 
more hours. The thought of its destructive power on those massive cornice mush­
rooms was just too terrifying. M y original plan for escape was simple: down climb 
the whole route But now it was blatonfly obvious that this wasn't going to happen, 
Down climb thin and rotten Scotflsh Grade 5? I think not Fortunately, Samuels hod 
lent m e a soloing rope, 50m of 7 m m cord, I hadn't climbed any bulges higher than 
25m, so I had enough rope to abseil over steep secflons and the ice at the top of the 
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Above 'A lonely impulse of delight' halfway, solo on Ulta. The chosen line leads up 
centre Photo: Nick Bullock 

bulges had been good enough for ice screw threads. My only hope now was not to 
have to climb any steep, rotten patches longer than 25m, 

I was nearly there Clouds whipped post close enough to touch A few more 
feet of difficult climbing, including a sketchy mantelshelf onto a powder-covered 
slab, remained. My sanity only just intact, this lost monoevre gained m e enough 
height to reach the summit cornice, 10ft away, a small snow corridor led between 
two vast overhanging mushrooms to the easy-angled summet snow slopes. There 
was no point abseiling off a melting anchor at the summit, or of sitting here slowly 
freezing waiflng for the face to do the same; I decided I'd done enough and set off 
down. 

But carefully down-climbing back past the mushrooms I made a grove discov­
ery: I couldn't lower myself using my knackered shoulder, Ablakov Threads were 
going to be the order of the day; the very steep ground at the top of the face was 
impossible to down climb anyway But this retreat was going to rank very high on the 
Bullock madness scale as I slid o flny 25m, H o w many abseils would I need'? 

For once, however, the unsetfled weather was in my favour with clouds block­
ing the sun. The face remained cold and the anchors safe, I abseiled over and over, 
sometimes trying to downclimb at a slight easing of angle, but the rain in my shoul­
der, the steep bulges and the iron-hard water ice patches soon convinced m e there 
was no other way than rope-assisted. 

Eventually, I reached the bergshrund, jumped it and slowly picked my way 
bock through the icefall. Following steps where they hadn't melted, I attempted to 
levitate across smaller crevasses unfll I was faced with the monster I'd been dread-
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ing most. This was a composite crevasse mode from all the Hollywood mountaineer­
ing Alms ever mode and put together; it hod personality, character and was waiflng 
for m e with open arms. Dripping icicles from its mouth it could hove swallowed a 
London bus and still have room to spare. The tenuous snow bridge I'd used at night 
had disappeared. Looking both ways, the icefall became more chooflc and there 
was no way I was going to explore elsewhere at this time of day There was nothing 
for it but to jump the bloody thing. Landing on my arse having cleared the edge by 
inches, I slid down the slope, gathering speed all the flme unfll, swinging an axe 
with my good arm I slowed to a stop. Finally, dragging my aching body over the 
morraine to the bivi, I ripped my boots off and lay exhausted in the weak sun. The 
whole climb and descent hod taken 13 hours This seemed slow, but after all, I'd only 

been taking a look, hadn't P 

Desert: Peruvian ice cascade 
As the sun set over Huascaran I lay knackered but content in my sleeping bag a 
crash disturbed the serenity Turning to look, I quickly dived for cover: blocks of ice 
were flying about Minutes passed and sflll ice ricocheted off rock Something mas­
sive hod broken off and come down. I knew that tomorrow, very carefuly and cau-
flously I would return to Huarez and once I got there, I would barricade myself inside 
unfll it was flme to go home. Peru obviously wanted to moke a meal of m e but I 
wasn't going without a flght 

Below Ultar: the line of the Bullock solo, right cenfre to summit. Photo Nick Bullock 



B h a j e E x p e d i t i o n 

Dick Isherv\^ood 

'However well a man In his 50s may go up to 20,000 feel, 
I have come regrettably to the conclusion that above that 
height, so far as climbing goes, he is declining into decrepitude" 

(H.W Tilman, Nepal Himalayal 

I hod not been to Nepal for five years, and was feeling I should go there again when 
I got an email from Steve Town about a proposed Alpine Club trip in the post monsoon 
season of 2002, I proved to be the 13th potential member of the team, but any 
superstition over numbers was allayed by various people dropping out, leaving a 
flnal party of ten 

There was a flme when expeditions were organized, if not literally on the back 
of an envelope, at least largely on one individual's desk. Email has changed oil that. 
Everything relating to this trip was expounded multilaterolly over several months W e 
speculated at length about Nepal's volatile political situation, the long list of obscure 
'discount' peaks (those not needing a liaison officer), the weather, the rival trekking 
agencies, the gear list, etc, etc. It was not all enlightening but at least it didn't cost 
postage. Other resources of the internet age were also mobilized, including a source 
of satellite images which, if you studied them very carefully conflrmed that the Kali 
Gondaki river really did flow between Annapurna and Dhaulagiri, 

After 0 flirtaflon with the Rolwaling valley w e agreed on the Damodar Himol, 
north of the Annapurnas and Manang, as on area of reloflvely unvisited moderate 
sized mountains suitable for a group of climbers largely well past their prime, I found 
a 25 year old slide token from Annapurna 2 poinflng in this general direcflon, and it 
did all look attrocflve and not desperate, Pokharkan, 6346 m, seemed accessible 
from the Phu Khola, the scene of some of Tilman's explorations, and it wasn't too 
steep, at least from the north, if you believed our trekking mops. W e couldn't flnd any 
record of on ascent but that didn't mean too much, Bikrum Pandey's Himalayan 
Expediflons gave us a reasonable quote for a month long trip with all supporting 
services, including a sirdar with five Everest ascents under his belt W e decided to 
stop worrying about Maoists, and w e were set to go. 

W e met in Kathmandu at the beginning of November - a bit late in the season 
but this hod been forced on us by the business commitments of a prospective m e m ­
ber who decided at the last minute not to come at all. This was remembered later in 
the month when it became very cold. Not everyone knew everyone else and I, having 
been out of the UK for longer than I core to remember, knew only three others, I had 
kept in regular touch with Steve, the trip leader, but hadn't seen David Baldock since 
North Wales in the 60s. Bill Thurston reminded m e that he and I had climbed The 
R a m p on Gogarth together back then. The four of us, with John Fairiey and Martin 
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Scott, comprised what Tilman might have called the decrepitude platoon, though 
some of us proved markedly less so than others. Dave Wynne Jones w a s a signifl-
canfly younger early reflree, while Toto Gronlund and Pete and Sara Spillett were the 
young end of the team 

First things flrsl W e hod declined to pay in advance due to all the poliflcol 
uncertainty so Bikrum's men husfled us from the airport to his office, without even 
flme for a shower, to get that taken core of before w e met any cut price operators in 
the street Good business procflce. 

W e were all looking forward to meeflng Kaji, the flve flme Everest summiteer. 
He did not disappoint us. Barrel chested and beaming, he greeted us all warmly He 
discovered I spoke some Nepali, tugged my white beard and named m e 'Bhaje'. I 
had to go to my dicflonary to flnd that this meant grandfather. Others were better 
qualifled for this rank, but 'Bhaje' I was for the duroflon of the trip 

I was impressed again by the traffic congesflon in Kathmandu, so different 
even from the 80s when I lost lived there. Someone told m e there is a U N sponsored 
vehicle emission control program, but you'd never guess. Walking in the back lanes 
of Thomel is not much fun anymore with taxis and motorbikes swerving around the 
potholes everywhere. There were conspicuously few tourists - a fair number of indi­
vidual budget travelers but not many trekking groups and none of the upmarket 
oirconditioned-bus Agra - Nepal - Voranasi tour groups which used to keep the 
souvenir stalls going. Times were clearly hard for the tourist industry, but the rest of 
the domesflc economy seemed to be thriving. Certainly lots of people were buying 
motorbikes, 

I hadn't been in the Marsyandi valley since the 80s and was interested to see 
what had changed The road went further, the bazaar towns were bigger, and the 
trekking occomodaflon had mulflplied. Further up the valley the dry lake bed setfle-
ment of Tal, which I remembered as two cowsheds and a minimal teoshop, is now a 
small town with close to 20 trekking lodges. The steel coble suspension bridges, 
which by the 70s hod largely replaced the hairy old indigenous structures, hod them­
selves been superseded by bigger better versions provided in port by German aid, 
Elecflic power hod spread way up the valley and IDD phone service was offered, 
though not always actually available. I spotted o microwave tower on a ridge several 
thousand feet above us and way off any main trail. Corrugated iron roofs, tradiflon-
olly 0 sign of relative wealth in rural Nepal, were everywhere, even in the smaller 
villages way up the hillsides and for from the tourist route. There was a lot more fruit 
and vegetable producflon - oranges were in abundance at this flme of year. There 
were no obvious changes in the extent of the forest cover, but less bird life along the 
trail, perhaps reflecflng the increased traffic. Most posiflve of all, a huge landslip on 
the west side of the valley near Bohundando, which I remembered as it encom­
passed 0 whole village, and which Tilman hod noted as long ago as 1950, hod 
stabilized - the previously raw and active earth slips were now covered in alders 
and other secondary forest growth. Like Mike Thompson, I have long been scepflcol 
of the many expert predicflons of imminent ecological collapse in Nepal, and these 
observations did seem to suggest that someone is doing something right 

The trekking lodges, though, were clearly not prospering, A few years ago, w e 
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were told, the Annapurna circuit saw 75,000 trekkers a year In early November, per­
haps a litfle after the peak of the season but not by inuch, occupancy was below ten 
percent There must hove been some good deals available as Kajl kept offering us 
lodge accommodaflon to save his men the trouble of putflng up tents. 

W e thed to do our bit for the local economy by buying beer at every opportunity 
The price increased by ten rupees a bottle with every day's walk up the valley lead­
ing to speculation that you could calibrate your altimeter by it, Rokshi, of which I once 
thought myself something of a connoisseur, is now hard to flnd as Kathmandu whisky 
of various interesting flavours seems to offer more proflt 

In a friendly hostelry below C h a m e w e met o friend ot Kaji's who had just -
guess what - climbed Pokharkan with a Japanese client This was a bit of a blow, 
but at least it told us the mountain was climbable. They had gone way round to the 
north and up a lot of deep snow The Sherpas were on their way home while the 
Japanese guy was crossing over to Mukflnath with a single kitchen boy for company, 
each to his own. 

At this point w e left the beer and flied noodles scene and turned north up the 
narrow Nor Khola, the entrance to which is marked by a cliff very like a small El 
Capitan. I had wanted to go up this valley for a very long flme. The trail was formerly 
tenuous, so much so that the standard approach to Nor was over a high pass from 
Manang. Works hod clearly been done however, and the walking was easy though 
the scenery spectacular. W e crossed and recrossed the river, in the bottom of a deep 
and steep sided gorge, on very solid bridges, some of them new. Ports of the route 
had been blasted out of the cliffs. Those who wanted their ice axes accessible for 
this part of the approach may have been disappointed. This trail leads essentially 
nowhere in economic terms, so I was both surprised and impressed that it had 
received so much attention 

W e camped that night at Dhormosola, a single building best described as a 
high class Scottish bothy It was a new stone built shed with an earth floor but also 
on upper story and a balcony, unlocked and available to any travelers, Kaji guessed 
it was built by the government - again a surprise to m e as these outlying Tibetan 
areas used to receive virtually nothing from Kathmandu, There was just enough flat 
ground for our rather large tents; our small army of porters disappeared into a series 
of small coves in the boulders and smoke rose here and there on the hillside. The 
two young lady porters, in colourful saris and nose jewellery changed coves fre-
quenfly as the evening progressed. 

Next morning w e climbed steeply for several hundred feet and come very 
suddenly into a Tibetan landscape. The lush forest vegetoflon of the gorge gave way 
in a half mile or less to junipers and barberries widely spaced on a dry hillside The 
flrst chortens appeared. W e stopped for a break in an area of disused terraces below 
a small and very broken down village, A few houses were still in use, with padlocks 
on their doors, and an old lady carrying a load of dried plants told us they brought 
the cows down here in the winter. She herself lived in Nor, high up on the far side of 
the valley This pattern was repeated as w e went up the valley, with quite large areas 
of terraced flelds, now disused, and villages largely abandoned, used only for stor­
ing winter fodder. The glaciers descending from Kong Guru and Gyachi Kong to the 
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east hod clearly retreated a long way and this may well hove cut off old irrigaflon 
systems, Kaji, whose home is Phophlu in the Dudh Kosi gorge, was so impressed by 
the amount of unused flat ground that he wanted to build a hotel - and on airport to 
bring the tourists, 

I watched the lammergeiers, golden eagles and Himalayan griffons soaring 
around cliffs as impressive as anything in the Dolomites, and traced some very theo-
reflcol climbing lines as w e waited in the sun for the tea to come, I had forgotten 
how soft travel in Nepal could be. Then the sun went down and I was reminded 
obrupfly that it was November, Days were getflng short and nights cold. 

W e conflnued through more gorges, sflll on an impressive and newly-cut trail, 
and reached the old forflflcoflons below Phu, These, too, were pretty dilapidated but 
it was clear that the residents had not always welcomed visitors from down valley A 
small fort overlooked the narrowest point in the gorge and competent stone throwers 
would hove made life difficult for an unarmed invader 

Phu and Nor are the only regularly inhabited villages in this valley They once 
comprised a signiflcant principality which also ruled over Manang and some points 
south, but clearly the people of Phu hod not always got along with those of Nar. 

Phu itself is built on the sides and top of an old moraine terrace at around 
13,500 ft. It is a warren of perhaps a hundred thick walled stone houses with lanes, 
drains, chortens, flrewood and fodder piles all packed into a very small space. The 
modern world intruded in the form of Maoist slogans painted on a few walls, and 
solar panels on the flat roofs. The flelds around the village, now bare, showed 
remains of barley and buckwheat, and somewhere they also grew potatoes as there 
were plenty for sale. 

The gompa was across the river and higher than the village. W e had been 
without beer for days and I hod hopes that the lama kept a good chang cellar, but 
the only occupant was on old lady spinning wool on the sun terrace, who didn't even 
have a key The man who had it would come 'later'. This was as close as w e got W e 
followed a well used trail to the hilltop above and found a flat area strewn with what 
appeared to be parts of human skulls, Tradiflonol Tibetan funeral customs seem to 
be sflll going here In striking contrast, just below the gompa was the village helipad, 
with all the works for yet another steel cable suspension bridge, recenfly delivered 
and waiflng to go down to the new bridge pillars w e hod passed below. 

W e were now over 4000m, which made us feel w e were getflng into the moun­
tains, A reconnaissance day out of Phu showed us some impressive peaks to the 
east (notably Nemjung, which is a very beautiful pyramid) but w e mode the mistake 
of having three parties go in different direcflons, Kaji came bock with very deflnite 
ideas about how to climb Pokharkan, as did Martin, Bill and I from a different per-
specflve. W e overruled him, and not just because w e were the paying customers -
his route involved steep loose-looking rock, pegs and flxed ropes even below the 
base camp, I had a mogniflcent view of the east side of Pokharkan from the vultures' 
roosflng ground for above the gompa, and w e were fairly sure there was a snow 
route to the summit from this direcflon. This would at least give us o new route for our 
second ascent 

Next morning as w e walked up the valley w e sow some cat-like tracks on the 
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Above 'Far, far, the mountain peak' Poharkan from distance Photo R Isherwood 

trail. They seemed a bit small for a snow leopard, but one lives in hope, A vulture 
flew in unusually low above us and landed in a depression on the hillside just above 
- then another, then two more. By the flme w e had climbed up for enough to see 
them there were almost 20, tucking in to the corpse of o male bharal, heads and 
necks red with its blood. It was hard to believe that this big goat hod just tripped over 
and died on such a genfle hillside, so w e suspected w e hod disturbed o predator at 
its kill, giving the vultures a free lunch. The cot tracks didn't go beyond this point 

Two more days took us to a base camp on a m e a d o w at around 4800m 
where, by some miracle on this dry hillside, there was flowing water. As we all sat 
around breathing hard and hoping to acclimaflse, the Sherpas played football. The 
m e a d o w was not exocfly flat and every few minutes someone would hove to chase 
fhe ball several hundred feet downhill. The football survived the whole trip only to 
succumb to a reversing bus in Pokhara on the way home. 

W e mode a very modest carry to a higher campsite, then it snowed six inches 
or so overnight On the south facing slopes it melted off very quickly but elsewhere it 
just stayed. Hoping that winter hod not arrived for real, w e gave ourselves two more 
valuable acclimaflzoflon days. Unfortunately for m e personally a cold hod been go­
ing around and it now settled in my chest, reducing m e to a serious level of decrepi­

tude. 
W e went up to the next campsite at around 18,000ft, sflll no more than walking 

on moraines and boulder flelds, but by now the Sherpas were running rings around 
us. John had picked up a copy of Rum Doodle at the bar of that name in Kathmandu, 
and it was beginning to seem too relevant for comfort Kaji and two others climbed 
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most of the way to the summit this day ignoring our chosen route, cached some 
ropes and come down to join us for dinner. The next day they carried our gear up to 
a camp on the glacier, our only one on permanent snow. They themselves returned 
to the moraine campsite for a warmer night and a full kitchen: "We'll see you at six 
a m tomorrow Be ready to go," This was getflng embarrassing. There was a flme 
when I reckoned I could keep up with most Sherpas. 

I was now in a bod way and spent a horrible sleepless night, gasping for air 
and keeping John awake with my coughing. The next morning I just couldn't progress 
uphill at oil and even hod trouble getflng down. The others, now reduced to flve plus 
three Sherpas, climbed to the rope cache and discovered why Kaji had stopped 
where he did. The route ahead was not the snow slope he hod indicated but a mess 
of seracs, Dave now took the lead and climbed a steep ice pitch to more snow 
slopes which led to a summit, but unfortunately not fhe real one. The route to that 
was down 150 metres to a saddle and up along another snow ridge; Dave, Marfln 
and Kaji did this bit to flnish the job. They all got down to the snow camp that 
evening after a 12 hour day 

The descent and return were uneventful unfll w e reached the roadhead at 
Besisahar where the army and police were on alert and shopkeepers were pulling 
shutters down early A Maoist attack was rumoured, and w e could feel the tension 
all around, but fortunately it didn't happen that night I did have the feeling that solo 
wandering in Nepal, which used to be very safe and lots of fun, is not a good idea 
these days. Next day w e were by the lake in Pokhara, 
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Dave Prior 

It was nearly 6pm, the temperature hod plummeted and in the last half hour the 
wind had picked up I'd barely noflced this because the pitch up to the flnol over­
hang was difficult and I was getflng very flred after o long day; so it was only when 
I was nearing the overhang that I began to see the change in the weather. The 
beouflful Vall6e Blanche w a s just visible through the cloud, but the bright blue skies 
and sun in which w e hod been climbing during the day hod secreflvely been re­
placed by blackening ominous clouds. There was cold and wind and also some­
thing different, more subtle, a change in the air The rock began to flzz in a rising 
hum ending in a crackly 'flock' as it discharged a flash of stoflc, creaflng a mauve 
haze to the rock and mist. There was a tingling of the skin, a feeling of great unease, 
I felt unsafe, but the immediate situoflon needed securing. 

Rick and Arthur were sharing the belay with Steve who was waiflng to follow, A 
last coll to Steve to soy I was going round the flnol overhang and to climb fast and I 
traversed to a ledge. With no time for a belay I took in It seemed an age for Steve to 
arrive and when he did it hod begun to hail and then snow W e moved to the best 
port of 0 sloping ledge, situated some 10m below the summit and stuffed all our 
ironmongery into a crack well away from us, I could hear Rick and Arthur calling to 
each other W e prepared for the night and called to them; they had decided to split 
the pitch and belay under the overhang and then join us later, 

Condiflons then changed very fast the temperature dropped rapidly and ice 
started to form on the rock Arthur and Rick were under the overhang unable to climb 
to join us and it seemed clear that this would not be possible, so w e enveloped 
ourselves in our only protecflon, a 'Zorski Sac', and unable to do more in the prevail­
ing conditions, braced our selves for a long hard night. Then there was a long flash 
like a silent explosion; the inside of our sac turned blue and my world changed 
forever,,. 

It was in June 1970, without a care in the world, that I gave up my job to hove 
0 season in the Alps with m y climbing partner, Steve Suthorn, W e were at that age 
where there was only present; post and future did not exist W e drove through Ger­
many to the Dolomites for our flrst adventure which was to be the Maestri Route on 
the Roda di Vael in the Coflnaccio, W e were early in the season and there was sflll a 
lot of snow, which is why we'd chosen the Coflnaccio because it was reloflvely low 

lying. 
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The climbing was steep and loose and late in the day when o peg pulled out 
I took a foil onto a desperately weak belay Grateful not to be falling, but shaken by 
the experience, our pace slowed, leaving us in one of the most uncomfortable bivou­
acs I hod ever experienced: on an overhanging wall, in etriers, three pitches below 
the summit W e moved on to the Tofana where w e did two more routes, the Prima 
Spigolo and the Pilastro di Rozes. On both we were caught in the rain which made 
the climbing serious and on the Prime we ended up off route, climbing a number of 
wet pitches with no runners and no belays. Scary stuff. 

Next, we went to the Tre Cime where snow and bod weather prevented us 
from climbing, although Steve soloed a couple of descents, whilst I explored the 
area. It was a foscinoflng place because of the military acflvites during the Austrian 
Italian wars around 1918 that gave birth to what we now know as Via Ferratas, To 
seek better weather w e went to the south side of the Blanc, to Val Veny and the 
South Ridge of the Noire de Peuterey. This spectacular granite ridge with its flve 
towers rises between the Brenva and Freney glaciers with mogniflcent views of Mont 
Blanc and the lofty remote Pillars of Freney From our enforced bivvy three quarters of 
the way up Pointe Bich, it was clear that we had grossly under esflmoted this route. 
It took all next day to reach the summit and solo down the East ridge, which was 
exposed and demanding, with no room for any error. 

W e drove through the tunnel and established ourselves on Snell's fleld in Cha­
monix. My experiences here were to be plenty and wild: the drunken brawling, the 
outrageous behaviour, the skirmishes with the CRS, the Alpenstock, the Bar Naflonal 
and the general life style are all stories in themselves. In Cham, we met up with 
some friends. Alan Rouse and his mote were about to attempt The Walker Spur as 
their second alpine ascent, along with the Burgess twins. Eric Jones had just soloed 
The Gervusutti Pillar. Eric, Leo Dickinson and Cliff Phillips were later to make an at­
tempt on 0 new route on the Brouillord Towers only to be caught in a storm and take 
three biwies to return to safety Rick and Arthur and many more friends conflnued to 
turn up.These were the heady days of hard climbing and seriously hard fun. Snell's 
fleld resembled a refugee squatter camp with ingenious improvised shelters made 
from materials borrowed or stolen locally The structures metamorphosed as the CRS 
claimed and returned material, for them only to be replaced again later with other 
contraband. It was all unique, wonderful and completely squalid, 

A spell of good weather quelled the debauchery as climbers returned to the 
mountains.We had decided to climb the East Face of the Grand Capucin, a stun­
ningly beouflful granite obelisk and one of the many pinnacles at the head of the 
Vallee Blanche on the east side of Mont Blanc, a heavenly place where the moun­
tains moke love to the sky And so, on o beautiful hot afternoon on the 23rd of July 
1970, Steve and I, together with Rick Cane and Arthur Dekuzol, crossed the Vallee 
Blanche to the Cap, The snow was soft and heavy going. At one stage, as I fell 
through a crevasse, I managed to spreodeogle myself in flme before I vanished into 
its icy tomb The sky was that crystal clear dork blue black which you get only at 

Opposite: 'Like a Candle in The Wind', The Grand Capucin dominates the Vall§e 
Blanche - and an approaching party Photo: John Cleare Images 
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altitude. We sot below the bergshrund under the Cap, soaking up the atmosphere 
and the brilliant white crevassed silent beauty of the place. 

W e had to climb the couloir on the left in order reach the traverse to the bivvy 
cave. Rick and Arthur set off flrst and w e followed. On the second pitch I heard a 
warning cry from Brian Pooley a N e w Zealander who had just arrived with Phil Jones, 
and looked up to see Steve, who by now hod run out more than a 130ft of rope, 
falling towards m e He tumbled and slid head over heels as his only crampon bit the 
ice and sent him into another cartwheel. I looked at the single peg in the couloir wall 
and then bock at Steve as he hurfled passed me, 

"No runners. Oh Christ, I'll never hold him!" 
The seconds passed in slow moflon as I waited for the jerk to pull m e from the 

rock and to certain death. Then the rope was sliding through my hands as I desper­
ately tried to brake him. As I slowed him down he dropped over the bergshrund and 
into the soft snow. The peg hod held and w e were both sflll olive, saved because I 
had put my gloves on to keep warm whilst belaying and therefore could effect a 
slow broke without burning my hands. After this foil of some 260ft, Steve coura­
geously picked himself up and climbed back up and flnished the pitch. 

Affer the traverse and a hard slob, w e were soon setfled in the cramped small 
cove for another uncomfortable night's bivvy at 12,000ft with French and Belgian 
teams. None of us slept, and despite the shivehng, the wonderful colours of the 
unfolding down in the cold mountain air, were indescribably beouflful. Downs and 
sunsets in the high mountains ore magic moments which capture you briefly from 
reality and, like reality, ore short lived. As the flrst warming rays of the bright sun rose 
above the Swiss border, w e started the climb. 

The climbing was varied and in places hard but on solid golden granite; we 
passed the crux 130ft wall in good flme. W e had kept together with Rick and Arthur, 
but because Brian was doing all the leading, the belay changes slowed them down 
and gradually he and Phil dropped behind. By the middle of the afternoon, I had 
traversed to the bottom of the flnol 700ft corner. The sun hod moved off the face and 
the temperature dropped. Arthur, not known for his fltness, was visibly flring and the 
belays were extremely small or hanging, A lost call to Steve to soy I was going round 
the flnal overhang and I traversed to a ledge, and took in,,, . 

After the flash, there was o devastaflng bang of thunder like the detonoflon of 
a huge explosion, I hardly noflced it, for I had been leaning against the rock when 
the lightning struck I flnd it difticult to put into words what followed, but as the shock 
of the current went through me, my body felt as if it hod cramp in every muscle at the 
some flme The agony of counter contracflng muscles was excruciaflngly painful as 
my head tried to touch my arse, my flngers tried to touch my elbows, and m y heels 
tried to touch my knees. It seemed to go on and on and on. Through the pain I began 
realise that I could not breathe and slowly everything was going block, A massive 
roaring pressure in my head increased as did the blackness and the pain, I could 
stand no more, I hod given up, how much more would I have to suffer before I die? 
Please God let m e die now, I can't stand any more, I vaguely remember Steve giving 
m e orflflciol respiroflon. The blackness faded and I felt o strange peace after the 
pain. Gradually I returned to consciousness and to the realiseaflon that I was com-
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pletely paralysed, I couldn't move anything, nor even hold my head up, or talk. Slowly 
dawning of the situation w e were in, m o d e m e feel very very flightened. What was 
going through Steve's head and at what point he might decide he would have to 
leave me, was for him to decide H o w on earth was I going to get off the Cap, I 
began to realise that I probably wasn't and by tomorrow, I would be dead, I did not 
want to live if I was totally paralysed, I began to think my life was flnished. 

About 10 minutes offer the flrst strike w e were hit again, although this flme it 
didn't seem to hurt so much. I wondered if this was to go on all night unfll w e were 
dead. H o w do you describe what was going through your head during a situoflon 
like this? During the night I went from absolute terror to relative calm; I hod reached 
the point when there was absolutely nothing I could do to save or help myself and 
further worrying was poinfless. Fear had turned to resignation, 

Steve sot on the ropes, holding m e and supporting m e between his legs, my 
head just lolling about I tried talking but it was just garbage, Steve was lucky, be­
cause his bock was not touching the rock when the lightning struck; the current went 
through his legs and he was relatively uninjured. W e were at 13,500ff in the middle of 
a ferocious storm with duvets and waterproofs only, but nothing to eat and very litfle 
water. W e just sat there shivering and it was cold. The storm raged on and on with 
more lightning strikes through the night. Every time w e had a strike and w e lived, w e 
just waited for the next one, not knowing if it would be the one which would kill us: 
the rising hum of the stoflc, the flashes and the thunder were just terrifying. During 
the night, w e thought w e heord colls from Arthur and Rick, but they were lost on the 
wind. W e shouted back, but nothing. 

It was towards the dawn, as the storm abated and the thunder became more 
distant, that feeling gradually returned to my body and I could start doing things for 
myself. It was o glimpse of hope and yet not daring to believe the subfle change 
from a situoflon of possible death to one where you might live. W e decided to get 
into the Zorski Sac for the lost hours flII dawn to try to gain some protecflon and 
warmth. W e had not used it since the flrst sflike for the illogical fear of it attracting 
another. As down broke, the storm subsided leaving everything under about a metre 
of snow. W e were absolutely frozen, the cloud swirled about us and w e glimpsed the 
odd patch of blue through o gap in the cloud, Instincflvely w e knew hod to move 

now. 
W e shouted down to Arthur and Rick, straining our ears trying again but with 

no reply The snow and ice and lack of belay denied us the opportunity to abseil 
bock to the overhang to try to see them, I was very weak and unsure as to whether 
I was capable of the descent and led nervously up the difficult ground to the summit 
of the Cap, brushing off the deep powder snow, I needed to do this to prove to 
myself I could get off the mountain. W e located the abseil point which was the start 
of a daunting descent into the nick. It was very cold and it seemed to take an age to 
arrange the crossed krabs safely for abseil. My flngers stuck to the metal; it was like 
they were covered in glue. The rock was plastered with ice and it was difficult to 
keep to the lett to avoid the overhangs and the ropes were frozen. 

W e recovered the ropes and looked down the steep couloir running down the 
north side of the Cop. It was covered in deep snow and opart from the flrst abseil 
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slings on the wall of the couloir, none other were visible. Silenfly, we prepared to 
descend, both knowing the consequences of not flnding the next slings. The situo­
flon was serious; w e had no other opflons. I looked at Steve; his hair and beard were 
completely white with frost os he disappeared down the couloir. 

The descent was painstakingly slow; there were only brief glimpses of the 
couloir OS the cloud momentarily cleared. Most of the flme w e abseiled into a white 
out. W e hod to take the lost 40ft really slowly brushing the snow off likely looking 
bumps unfll w e found the slings. Fortunately, w e found all of them; but in a couple of 
cases, w e hod to abseil off the end of the rope and solo about looking . During the 
descent w e were in constant danger from ice falling off the north side of the Cap. I 
was also getflng concerned for the others and if they were to start descending the 
couloir, w e were in the worst posiflon should it avalanche. Slowly w e hurried on. The 
couloir seemed endless and the anxiety of not seeing what was below you, was 
weoring, Finolly I sow Steve sit dow: w e had m o d e it to the bottom of the couloir. It 
was 0 great relief to be down. W e dug out the rucksocks and sorted ourselves out 
The visibility was very poor and I was worried about the return to the Midi, Surely I 
reasoned it was safer to go to Helbronner. 

W e spent the next couple of hours, in reducing visibility following various tracks 
mode by the Belgian party in front of us, but these just ended up on crevassed 
islands. They had managed to get down before the storm and had biwied at the 
bottom of the couloir. With the weather worsening again, w e agreed to head for 
Helbronner, By now the situoflon was becoming very serious again. W e were in the 
Vallee Blanche in whiteout conditions in heovily crevassed terrain. I remembered 
studying the crevasses whilst belaying and it seemed that if you kept to the steep 
higher ground as you traversed, you should miss most of the big crevasses. 

The deep snow and the whiteout mode standing up very difficult Whoever 
was in front usually fell over within a few strides. It was unreal: one minute you were 
walking, and the next you were flat on you back without any sensoflon of falling until 
you hit the snow. Eventually w e walked side by side holding onto each other and this 
seemed to help. It took on awfully long flme before, by sheer luck, I spotted the ski 
tow coble obove us. W e hod stumbled for hours in one of the most heavily crevassed 
areas in the Alps in ever present danger W e hod reached a point, where to live, we 
hod to continue regardless of the risk It was a miracle w e hod not fallen into a 
crevasse, 

A steep hard slog took us up to the top of the ridge. By now the storm was in 
full force again and out of the mist, the Helbronner fronfler stoflon loomed and as w e 
struggled to climb the ice covered steps, w e were greeted by the CRS. They had 
been wotching us with telescopes on the roof of the staflon during the previous day 
with mounflng concern as the weather, unknown to us, rapidly changed. I will never 
forget the kindness of these men; they took us into their private accommodoflon and 
fed us with breod, stuffed tomatoes and endless wine and tea They hod taken us 
out of the storm and into the warmth of their quarters and given us such welcome 
hospitality The realisation that w e were actually going to live was overwhelming. W e 
ate more and drank more and watched television. I collapsed in full clothing onto the 
bunk and was unconscious of the raging storm outside. 

26 



And Still Flow the Tears for the Hooded Monk 

In the morning, the CRS quesfloned us in more depth about the teams on the 
route and took us to the telescope on the roof, A break in the cloud showed us Arthur 
and Rick still under the overhang, but w e could not see Brian and Phil, If climbers 
don't move in the Alps, there is only one reason and I was not ready to face that yet, 
although I knew. All the tel6f6riques were still shut and w e spent another day in 
Helbronner looking through the telescope, between the brief gaps in the cloud, wish­
ing, wishing they were gone. But to see our fliends sflll hanging there... 

The storm flnally passed through during a noisy thundery night and the morn­
ing brought clear skies. The teleteriques hod started running and before down, the 
CRS had begun a rescue operaflon. During the previous day my feet hod started to 
hurt - so much so, I took my boots off for the flrst flme in flve days. Within holt on hour 
they were twice their normal size. Shit, I hod frostbite, I managed to borrow some hut 
slippers for the journey back and later in the day w e hod o free ride down to Courmeyer 
It was in the conflned space of the teleferique when I breathed out, I realised I stank 
of burnt meat and inside it hurt as I breathed. 

The Police took us bock through the tunnel and in the CRS office in Chamonix, 
w e learnt that Rick and Arthur had been killed in the storm, but their bodies had 
been recovered, I went to the hospital to get my feet looked at and was given a 
course of some vasodilator Walking was difficult because apart from boots, I only 
hod sandals. 

Bock on Snell's fleld I realised w e had to tell Arthur's girl fliend he was dead. 
That evening w e talked with everybody exchanging stories. Brian and Phil had sur­
vived on unpleasant night of electric shocks, and then retreated the following day I 
think Phil, who was reloflvely inexperienced at the flme, was deeply affected by the 
experience. The night of the 24th June had seen the worst storm in Chamonix since 
records begon. Fourteen people hod been killed in that one night on Mont Blanc 
alone. Many climbers hod been deeply shaken by the experience, including Alan 
Rouse and Geoff Birtles who were climbing the Bloiflfire, I think w e got seriously 
drunk that night 

The police asked us to identify Arthur ond Rick W e went down to the morgue in 
the hospital and waited poflenfly whilst they prepored Rick and Arthur for viewing. 
The sounds of the wooden table legs scraping on the flIed floor as they worked will 
stay with m e forever. Eventually w e were ushered into the room by o nun. Two swathed 
bodies lay before us. Their wet clothes and boots hod been removed, folded neafly 
and laid on the floor. There was o smell of dampness from the mountain and some­
thing else. Rick was lying with his mouth open and his eyes shut A boll of white 
linen lay where Arthur's head should have been, I turned to the nun quesfloningly; 
she pointed to his legs and in broken English explained that he hod been decopi-
toted and as his head was not suitable for viewing, it hod been placed between his 
legs. I learnt later, when w e reclaimed their equipment that the CRS hod put the 
bodies into strong canvas moil bags and cut them free to foil 2000ft onto the glacier 
below. It seemed this was standard procflce to minimise risk to the rescue teams. So 
this was how and why Arthur was so damaged. I hod never been in a situoflon 
where I hove hod to idenflfy a headless friend and it struck m e how litfle I knew of 
my mole friend once his head hod been removed, I just remembered his joking, 
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laughing, happy smiling face and his dirty sense of humour. 
Where there is a relationship between a man and woman, through inflmacy, 

you become familiar with each of your own peculiarities, scars, moles and little per­
sonal physical details, which you both touch, shore together and love, making iden-
flflcation quite natural. This flme, man to man, it came down to the boots, I remember 
thinking how sad this was and if God would ever let this nightmare end. I left the 
morgue feeling very depressed and, I suppose, quite shocked. What was I going to 
tell their parents? 

Over the next few days the weather was bod; my feet hurt and we liosed with 
the Briflsh Consul and the families as to what to do next There was nothing in my 
educoflon, which prepared m e for this situoflon. Eventually, Mr and Mrs Cane and 
family come out to Chamonix, but sadly, Arthur's parents were to poor to afford the 
journey The funerals were arranged and w e hod a brief service in the morgue, I can 
remember having to stop the nun from pulling back the sheets to expose their faces, 
OS is the tradiflon of the country I looked at the children; they didn't need to know 
what I knew, not of that age. 

The burial of Arthur could be carried out pretty well immediately For Rick to be 
cremated, however, which was what his parents wished, he hod to be moved to 
Switzerland and this could not be arranged before his parents hod to return home. 
The cost of repatrioflon in a sealed lead coffin was beyond their means. So, on o 
rainy day in Chamonix, w e went to the funeral of a fliend, whose parents were not 
there, attended by the parents of another dead fliend, whose son was to be cre­
mated in another country offer they hod returned home. I sflll have not come to terms 
with the emoflons of that sod day Affer the burial, w e all hod a meal and I promised 
Rick's parents that w e would attend his cremation. 

It was 0 week or so before a dote wos fixed and w e got stuck in o traffic jam 
going into Geneva. The crematorium was not where we thought it was and it is to my 
dying shame that I hove to admit that w e arrived of the crematorium to flnd the gates 
shut and Rick gone. I had broken my promise to his parents and I felt awful. For m e 
this was the end of the trip; I was o mental wreck and I sflll did not hove any feeling 
in my toes. Steve sflll wanted to do the Badile and so w e leff Chamonix and arrived 
in Bondo in flme for him to meet a partner. He successfully climbed the route and I 
picked him up in Son Mortino some four days later. He was flred and dishevelled but 
complete. W e decided to go home. 

The journey home was o nightmare: I started to have asthma attacks, I was 
terrified by the steel bonds that flghtened round my chest and stopped m e breath­
ing, I was bock on the Cap, dying. Since leaving Chamonix w e had all Arthur's and 
Rick's possessions on the roof rock Strangely, their possessions stayed with us 'till 
w e returned them to the solicitors in Liverpool. It was as if people knew and out of 
respect, leff them be. Bock of home I was lisfless, unhappy and haunted by my 
experience; I found it impossible to folk it through. I knew nobody who hod hod a 
similar experience and I had not noted the telephone numbers of Brian and Phil, It 

Opposite: Escape from a Dementor: the couloir descent route down 'The Hooded 
Monk' Photo: Dave Prior 

29 



And Still Flow the Tears for the Hooded Monk 

took 0 month or so before I returned to work What I did not understand was the deep 
and troumaflc effect this event hod upon m e and it was to be years before I began 
to understand that I had a problem. Everyday I would hear Rick and Arthur's voices 
calling on the wind, feel the pain of the strike and the agony of the blackness. 
Everyday I would hove to deal with it I was unoble to talk and break free, reliving the 
tragedy endlessly Their voices called to m e like the hauntingly random harmony of 
the Aeolian harp, changing to the strength of the wind. I started to feel enormously 
guilty and self criflcol, devastated by my own doubts and guilt Did I really try as hard 
as I could to try to rescue them, or did I just run for cover? This quesflon was begin­
ning to destroy me. Could I have done more, should I have looked harder for on 
abseil to go to help them, or were they dead already? Could I have done more...? 
Guilt can be as deadly as a bullet, it just takes more flme. 

I started to solo mountain routes on my own. I found relief from the pin sharp 
focus which this required and it allowed m e to obtoin temporary peace of mind, 
flnding peace in taking risk, I found that fltness was good for asthma, and challenge 
good for controlling the awful videos on endless replay 

This was my flrst experience of death; sadly, it was not to be the last, but it was 
the one which really hurt Like the exquisite thrill of your flrst love and the unbeliev­
able pain of that loss, it is the same with your flrst encounter with death: it will mark 
you OS different and be recognised by those who hove been there. 

During the next years I seemed to go through a period of losing many climb­
ing friends. When I drop into The Moon I sflll feel the presence of all those strong, 
happy and noisy people. 

Litfle did I know it was to be ten years before I returned to the Alps. I became 
obsessed with visiflng the scene of the tragedy and on a sunny spring day with skis 
and skins, I traversed the Vallee Blanche and skinned up to the Col de lo Fourche on 
the Italian side, recklessly on my own, taking photographs of the Cap. On later visits 
to Chamonix, I would slip away from friends and have a few quiet beers by the 
graves of the climbers I hod known. 

It was many years later that I went for a drink with a business friend of mine, I 
had been fairly stable for a while, in control, managing. M y chest w a s flghtening and 
I needed a puff from my inhaler and he asked m e when had I started to suffer from 
asthma I cannot explain why but the question was like a bullet in the chest: all the 
pain and fear and the memories of the Cap retumed with ferocity I m a d e a lame 
excuse and left the pub. Crossing the road, I went into a wood and sot down on a 
log. The d o m burst and years of silent suffering burst out and ran down my cheeks. 

Later, I looked up at the sky through the trees to the bright stars and to the 
pointers of the Great Bear and Polaris: it's 30 years on, now, ond sflll flow the tears 
for the Hooded Monk. 
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S c r e i v s a n d a 

A n g e l 

Chris Gibson 

stepping awoy from the Argentiere hut ot 1,30am is o fluly magical experience, with 
no moon, the luminosity of the glacier and the huge ice faces creote on eerie glow 
that silhouefte the chaotically jagged skyline, "Yes,"! thought "this is really what I 
want to do: number 88", A low growl from o distant ovolonche grobbed our ottention. 
Steve Bell and I peered across number 92, the Swiss Route on Les Courtes that we'd 
climbed a week earlier, post number 99, the North Face of La Droite (deflnitely on our 
tick lisfl to the Verte, where snow cascaded from the ridgeline down the open gully to 
the left of number 52, the Courturior Couloir (far too straight forward for our list), Steve 
pointed at two flny points of light on the easy lower slopes of the route; specs of life 
dwarfed like us by the savagery of the surrounding scenery From o mile away o short 
animated conversaflon seemed to take place. Perhaps two fresh botteries shone 
momentarily into two terrifled faces, then as if the devil himself had stood between 
them, one, then the other raced owoy downslope, visibly running down the tracks 
they hod forged minutes earlier. 

Each of the two of us then focused on what w e were doing and our apparent 
immortality; w e didn't comment because nothing needed saying. At 19 this was my 
second season in the Alps, while Steve of 18 hod only really climbed in Devon. Our 
outlook was driven by Steve's birthday present, to himselT Rebuftot's 100 Greatest 
Climbs in the Mount Blanc Range. The early pages were still new and hardly turned 
bock in Snell's fleld, while later pages opened easily to allow us to hand write route 
descriptions that w e hod almost learned in a rote foshion on rainy weekends when 
even Steve's ever- optimistic disposition hod not sent us on our way 20 miles to 
Chudliegh, our local crag. W e were hoving one of those very special seasons: five 
routes of TD+ under our belt and two weeks sflll to go. 

M y favourite climb so for hod been the Bonatti Pillar, ascended in just over a 
day overtaking Mick Fowler, who w e knew only by reputation, en route Steve (Dingerl 
Bell was keen to do more big ice routes and generated the enthusiasm for our 
objecflve, the North Face of the Triolet. At TD it should be straight forward, though w e 
had little experience of climbing open ice faces and with four 'Wort-hogs' and a 
'Deadman', w e were quite unprepared for what was to come 

A low bergscrund led easily to the foot of the face. The flrn was at o relatively 
easy angle, and o rhythm soon developed as Steve and I gained height rapidly in 
the darkness, moving into the ominous convexity of the slope with litfle awareness of 
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the gathering exposure all around. Occasionally I looked over my shoulder to see 
pairs and bundles of heod torches fanning out from the hut The meteo was excel­
lent and no doubt lots of winter dreams would be realised today. A glance upward 
caused m e to strain my eyes: the heavens had lost the story array the morning had 
started with, each 10-15 steps marked a further tronsiflon into grayscale, until above 

us 0 tangible blue appeared. 
In my solitary world, I became aware that Steve hod stopped. My movements 

became the only sound. Seconds loter, teetering on the brink of my aerobic thresh­
old, I levelled with Steve, who was fumbling in his sack The dawn hod brought us to 
0 holt; the exposure suddenly drew us to our senses. W e hod soloed over half the 
route in the darkness of early morning. The void obrupfly sflffened our movements, 
coincidentally at a point 400tt below the only feature on this vast icy face, a serac 
line, and just where the ice face really steepened. It was flme to rope up. The plan 
was to use two of the ice-screws to belay while one could be used as a runner and 
the forth for the leader to bring up the second. On arrival at the stance the second 
would hand over a second screw to reinforce the belay and so on. 

Steve mode rapid progress on the flrst pitch, and gave m e the confldence to 
follow through in similor foshion, A third pitch led us just below and to the right of the 
serac, "Fantastic, eh?" bubbled Steve. 

"As good OS bagged," I enthused, looking diagonally rightward where the 
slope visibly I gazed upwards into the crazy verflcol rock buttresses marking the 
summit of the Triolet The rope stopped and sagged slighfly as the sound of hollow 
hammering fliled the thinning air, "How's it going?" I shouted, in a curious and falsely 
disinterested manner, "Steep!" come the terse monosyllabic reply I knew Steve now 
hod the runner, and the renewed rope movement allowed m e to return to my own 
lonely world. 

Minutes passed and the loop of rope below m e gradually grew nearer "15 
foot,"l yelled with give-away anxiety; I had hoped the steep ice would be over by this 
point The rope stopped moving, and for a handful of moments I felt overwhelmingly 
anxious and isolated. I focused upwords at the point 70ft above where the ropes 
disappeared over a bulge and sow in a split second o slackening of tension. Sud­
denly my senses became overloaded with sound and movement, Steve was off, cart 
wheeling down towards me, o kaleidoscope of hurfling mass. The one runner whipped 
the rope for a nanosecond, then failed, floiring ropes outwards into space. Steve 
passed m e to one side with bollisflc speed. In the following two seconds 1 knew 
without doubt that this was the end, closed my eyes and braced myself into the 
slope to accept the lethal reality - a 300ft leader foil onto two holf inserted warthogs. 

The 10ft of rope Steve hod left when he fell razored into me; the iniflal impact, 
ripped m e upside down. Then, nothing, all was still. 

Sickened with adrenaline, blackness, silence and disorientoflon I began to 
realize I was still olive, I pushed up the helmet that somehow now coved my face 
bock onto my head, to reveal in sharp focus the Argenfl^re glacier far below, I was 
upside down and facing outwards. I looked towards the belay, despite being fled off, 
both Wort Hogs had bent over I knew I was far from safe and insflncflvely rotated 
myself 180° to the upright carefully avoiding sudden and jerky motion. I found I could 
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The North Face of The Triolet. Photo John Cleare Images 

not regain my foothold due to the deadweight on the end of rope that linked me to 
the belay It was then, and only then, that I panicked: "Steve, Steve," I shouted ur-
genfly into the void. The taught ropes disappeared over the bulge far below, there 
came no reply "Steeeeeve" I yelled again in an agony of seff pity my voice vanishing 
into the hosflle heodwalls of the bottomless cirque Seconds passed, then magically 
came the reply; "Yeah?". A few explicoflves later, and it became clear that Steve hod 
sun/ived his 300 footer intact, if a liftle dozed. It transpired that he sflll hod his axes, 
so I asked him to take his weight off the rope by climbing a few feet up. Slowly the 
ropes slackened enough for m e to regain my step. Steve took our last remaining ice 
screw and drove it home as I took stock of the situoflon. Carrying on wos out of the 
quesflon. Of the four ice pegs, the two I had made a stance with were bent alarm­
ingly the one Steve hod used as a runner, again half-inserted and fled off, had 
broken in half with the impact of the fall, the fourth and only good peg was now 
Steve's belay There was no other opflon, short of staying there hoping against hope 
to be rescued before w e froze to the face: I would have to down climb the hardest 
ice pitch I hod ever climbed up, but in descent without runners and knowing that I 
already hod had more bad luck and survived, than half o dozen corpses in the 
basement of Chamonix hospital. A second fall, this flme onto one screw and without 
a runner, would be the end. 

A disjointed conversaflon, explaining my intenflons, convinced m e that Steve 
was in shock after his fall, a further scenario entered my conscious stream: It I did 
come off, even close to Steve, would he hold me? M y thoughts changed the predico-
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ment none The new bends in the ice screws, created ample leverage: two turns and 
each popped out N o w I must leorn, and fast, how to down climb 55° ice. Slowly I 
began my descent, I moved off my step, knowing I could never return here, 5,10, 20ft, 
never looking down, occasionally taking a short rest on my axes of full arms' length, 
my coif muscles hyper-tensed, my foreorms drained of blood, backing into the abyss. 
At 80ft, I come to the bulge that I hod found so difficult in ascent and which sepa­
rated m e from Steve; I looked over my right shoulder to see Steve, sflll a long way 
below tensioned on the belay The exposure was immense, the purplish shadow of 
the wall on the glacier far below intensifled the magnitude of my fear; slowly I edged 
my way down. The steepness was such that only the front four points of my cram­
pons contacted with the ice, while borely half on inch of water ice on each axe held 

the bulk of my weight 
At lost the angle relented, and I began to think that I was in control again. I 

looked down and sow that Steve looked pole and flred. W e had to compose the 
situation, and the snowy ledge direcfly under the serac, although utterly forbidden in 
every mountaineering textbook, would be the only opportunity Instead of descend­
ing direcfly to Steve, I traversed diagonally rightwards to goin the ledge, overhung by 
about sixft of ice. The outer edge of the ledge was powdery but towards the bock 
woll the snow appeared more solid. Moments later with o double axe belay, I was 
overtoken by euphoria, I was safe and felt o great urge to laugh and shout "Up you 
come, big boy," I tounted; Steve failed to respond to my light-headed comment I 
watched as he poinstokingly unravelled the belay, and slowly began his oscent to 
the ledge. Things got serious again when he belly flopped onto the snow, 
Steve had been bruised and grazed by the angle of the fall, yet the same obstacle-
free steepness had saved him from serious injury, more incredible was fhe fact that, 
in his double rope length plunge, his axes and crampons had not punctured him. 
However, he was clearly in shock, moving slowly and lacking his usual coordination. 
W e shared an orange and some chocolate, as I inspected m y hands which had 
been burned through thick woollen 'Dachstien' mitts in holding Steve's fall. M y back 
and forearms had also been burned by the fall, a red and blue stripe of burned 
nylon had fused into the white cotton of an outer shirt, witness to the velocity of the 
plummet. 

Out to the right of the serac lay our escape route, the voie normal', even from 
the foreshortened perspecflve w e had from our posiflon w e could see that only a 
pitch, or maybe two separated us from the easy slopes of the summit saddle. It was 
now lOom, Steve's fall hod cost us three and o half hours, and w e were now consid-
erobly behind the schedule w e hod set ourselves, to be down the steep glacier to 
the south of the mountain before the sun created further hazards on the litfle trodden 
crevossed descent I insisted Steve lead off from the stance; he would be slow, but at 
least I could catch o foil I argued superflciolly and without logic. Deeper down I knew 
I'd lost it; Steve was a better ice climber than I, incapacitated or not Soon he was out 
of sight I took no pleasure in my solitude or the savagery of the terrain, I just wanted 
to be off this mountain, to tell this story drink beer and kill flies in the campsite, that's 

oil, 
"That's me," I shouted triumphonfly as the rope come tout I knew Steve had 
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broken the slope from his quickening progress. Such was my desperoflon lo get 
away that I hod even undone the belay and retrieved my axes ready for the off. I 
stepped back onto the face. After the security of the ledge beneath the serac, the 
exposure gripped m e once more, as muscles sflffening from half on hour of inacflvity 
stretched into acflon, 

I followed a rising ramp to a steeper section of ice feeling awkward and heavy 
but knowing it was nearly flnished. Then, just audibly I heard the unmistakable sound 
of ice cracking behind me. Insflncflvely I glanced over my shoulder to see a part of 
the serac break away from the overhang, smash the ledge w e hod rested on and 
disappear in silent leaps and bounds down into the darkness. Blackshaw was right 
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F o o l s O n T h e H i l l 

T i m Noble 

In the Himalaya, one perhaps puts on blinkers. 
(Chris Bonington) 

Yesterday was a big diary day: the 15"' anniversary of Rex's fall; so I gave him a ring 
for old flmes' soke. Rex and I meet infrequenfly these days, though w e both hove 
houses in France not far from each other with many good crags between them. Once 
upon a flme w e climbed together every weekend, but he hasn't touched rock since 
the fall. A walk or a scramble is apparenfly all he now needs - or a conoe in the 
ArdSche. When w e folk, it's not about cliffs and routes and high mountains but those 
'simple' things like life after marriage and full flme teaching, or the price of wood, 
exchange rotes and how our lives tick over with the passing of the years. On these 
anniversary days, I get out the copy of his diary he gave m e and re-read our tale of 
shared foolishness - and cannot keep from crying 

It was September and flme for school, but we'd been given leave of absence 
without pay to join six friends on a humble expedition to Kulu, All oimed to go explor­
ing and climbing beyond the isolated village of Brahmour For four of the six of us, 
this would be our lost Himalayan expediflon and, being married men of modest 
means and mountaineering skills, w e knew through every preparation day what 
selflsh impulses of delight kept us foithful to the task It was quite simple really: all 
w e wanted to do was climb some big untouched hill before our lives were almost 
wholly circumscribed by burgeoning families and work This sustained but abstracted 
chain of thought wos our flrst folly - and in mony woys the worst: it kept the expedi­
flon separate and distant from our doily lives ond loves, o bubble wrap of excitement 
inside everyday events which insulated us. Our wives, w e were to learn later, felt 
isolated and estranged; if w e thought thot w e were busy going forward, w e were 
really going back. 

From Chambo, cupped within the rolling Pir Ponjal range, the expediflon fol­
lowed John Barry's route to Menthosa, vio Khoromukh (like its name, a flithy wayside 
hamlet by o flithy glocier stream). Here, pilgrims were gathering to start a solace-
seeking journey to the Kulu Koilosh - the Hindu holy mountain. Brahmour is a reli­
gious centre. As w e stepped from the bus into Alpine oir, the golden temples roofed 
in light almost blinded us. W e too were pilgrims of o kind, of course, but rather to the 
ice-encrusted steeples of the unclimbed peaks in the east, so w e suftered no Pauline 
conversion in the overcrowded jeep as w e passed Sadhu reapeatedly measuring 
their length on the rood, or at chai stops where beggars loy impassively in the dust 
while grateful flies drank offerings from their eyes, Sflll very much absorbed in our 
flrst folly w e kept our gaze on the mountains, our purses closed and our consciences 

untroubled, 
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It was harvest flme and porters were hard to come by so Rex and I shouldered 
our pocks, then strapped day socks on our chests and fried to moke o virtue of 
necessity After all, w e reasoned, the two of us were almost self-sufficient having 
brought with us some 201b of dried food. The others had to load porters with socks of 
this and that and eat opart from Rex and I of night W e felt smug; but this was our 
second folly: allowing a corrosive pride to drive an unseen wedge into the group. 

For two days the six of us and four porters walked up the Budhll Nulla towards 
Kugti, Each day vast herds of goats swamped the path and for 50ft above and below 
us the rocks stank of sun-warmed urine. If w e were lucky enough to flnd a decent 
water trickle, inevitably it hod been fouled. So it w a s unsurprising that as w e strag­
gled into Kugfl in o downpour everyone was feeling ill and a sleeping bag was 
fouled. Later sflll, hungry as usual, and slogging painfully up a loose gully w e had to 
pull the flysheets out of our "sacs to cover the porters; without some protecflon from 
the icy downpour they would hove stopped or even turned back 

The third day started perfectly, but unfortunately the expedition also started to 
fragment Tim Hurrell and Bill the barrister hod already established a high camp to 
the west of us; Rex and I liked the look of the two distant fan-tailed peaks in the east 
The m a p was useless. In front of us, o huge spur dropped several thousand feet from 
a shapely summit On the m a p there was nothing. Wherever any of us went, w e 
would clearly be making our own mops - of both the mountains and ourselves. 

Suddenly, Tim and Tom, Roger, Bill and Nick were gone; Rex and I were on our 
own of the beouflful meeflng of the waters base camp. The birds and long-horned 
Dzo got bolder, Resflng o further day to try ond shake off sickness. Rex lost his 
journal to a great grey cow, A slight setback it seemed at the flme, but subfly cov-
erfly these were adding up. 

Our third folly was not putflng a rope on or moving together to cross the flrst, 
wild glacier stream. Looking bock through the short lens at Rex struggling in the falls 
with his huge packs swivelling and getflng soaked, I sow a Tarot picture of 'Death by 
Water', The icy crossing hod numbed me, and hod he slipped I doubt I could hove 
helped him. W e didn't menflon this again unfll we'd found a high camp site under­
neath the glacier snout at 15,000ft. where w e let some wandering shepherds light us 
0 flre in the rain. 

The next two doys passed quickly enough reconnoitring a route across the 
glacier and up on to the ridge hanging above. For some reason we'd agreed before 
w e left that Rex would moke us a double bivouac bog for us to sleep in, so on the 
sixth night, w e found a litfle ledge above an ice patch of 18,500 ft and went to bed. 
Snuggled against my fliend, I dreamed of climbing through clouds to an untrodden 
summit and going home to tell my wife. 

Away early w e soloed a loose gully learning quickly about Kulu rock: there 
was litfle point in putflng a rope on when there was nothing secure enough to belay 
from and dropped coils set off stone toll. At o windy shoulder, two hours up, I'd 
realised that notwithstanding the view through binoculars, we'd let the quick blue 
perspecflve of distance confuse us about both height and flme. The fantoiled peak 
we'd been aiming of had slipped away behind a hanging icefleld and 500ft of steep 
mixed ground. Rex was quiet as I suggested the fourth folly Without a word, then, w e 
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Above Ploughing a lonely furrow, Rex Bignell climbs his final snowfield Behind him, 
the rotten rib, and the fall fo come. Photo Tim Noble 
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dropped ropes and harnesses in the snow and taking only flasks, axes, crampons, 
windproofs ond spore gloves, we set off for the summit as our shadows shortened in 
the sun. 

The steep mixed ground was very dangerous ond the following ice pitch in the 
curve of the wove where ice met rock was good Scotflsh Grade Four. (We'd never 
attempt to do this unroped in Scofland, so why here?) I dared not look at Rex behind 
in cose he signalled to turn bock. Above the ice, a snow slope led up for 500ft to the 
summit 'schrund. As I ploughed a lonely furrow up it I thought the snow creaked and 
whispered to me, but I didn't dore stop. Why wouldn't Rex stay in my steps? I could 
manage 25 at a flme, 27 was the limit of the known world - literally I suppose. He 
kept catching up; the competiflon spurred us on. 

W e crossed the 'schrund by o gossamer bridge, hearts stopped by the danger, 
and the summit rocks were just beyond. Clumsily slowly at almost 20,000ft, w e 
unfurled the flny flags our pupils had made for us. But the photographs w e took ore 
blurs because of the wind and swirling snow. Only then did it occur to m e that we 
were on the edge, not in control. I tried to get down out of the wind, searching for the 
litfle couloir that I'd seen could take us back to our line of ascent, but reasoning had 
slipped away with olfltude, water loss, foflgue and cold. Descending a steep snow 
slope in the gloaming I knew w e had to stop or foil. Rex found a shattered pillar and 
I squatted astride o split block in o painful parody of that most vulnerable of posi-
flons. W e were marooned in sflll air now, but wracked by bouts of whole body shiv­
ering. Despite my pleading. Rex fled himself to the pillor with his 'sac drowcord and 
took 0 sleeping tablet I slept not at all through that star-shot, that darkly-glittering 
night 

At flrst true light w e swallowed what remained in the flasks, hacked back to 
the summit and found the line of ascent W e wobbled down this glissading when we 
dared. Just above the skirt of cloud. Rex stopped talking and slowed down - mark­
edly Did I do the some? W e were very much alone with ourselves, flnding different 
descents on the steep mixed ground, I thought nothing unusual in this at oil, then, (It 
Is like this, isn't it, on many climbing days and for many climbers: w e ascend to­
gether at matched pace and descend opart, at personal pace, too full to folk! 

But then the accident happened. As they do. When you can't help each other. 
While I was flredly contemplaflng a delicate step round a rib, several hundred feet 
above the ropes. Rex leaned outwards on a block of gneiss 20ft above me. The block 
pulled and Rex landed below m e on his bock After the air cry he was silent I couldn't 
move. The clouds were moving, or the world was turning, but Rex was sflll, bleeding 
from mouth and nose. I thought at the least he'd broken his back or skull and that w e 
were lost, miles from anyone or anywhere. Hod w e prepared ourselves for this even­
tuality? In a fever of fear and guilt, relief and recriminotion I remember cursing 
everyone but myself for our pedicoment At least I was alive. (That selflsh impulse sflll 
haunts m e today on every minor climb with o friend.l 

For an hour I held him and flied to coax him back into full consciousness. Just 
OS light was fading, I managed to get him on his feet and in painful stages to the 
ropes, to lower him, unbelayed, rope length by rope length down the shattered gully 
Above the bivouac, I left him putflng on crampons with palsied flngers and sped 
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down to get a brew going. 
This was folly flve and almost my last; I must hove had blinkers on. II wos very 

late afternoon and the light snow cover on the slope had melted. All my Alpine 
experience and training evaporated, too, as I set off without crampons, deadly tired 
and at the limit of my strength. In vibram soles on ice I simply skated through a 
glissade into a fall. Rex in his blue cagoule was whirled owoy to merge with sky as 
I rolled down the slope. 1 stopped eventually suspended from my pick with skeins of 
skin from skinned hands dripping and staggered back to him, cuffing steps and 
crying more in self-pity and shame than in real pain. He hadn't seen my foil, being 
too preoccupied with his strop buckles, none of which he'd managed to do up. 

Little by little I got him down to the tent and back to base camp; Brahmour took 
longer though. Of the others, no sight or sound until then W e all mucked in getting 
him bock to Delhi, but sympathy for his stole land mine! was somewhat strained, I 
sensed, by unasked quesflons of our climbing style and commitment In Delhi, he 
had another slip in a bathroom accident The day otter orhving home he collapsed 
and, taken to hospital, was diagnosed with kidney damage. It was dealt with, but he 
never climbed again. 

And that's the tale, told not by an idiot but by the fool, and though w e didn't 
know it then, it was the beginning of the end of o strong climbing partnership and, 
later, both our marriages. The ripples from that event porflculority and its aftermath, 
spread slowly in dork, covert circles and nothing subsequent in our lives - climbing 
or othen/vise - has been quite as sflll and clear as it was before the fall. (I exagger­
ate, of course, for literary purposes, but broadly it's correct: objective disasters, token 
together with selflsh and self-destrucflve thoughts and acts, reosonote in conse­
quences far beyond our capacity for controlling or predicflng their effects. And no 
one can hope poce Macbeth, 'to jump the life to come'.) But w e should hove anflci-
pated this banality that the concealed sixth folly would catch us out For the truth is 
obvious: brightness falls - as do climbers and angels; it's how w e recover what w e 
once were in that 'piping flme' of helpless innocence that is all. 

Talking to Rex, now, just brings bock the fear, rage and self-dislike that we'd 
nearly shared in our near disaster. W e remember how by going too far out - too for 
away from everything that counts to count the cost - w e nearly lost ourselves and 
families (I cannot keep from crying! But very quickly, the moment passes and w e 
speak of simple things before putting the phones down. Secure in the knowledge 
that w e shall never hove to face each other on a climb again, w e go our separate 
ways for another year. I think w e both thank God in our own ways that such small 
mercies ore sflll available to those fools on a hill who fell and failed, but lived to tell 

the tale. 
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T i b e t 

M a r k Vallance 

Everest Base Camp, Rongbuk Glacier, 22nd April 2000. I woke soon otter 5.00am 
from 0 deep, dreamless sleep realising it was time to go home. I'd spent the previ­
ous week above 6500m at the head of the East Rongbuk Glacier and wos sflll thaw­
ing out The weather, though flne, hod been cold - much colder than usual. I hove 
always coped well with such conditions and though I've been to higher and to colder 
places, for the flrst flme in memory I suffered. My flusty sleeping bog had not been 
up to the job. Was it the affect of olfltude, or (surely nofl my age? 

Yesterday I 'd hiked down from advanced base with Lochuu, our sherpa cook 
who'd signs of a suspected stomach ulcer. Whilst I had felt better with every down­
ward step, Lochuu hod had to stop every mile or so, ond more frequenfly as the 
doywore on - the cause of increasing concern in such a tough climber. 

This morning Lochuu felt better and, having token over in the kitchen, was 
cooking eggs which I ate with a chopotfl and lots of greot fliter coffee whilst waiflng 
for the Ojeep, as the ubiquitous Toyota Land Cruiser is colled in Tibet The pre-war 
expediflons took six weeks to get to base comp from Darjeeling; w e hod driven from 
Lhoso in three days. Lhasa, o modern concrete Chinese city of o million people, so 
different from the image inmy mind of how it should be, yet dominated by that Ti­
betan ikon, the Patolo A melding of the Titanic and Gormenghast, the smell of yak 
butter, the amazing tapestry-hung rooms, the scrolls, the dust, and the almost tangi­
ble sense of history was already a fading memory 

My journey today was to Zangmu on the Nepal-Tibet border, a 200 mile drive 
on dirt roads and over the Pong Lo, o 5,600m pass. The weather was dry and flne os 
we set off down the rough track engineered by the Chinese in 1960, In the front were 
the driver and Ten Tzing, the Chinese logisflcs organiser who, apart from seeing m e 
to the border, would buy fresh fruit and vegetables for the expediflon, I shared the 
back seat with o Tibetan yak herder who was going to see his wife who was about 
to hove a baby 

I was familiar with the second port of the journey having driven from Zangmu 
in 1990 when I'd climbed Shishapangma, Despite being long and dusty I was quite 
looking forward to the drive because its on interesflng and exciflng rood, but also 
because I'd soon be in Kathmandu having o hot both, a cold beer ond a good meal. 
My mind wandered to Kathmandu and the narrow streets of Tamil. I would go to Yin 
and Yang tomorrow night and hove giant Thai prawns, or moybe a steak at Rum 
Doodle. But my daydream was premature: there was hardship oheod. 

I was taking photographs out of the window of the jeep. Everest wos gleaming 
white in 0 fresh coot of snow, all prisflne and shiny Graham up at ABC would be 
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cursing. He was there courtesy of his employers, the BBC, to flIm the search for the 
camera that his great uncle, Howard Somerville had given to Mallory in June 1924, 
Any serious snowfall would greafly reduce his chances of flnding it W e were pass­
ing the Rongbuk monastery flve miles down the valley when cigarettes were passed 
round and everyone lit up; everyone, that is, except me. Should I ask them not to 
smoke? Probably not I opened my window in a weak sign of protest I thought 
posiflve thoughts as the pungent Chinese tobacco smoke fliled the vehicle. It would 
only be a few minutes before they flnished and the air would clear. Through the 
window dry rocky hills and distant, brilliant white peaks were set against the ultra­
marine sky of the high Tibetan plateau. '0, I like travelling,' I thought to myself, and 
put the noxious fumes out of my mind. 

Ten minutes later the cigarettes were passed around agoin. I opened my win­
dow further and m a d e a few coughing noises. The air outside was cold. The Tibetan 
landscape opened out from flme to flme giving long views of distant snow-covered 
peaks. The harsh but pure view seemed to clean the mind; but the cigarettes would 
be passed round again and the interior of the Land Cruiser became, however hard I 
flied not to let it, the focus of all my attention. 

The Tibetan Yak herder left us near Zemukh before w e drove up the zig-zags of 
the Pang La. At the col I paid my lost respects to o now distant Mount Everest Then 
it was down into the high planes of Xigoze, the Chinese military check point and on 
to Tingri for lunch and a brief respite from the cigarette smoke. 

W e mode good flme on the flat road through the broad valleys to the west of 
Tingri; the hard landscape disployed every varioflon of colour from brown to grey My 
clothes were now impregnated with the smell of cigarettes and even when my com­
panions were not smoking I sflll reeked of it Then I remembered my wolkmon. The 
miles passed quickly with the assistance of Bochond Mozort and it didn't seem long 
before w e started the long climb to the lost high pass, the Lolung Lo, with great 
views to the south of the Rolwaling peaks and Gaurisankar and, to the north, 
Shishapangma and old memories. 

After the pass w e started to lose height heading. The sky clouded over ond 
when w e stopped at Nylom it started to drizzle. At the military check point on the 
edge of town a gully was fliled with rusflng fln cons and broken glass. There was o 
lot of new building since my last visit, but the place was just as depressing: the new, 
brighfly coloured, flle-clod buildings failed to dispel the fronfler town feel. Ten Tzing 
and the driver disappeared for 15 minutes. I watched a young Chinese girl, dolled up 
in block heels and miniskirt pick her way across the muddy street, past the new, flle-
covered cinema and into a concrete building that called itself a nightclub. It was 
starting to get dork. 

The road to the Nepal border follows the steep gorge of the Bhoto Koshi river. 
In places it is cut into solid rock with jutflng overhangs above and a drop off of 1000ft 
or more into the river below. The prospect of the drive to Zangmu would normally be 
exciflng, but the light hod faded and by now I was flred and hungry and wanted the 
journey to end. I porflcularly wanted to get out of the smoke-saturated clothing and 
into something clean. W e arrived at the outskirts of Zangmu in permanent rain. 

The border town is built on on impossibly steep hillside which has severe 
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Above: 'Chomolungma sings the BBC blues': Everest gleams an the horizon in a 
'fresh coat of snow'. Photo: Mark Vallance 

troftic management problems at the best of flmes, A new mains water pipe was 
being laid under the rood and temporary traftic lights jammed our jeep between big 
Chinese trucks belching block smoke both in front and behind. There was deep mud 
everywhere. Wooden wolkways hod been improvised in frontof some of the tin-cov­
ered shacks on the outskirts of town. Bright electric lights illuminated the scene, 
throwing the whole townscope into harsh blockond white. W e waited. After about 
holf on hour our driver got out, picking his way to ovoid getflng dirty Five minutes 
loter he reappeared with mud up to his knees W e would have to wait 20 minutes. 
Something told m e that it would be longer. 

After an hour w e were able to conflnue and must hove covered nearly half 
omile before w e were stopped again. This time it was total chaos. Ten- Tzing said w e 
would have to walk. Not very for, he said, but I knew that he lied through his teeth. I 
rummaged through my kit bag trying to sort gear for the night: I found my head torch, 
grabbed my camera and valuables and slung my pock over my shoulder as 1 stepped 
down into the mud. 

The next hour will remain with m e for ever I was in a post modernist hell, a 
21st century version of the First World War trenches. Rain fell in a steady downpour 
(like 0 block and white, Ridley Scott screenploy - o Tibetan Blade Runner flIm set The 
dork was almost tangible, but seared and split by brilliant white light from head­
lights. Water ran down my back; I could feel the mud oozing over the tops of my 
boots and into my socks, I was disorientated and flnding it hard to tell flrm ground 
from mud, I had no idea where w e were going as w e weaved in and out of the 
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heavy traffic. The only redeeming feature was that we were going down hill. Massive 
Chinese trucks would move forward a few feet and stop, accompanied by the grind­
ing of gears, or they would skid sideways, necessitating quick avoiding action. It 
lool<ed as though there had been gridlock for ever. What were they all doing here? 
What in hell was / doing here? 

After what seemed like hours (but was in reality half an hour), w e reached a 
juncflon where the trucks could only go to the right A jumble of concrete blocks 
stopped traffic from entering an unlit track covered in mounds of rubble and building 
material. M y headlamp showed a landscape strewn with the sharp edges of corru­
gated iron and reinforcing rods for concrete, but there was less mud and no traffic. 
Over the next 15 minutes fhe nightmare gradually turned into a dream as the terrain 
improved and the occasional street light made movement easier. W e were able to 
pick our way down steep, slippery steps between the maze of buildings eventually 
emerging, as though waking, on a brightly lit, winding, concrete rood withshops on 
either side. 

Ten Tzing led m e to a cafe where he seemed to be known, I kicked wads of 
grey mud from my boots before entering, but nobody seemed to core There was o 
party going on at the one big table in the room: senior Chinese officers to judge from 
the gold braid; and girls in frilly pastel, nylon party dresses. They hod been drinking 
for some flme and hardly noflced my arrival. The table I sot at was flithy, the white 
plosflc surface emphasising the grime; it bore chipped, greasy plates and glasses. I 
tried to arrange the mud-soaked lower half of my trekking pants in such a way that 
they would dry without sflcking to my legs. In a glass-fronted refligerator were cons 
of Coco Cola and I realised how desperately thirsty I was. Coke is always a safe bet 
when travelling, but laughter greeted my requesfl thecans were empty and the re­
frigerator was some sort of d u m m y display 

Ten Tzing chotted to his fliends and I was glad to be left to myself Some soup 
come in chipped, dirty bowls. It was tepid and of uncertain origin, but at least it was 
liquid. When the rest of the meal arrived (o greosy-groy, slimy-gluflnous mass with 
almost cold, congealed, rice), I mode o potheflc effort to eat, but my ability to swal­
low hod become a gagging reflex. I craved a shower and somewhere to sleep. I had 
entered a world detached from reality I was desperately flred to the extent thot the 
whole experience was becoming some form of delusion. I started to think that I hod 
somehow got into a Samuel Beckett play or that I was in the first circle of a Hell 
constructed by some Chinese Dante. A botfle of white liquor was passed to us from 
the party on the next table. The strong spirit was not exocfly what I would have 
chosen ot that moment, but it had a mercifully cleansing effect, cutting the greasy 
layer of lord from the inside of my mouth. I managed to moke a show of joining in -
which seemed to be genuinely appreciated, but the effort was one of desperation. 
Finally I was rewarded with on offer to show m e to my room. 

The rain was coming down in stair rods as I was token to o building further 
down the street, up several flights of stairs, across on open, flat roof and ushered 
into 0 room that was basic but clean and which I hod to myself I found a bathroom 
down a dark corridor, but the single tap mode noises when I tried to turn it on and 
the large earthenware pots were empty I rubbed the coked mud off my legs with my 
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T-shirt, went back to my room and fell instanfly asleep. 
Seconds later, it seemed, I was roused by a piercing scream, then another. I 

was wide awoke immediately The screams come from a w o m a n in very real trouble. 
I got out of bed, unlocked the door and listened: silence. I wondered what I should 
do and looked around for a weapon. Then there was another scream, but this flme 
less intense and followed by male laughter. I waited. Finally there was female laughter. 
I was kept awoke for some flme not flnding anything in the least bit amusing and at 
lost fell into an uneasy sleep and a fading memory of wearied dreams. 

Next morning I woke at 730am The rain hod stopped and I went for breakfast 
in the some flithy cafe somehow managing to eat a grey omelette, which somehow 
the cook hod managed to make look like the intesflnes of a small mammal. I got him 
to make m e some strong coffee. Then the sun come out and the world started to look 
better, 

Krishna, my Nepali driver arrived at 9,00 a m and we mode our way amazingly 
quickly through immigroflon and customs. On the far side of the Chinese formalifles 
there is a beouflful waterfall, sparkling water falling over white, unfractured granite. 
The Chinese use it as a place to dump rubbish. This mixed image compressed and 
reflected the strong contrasts of Tibet, the Tibetans and the Chinese: Yin and Yang. 
W e mode our way on foot down the steep hill to the Freedom Bridge, Nepal immigro­
flon and the village of Kodore. In my mind I shook the dust from my feet 

A few hours drive through the beautiful southern secflon of the Bhofl Kolariver 
gorge to Kothmandutook us to the haven of the Tibet Hotel. The long, deep bath was 
the most needed and most appreciated thot I've ever had - as was the long, cold 
beer that followed it, taken sitflng in the sun on the terrace. It had been a taxing 24 
hours in Tibet 

Opposite: 'Faites vos jeus': CC Vice President Dave Viggers holds a strong hand on 
the beautiful 'Lucky Strike' E2, Rusty Walls, Pembroke. Photo: Ian Smith 
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L o s t t o O b s e s s i o n 

T o n y Penning 

When I flrst really noflced it my heart soared, and I called it The Diamond, I was 
driving up the Aosta valley towards Courmayeur, conflnuolly looking up at the Aiguille 
Noire, Direcfly below the summit ond glowing red in the sunlight The Diamond was 
there for the enflre world to see, I had to climb it, and immediately began to wonder 

if anyone else had. 
After some research I discovered that it hod been climbed in 1976 by an 

Italian team They'd started on the right and come almost into the centre to take in 
the obvious corner, then gone back out right into o groove system that led to the top 
of The Diamond This meant that the series of cracks and grooves towards the left 

were sflll virgin, and I intended to climb them. 
Having suffered a year of sleepless nights, I drove down to the Alps with 

James Boosey for my flrst attempt - o trip that proved to be very frustroflng, os just six 
months earlier I hod broken my bock, and I struggled carrying loads up to the Borelli 
Hut W e mode a half-hearted attempt of a shorter new route, but it was a relief when 
I flnally admitted to myseff that this wasn't my yeor and w e headed bock home. 

The following year (200011 decided to have o look ot it in June, now with Nick 
Mullin and Jerry Gore, It was very quiet at this time of year and Motteo, on Italian 
Guide I knew, warned us of severe stonefaU coming down the gully to the right of The 
Diamond There is o 500m approach gully to The Diamond and in June it was full of 
snow, but the weather was set fair so we decided to give it a go. Because of condi­
flons, w e were forced to climb the left side of the gully, which at flmes proved difficult, 
with secflons of E3 5c, but worse than this was the stonefoll. 

As time passed and w e gained height, the heat of the sun started to loosen 
the rocks caught in the frozen snow and ice and all hell broke loose. As lumps of 
rock fell all around us w e couldn't decide whether to go up or down. At one stance I 
was hit twice on the head and again on the neck. W e were pretty d a m n scared and 
started to orgue, but w e decided to conflnue up the gully and it took us 13 hours to 
reach its top. W e agreed that it was the most trying 13 hours any of us had ever 
spent, and setfled down on very smoll ledges for o sleepless night In our efforts to 
save weight w e had decided against carrying bivi gear, and so w e shivered owoy 
until down. As soon as it was light w e had o vote, up or down? I'm glad to say that 
now the decision was down, and w e braved the shooflng-gollery once more. At one 
stonce, OS w e were preparing for an abseil, a rock smacked m e in the chest com­
pletely winding me. W e eventually mode it down to Courmayeur and drank ourselves 
into oblivion, "F,, that!" was the toast as w e raised our glosses, "We ain't going up 

Opposite: Tony Penning obsessively engrossed in the E4 groove, early in the morn­
ing of the second day on the first ascenf of The Diamond. Photo: Dave Hope 
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there again," 
September 2001, and guess who's back - this flme with Ion Parsons, my 

companion of several big adventures. What could go wrong? Well, it snowed and 
then Ion slipped on a boulder and broke his hand, I hod another go at the short new 
route I hod tried two years earlier with James, this time making a bit more progress, 
but eventually defeat was mine and I returned home to dream some more. 

The following year in July sow me, Nick Mullin and my long-time friend Dave 
Hope speeding down to Italy yet again - but this flme in Dave's bright red Puma. The 
plan was simple: w e would warm up on the short route I had tried twice before and 
then get straight up on to The Diamond. And that's exocfly what w e did. 

The short (four-pitch) climb proved difficult The flrst pitch was E2 5b, the sec­
ond E4 6a. The crux weighed in at E5 6a, whilst the flnol pitch was E3 5c. W e called 
it Third Time Lucky, and it boosted our confldence into the stratosphere. 

After a rest day w e headed up to the Borelli hut once more for a good night's 
sleep and to moke flnol preparoflons. W e rose early and by 8.00am w e were at the 
foot of the gully This flme there was no snow in its bed and no stone-fall, and we 
followed the gully easily to the base of the Diamond in just a few hours. W e moved 
over towards the left side and had trouble actually storflng the climb. Eventually, I 
mode progress up a difficult groove-line where I hod to scratch owoy of cracks with 
my nut key trying to flnd gear placements. After 60m I sflll hadn't found a stance and 
Nic and Dove hod to start climbing. It was with great relief that I reached a decent 
ledge, but only after 80m! The climb conflnued, almost as I had expected it to, with 
pitches that were E2, 3 & 4 but not wildly technical, and almost on cue w e come 
across o reasonable ledge where w e could spend the night This flme w e hod bivi 
gear ond hot soup; I couldn't hove been more content Above us were three possible 
lines w e could take in the morning and I for one, couldn't wait to get cracking. 

The stort of the day was shrouded in mist, lending atmosphere to our adven­
ture, and after coffee and energy bars w e prepared to leave the bivi. I tried each of 
the three potenflal ways above the ledge but none was climbable. I hod been com­
pletely wrong obout them and I now wished I hod spent more time the evening 
before to moke sure of ascertaining o feasible route. I even tried back the way w e 
hod come but I just could not flnd o way up. Affer two hours, and on the verge of 
screaming ot the rock, I happened to look down and right There was o line that 
might go. I got Nic to lower m e down 12m to a huge sloping ledge and then I 
traversed right for a further 12m, There was o line; it looked hard but do-oble and I 
brought the others over to my incredible posiflon. I then followed a slim groove for 
about 20 m that led m e to a small slob beneath o wide crock out of sight of the 
others. At flrst I couldn't reach the crock and the protecflon was poor, but I managed 
to place 0 peg way out lett Using a long sling on this I leaned out at full stretch and 
reached for the edge of the crock With my heart in my mouth I gripped the edge of 
the crock and let go of the sling. For o second I thought I was off but fear took over 
and I fought the crock like a man possessed unfll I landed on a ledge above like a 

Opposite: 'Wither wanderest thou, spirit?' Tony Penning 'looking for fhe line' up The 
Diamond. Photo: Dave Hope 
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flsh being pulled onto o boot 'E4' announced Nic os he reached me. 'Prat,' com­
mented Dove OS he too pulled onto the ledge. 

W e now had o couple of easier pitches thot led us to a posiflon where w e 
could see the upper part of the climb more clearly W e wouldn't be able to climb 
straight up but there was a deflnite groove-line diogonally right about 120m owoy I 
mode a long and difficult pitch to o hanging stance and brought Nic up. Dove couldn't 
join us in this cramped posiflon and I fled him off o bit lower down. For the flrst flme 
since w e started out Dove quesfloned m e as to where I thought the line would go 
next I hove to admit, our posiflon looked awesome, but I sflll believed w e could do 
it I pointed over to the groove-line that now looked obout a hundred miles away 
and OS I waved my arms about describing how I intended to get to it I felt slighfly 
mod, "I'm not giving up," I said. There was a pause and I wondered if my obsession 
with this route could affect our friendship, I needn't hove worried. "Fair enough," sold 
Dove, "let's do it," "I'm good," said Nic, "let's keep going," 

I was convinced that when w e got to the groove-line it would lead us to the 
top of the Diamond, ond when w e flnally reoched it w e peered up anxiously I started 
climbing; it wos only 5b but I didn't get any gear in for 12m, Holds led out onto the 
right wall in a very exposed posiflon before taking m e bock into the groove. Another 
belay and then a flnol pitch of easier climbing took us to the flnish of our climb. W e 
didn't shake hands; w e were all too aware of how much work w e hod to do to get 
off. 

W e abseiled hour offer hour through the night, hoping to get bock to the start 
of the gully But the dork threw us off course and we eventually landed on a steep 
secflon of the glacier down which w e hod to kick steps in the hard ice using our 
flimsy approach shoes. W e reached safe ground at 3,00am, 

When w e arrived back in the valley I thought that would be it for the year, but 
I should hove known better Affer o couple of days off, Dave and Nic were keen for 
something else. Over the next two days Dove ended up in hospital with o mangled 
foot, while Nic suffered hypothermio and sniffed a new route out on fhe east face of 
the Eveque, I just don't think these boys ore trying hard enough, do you? 

Opposite: A model mountaineer's must-do pitch: King's Chimney in the Theariaich-
Dubh Gap, Sgurr Michonnich, Skye. Photo: Frank Fitzgerald. 
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N o r t h e r n L i g h t s i n 

L o n g s l e d d a l e 

Terry Gifford 

Part 1: Dandle Buttress 
Loro seemed to hove stepped through a window into another world. It was eerily 
strange, yet familiar - Longsleddole lying back under o cloudless sky The air was 
sflll and warm for early March. Shadows lengthened across the valley floor, flngering 
the foot of the craggy fells Ahead of her somewhere was 'the flnest Diff in the East­
ern Fells' OS she hod overheard Lord Asriel menflon it in passing to the scholars in 
the Reflring Room of Jordan Climbing College They had not noflced the flash and 
glitter of savage laughter in his eyes before the firelight as he showed them a 
photogrom of the strings of beouflfully textured boulders below Dandle Buttress. For 
this was the only result of his expediflon to the North in which they were really 
interested But Lara, from her hiding place in the fleece cupboard, had noflced more 
in her uncle's lecture thon the scholars who were seeking always to be at the cutflng 
edge of climbing research. The flne Diff above their boulders was somehow beneath 
them. 

So she hod persuaded Roger, who hod graduated with her from nights on the 
irregular Alps of the College roofs to downs at the empty scholars' bouldering labo­
ratory, to drive her in on allocated solorcor to the North, Having skipped school at 
midday she stepped out to the welcome of a skylark's song in Longsleddale at 
2.45pm, glad to be challenging flme and light and gravity in this place, climbing for 
0 change without the usual chalky aura of dust Or so she thought, for she hod not 
yet learned the true nature of Dust 

Lara and Roger hurriedly stamped into their big plasflc boots and poured 
equipment into their backbogs. Roger had also sensed that they hod stepped through 
0 window. 

'Look', he pointed out to Lara, 'that sign says "There is no toilet post this gate" 
I can't see one either. Can you?' 

'Perhaps there used to be one when Lord Asriel was young', she said, staring 
over the stone wall into the apparenfly empty fleld. 

The Green Rood was closed. Here was another strangeness, the N P Church 
extending its outhority beyond its obsession with Parking meters in the Notional 
Pork, to stop machines from eroding the air of the valley so that humans could actu­
ally hear, if not always take the advice of their dcemons. Here, Lara's dcemon had 
taken the form of a lark, Roger's a peregrine, although Lord Asriel's was always a 
raven. Passing the large red sign declaring ROAD AHEAD CLOSED, Loro and Roger 
raffled their poles on the loose stones of the ancient frock 
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'We could descend this by moonlight if necessary', said Roger, 'but anyway I've 
packed my halogenheod,' 

And as he said this slightly smugly another thought struck him so to him. At 
the last minute he turned to say 'Hello' as he walked on by and Roger noticed 
twinkling eyes through rimless spectacles. He seemed a lot younger than when 
Roger had lost seen him. But when had he lost seen him? He did seem familiar. 

By the flme Roger was climbing the style, Loro was already halfway up the 
steep fellside fo the left. She seemed to be heading for the lower crag on the leff of 
the bigger buttress they hod come to climb. Roger hurhed after her and when he was 
in shouflng distance told her to traverse across scree to the right At the right edge of 
the lower crag Roger caught her up. He looked into his polmbook and clicked 'Dan­
dle Buttress'. The ancient words sent a frisson of particles across his scalp. 

'We moke for that dork cleft up on the left,' he said. 
The scramble steepened, turned flrst wet and then rocky Their poles got in the 

w a y dangling from their wrists. Sweaty and out of breath, Roger waited for Lara to 
come into sight and checked his polmbook again. Above them the gully spilled 
loose stones over big boulders from its shadowed walls. Roger looked for a dry spot 
to sit and flnd the juice boftle and then Lara come ponflng up through the heather, 

'Not a place to drop a boot!' she reminded Roger, os he piled a jangle of crabs 
and cams between them, 

'Or the juice,' he sold wryly as he passed it to her. His eye caught a knotted 
sling of thin green line that lay in the wet at his feet He coiled it and clipped it on his 
rack OS a free gift, not noflcing that it was really on omen of inottenflon. 

Geared up, he collapsed their poles and stowed them with his big boots into 
the bockbag that he then strapped across his chest He didn't hear the crook of the 
raven, or see the single saxifrage tempted into early bloom by the unseasonable 
weeks of warmth. At this point their journey w a s in the tradiflon of what used to be 
called 'leisure' when flme had its old categories in BCC. Lara closed the tapes over 
her Stickles. She half registered the raven. She, too, approached Dandle Buttress with 
all the old oftitudes of Before Climate Change. She let him arrange o big sling belay 
for her on o spike on the right wall of the gully below the massive chockstone. Here 
it would probably always be cold in the dork enclosing walls. 

Roger stepped up steeply on blocky footholds, flnding sharp edges for his 
flngers as he reached up, A high step into the bottom of a groove led up to a pinna­
cle which he grasped on each side unfll o step left of it enabled him to stand on its 
top. This was not a place to linger as his arms were at full stretch. A smooth groove 
to the right enabled him to brace his foot across and reach for the top of a flake. Here 
a series of long reaches, pants and pulls, with quick thinking for the feet, brought 
him into balance at the top of the groove and a choice of ledges at different levels in 
the sunshine on the very spine of the buttress. Round a block he found a faded sling 
had been left behind and as he clipped into it he noflced that a light crab had been 
left on it too. He put in a large com in the gap beside it and fled into both sling and 

cam. 
Before she left the ground, Loro pointed out the two ravens watching them 

from a perch high on the opposite side of the gully Roger glanced ocross at them, 
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but he was musing on the sling left by the previous party As Loro climbed thought­
fully up below him, he tried to work out whether a hurried second had left the sling, 
or whether a second could not follow the flnal strenuous moves Lara was struggling 
with now at his feet The crab suggested on abseil. Either w a y he thought to himself. 
Dandle Buttress was a journey thot would hove been teaching awareness to some­
one. And for some reason they hod not discussed, Loro, when her turn come to leave 

this belvedere, left the token in place. 
Roger led on, flnding flnger pockets on the airy bockbone of the buttress and 

knobbly friction for his feet Soon the rock steepened in front of him and, after a folse 
troll of big flakes on the left, he turned right and w a s quickly able to step back onto 
the very crest of the buttress. As he approached o shelf on the crest from its right-
hand side he found himself placing o hand beside o tangle of bleoched sflcks. 
When he stepped up beside it he looked into o wool bowl in the centre of the jumble 
of twigs. This held four blue speckled eggs. He suddenly felt sick. 

Then he heard the harsh cries of Lord Asriel's dcemon over his shoulder. He 
knew he should not be here. He knew he hod not been poying ottenflon. He knew 
that this would have its consequences, 

Roger hod himself let out a cry It was o curse ogainst himself 
He hurried to climb the pinnacle above the raven's nest, to step airily from its 

top, reaching for the litfle flnger flakes and stepping on to the small ledges for his 
feet The rock remoined rough and it stayed steep right up to the point where the 
buttress top went horizontal. Here Roger sot in the heather and quickly called for Lara 
to follow as the pair of ravens circled and dived out against the shadowed far fell. 
N o w the valley's shadow crept up the wall with Loro, who, moving twigs to flnd a 
hold, did not notice the nest unfll Roger pointed it out She, too, felt the same sick­
ness. Not normally nervous, Loro felt the suck of the dork gully shoffing down behind 
the pinnacle. She found herself disturbed by the exposure os she stood on the pin­
nacle top and called for a flght rope os she stepped across to the flnol wall of this 
pitch. Roger watched the sun dip behind the skyline opposite and felt instantly cold. 
The ravens dived closer beneath him now, eager to return to the buttress that was 
their true place of re-creaflon. As Loro sot in the heather beside Roger they knew that 
urgency hod overtaken their delight 

Buckets of dried mud m o d e holes in the heather for Roger to drag their rope 
along the crest of the buttress, bypassing pinnacles and flakes, droping slings and 
flnally pulling over o flake with foot fricflon to a non-beloy in the heather over o dip. 
Taking in the rope as fast as he could, he watched the golden band of last sunlight 
shrink up towards the skyline behind him Loro turned the lost problem on her left 
and when she arrived he sent her straight over the heather mound and down the 
gully behind, which hod on undercut wet downclimb to a place where they could 
change boots and catch their breath. A rise over another grassy neck brought them 
to 0 clattering scree and then very steep gross reaching right down to the style. 

Here they saw what they'd not noflced in their earlier hurry Low to the side of 
the style was a small sign, 

'Oh no,' said Loro, 'How did w e miss this?' 
There is a climbing resfricflon on this crag for Ravens. 1 March - 31 M a y To be 
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reviewed. Naflonal Park Church and BMC, 
'I stepped off left and followed you,' said Roger, 
'Lord Asriel will already l<now,' sold Loro looking up into the gloom at a single 

circling raven. 
Their guilt hung heavy over the exhilaroflon of the afternoon as they stumbled 

back down the Green Rood, discussing what they might say where this road might 
now lead them, what choices were left to make. 

'Did you noflce that m a n coming down the track as w e went up?' asked Roger. 
'Yes. I thought I recognised him,' sold Loro. 
'I think it was Philip Pullman, that children's novelist You remember w e watched 

him on the videogram a few weeks ago talking to Melvyn Bragg?' 
'Oh yes,' said Loro absenfly caring only to be done with this uneven, flring 

track they were on. 

When they reached the solorcor it was flnally dark Turning to look bock up the 
valley they sow in the sky strange streams and veils of light hung like curtains blow­
ing sideways in the stream of some imaginable wind - parflcles of Dust, like them­
selves, as they were yet to learn in the footsteps of Lord Asriel, who hod now become 
their reluctant instructor against the forces of ACC. 

Part 2: The Subtle Knife of Carnedd y Filiast 
'This weekend w e must go West,' said Roger 'We need to flnd the subfle knife while 
this weather lasts' 

'I wish I knew why' sold Loro. 'Lord Asriel said nothing of whot w e should do 
with it when w e flnd it He just disappeared on his expedition to the for North. "It's in 
the wet West," was all he said' 

They were sifting under the digital weotherscreen at Jordan Climbing College 
on a Thursday evening where the senior scholars met eoch week to plan their re­
search trips to what used to called 'the cold North', or 'the wet West' in the days 
when liftle was known of the potenflal effects of the esoteric boulders below the 
Edges. In BCC these brief and regular journeys into altered states of body and mind 
used to be dismissed os 'leisure'. But Affer Climate Change climbing hod become 
recognised as 'experimental theology'. In ACC climbing research hod become so 
urgent a need for the human species that the N e w United Naflons hod set up re­
search centres throughout the world like Jordan College in Sheffield, All scienflsts in 
all flelds were now climbers trying to discover a way to see what was hoppening to 
the earth and its atmosphere. The profound disturbance in the earth's mogneflc fleld 
cleorly required odjustments in the human stole of mind for the human species to be 
able to survive in ACC. But the climbing experiments of the scienflsts were slow in 
producing major breakthroughs. Personal compeflflon in the peer review process 
kept distorting their results. 

Lara's uncle. Lord Asriel, was at the cutflng edge of this research and visited 
Jordan College from flme to flme to moke his enigmoflc presentoflons to the scholars 
there from his expediflons to the mountoins of the Arcflc circle. The younger ones, 
who were working on the boulders, tended to dismiss his evidence with derisive 
parodies: 'Listening to the mountain!' 'Feeling the mountain was reody for m e and I 
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for her!' 'Seeing sudden brightness in flowers when walking down!' 
Loro and Roger, regarded os merely the teenage children of servonts of the 

college, were tolerated and largely ignored But Lord Asriel seemed to recognise 
their olertness. Nothing was sold, but he seemed to know that they hod learned 
something on Dandle Buttress last weekend. Before he left for the North he passed 

Loro in o corridor of the college, 
'It might help if you could flnd the subfle knife. It's in the wet West,' he sold, 

and was gone through the doorway with a turn of his backbog and his agile plasflc 

boots. 
So it was that on another unseosonolly worm Saturday March morning Loro 

and Roger were sitting in the sun discussing the climb of the day over cups of 

powerjiuce, 
'In the old wet West,' mused Loro. 'Do you remember the old story of the sword 

that rose from the lake?' 'Did you noflce in the archives bock there the way climbers 
wrote in BCC about the Aflanflc Slobs? They often wrote things like "Good value" or 
"Greot solo" in shaky inkwriflng. I think in those days such words hinted at oltered 
states' 

She nodded bock towards the doorway of The Helgy M u s e u m Hut They were 
sitflng on the transparent wrapping of the historic Trevor Jones Memorial Bench, a 
curious artefact, preserved for visitors to try for comfort in this interocflve museum 

site, 
'I wonder if w e might just flnd our subtle knife rising out of the woves up there,' 
Roger consulted his palmbook for the twentieth century names and pale pic­

tures obscured by white lines 
'Well, there's rather a lot of water up there!' he joked 
Atter the mysterious words 'F-stap Fitzgerald' he found in larger letters the 

words 'Comedd y Filiast (Coim of the Greyhound Bitch) OS Ref 623 627' 
'There ore nine lines on the old photogrom and none of them hos the name 

that they oil menfloned in the archive's "logbook' - Leff Edge. Ah, and here's the 
name further on, with two litfle stars beside it "600 feet Very Difticult 1921," it soys 
here' 

'Well, I think that's where should start seorching,' said Lara, 'Perhaps we'll even 
flnd out why it's subfle and what it's for' 

The lark was on o rising song of delight as they stepped up the steep turf left 
of on ancient wall. The lark was Lara's dcemon. In children they are not yet flxed. 
Lara's dcemon liked to take the form of a lark in o place like this, on o morning like 
this. Roger's took the form of a ring ouzel, excited to be newly returned to this habitat 
ot this flme of year. Lost weekend Lord Asriel's roven on Dandle Buttress hod taught 
them to be more attentive to the dcemons of ploce that might also be the dcemons of 
people. N o w they gave o new ottenflon to the ferns, mosses and heothers that they 
trod omong under the already searing sun. 

Pausing to wipe oway sweat from their eyes, they turned to look down on the 
river running through its wotermeadows, bounded by two roads on either side of the 
volley Under them was the original rood up the Nont Ffrancon, sflll maintained by 
the Naflonal Pork Church, and on the opposite side was the new highway for ap-
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proved solarcars. Across the meadows a solartroctor was spreading, with its wide 
arms, the latest generation of ferfllizer This, Loro knew from what she'd overheard, 
was why Lord Asriel thought that the results of experimental theology were so ur-
genfly needed. 

After an hour's walking, smelling, listening and meditoflng, all slightly re­
moved from their forms in the valley Loro and Roger paused by the ancient stone 
wall under the lower part of waves of slobs that fell from the mountain in long ripples 
of overlaps. They were mosfly grey but had secflons of orange and white and block 
To the right, the slabs merged into the heather of the hillside. But just before they did, 
a last edge, that dropped owoy to its left with o narrow and then a wider rippled 
slab, caught their eyes. 

'It's the left edge of the lost scrap of slob!' cried Loro 'That's ifl The gleaming 
subtle knife!' 

'Let's go up and take o look,' sold Roger, not enflrely convinced 
At the very foot of the arete was o flat belvedere in the slightly worn turf where 

others hod sat and engoged their harnesses. From here, looking up, was a brilliant 
blade of hard white quortz, 

'Do you remember," Roger suddenly said, in the archive, that old hairy hero, 
Rab Carrington, is recorded os saying, 'Left Edge'. I think Marfln and I soloed it in 
winter. W e thought it was ice"? From below, in the winters of those days, it must hove 
challenged even the limited percepflons of those leisure' climbers' 

As plasflc boots, the litelunch and the poles were packed in the backbogs 
eoch would carry, Roger spotted another pair of people breosflng the rim of their 
high cwm. Were these scienflsts who were also seeking knowledge of the subtle 
knife? Did they already know whot it could do and how to use it? 

He turned his bock on them ond grosped the edges of the quartz teeth on the 
blade's long upward sweep. 

At flrst it struck him as quite unsubtle. Chunky and eosy angled, it invited a 
rushed approach. But as he rose, the spoce grew beyond his left hand and foot 
always placed on the sharp edge of the blade. At the full length of his rope he 
belayed, resflng his bock on the blade. Its elegant purity was what was utterly mes­
merising. He looked out from o place he'd never let into his head before and it 
produced a mood he'd not quite hod before. There was no rush. This was o place to 
absorb, to be attentive, to learn from 

Smiling, Lara led through, already showing signs of beginning to be chonged 
herseff. Only twice did they step into o crock on the right, when the edge offered no 
holds. But quickly they were drown back to the blade edge and its effect 

At the second belay they paused to take in the even unduloflons of the Wove 
Slob below that seemed vast and beyond them. It really was a flited sea of stone, 
rippling from sky to earth. 

From the third belay shoes off, sitflng in o big bucket of rock, Roger couldn't 
stop talking to Loro, as she approoched, about the quolifles of the knife. She too, kept 
resflng to savour the next moves up the blade. 

When, flnolly they sat down together they realised that the heather had, for 
some flme, been encroaching from the right and was now within reach. True, the 

59 



Northern Lights in Longsleddale 

knife appeared to make another flnal thrust skywards. But to reach it meant stepping 
through heother, 

'Look,' pointed Lara 'All the flme we've been concentraflng on the knife edge 
on this lost pitch, the heather has been only a metre away to the right' 

They had discovered the subflety of the knife that hod kept their minds so 
focussed on its edge that now they sot here smiling, calm, deflnitely in o theological 
stole they'd not visited before. They knew thot, somehow, they cored about this place, 
although quite how to do so they'd not begun to think If put to the test, they would 
defend it, even if it meant never encroaching upon it again. The knife hod cut for 
them a window into another world that was also in the some world. They had passed 
through o doorway N o w everything had its aura clearly visible, 'Look Dust,' whis­
pered Loro, poinflng to stones, heather, the for horizon and the blade itselt 

The ring ouzel below them appeared to hove found a mote. The skylark seemed 
to sing 0 litfle louder, although actually its singing was unchanged. 

Part 3: T h e A m b e r Spyglass in Sierra Espuna 
'But, now, the weather is always unstable in the South,' argued Lara 

Mary Molone frowned under her fringe of grey hoir, 
'Why do teenogers sflll always orgue, despite huge steps in nanogeneflc 

theropy?' she thought to herself 
'All the more reason to do climbing research there,' said Mary Molone, briskly 

'I'll lend you my amber spyglass if you'll let m e use your results when you get bock,' 
'Well, it might be good to go through o window into Spain,' 
'Look, I'll arrange for you and Roger to stay ot Steve Green's Doss Museum 

where they all used to sleep in the days of "leisure" climbing. You'll flnd it hard to 
believe, although they've hod to mend the roof and it's not quite the some.' 

Dr Mary Molone was persuasive when it come to extending Lara's experi­
ence. It was clear the girl had something special, Loro and Roger, the alert children of 
college servants of Jordan Climbing College, had somehow picked up more than 
anyone realised. And after Lara's lost trip to the old 'wet West' with Roger, they seemed 
to know how to open windows together, using something they called 'the subfle 
knife', 

'You'll not need those fussy Friends,' Mary went on, 'that my flrst boyfriend 
used to carry for protection in Before Climate Change, It's all digitolsuction now in 
ACC Spain. And from the CRAP village of Sella you could even get to America, You'll 
love those little Cultural Research After Pastoralism villages in Spain,' 

'America?' queried Lara, 

'It's an under-researched route in the Sierra Espufio, I believe it sflll has the 
word 'Americo" chipped into rock at its start, protected from the new storms, of course, 
to preserve the evidence of what those twenfleth century dullords apparenfly needed. 
1 hove heard that the flora on it is quite exquisite now. And, of course, the golden 
eagl'es and peregrines hove returned,,,' 

'But w e don't wont a sudden drenching holfwoy up o cliff in Spain, just when 
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the research is getflng interesting,' said Loro. 
'Don't you see,' smiled Mary Molone poflenfly 'that the Sierra EspuCia is the 

perfect place to take the amber spyglass? At the southern end of the Costa Blanco 
weather zone and inland from the Murcia post-industrial zone you should get clear 
views of the movement of stratosphere parflcles, now that you've learned to see 
Dust' 

So it was that Roger come to cut o window for himself and Lara to step 
through onto an empty forest road. All around them were snapped trees and broken 
branches from the last stormwinds. In front of them was on interpreflve screen telling 
them that in the Barranco de Leyvo they could expect to see the dguila real and the 
halcdn peregrine flying among the choughs they could hear from the crog above the 
trees. The screen also menfloned the archaeological treasures hidden in the Barranco 
- an ice-well, o castle, on ancient trail built through the crags high across the south 
side of the valley and an old climbers' refugio at it head. As Loro ond Roger walked 
up the brood forest frock they noflced ot eoch side the recent diggings of wild boor 
ot the roots of rhubarb plants. 

'Let's hong a backbog on a tree around here with juice and foodpocks for 
later,' suggested Roger. 'I think the descent must be down that gully that winds down 
through the crag up there.' 

'I hope you con remember which tree,' sold Lara, as Roger scrambled up 
through the fallen branches. 

Further up the road, at a big boulder on the right a litfle cairn marked the start 
of the ascent up scree thot was strewn with wood. Soon they sow the scor of'America' 
through its transparent cover. To its leff was o short slob with the flrst signs of the 
digitalsucflon system offering opflonol protecflon for the route. They sat and empfled 
the remaining backbog. 

A cool wind was sweeping down the Borronco towards the sea. Loro noticed 
something odd about Roger's delay 

'It's not like you to not to be rushing to engage your harness,' she observed, 
'I wont to see what the weather's going to do before w e launch on a five pitch 

route.' Roger sot bock in the intermiftent sun looking of the sky of the head of the 
Barranco. 'I don't like the look of those big black clouds coming over the back of this 
mountain. I think you should take o flrst reading with the spyglass.' 

'I see what you mean,' sold Lara os she unsheathed the spyglass with the 
amber lenses that Dr Molone had mode. 

Lara pointed it at the edge of the weather front and empfled her mind. She 
remembered what Dr Molone hod quoted to her from a poet nomed Keats os an 
instrucflon in how to use the amber spyglass. Lorowos to be 'capable of being in 
uncertainfies, mysteries, doubts, without any irritable reaching offer fact and reason" 
In Longsleddale Lara and Roger had learned to be aware of the dcemons of others 
and the dcemons of place. On Carnedd y Filiast, in what used to be called the 'wet 
West', they had learned to use the subfle knife to open windows in two direcflons, 
inner and outer. The result w a s thot now, when they focused, they could see the Dust 
of oil living things. Dr Molone hod a hunch that after o long climb, Loro especially, 
might be in the right state to be able to see what wos happening to the earth's 
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mogneflc fleld. 
In After Climate Change it hod become clear that something was somehow 

unbolonced and since only climbers seemed to come closest to the ottuned state 
needed to begin to sense the nature of this disturbance, particle physicists like Dr 
Malone and experimental theologists like Lord Asriel, doing similar work, of course, 
hod become climbers in order to conduct this crucial research. Despite having con­
structed the amber spyglass, Mary Malone suspected that the young might have a 
clearer vision than she could achieve through its lenses. 

'I can see movement beyond that block cloud,' Lara said, 'but it's o blur. Maybe 
w e should try ot the top,' 

Roger turned towards the grey slob, fled in to the thin line ond began to focus 
on moving over rock Sharp edges for his flngers gave him confldence for the fricflon 
moves across the top of the slob, before o steep step in o corner gave way to a romp 
of vegetoflon hiding rock holds. On o grassy ledge he belayed below two holes 
separated by o smooth bar of rock 'No need to flnd threads these doys,' thought 
Roger, as he clipped his belay chain into the solid microsucker, 

'You know,' panted Lara as she neared the belay, "when they thought brown 
was beoufifuP Climbing girls who were tonseekers would have hated climbing through 
this sharp stuff,' 

'I think the next pitch traverses across to thot diagonal crackline,' said Roger, 
OS Lara fled herself to the microsucker 

Delicotely of flrst and then with more vigorous use of high sidepulls, Roger 
worked his way crob-like up towords the edge of the buttress, Proflled on the skyline 
he looked up for a while and shouted bock to Loro, 

'There's been a lot of rockfoll up there where the old line used to go. Every 
other block has come owoy It looks loose. I'm going across to a bush and I'll bring 
you up,' 

The rains and temperature variaflons of A C C hod altered a lot of old climbs. 
Many were now quite dangerous 

To get to the bush Roger gingerly crossed a bowl of thorny vegetoflon covered 
in loose stones, with the odd sun-blonched twig from above. Even their new cooling 
flexiskulls could sflll be dented by a sharp stone falling a long way At the bush, as 
Roger waited for his digitolsucker to take o reading of the rock and lock on, he 
noflced a faded line sling telling on old story 

What looked a mere scramble up steps of rock above become o boftle with 
spikes and bushes that hid every crucial hold. The moves were often border than 
they looked from below Roger found himself actually resorflng to the smallest of 
threads more than once when he could not flnd rock the right texture for o reading 
from 0 sucker. At the end of a full sixty metres of line he came to a sloping shelf 
under a tree. Above it a flst-wide corner crack rose with stacked bulging blocks on its 
left. 

Lara come up sweating ond annoyed. 
'I'm spiked to death!' she shouted, 'Never mind the tonseekers, my crogsuit is 

just not good enough! They've got to do better with their thornprooflng!' 
'This must be the crux,' sold Roger to calm her down. 'I'll go up and then haul 
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the bockbag,' 
Standing on the flrst block and feeling the crystalline grip of the bottom of the 

crack, Roger saw that this was commifting, 
'It's certainly inflmidaflng,' he conflded, as his trainer hod suggested, 'But,' he 

told himself, as per instrucflons, 'it's only a BCC grade four,' 
He reached up left, found a sharp edge and pedalled up, reoched right to clip 

0 sucker and then back into the crack His flst bit One more long reach and he was 
standing on a block under the next bulge. After the briefest of breathers he reached 
left again. The hold was less positive this time, but he'd no flme to seorch further. 
Leaning back on his poinful flstjom, he memorised the small footledges ond, with a 
sense that he ought to break out left at the top, he reached for the poor hold again 
and heaved himself upwards. With one hand over the top he leaned bock, trying to 
get his left foot up to the rounded edge of a block It only rested on the lower port of 
it, but he hod to keep going. It stuck He pulled onto the top of a tower and fled to a 
big flake that a quick sucker reading showed to be flrm 

Loro did not flnd it easy but ofter o long pause one move below the top, she 
moved up, reached right to unclip the line from the lost sucker and arrived beside 
Roger. She leaned into him, ponflng, 

'A BCC four?' she quesfloned. 
'I looked it up in the college library,' sold Roger. 'In the "book" secflon there's 

on old document flfled Sun Rock. That pitch was a four. But you're right It's an ACC 
flve,' 

He pointed upwards, 
'There's one long easy pitch left. Why don't you top out?' 
Loro grabbed the rock and raced off. Just behind the tower were two marks 

where the holes from the old two-bolt belay been fliled in. Delighting in slobs and 
cracks she m o d e her way towards twin cracks that ended, flnally, ot horizontal rock 
Suddenly Loro heard the electric cry of the choughs, sow the blue of wild iris in the 
limestone pavement, smelted the rosemary she hod crushed underfoot Far beyond 
there seemed to be summits hidden by heavy clouds.When he orrived, Roger con­
sulted his palmbook for the notes he'd m a d e from the Sun Rock text 

'It says here that the descent is to the west' 
'But that gully w e sow is to the east,' sold Loro. 
'Thot's odd. The old crog diagram showed it to the east The text definitely soys 

west' 
'Anyway whilst you work it out, I'd better take o reading with the spyglass. I 

hope I'm tuned in to it now.' 
Whot Lara sow was amazing. A torrent of particles could be seen racing be­

tween the boiling clouds and beyond them in the direcflon of the sea. What she 
heard when she looked through the amber spyglass was o distant electronic scream. 
These porflcles of Dust were being driven, or pulled, ogainst the direcflon of the 
wind. It wos as though the eorth's grovitoflonal force was being sucked into some 
void, some chasm that hod opened up, not in the earth, but in the very structure of 
matter. As she looked Lara knew that this flde moving through the cosmos affected 
every living thing. She hod not been owore that she was speaking aloud. She hod 
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been recording what she sow in the memory of the spyglass. 
She turned to Roger who had olreody flnished coiling the line. But before she 

could speak he was shouting of two figures who hod also topped out further along 
the crag to the east 

'Holo!' he called with a wove. 
'Holo!' they called back 
'We don't wont to be caught here in on electrical storm,' he sold. 'We must find 

this gully to the west' And he set off, jumping the crocks in the limestone, Lara 

trailing behind. 
They were stopped by shouts behind them. Gestures told them that the de­

scent was to the east So they wolked over to the two other climbers who by now 
were also ready to flnd the descent They were Sponish scienflsts working on theo-
reflcol nuclear engineering. Their climb, despite its desperate grade, hod not brought 
them the breakthrough results they were hoping for, Loro remembered overhearing a 
conversoflon in the Reflring Room at Jordan College when she had been trapped in 
the fleece cupboard, 

'Do you know Lord Asriel?' she said suddenly 
'Si,' Carlos replied. 'It was he who sent us to this climb. W e hove been following 

his research into the effects of green energy in the For North. It has implicoflons for 
our own work, of course.' 

'Roger,' sold Lara, stopping in her tracks, "we've been used.' 
Roger looked of her sparkling eyes, her foce flushed with excitement and relief. 

She was thinking aloud. 
'Dr Malone sent us to America. Lord Asriel sent us to climb Dandle Buttress and 

then to Leff Edge. Supposing they've been working in collaboroflon. Supposing we 
needed one insight before w e could see the next Where has that led us?' 

'Well, to the new generoflon of green nuclear energy that these guys are re­
searching,' he replied. 

'But only offer I've seen the true nature of the disturbance,' Lara said and turned 
bock to the traverse right out of the gully where the descent led back under the crag 
to the tree where their backbog hung, Roger followed, sflll thinking hard. For some 
reason that Oxford traveller he'd passed in Longsleddale come into his head. 

Monipuloflon; the stages of a story; a novelist; Philip Pullman, his train of thought 
ran, out of his own control 

Loro stopped ogoin and looked back into his puzzled blue eyes. 
'Perhaps Americo was better than I thought at the flme,' she said knowingly as 

though she wos o character concluding some strange story 

Opposite: Leaning into fhe flakes on 'Britomartis' VS, Gogarth. Photo: Frank Fitzgerald. 
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I D i d n ' t K n o w Y o u 

C o u l d P a i n f 

J i m Curran 

I can't tell you how offen I hove heard this comment in the lost two or three years and 
I know that my responses (of flrst a long-winded explonoflon, but deterioroflng to the 
crypflc "Well, you do now" that I currenfly employ) ore not really adequate, so hence 
this arflcle. 

I started out as o painter. It is 30 years since I was seconded from the Faculty 
of Art ond Design at Bristol Poly to a year of the Film School ot Sheffield Poly Unfll 
then 1 hod lived and breathed painting and w o s amazed when I was converted, 
almost overnight to the mulfl-discipline of flIm making. The result, 'A Great Effort', was 
based on Menlove Edwords' classic orflcle and screened on BBC2, To the outsider, ft 
must have appeared that I never looked bock, ond that brushes, canvas and easels 
were summarily abandoned for light meters, comeros and tape-recorders. But I knew, 
deep down, that I would eventually return to my roots - ond now I hove. To my 
delight, my flrst exhibiflon in the Brewery Arts Centre ot the 1992 Kendal Mountain 
Film Festival, was more successful thon I'd dared hope. So, it is time, I think, to take 
stock. 

In 1959, of the oge of 16, two events changed my life. The flrst was o litfle 
trespassing adventure to Chiddingley Woods Rocks neor East Grinstead. Here in the 
heady oromo of leaf mould, sandstone, hemp-rope and sweat, I struggled, plimsolls 
flapping, up o few easy routes in the company of childhood friend Steve Durkin 
(known today to all of Harrison's, os 'Buzzord'l The second w a s storflng a full flme 
course at Eoling School of Art, where I suffered the youthful delusion that I was a 
reincornoflon of Von Gogh and Paul Cfezonne combined Both climbing and poinflng 
quickly became oil- consuming passions, but it has taken 40 years to combine the 
two with any convicflon. 

There was however, one rather dromofic coming-together between the art col­
lege ond climbing, and one that, even today I hesitate to write about for a variety of 
reasons - not the leost of which is o lingering shame of my youthful irresponsibility 
But, what the hell; let's get it off my chest 

The Art school wos situated in what was then modesfly known as Ealing 
Technicol College, a rather boring, flat-topped, four storey building, built in the 1950's. 
Today it has managed to upgrade itself to some kind of Mickey Mouse University but 
it still looks, and probably is, much the some. It is about 60ft high and its south, east 
ond west corners ore indented. On one side of the shallow corner the brickwork is 

Opposite: Such a 'fearful symmetry': Tyger Jim Curran's corner and very near nem­
esis. Photo Curran collection 
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set bock obout holf on inch on every other course. It hod provided me with o lot of 
primitive pre-climbing wall troining, going up ond down the flrst few feet unfll one 
day in 1963 a fellow student bet m e (three pints I seem to remember) that I wouldn't 
dare climb the whole thing. At the time 1 was o regulor Harrison's' Rocks hobitue 
(and weighed about half my present tonnage) Simple colculaflons revealed the number 
of moves I needed to moke to reach the top, and a few lunchflme sessions to moke 
sure I hod the flnger strength to do them, were the extent of my preparations. On a 
quiet summer evening, the moment arrived 

It was, without doubt, the single most stupid thing I hove ever done - ond I've 
done quite a few since. After about 30ft I was piflfully terrifled and in the space of on 
hour, tost descent suddenly seemed even more gripping than carrying on. But as I 
gained height the brickwork become increasingly britfle, eroded by rain and wind, 
and footholds began crumbling. What to do? Go on, go for it; now I'm neorer the top 
than the bottom; easier up than down, but quickly - quickly Suppressing great waves 
of terror, I rushed the lost few feet ond reached over the top to whot I assumed would 
be 0 narrow parapet Oh my God: it was about 18 inches deep, and gently inclined 
upwords Mercifully at the intersecflng corner, two concrete slabs had been given 
room for expansion and I could just get in flnger jams. In o despairing burst of blind 
panic I scrabbled over the top in a flurry of feet and crumbling brickwork. I rolled into 
horizontol safety ond then looked down of the oshen faces of fliends who hod stayed 
to watch. My fellow punter couldn't bear to watch and wos already in The Cosfle 
opposite, downing whiskies I didn't blame him If I hod come off I would have been 
killed. I could see the headlines in the loco! paper: Art Student Dies In Tragic Prank', 

Shaking with the release of nervous tension, 1 set off bock towards the poinflng 
studio where I hod leff on open window. En route, exploring o surprisingly interesflng 
roof, I found myself looking down o skylight ot the staff Gents, where o lecturer did o 
classic double take of the opporition above him. I dodged out of view, regained the 
studio ond repoired to the pub to drink my winnings and a lot more besides. Even 
todoy I con reduce myself to o sweoty-polmed wreck by reliving those flnol moves. 
On 0 brighter note Steve Durkin, did o course at Eoling Tech (several years later) and 
told m e that the climb hod held out longer for o second ascent than Left Wall. As for 
OS I know it still hasn't and I hope it never does. 

Perhaps understandably, offer this folly my relofionship with poinfing and climb­
ing was tenuous. True, I remember doing o large poinflng of Dinos y Gromlech and 
olso 0 series of etchings bosed on wild landscapes, but it wosn't unfll I flrst used a 
movie camera that I w a s comfortoble in producing climbing/mountain images. 
Throughout my role os expediflon fllmmoker, I offen fontosised about drawing ond 
occosionally used o sketchbook, but the single-mindedness needed to produce a 
documentary always overrode any poinferly intenflons, os did wriflng books ond 
orticles. 

During my 30s and 40s, my other parallel existence as o lecturer at the Faculty 
of Art and Design ot (the then) Bristol Polytechnic, meant I never lost touch with my 
roots; in foct I taught life-drawing every week for nearly 30 years Wriflng Chris 
Bonington's biography and recenfly The Middle-aged Mountaineer, I produced pen­
cil drawings for each chopter; from these it wasn't such o big jump into poinflng 
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again. 

Whot was different was subject matter. N o w reflred from the strange world of 
art college and free from it's eliflst and often incomprehensively Inward-looking phi­
losophies, I decided thot to kick off I would simply try and point the mountain imoges 
that hove meant most to m e over the years. Unsurprisingly K2, Trango Tower, Chogoliso 
and Kongur were early subject matter. The paintings are quite lorge and, I hope, eye­
catching, but in my own mind ore primarily exercises In colour, light ond form. Whether 
they ore much else is really not for m e to soy They owe something to painters as 
diverse as Turner, Edward Hopper, C6zonne (inevitably! Hockney and even Lucien 
Freud. A special debt is to Julian Cooper for whose fliendship, advice ond encour-
ogement I hove every reason to be grateful. 

One orflst ond one painting sflll stand out: when I flrst visited The Tate as o 12 
or 13 year old, I was hugely impressed by James Ward's giant poinflng of Gordale 
Scar. This monumental, dork convos painted in 1812 epitomises the sublime in Brit­
ish londscope poinflng. Both Julion Cooper and Ginger Coin remember the impact it 
had on them. Sod to soy it is no longer on show (doubtless overwhelmed by unmade 
beds and pickled shorksl, but the memory is still vivid. 

So it was that two yeors ago I resolved to paint o 'Homage to James Word' 
revisiflng Gordale and drawing ond photographing from the some viewpoint I hove 
now worked on this convos for longer thon any poinflng I con remember, ond it is sflll 
unresolved. M y flrst thoughts, that Wards' original masterpiece wos a highly stylised 
fantasy has been superseded by the growing reolisoflon that my own 21"' century 
vision is no less o product of its flme and if, by chance, it should lost 200 yeors, will 
be seen in 2300 os painfully old fashioned. 

Despite inevitoble deod-ends and diversions I hove now manoged to produce 
some 20 poinflngs. In the autumn of 2004 I o m hoving a show at The Alpine Club. 
Hopefully CC members will see it ond will be most welcome. After that, who knows? 
Mountoins ond mountain images hove been central to my life - and it's probably too 
lote to change now, even if I wonted to. 
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Claude Davies 

In mid March 1960 I managed to persuade 'The Boron Brown''" to poy o flrst visit to 
Tremadoc, where much potential for new routes existed. This flrst visit resulted in the 
climbing of two obvious groove lines on Croig Bwlch y Moch, namely Leg Slip and 
First Slip, both of which w e climbed on the some Saturday It also enabled on initial 
assessment of the possibilifles of the big overhanging buttress to the right of One 
Step in the Clouds. 

The following weekend my flnol exoms precluded a visit to Wales by me, but 
Joe, accompanied by Trevor Jones, could not woit to get to grips with the possible 
line (he always has been impotientl. In fact he progressed the route os for os the 
cove stance at the top of the second pitch. The attempt unfortunately failed when 
Trevor, following this pitch, lost contact with the rock on the crux moves which leod up 
to beneath the overhang before the rightwards traverse on to the ochre slob. Unable 
to regain the rock, as he was out in space, he wos lowered off and Joe then obseiled 
bock down, no doubt somewhat disappointed - although this wos not on unusual 
occurrence for him. Indeed, in the 50s he ended up soloing (but remoining ropedl the 
flrst ascents of The Mostest, The Boulder, ond other routes, when seconds could not 
follow, or refused to do so. 

The very next weekend, March 26th, w e were bock The word hod got out 
Brown was going to moke onother attempt on the big buttress at Tremadoc. The 
audience gathered, some on the roadside wall to open up the view, ond others 
beneath amongst the leafless trees. W e were on stoge and I for one felt jittery and 
inflmidoted. Trevor was also suftering from anxiety; he already knew just how hard 
the climb was. Amongst the crowd was Dove Thomas with his cine comero, olong 
with Edgar Siddall taking block and white stills. H o w many of these photos hove 

been seen since? 
Joe decided that I would be number two with Trevor of the rear. W e were oil 

wearing stole of the art PAs (Pierre Alain rock boots purchased in Paris on Alpine 
trips)- an advance on bosket ball boots with the studs cut off, which in turn had been 

on odvonce on block plimsolls, 

"' The title was bestowed by Nat Allen at a later date and following fhe opening of 
the first Joe Brown shop at Menai Hall, Llanberis. It was also at that time that a 
postcard addressed to 'The human fly, Uanberis', with no other form of address, was 
successfully delivered; a big credit to the postal service. 

Opposite: 'Irresistible force meets immovable object': Joe Brown and Claude Davies 
on the first ascent of 'Vector', Tremadog. Photo: Edgar Siddall 
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Joe wos leading on two overweight nylon Viking laid ropes, with consequen-
flal heavy drog. This was whot w e oil used ot the time, accepflng the 20lbs weight 
penalty which compores with the current use ot two 9 m m sheathed ropes weighing 
12 lbs in total, Pehrops w e were strong in those doys. At least they were highly 
unlikely to break or cut, but falling oft on them would not be very pleasant owing to 
the lack of elasflcity compared with modern speciflcolly designed ropes, 

ft is perflnent to point out that then, there were no harnesses, no sticht plate 
belaying devices, no chalk, no sticky rubber, no Friends, no nuts on wires, no tope 
slings; they hod simply not been invented. W e carried o few rope and line slings, 
steel karabiners, on assortment of stones in the pocket for placing in cracks and 
threading, plus a hammer and a selecflon of pitons The latter would only be used for 
aid or protecflon os a last resort but w e hod no hong-ups about their use for belay­
ing where natural belays were problematical. It is unfortunate that today some of our 
guide books moke reference to 'pitons being used' on routes, this having been token 
possibly from original descripflons, and misconstrued. The word 'used' meont that o 
piton was placed. Only if it was used for aid to actually climb was it described 
accordingly Shoulder/waist belaying was the norm, no matter whot the situoflon - o 
procflce quite contrary to the "Alpine guides' system of direct beloying of the live rope 
via on Italian Hitch to o piton. 

Joe set off up the familiar flrst pitch and quickly reached the small stance and 
good spike belay some 60ft above the ground, I soon followed, somewhat tense, a 
feeling not caused by the difficulfles so for, but with whot was looming above, Trevor 
stayed on the ground whilst Joe then conflnued up a steep and decepflvely strenu­
ous crock thot eventually formed the edge of o large and comforflng spike runner. 
Above, 0 steep slob and corner wos capped by o roof, with on undercut ochre slob 
running out to the right, and eventually bye-passing the root 

The corner to the right of the steep slob provided meagre purchase for the 
right hand ond ollowed difticult moves up, ond eventual lodgement beneath the 
roof, and o precorious resflng posiflon. A piton, flxed the previous week in the ochre 
slob, enabled moves out on to the slob ond the conflnuotion corner. It wos an im­
pressive posiflon and inflmidaflng to witness Joe climbing it Above the corner Joe 
was hidden from view os he eventually traversed left to reach o small cove stance, I 
then brought Trevor up to my stance and tried to come to terms with whot loy ahead, 
acutely conscious of the whirring cine, and clicking of sflll cameras, and of course 
the comments by those occupying the nearby circle seats. 

The ropes lay diogonolly up to the right crossing the corner before linking with 
the piton in the ochre slob. The steep slob was delicate ond the technicol moves had 
to be climbed quickly I was soon braced beneath the roof contemplaflng the moves 
right and the now longed for piton, but not relishing the diagonal rope situoflon. 
Once I hod moved, and then undipped from the piton, I was able to see that o nice 
protuberance on the right edge of the ochre slob would provide on eftecflve edge for 
my right hand to press against, and relieve to o limited degree the eftects of gravity 

Opposite: 'Still crazy after all these years': septuaganarian Joe Brown prospecting for 
n e w routes. Photo: Dave Jones 
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Unfortunotelyond having obtoined a comporoflvely relaxed posiflon, the nice protu­
berance snapped oft without worning and I found myself hanging in space some 
distance owoy from the rock The only thing to do (prusiks were not on the menu in 
1960 - of least not on mine) was for Joe to lower m e back down until I could rejoin 
Trevor on the stance. I then hod to repeat the crux and oil the lower secflon of the 
pitch. At least 1 now knew how to do it and was able to complete the pitch with no 
more delights for the watching crowd enjoying the spectocle. 

It was now Trevor's turn to treat the crowd. He, of course, wos well owore of the 
difficulties and hod no doubt been suitably impressed with my performance. He was 
obviously tense and I was careful to ensure that the single overweight rope wos free 
from slock He reached the good spike runner, out of sight of both Joe and myself, 
and then proceeded to tackle the crux moves on the steep slob, the scene of his 
previous porting from the rock. A sudden shout and he was dangling in space well 
out to the right and with the rope running through the piton in the ochre slab. Again 
he was lowered off ond then refused to continue leaving m e contemploflng the 
future with some trepidoflon. Trevor's demise resulted in o small amount of gear 
remaining below Joe and myself and which I hod leff to protect Trevor Joe nobly 
descended on the rope down to the piton ond removed everything except the piton. 

Above the cove the woll overhung. To the right and oround the orete was on 
unpleasant looking ivy-cooted wall (now the route Void). Joe hod no doubts regard­
ing the line to take: "We ore going leff into that bottomless groove just before the left 
edge of the buttress," In order to reach this groove o horizontol traverse had to be 
mode, crossing an overlap at mid point There wos no protecflon on this secflon in 
those doys ond when Joe reoched the bose of the groove he placed two protecflon 
pitons in verflcal cracks, one eoch side of o norrow rib and only o few inches opart 
He linked these with o sling os neither of them hod fliled him with confldence, judg­
ing by the sound when being placed. 

It was obvious that to climb the corner, which contained o thin crock, was 
going to be potenflolly harder than the lower crux, and would involve some precari­
ous loybocking above the now consideroble void. To odd to the difficulfles, the upper 
flve feet of the groove was totally obscured by gross and other vegetoflon and of on 
angle of at least verflcal, 

Iniflally it was possible to bridge and gain a few feet This allowed Joe to place 
0 high piton which enabled o limited amount of gardening to be carried out in 
reloflve safety He then proceeded with the laybacking, digging his flngers into the 
gross before pulling over the top. It was o mosterly exhibiflon. When I followed I 
found it strenuous and commitflng and ever grateful for the sight of two overweight 
ropes in front Nowodoys this pitch is quite o different, ond easier proposiflon with 
natural protecflon and stroightforword bridging /laybacking free from vegetoflon. 

What to coll the route? The previous week I hod been taking o Theory Of Struc­
tures exominaflon: w e decided to call the route Vector - 'a line of force'. 
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'f̂  Allan Austin in 1961 on 'First Slip'. 
PhotO: Claude Davies 

A long productive partnership. Joe Brown and 
Claude Davies. Photo Derek Walker 

Anon, Eric Langmuir, Joe Brown and Allan Austin sport old nylon necklaces at Tremadog 
in 196T Photo: Claude Davies 
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Dave Gregory 

It used to be so easy in the old days. There was no need to rack the brain for subfle 
similes or atrocious puns. The topology did it for you. You were the flrst porty to climb 
some huge gash in the centre of the crog; the choice of name which you could give 
it was obvious: Cenfral Gully. Central Chimney, or perhaps The Gash, or The Ivy Gash. 
Canal is o linguisflc varioflon on the theme, being the Welsh for central. Not every 
breoch in the crog goes plumb-line straight, water-drop-verflcolly from the crog top. 
Slanting Groove is the obvious answer and I admit to using it twice, on different 
crags of course. One must not confuse the punters. 

This purely descripflve naming did not apply only to recesses. The masters 
hove leff us slabs galore; Great, Slanting, Yellow, Narrow. A Moss Groove could ap­
pear on olmost every crog and probably more would, as the post-Clean-Air-Act purer 
atmosphere sees lichens and mosses rompont on even popular crags, were it not 
for the surge in more imaginative contributions. Were the line more in the nature of o 
corner, with the necessary concomitant of ever-present seepage, the stricfly descrip­
tive name might slip o litfle: Soap Gut and Green Gut sidle in, Geogrophy has not leff 
us merely the mundone; Ardverikie Wall has poetry to it, os has Ardgarten Arete. 

Colours, of course, come with the crog. Red Wall was an early entrant even ff 
Bloody Slab hod to wait to be occepted. Black Cleft could have been named in the 
early days of the sport except for its being too hard even for the eorly pioneers, adept 
OS they were at grim struggles in the vile recesses of the bowels of the earth. Green 
Cormorant Face, flrst done with o point of aid in 1957 moy mark some sort of divide 
between the early, purely descripflve days and the later transports of imoginoflon but 
accurately descripflve it sflll is. 

Coming down from the early days ore the surname routes, Jones's, Murray's, 
Longland's, Abraham's. These, oil early routes, must hove been done when the climb­
ing community was much smaller than now and when its members all knew each 
other and word of a new route would spread by word of mouth. 'Have you heard 
about Longland's new climb on Du'r Arddu?' And there it is, the route name creeps 
into usage Longland's Climb, Longland's Continuation, Murray's Route and so on. No 
conceit on the originators' ports, just usage, Adam's Rib cannot come in this cat­
egory being merely a mind-step from the Abrahams' route known os East Wall Climb. 

Well-known climbing teams hove similarly hod their names sent down to pos­
terity Horry Dover leff Dover's Wall to spawn its later Routes 1. 2. 3 ond 4, thank the 
Lord for the humourist who gave us Nothing To Do With Dover. With Gilbert Ellis he left 
Dover ond Ellis's Chimney to mock modern stars; Gordon and Craig's, Jones and 
Collier's Climbs ore oil from that early era. Although the Peak District's ubiquitous 
and producflve pioneer, J W PuttreU has, after the fashion of the flme, his Puttrell's 
Crack and Progress on Whornclifte he hod a modern approoch in the naming of his 
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climbs OS well as in his pioneering. Lime Juice Chimney on Corl Work was done in 
the early years of the 20th century and it spawned Orange Juice Wall 40 years later 
in similarity, one of the most typical naming gambits of modern flmes. 

Whatever the incident which gave o name to the flrst route on a crog, subse­
quent pioneers will search for names with a similar meaning, 1956 sow Brown ond 
Whillans putting up The Rasp and The File on Higgar Tor showing that even those 
masters of the handjam must hove been impressed by the roughness of the rock. 
Newcomers to grit certainly ore. A workshopful of abrasive implements followed: 
Sufform, Bosfofd Cut, The Reamer, and more and even Brillo joined them in the Tor's 
toolbox. 

Millstone Edge is on oddity of this connected nomenclature. Its flrst route of 
any merit was Greof North Road, done os on aid route. The nome eminenfly suits the 
striking line but most of the successor routes, despite the crog's being so close to 
Sheffield, carry London-based nomes; Petticoat Lane, Lyon's Corner House, The Mall. 
etc, with only Twikker and Pinstane Street striking a blow for the locality 

Even 0 cursory exominaflon of the route names in our, and American, guide­
books reveals that climbers must read a wide range of literature, or at least hove 
heard of it Tolkien impressed many o climbing ocflvisfl Galium and Gandalf and 
Hobbits abound. The Sword of Damocles and The Vorpal Blade betray on acquaint­
ance with myth and literature. Beowulf has contributed his shore, Henry Miller has 
cost a Black Shadow into climbing, of which Black Spring is the most opt Spreading 
the name sideways was popular on Dinos Mot Slock Spring begot Block Foot which 
sired the unfortunate Coon's Yard. The Mot is home to Slow Ledge Climb. There need 
be no mistake about the problem there - o problem reflned on the notorious slippy 
foothold on Hardd (which is the Welsh for hondsomel and many o bootworn piece of 
limestone. 

A combinoflon of biblical reading and wit gove us Agag's Groove. In chapter 
15 of the flrst Book of Samuel is written 'ond Agog come unto him delicately... and 
Samuel hewed Agog in pieces before the Lord in Gilgal'. Surely w e know what to 
expect of Agag's Groove? And what o nome. But why did the writer of Somuel miss 
out the word treading before delicately? No climber he? The vorious Via Dolorosos 
must each surely tell on equolly dismal tale. 

Not only the dire prospect of the country's crags being full of Central Mossy 
Block Gosh Chimneys and the like brought about the change. The imaginations of on 
increasing number of climbers were aching to be set free. Well before it wos climbed 
Limpopo Groove hod been named. Imoginoflon hod turned a 30ft dirty corner into 
Kipling's 'great, grey green, greasy river'. Although traverses of mountains by their 
ridges were on early feature of mountaineering, girdle traverses were o later devel­
opment of rock-clinpbing. The West Buttress Girdle hardly rolls oft the tongue or chal­
lenges the imoginoflon but Playtex mokes the some point Eventually the pun hod to 
moke its appearance. Dinas in fhe Oven, 1985 is, in fact, on Cloggy and Popp and 
Dixon should take o litfle blame for not flnding o line on one of Woles's many for­
tress-like crags carrying the name Dinos for this litfle piece of wit Virgin on the 
Ridiculous pleoses even though w e do not know if there is o greater meoning be­
hind the immediately obvious pun. Of necessity early routes on o crog took the easi-
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est way Later ascents, probably by more capable parties knowing more of the crog, 
and having more efficient protection, might go more direcfly and so were born the 
Directs and Eliminates, and of course, on White Gill, Ellminot A notorious odd-mon-
out among the eliminates is Seesfon Eliminate in the Manifold Valley which is a 
girdle traverse, but first ascensionists must be allowed their little joke. On Beeston Tor 
too is an easy pun. The Beest, not so much of o horror in these high-E-number-doys 
but in its time sufficiently nasty to deserve the name. Clubs have committed their 
names to posterity offer their members' new route efforts; P M C 1 disguises fhe Pola­
ris Mountaineering Club; CMC, the Cioch; N M C , the Nottinghom, Climbers' Club Di­
rect is less unobtrusive. 

Unfortunately w e hove to put up with the dregs of naming, o toilet of disgust­
ing tifles. Colin Morflock and Lyn Noble, educated gentlemen both, disflgured Cloggy 
with The Little Krapper. Organ Flagellator disflgures the same cliff and the some 
activist's train of thought gave Menstrual Gossip on the Pass's slate, A group of 
Sheffield activists have left PriestcUffe Quarry disflgured by Rhino Whip Groove which 
implies sado-masochism but derives from a mistreatment of a suspect in o Sheffield 
cell. Its companions are worse: Flagellator, The Chancre. Gonococcus Groove, 
PriestcUffe Whore, Something's Stuck In M y throat, ore enough to give on impression 
of the train of thought 

This comparison with something nasty has often been used in o comparison 
with unpleasant members of the animal kingdom. The unpleasant hollow, fliled with 
brambles and o multitude of examples of other grasping plants, in Beeley Quarry 
which might give refuge to many o specimen of nosty founo, was christened The 
Snoke Pit, and Python, and Rattler (loose rock?) followed, in Aspirant's Crack a pun 
creeps in and, of course, with Scorpion and the more worthy Scorpio on Cloggy there 
is a sfing in the toil. Tarantula ond Bushmaster are another pair of unpleasant creep­
ers and can you not feel the menace of the Carnivore lurking on Croig A'Bhoncoir 
WalL Life's unpleasantness is not restricted to the multi-legged. Pellagra lurks in wait 
on Tremadog and Desperation on Stanage. 

Animal kind's animosity is not its only remembered quolity Ghecko Groove 
commemorates not that animal's useful prehensility but the need for it Hugh Banner 
must hove wished for the gecko's sucker pods on his oscent I certainly did when I 
followed not long after. W e hove been rescued by sflcky boots but the image of the 
necessary adhesion remoins in the name. Arrochor's Glueless Groove mokes the 
same point in a different woy Orang Utang mokes o point obviously and Brachiation 
Dance more subtly 

There is o doss of climb on which a particular situation or conflguroflon regis­
tered so strongly as to give the climb its nome. The Fang on Gouther; The Pinch, the 
Pause, The Long Reach, all from the Etive Slobs. Little Brown Jug, of the other end of 
the country spawned, by courtesy of on interest in Glenn Miller's music. String of 
Pearls and, miles awoy String of Burls. 

Ladies of all sorts moke their appeoronce. Cleopatra, Salome, Delilah and 

Opposite: Bathed in appropriate light, Dave Gregory returns. In 1989. to a consan­
guineous relationship with 'Bloody Slab'. Photo: Gregory collection 
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The Naming of Routes 

Kafoozaiam, hard cases all, moke their individual contribuflon. Harlot's Face a more 
The Naming of Routesgenerol comment Brunhilde doesn't seem to have appeared 
and yet the Ring Cycle would be a prolific seam to mine. Climbers ore evidenfly not 
merely interested in fhe hard-faced of the sex Miranda appears and was some 
lovesick swain Waiting For Laura? He evidently was Late Back for Laura, but Laura 
Said Yes, or Laura's In A Bloody Bod Mood never sow the guidebook page, although 
Sleeping With Sarah did. Tartar's Crack and Princess Anne's Crack ore best avoided 
but while w e ore in this area what thoughts does Venery give as fhe name of o 
limestone crock? 

Bucket City would be a groflfying flfle to believe but at E6 someone has to be 
kidding. Oregon's Smith Rock has Ten Gallon Buckets and you can believe that The 
Ten Craters of Wisdom in Derbyshire's Dovedale ore not quite os huge, as beflts our 
smaller facilifles, but are pretty groflfying jugs for oil that Poliflcs will not be lett out 
Menshevik. Communist Convert, Totalitarian oil hove left their mark whereos Young 
And Easy Under The Apple Boughs may corry o hint of poliflcol uncorrectness but o 
greater memory of carefree youth, o touch of Cider with Rosie, live life while you can 
and devil take the consequences 

Naddyn Ddu is something of on oddity It comes from the South Yorkshire pro-
nunciafion of the greefing 'Now then, thee' and apparenfly is the Welsh for the Block 
Chipper. Woubits. No-one seems to know who octuolly gave Woubits its name, 
Whillans, the flrst ascensionist, is fomously supposed to hove said, "Woubits? What 
the hell's a woubits?' It seems to be o hairy coterpillar or o woolly bear, reflecting 
neither Whillans, nor Brown, nor that gloomy menoce lurking high up the For Eost 
Buttress of Cloggy The crag has its shore of evocoflve names Whillans might well 
have said, "What the hell's o troach." M y dictionary doesn't tell me. The Croak could 
be on any cliff where the raven sweeps post the mist-shrouded faces but only on 
Cloggy could Vember, the daughter of the Halfway House caf§, be honoured with her 
name on a route. Its direct continuation, done in June, just hod to be November. 

Imagine Pete Crew leading the second pitch while Bos Ingle belayed, tucked 
up in the groove like a gnome. Blood-red rock, the poflent crunched-up second, and 
flnally the pun, Haemogoblin. H o w many climbers must hove gazed of the empty 
spaces on a crag's faces, or scruflnised photogrophs of it under the cover of their 
office work? H o w many dreoms have begun so? Whot motter that o certain William 
Shakespeare used the flfle flrst A Midsummer Night's Dream must encapsulate every 
potenflal flrst oscensionist's hopes and Margins Of The Mind takes climbing beyond 
ospiroflons to the edge of sanity ond the beginning of horror 

Every climber, just os they hove their favourite climbs must hove their favourite 
route names. Their Desert Island Route Names. Here ore mine. The oil flme best must 
surely be A Dream Of White Horses. Anyone who has seen o high swell roaring into 
that zown, any zown, being compressed into the narrowing spoce and the spray 
and spume being thrown high over the cliff top will hove those mind-fllling m e m o ­
ries recalled by the evocaflve name. To the dustbin, however good the route, with the 

Opposite: Moving inexorably from leff-to-right. Tim Noble and Terry Gifford climb 'Com­
munist Convert'. Photo: Noble collection 
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pathetic parody of a Nightmare Oi Brown Donkeys. 
Sea of Cloud; I admit, porfly my own invenflon, but what climber has not expe­

rienced the morvellous visto of o cloud-fllled valley surrounded by a ring of peaks. 
Road of Ghosts; a Milburn concocflon on the For West Buttress of Cloggy brought to 
mind by the gordening operoflons being reminiscent of the acflons of the greot teoms 
of the '30s, whose ghosts might well hove been watching unobserved, 

DragonfUght: a minor classic on one of the rock-gyms of the Derbyshire Doles, 
too hard for m e ond the nome will draw no greot vistas to mind, but what o powerful, 
poetic name, capable of several interpretations. The names of Cenotaph Corner and 
Cemetery Gales con hardly be separated from the powerful image of their overlook­
ing the gateway to the Llonberis Pass, but the names alone ore full of threot 

Oceans Of Emotion. Whot emoflon brought that to mind? Fear, surely One Step 
In The Clouds, Space Beneath M y Feet, Angel Pavement (literature again) oil carry the 
concept of movement, trovel, of a sort Atomic Finger Flake is o route I must obviously 
never get on. Sausage flngers maybe but nuclear-powered steel flngers certainly not 
Tensor and Vector have o terse, mathematical, inference of force and energy but for 
malign foreboding of the danger of ottempflng o route give m e The Widowmaker. 

There's my list You know o better list? Go to it 
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D e l v i n g D e e p 

Nick BuUock 

I slip and slide down the green, grassy romp. Towering grey turrets force their way 
into the cool clear blue sky Tufts of gross spring from ledge and corner. Water drip­
ping down rock Sodden. Lichen-cooled. 

Why climb? 
People live secure lives, climb clean, solid, secure climbs. Hove solid secure 

jobs. Seek solid, secure shoulders to lean. Clip bolts. Use mats. 
Why climb this climb? 
Clogwyn Du'r Arddu is a magical cliff nesfled into the green rolling hillside 

beneath Snowdon. Crowds trudge the laborious path from Llanberis to the Snowdon 
summit Foregoing the beauty of this majestic brooding crag. The Black Cliff, to stand 
with others ot some insigniflcont litter-strewn, noisy concrete-covered summit A cote 
and 0 train moke it worth the effort though. 

I conflnue cauflously post the party about to begin Longland's Climb, a classic 
VS. Post the water running freely down The Black Cleff, an E2 with a tradiflonol repu­
tation and traditional slime, Joe Brown and Don Whillans at their most twisted. Post 
the pool at the base of The Black Cleft which churns and turns as water slides over 
green. Gurgling like o pan of boiled eggs spinning in o vortex I slide a little farther 
until the start to Bow-Shaped Slab is reached, I think it's the start to Bow-Shaped 
Slab. Having never climbed on Cloggy's West Buttress I'm not sure. Familiarisation, 
must be port of the reason 1 hove decided to undertoke the forthcoming adventure, 
which is to be o solo of the 985tt West Buttress Girdle. Sixteen pitches of grovelling 
and route flnding difficulties or will it be a fabulous journey following in the footsteps 
of climbing history? 

I blame The Coffin Dodgers stoying ot the CC hut, Ynys Ettws, for storflng m e on 
this journey of tradiflon. To much folk of pioneering ascent, hemp rope, pebbles and 
chockstones led m e to believe I had been missing out I felt I owed it to them to 
climb 0 tradiflonol route, Affer oil, hadn't honging around with them m o d e m e feel 
young? 

The West Buttress is o slob, I know it's o slob because water doesn't drip ff 
trickles and the loose rock remains in place. Folds ond creoses like corrugated cord 
break the massive V-shaped slob making corners and aretes. 

Pulling oround one such arete leaving Longlands Climb, places m e flrst on 
White Slab and then on to o Ledge colled Linnell's Leap, the scene of death defying 
jumping acflon on the flrst ascent of Narrow Slab in 1933. The void beneath mokes 
m e wonder ff I shouldn't just climb up, forgo the crab-crowl with oil its exposure, but 
it is only 4c for heaven's soke originally climbed in nailed boots with h e m p rope, A 
grade I hadn't realised existed until not so long ago. I suspected the Bullock 
ignoront-orrogance w a s about to come bock and bite m e in the backside. M y climb-
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ing yeor hod been very successful, in the mountains, new routes and hard repeats, 
hod found my name appearing in the climbing press frequently I felt in danger of 
becoming a tod up-my-own-orse, the perfect flme then for o tradiflonol down-to-
eorth grovel 

In these flmes of convenience, grade-concerned, adventure-limited, outcome-
guoronteed climbing, I needed uncertainty I wanted to climb something out of fash­
ion, something the boggy-trousered bouldering mat brigade would never be seen 
dead on. Maybe I was just getflng old and twisted like Joe and Don, Maybe I was 
flnally realising the extent of what it means fo be o full cord carrying member of the 
climbing fraternity 

Leaving Linnell's Leap is somewhat of on out-of-balonce blind grope around a 
bulging corner. Pinching and leaning from mouldy, sugar-coated rock gives m e cause 
for concern. Consoling myself that it is only 4c (with 6c exposure) and avoiding an­
other clod of vibrant well-watered gross, I inch my way up White Slab looking for o 
peg beloy to comfort myself I'm on route. Checking the guidebook once again offer 
pulling it free from my stomach, sweat-sodden and plosflc-coated the book had 
glued itself to skin. Balancing, precariously I turn damp, pulpy pages with my teeth 
and realise I hove climbed too high, I thought os much, the technical grade for the 
pitch is 4b, a veritable scromble under normal circumstances, Reolisoflon wos stort­
ing to penetrate my thick skull that 'normal' was not going to happen today 

Over-compensoflng, tenuous, tought-tendon reversing across d a m p mildew-
covered ground found m e bock on frock With the slob crawled ond the groove above 
grovelled I was now nervously entrenched in a dork alcove. To say the woy forward 
or, more correcfly the woy to the right wasn't obvious would be selling the situoflon 
short Spragging myself flght into the bock of the gloomy overhanging corner the 
guidebook was consulted again. To my horror the notch in the overhanging orete 
obove ond behind, wos the way forward, 

'Come on Bullock for heaven's soke it's 4c' I chosflsed myself while facing out 
bridged across the dork fold looking down hundreds of feet Uncertoin this actually 
was the correct line mode m e oppreciote the difference of on-sighflng o climb ond 
working a climb. Knowing whot is coming, gear placements, size of holds, condiflon 
of rock oil moke o mossive difference to o climber's mental strength, preporoflon 
and confldence. Redpointing or heodpointing, flne physicol achievements moybe, 
but 0 world opart from the on-sight 

Smearing wet shoes on wet rock, leaning bock and hanging into spoce, stretch, 
touch, I need on extra inch. Reverse, 

A second flme, feet inches higher, more reach, leon bock, stretch, touch, ca­
ress, assess,. Reverse, 

Psyche up, chalk up, look down „,GIVE UP? 
The lump of rock I pinned all of my hopes on appeored to be balanced on the 

crest of the orete, was it solid'? Wos it attached? Where did it lead'? What did it lead 
to? This was definitely the levelling experience I sought from the day I just didn't 
expect to" be levelled quite this much. 

Two attempts, leaning out and backward to reach the notch in the orete re­
sulted in retreat Corrimitflng to the third attempt past the point of no return, I breathe 
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a huge sigh of relief to find clean and dry rock Swing into space. Gibber on lo the 
arete. Mince across o slob, another wet ond slimy slither fest and (inolly flnally a 
ledge, large enough to sit I rip over-constricflng shoes from swelling blistered feet, A 
well-earned rest and more guidebook study is called for, 

Introspecflve retrospecflon pushes into the forefront of contemplaflon. A m I en­
joying this? Certainly the pain from my blistered feet is not enjoyoble. The fear from 
uncertainty is seducfive and the view from m y eyrie is exceptional Looking down on 
to the dark, deep waters of Lyn Du'r Arddu images mirrored from the sflll water cast 
across the surface. Dark thoughts run through m y mind. The risk of climbing without 
a rope over wet, loose, dirty rock mokes m e reflect on my life. The outcome is uncer­
tain. Living life to a ripe old age, through careful, couflous colculafion with no risk, no 
uncertainty may lead to o long life, but does longevity mean hoppiness? Happiness 
surely must come from challenge, going out on o limb and taking risk. 

Why do so many of the people I look after on a doily basis in the prison gym 
return flme and flme agoin? Drug takers. Thrill seeking, cor stealing joy-riders. Fight­
ers, gang members, armed robbers. 

Growing up in deprived run down areas with limited opportunity living ond 
wonflng for goods beyond their meons. Without the intelligence or knowhow or wont 
to wait, or want to work, may be o major conthbuflng factor to the life they live But 
the thrill of the chose, the uncertoin outcome, the tension, the excitement must ploy 
its part also. Crime or climb? An intoxicating drug in the sterile Western life w e ore 
expected to lead. Is it possible os climbers or criminals w e seek the some but on 
different sides of the low? Are both climbers and criminals in some way looking for 
escape from the coffon wool existence forced upon us? Climbing and failing has 
downfalls of sometime fatal proportions, a severe price to pay but worth the risk for 
many The criminal also hos severe consequences to face. About flve years of them 
for most of the inmates in the locol prison I work, but with climbing, os with breaking 
the low, w e return over and over, addicted to the lifestyle be what moy of the conse­
quences. 

Forcing flght shoes on to swollen feet relieved the pain in m y head brought on 
from too much thinking. The enormous stride oround a blind orete focused m e to the 
job in hand. The void beneath m y feet falls away dramoflcolly Halfway through this 
self-inflicted torture I was of last starting to get o feel for the climbing and exposure. 
Merrily scampering across more d a m p dork rock while ovoiding tuffs of sprouting 
lush gross found m e on the crux section of Bow-Shaped Slab. A wide steep slob split 
from right-to-left with a crock running its length unfll disappearing around a corner at 
its base. Passing pleosontries with the party on the way up the crock of Bow-Shaped 
Slab's traverse broke the solitude. The second's gibbering wos a tod disconcerflng 
though. The ropes running between the two were behind m y back and should he foil 
the chonces of taking m e with him were great This in mind I gave him o few stern 
words of encouragement and pulled him post m y sitting stance unceremoniously to 
clear the way ahead for my down climb. 

The technical crux of the girdle on the following pitch was dry and lichen-free, 
making it pleasant The easy 4b pitch that followed was anything but pleasant, in 
fact it w a s decidedly unpleasant Moving directiy up the 40tt corner from one wet 
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slippery hold to another wet slippery hold on to o slimy layback and o greasy smear 
was thought inspiring, Potflng chalk on to the edges for my feet in on ottempt to dry 
the holds did make o difference and, flnally I arrived ot the top of the corner pulling 

myself hot and bothered to sit on the top of o plinth. 
Several flmes 1 quesfloned why 1 continued with this punishment Several flmes 

I wanted to run direcfly up, escope by climbing some clean clossic. The voice in my 
head wouldn't oilow it though, I knew the tounflng would stort if I did. Why should it 
bother m e if I didn't complete the climb. W h o would know? W h o would care? I would. 

Down climbing o corner placed m e at the foot of Central Rib. Another classic 
VS, covered in moss and dust following on overhonging corner fliled with dirt and 
grass, A verflcol woll h e m m e d m e in on the right I pulled on o block It moved. I 
reversed, I crimped and bridged, took oil the weight on my legs. Leaned from a dirty 
hold. Stepped on a dirty hold. Leaned out forther. Reversed. The third attempt found 
m e higher sflll ond committed. This was storflng to feel familiar I suddenly reolised 
how tired my arms felt ond as I reached bulging ground the thought that I could fail 

on 0 VS shocked m e somewhat 
This wos pitch 11 and the climbing was taking its toll on my strength. The rock 

didn't care thot I climbed hard. In fact did anyone care I was here and doing this? 
The obvious onswer was no, nobody would be impressed by my 1,000ft grovel and 
that was probably my reason for doing it 

Laybacking o crock in a spectacular setflng, the technical difficulfles of the 
girdle were nearly over. Two-thirds of the way up and three-quarters of the way along 
the West Buttress my gritty, slithering, side-shuffling journey of discovery wos ropidly 
coming to on end. Broken ground and gross were followed unfll the end of the crog 
was within reach. 

Finally, four ond o half hours from the start I sot on the summit ridge of the West 
Buttress and watched the crowds trundle from Snowdon summit, pink cellulite-wob-
bling, creom-smeored and sun-scorched. Basted flesh, worn-out and wilting past my 
sweaty sitting form. Did they core I hod soloed the Girdle of the West Buttress, defl­
nitely not Would other climbers look on my successful ascent with respect? I don't 
think so. But sitting there in quiet contemplation I had travelled for and answered 
many questions, I now felt ready to return to o life of regularity ond occeptonce unfll 
my parole come the following weekend. Moybe if 1 run quick 1 can meet up with The 
Coffin Dodgers before they leave the hut; they surely will enjoy ond oppreciote on 
account of m y do)/. It moy even jog their memories of compleflng the climb 40 yeors 
ago 
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P a d a r n L a k e S a l o o n 

Ian C a m ' Campbell 

A bunch of lads were whooping it up 
At the Padarn Lake Saloon, 
Joe rolling cigs. C a m buying beer, 
M o whisfling out of tune. 
Bock of the bar in a huddled group 
Were Ingle, Potts and Crew, 
And standing there with a cynical oir 
The lady thot's known os Sue. 

When out of the night which was clear and bright, 
And into the din and the glare 
There stumbled a climber fresh from the crags 
Dog dirty and covered in hair. 
He looked like a man who could handle himself 
You could see that from ofor. 
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As he pushed his way across the room 
And called for o drink ot the bar. 
There was none could place the stranger's face. 
Though w e seorched ourselves for o clue; 
But the most intriguing wos the litfle league 
Of Ingle, Potts and Crew, 

There's men that somehow just grip your eyes 
And hold them hard like o spell. 
And such wos he, and he looked to me. 
Like a man who climbed real well 
As he quaffed his pint and looked oround 
He sort of seemed aloof; 
He said, "I've climbed your hardest stuff 
And I think I hove the proof," 
Then I got to flguring who he was 
And wondering what he'd do. 

And I turned my head - and there watching him 
The lody that's known as Sue, 

Hove you seen o man who climbs real well? 
He talks with o studied cool; 
He'll not tell you what he's done. 
Afraid to look the fool. 
But not this mon, he volunteered. 
And told us all he'd done: 
The hardest routes for miles around 



The Ballad ot Ihe Padarn Lake Saloon 

He named them one by one. 
Red and White, Octo and Shrike 
The Thing and Masters Wall, Vector, Tramgo, Woubits Left, 
He said he climbed them all 
'But I want to state and my words ore stroight 
And I'll bet a pint they're flue. 
That its safe to tell that I climb as well 
As Ingle, Potts and Crew, 

His eyes went driffing round the room 
And he seemed in a kind of a doze, 
'Till at lost the dart board fell in the woy 
Of the stranger's wondering gaze, 
Joe and M o were having o drink. 
There was no one on the board. 
So he struts his way across the room 
And stands there like o lord. 
In a torton shirt that was glazed with dirt 
I never sow him stray 
Then he grabbed the darts with his rock-scorred hands -
My God, how that man could ploy 
With triple top ond nineteen too, olmost everything he got; 
Fifteen ten and bulls eye too, he cuffed them every shot 
He beot them oil with on arrogant ease 
As the challengers formed a queue; 
And lost of oil, to try their luck, were 
Ingle, Potts ond Crew. 

Then oil of o sudden he turned and spoke 
In 0 voice that was soff ond calm, 
'Lads' sold he," You don't know m e 
And none of you care o domn 
But I've told you what I've climbed round here. 
And you seem to be impressed. 
But its over there on Anglesey 
That I've really done my best 
So wait and see and I guarantee 
That you'll soon know my nome. 
And OS for darts, you play like torts, 
I'd fldy up your gome." 
Then he grabbed his sac ond left the bor 
And the opprehension grew, 
"II guess we'll moke it three more pints," 
Sold Ingle, Potts and Crew, 
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These ore the simple focts of the cose 
And I guess I ought to know; 
They said the stranger wos full of bull 
And I'm not denying so. 
But 1 somehow think, os I sip my drink. 
And strictly between us two. 
That the one who really knew the truth 
Was the lody that's known as Sue, 



R o c k T h e r a p y 

N o r m a n Elliott 

Sally was maladjusted; the educational psychologist sold so. Today he would be 
called emotionally socially and behoviourolly disturbed and probably conflned to a 
secure unit By the age of 12 he had attended eight schools leaving o trail of disaster, 
a headteacher with a heart attack and a whole staff threatening to resign unless he 
was immediately removed from the premises. He found the conflnes of a classroom 
impossible and was capable of wreaking unbelievable havoc in a matter of mo­
ments. His educational attainments were non existent 

Ours was a small experimental school in beautiful countryside on the edge of 
the Peck District and Solly was its flrst pupil. Bock in the late 1960s very few units like 
this existed. 

Sally was one of 10 children at the school, all of w h o m had been expelled from 
more than one mainstream school. Most of them responded quickly to what the 
school had to offer, but Solly refused stubbornly to engage with any of the acflvifles, 
preferring to spend most of his time in the grounds trying to entice other children 
away from the learning environment When confronted, he would immediotely heod 
for the roof. He had absolutely no feor and climbed with o grace and co-ordination 
which was astounding when one witnessed the clumsy movements and lock of 
physical skills he displayed during conventional games. W e tried oil sorts of ways to 
prevent these excursions but he only found another route - usuolly harder. 

The anxiety that this provoked in the school's management was immense and 
it was seriously considered that he should be locked owoy A persuasive visiting 
psychiatrist, however, assured us that he detected progress and that w e should try 
and stay calm under fire. This was easier said than done and there were many 
lessons which were interrupted os Solly traversed by the classroom windows some 
20ft above the ground someflmes trying to onswer the teocher's quesflon from out­
side the building. After sorpe flme he started to respond to this 'educafionol input' 
and would often climb in through the window, which was always left open, if the 
lesson caught his imaginoflon. He would, however, sflll retreat to the coping stones if 
upset and once did immense damage to the slotes after a distressing visff from his 
social worker. 

He was not without o sense of humour and once, whilst out in the school mini­
bus, was asked by o new boy what he would do if w e sow his mother in town. "I'd 
run like hell" was the immediate response. "Why?" the other child asked. "Because 
she's been dead three years," replied Solly with a crooked grin. 

On another occasion a small child was rapidly removed from morning assem­
bly by fhe deputy head when it was discovered that he was playing with a large 
horseshoe up his vest As he disappeared through the door of a great rote of knots, 
Solly was heard to say under his breath: "Didn't bring him much luck did it" Whillans 
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Flying Buttress Direct, Stonoge by Julian Cooper 
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could not have done better. 

In an attempt to channel his love for climbing, he was given on old poir of EBs 
and introduced to the gritstone edges on the nearby moors. He was soon seconding 
everything w e could lead and basking in the odmiroflon of the other kids who up till 
then had called him a nutter. One night on the television he saw a clip of Joe Brown 
leading The Sloth and from that moment nagged to "take us up on overhong," 

And so it was that on a clear but cold winter's Stanage morning that we as­
sembled below the overlaps of what is now known as Flying Buttress Direct which in 
those days contained a couple of pegs. It hod just been led free by Paul Grey (19711 
and had something of a reputaflon. Solly was fled on to a top rope and set off up the 
slab. He reached up round the flrst bulge ond swung free. He seemed to hong there 
for ages before letfing go, swinging out, and slowly turning, was lowered to the 
ground. There was no yelling or cursing, his usual response to frustroflon and os w e 
all went to console him he did something that he hod never been known to do 
before - he started to cry. Great aching sobs which caused the other kids to turn 
away in embarrassment and disbelief He allowed his kindly core worker to envelop 
him in her big sheepskin coat ond pour words of comfort down his neck It was 
suggested that now would be a good time for o worm drink and sandwiches. This 
proved the distracflon that everyone needed and the kids tucked in with the usual 
banter their backs to Sally who was sflll flghflng back the tears. 

Now, when Sally failed of anything his usual reacfion was o face-saving rejec-
flon of that activity So it came os a considerable surprise when o quiet voice said: "I 
want another go. Please, I wont another go" He stood looking up ot the roof and no 
persuasion by us that this might not be the best course of oction hod ony impact 
Reluctantly w e tied him on again and in seconds he hod raced up to the roof, reached 
out and executed what would o decade later be called a perfect heel hook A quick 
pull through followed with a roll on to the ledge ond to the cheers of us all he stood 
proudly upright This was the flst time we hod seen any body do the route and 30 
years ago for a young lad to climb it so fluentiy even on o top rope was quite on 
achievement His key worker recorded that he was sflll smiling hours later has he 
snuggled down to sleep thot night 

That climb changed Sally's life. Slowly very painfully he started to read and 
write, his head always in the Stanage guidebook, osking about nomes, grades and 
other information. He spent hours copying and enlarging diagrams of the crags we 
had visited and gove them os presents to special people in his life. When onother 
child ripped his charcoal drawings off the woll in a temper he wos desperately 
upset, yet manoged to keep his anger within acceptable limits. Over the next year 
his behaviour became much more integrated and he offended school every day By 
then he rarely climbed over the building - just now and then as if to revisit old moves 
and prove to himself that he could still do them. 

I lost touch with Solly when I went to work abroad, but some yeors ogo on 
returning to this country I found myseff lining up in the Nottinghom marathon and 
there he was ot the side of me. Our exchange was brief but warm, but then w e were 
off and with o wave of his hand he leff m e way behind. 
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F o o d a n d M o u n t a i n s 

David Trelawny Ross 

Food. And mountains. When you put those two things together whot's the flrst thing 
that comes into your heod'? What sort of memories do those two words trigger? Is it 
a night of awesome French cuisine in o flny village up in the Alps? Or is it simply 
chewing through endless Power Bars? Does a be-your-own Jamie Oliver moment 
come to mind? Or just o heavy sense that there has only ever been endless peanut 
butter sandwiches? Can mountains and food be even talked about meaningfully in 
the some sentence? Does a love of the wildness of the mountains mean things of 
sensual pleasure hove no place? Or is a trip to the mountains a big chance to 
experience new tastes and indulge your creoflvity owoy from the norms of everyday 

life'? 
I think my flrst food and mountain memory is chewing my way through o huge 

bar of Bourneville chocolate, unused 'emergency roflons', in the bock of o school 
minibus, aged 12, otter o freezing, exhousflng but unforgettable heave, in wind and 
cloud, to the top of Pen-y-fon in the Brecon Beocons one dork February Not exactiy 
haute cuisine. In my oil flme top ten would probobly be meals like a seemingly 
bottomless fondu eaten in o quiet bar with weary soflsfocflon otter my flrst Alpine 
route, on the Dibona in the Ecrins, Or o huge cous-cous squatflng on o dirt floor in a 
village in the high Aflos offer o day on Toubkol, the highest point in Northern Africa. 
Toward the top of the list would be neor Skardu in o remote high volley in the 
Korokorum, on a trip when I was doing some teoching in Pakistan. Affer seven months, 
buffalo curry and noon bread were beginning to lose their exoflc novelty W e arrived 
at a tiny village almost of the foot of a glacier, to be met by o m a n offering to show 
us his 'shop'. Slightly surprised by the thought that there might be anything resem­
bling 0 shop this for up in the mountains, he unlocked o door and showed us his 
collecflon, bortered from returning expediflons on their woy out from the mountains, 
the most recent of which had obviously been Italian, Minutes later w e found our­
selves leoving with arms loaded with boxes of pasta, apricot jam, huge chunks of 
pormeson, and sachets of instont cappuccino. The locals m o d e o fantosflc whole­
meal bread, and w e enjoyed a refreshing change from chewy buffalo, lounging by a 
burbling streom, surrounded by endless rows of snowy peaks. 

I don't know much about the science of nutriflon, except the very basics. All I 
know is that w e need o good balance of carbohydrate, for basic energy and a bit of 
fat to slow down the releose of that energy ond enough protein for building muscles, 
important amino acids and other things, Getflng the basics right is obviously impor-
tont to survive long doys which burn up lots of energy But, beyond the basics, how 
imoginoflve con w e be, to feed ourselves in a way that energises us without being at 
best boring and worst unpleasant? I hove too many memories of shovelling down 
semi-rehydroted Beonfeosts ond pasta everywhere from the Aflos to the Andes. Does 
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it hove to be that unpleosont? 
The subject of cooking and eating in the mountoins rather obviously occupies 

a wide spectrum from o summer's walk in Alpine pastures to the extremifles of high 
olfltude mountaineering. The needs and constraints that shape the way food is con­
sumed in each situoflon ore so vorious that it would be pretty poinfless to try and 
come up with a collecflve set of plofltudes to cover the whole topic. Are there ony 
general criteria relevant to the majority of food in mountain situations? If so, the list 
would, I suppose, include the following: the food needs to supply o good dose of 
energy and be balanced nutriflonally; it needs to be easy to cook with a minimum 
number of ingredients; it need to be quick so thot it doesn't use a lot of fuel; it needs 
to be easily carried and not too fragile; ideally the ingredients would be easily bought 
or gathered locally, it needs to look and taste good. 

So, ff you like eoflng and food as well os mountains, what food and mountain 
experiences moke ff into your top ten? Whot meals do you always cook as soon os 
you get to the campsite in the Alps? What essenflols do you always carry to liven up 
dull food? I wont you to send in your fovourite recipes for eating meals in the moun­
tains. They should loosely flt the criterio above. If enough readers send in enflcing 
recipes w e might be able to put together o Climber's Club Cookbook for the next 
journal. To get the boll rolling, I'm going to flnish with o couple of m y favourites from 
lost summer in France. 

Cheese fondue 
I don't know why I hadn't done this on trips before. I'd eaten loods in restouronts, but 
when 0 friend m o d e it ot the compsite in Ailefroide in the Ecrins, I realised what 
perfect food it was for cooking in the mountains. Really eosy tosty and very quick. I 
like having this sort of meol with o large solod, to get o nutriflonol balance, other­
wise it con be o bit of o protein, fot, corbo overlood. 

You'll need, for two people: 
• A clove of gorlic, chopped into small pieces, 
• Two to three handfuls of cheese, grated if possible, or cut into fairly small pieces. It 
might loosely flII quite a large bowl. Use the hard mountain cheeses: Beoufort, Comte 
or Gruyere, Emmentol is flne, but try not to use too much of it since it doesn't hove 

nearly os good o taste as the others 
• A glass of white wine 
• Loads of breod cut up into bite size pieces 
It'll take about fifteen minutes of fuel to cook 

One of you con cut up the bread, while the other is chopping or graflng the cheese. 
When the bread and cheese ore ready one of you can get the solod ready while the 
other starts cooking. Pour some wine into o couple of glasses. Pause to enjoy the 
taste of the wine and take in whatever fabulous mountain scenery surrounds you. 
Pour another gloss of wine into the pan, throw in the garlic and heat unfll the wine 
begins to boil. N o w put a small handful of the cheese onto the wine, stir it into the 
wine unfll it melts. Gradually odd the rest of the cheese, sflrring oil the flme. Keep the 
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heot OS low OS you con, so that it doesn't burn on the bottom. The cheese should turn 
into 0 thick sauce. It may not look very beautiful, but it will toste fantastic. Once all the 
cheese is melted, tum the heat down os low os you con, and start eating. Grab a fork 
eoch, prong some bread ond plunge into the cheese, ff it starts to burn, you con take 
it off the heot If it begins to solidify, you con put it back on the heat As well os breod, 
you con of course plunge anything else into the fondue; pieces of carrot, row mush­
room, pepper and so on. 

The solod 
Buying things for solods in France is so much nicer than in this country You get about 
0 hundred sorts of lettuce to choose from for o start Throw whotever ingredients you 
like into your solod. I don't ever buy ready m o d e dressings. Its so cheap to buy some 
olive oil, which you use for cooking, dipping etc., some wine vinegar, which you 
could drink ff you get really desperate, and some Dijon mustard, which is a nice 
reminder of your trip, when you get home and it sits in your cupboard. Mix to toste, 
probably two ports oil to one of vinegar ond one of mustord. 

Stuffed globe courgettes 
I hodn't seen these before, looking like baby water-melons on the outside. They were 
really good, but you could use normol ones just os well. 

You will need, for two people: 
• Two courgettes 
• A couple of cloves of gorlic, chopped 
• Some ham and or cheese, chopped into small pieces, and or some peanuts or 
olives; basically anything to give it some different flavours and protein 
• A pock of tabbouleh or cous-cous salad 
• A pock of corrot salad 
Both of these lost two ingredients ore everywhere in even the smallest supermarkets 
in France, You could moke your own obviously but it is easier not to. ff will take about 
flffeen minutes of fuel to cook 

Cut the courgettes in half around their 'equators' and scoop out the insides, leaving 
0 shell about half on inch thick Fry the garlic in some oil and when it's beginning to 
brown, fry the insides of the courgettes unfll they soffen ond begin to brown. Turn 
them into o bowl with the tabbouleh, or cous cous and whatever else you are using; 
ham, cheese etc and mix it oil together. Add a little extra oil or vinoigreffe if you feel 
it is 0 bit dry Heat about on inch of water. When it is beginning to boil, place the 
courgette shells, in the water, scooped-out side facing up, so that they sort of poach 
in the woter. You might hove to be imoginoflve about flffing all the halves in at once. 
I think I even did them two at a flme. Affer obout five to ten minutes, they will be soff. 
Remove them from the water. To 'plate up', as they soy in the trade, make a bed of 
carrot salad in eoch of two bowls or plotes. Place two courgette halves on each, and 
stuff with the tabbouleh mixture. Decorate with a sprinkling of herbs, picked from the 
flelds, or with a few more olives and enjoy the contrast of orange and green, and the 
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fresh summer flavours, as you watch the rock above your campsite glowing pink in 
the worm evening's sunset There you hove it Food and mountains. Both con be as 
challenging and enjoyable, and as fulfilling and memorable as the other. Send in 
your recipe. 
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^ V a i t i n g f o r G o b b o 

An easy but higWy exciting 

Dolomite classic in the 

Cadetispitze area 

Colin Goodey 

It was 0 reloflvely poor early summer season in the Dolomites, the winter and late 
spring snows were slow in melflng leoving high crogs and passes sflll bonked-up 
come mid-July 2001. M y wife and I hod decided mony moons ago as w e drifted into 
middle age that the Dolomites could ofter us all w e could dream of in terms of 
beouty medium grade classical climbs, long distance walks (Alto Vios), sport climb­
ing and, of course, Italy's unique and fomous Vie Ferrote, Add to this the rather better 
climate thon the Western Alps, and for us, it has become Utopia, 

I flrst visited the Dolomites in 1957 mosfly to stare in wonder ot such owesome 
faces as Cimo Grande's North Wall with its Brandler/Hasse and Comici routes - so 
much bigger than The Greot Orme where I grew up and began my climbing way 
bock in 1946. I did, however, venture on to one classic route - the Spigalo on the 
Punto Fiames along with some wolking in order to see the extent of this wonderful 
"new world'. Many seasons in the Western Alps followed and these in turn were 
followed by visits to the Coucocus, Africo, South Americo, Spain and Greece but 
always in my heort I knew that one day I would return to these beouflful mountains, 
sadly, I tear thot 1 have leff it too late to 'pick the sweetest plums'. 

So, offer severol summers' walking, climbing and Ferrato-ing in several areas 
and not withstonding the ravages of old age, olong with o worn out body ond sev­
eral injuries, w e found ourselves woiflng this July for our annual roflon of Dolomite 
classics, one of which was The North Face of II Gobbo in the Codinspitzen area little 
frequented by English climbers according to the guordion of the delightful litfle Fonda 
Sovio Hut where the intimidating (on flrst acquointonce) lody guardian speaks every 
European language thot she might encounter and makes the most scrumpflous ap­
ple strudel in the Tyrol, W e hod discovered these superb mountains o couple of years 
bock whilst walking o beautiful troll between Misurino and the Tre Cimo, The 
Bonocossa Woy This protected path hod token us into the heart of the most magical 
range of mountains that I hod ever visited, carpeted with every conceivoble Alpine 
flower and so colourfully described by Antonio Berfl in his guide of the eastern Dolo­
mites '.,. 0 fairy-tale stone forest of slim towers, tapering pillars, tom pinnacles, sharp-
edged blades, crenneloted ridges, steep needles which shoot skywards like arrows...' 

Reading deeply around the area I w a s not surprised to discover that the 
Codenspitze hod cost its spell over some of the greotest climbers of their days os for 
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back OS 1870: Wundt, Eotvos, Witzemon, Innerkofler, Dimoi, Dulfer, Dibono, Cassin 
and Comici - all magic and evocative names. 

Our aim was now to climb the North East Cadenspitze via the Via Ferroto 
Merlone and of least two of the classic routes made by one of the above 'greats'. W e 
chose two impressive towers, the slim spectacular tower of II Gobbo by its North 
Face and the huge squat tower above the cabin, the Torre Wundt, by its South Foce, 
All w e needed was flne weather and this was in short supply so, os on all Alpine 
holidays, the waiting g a m e had begun. 

The weather fluctuated with brief spells of sunshine and showers and on o 
couple of such days w e snatched the famous Hexstein Route (Spigolo SudI on the 
Sass di Stria with our daughter Koth and Chrisflne Corner climbing ahead of us. W e 
learned later, from Chrissie's dad, that a good friend, Ron Jomes the British Guide, 
had been on the route o day or so before researching and updoflng his splendid 
Dolomite guidebook; the route is not to be missed. On another woiflng doy w e 
snatched the Merlone Via Ferroto on North East Cadenspitze and sot mesmerised by 
the awesome views from its mogniflcent summit, worth every one of the 262 iron 
rungs. 

Days ran into weeks. The company of friends was superb and w e spent flme 
searching out and idenflfying many species of Alpine flowers. W e visited 1915-18 
Italian/Austrian war sites for which this part of the Dolomites is fomous. The great 
mountaineer, Geoffrey Winthrop Young, lost his leg on this batfle front ond few Briflsh 
visitors to the Dolomites reolise the intensity of the flghflng thot took place there in 
tunnels and on the high ridges. W e eventually sold goodbye to our friends who hod 
to return to the UK, their holiday over, ond conflnued our wait for Gobbo and Wundt 

The storms conflnued with crashing thunder and flashing lightning reverberot-
ing throughout the huge towers and walls reminding us dramoflcolly of those dark 
years of fighfing in these beaufifull mountains. Kath and Chrissie's flme was running 
out so they decided to go up to the Sovio Hut in poor weather with the hope that in 
the event of o better next day they would at least be on the spot W e joined them and 
ff turned out to be a wise decision, it rained in the night but the next day dawned 
fine, ff hod to be o ridge between two lows os the barometer conflnued to fall. The 
girls decided to go for both routes, but w e knew it hod to be one or the other, so w e 
opted for the rather more spectacular but shorter II Gobbo; the waiflng was over. 

As w e set out for the Col di Diablo w e met two Austhon climbers who hod 
done the route the doy before in rain and cloud. W e asked about the route and they 
replied: "It is not hord, but ff is beouflfully scary" Koth and Chrissie rushed to the 
nearby start of Wundt as w e begon our plod upwards to the forcella where the climb 

begins. 
Interesflngly II Gobbo was flrst climbed in July 1902 by o large party of great 

disflncflon: Dimai, Siorpaes and Vertzi with the very famous baronesses Nona and 
Rolando von Eotvos from Hungary great pioneers ond explorers of the Dolomites but 

their amazing story is for another day 
When my wife and I arrived ot the Forcella di Dioblo offer kicking steps for 500ff 

in old winter snow, our excitement rose as both the Goblin and the Devil grimly 
stared down at us os w e stood alone on the deserted col. Will the weather hold? W e 
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rationalised as clouds scudded around neighbouring summits and our barometer 
showed 0 steady foil. "We can easily beot the weather if w e hurry, it's only four long 
pitches," I nervously reassured my wife. 

The start did not leop out ot us as w e thought it might considering the now 
frequented line m o d e in 1910 by Fonton and Vecellio and now retrobolted, w e had to 
search out the shiny ring bolt marking the start on the flanking slobs of the Diablo 
ond then I was quickly on my way not difficult but I sow litfle evidence of retrobolflng, 
only old threads. 

Pitch 2, dos komen (the chimneyl ond what a chimney: it rose verflcolly into the 
sky and w e immediately feored o thrutch was about to ensue but, on entering the 
cleff, on eosy possoge over blocks and chocks is discovered leading to o void at the 
for end leaving one with no olternoflve but to seek o woy up the gloomy recesses of 
fhe chimney walls. It was dork inside and the side wolls smooth and steep ond I 
could see no obvious route upward iniflally but as my eyes grew accustomed to the 
gloom, I spied a Petzl bolt about 15ff up the left wall. This wos the woy but it was no 
Cakewalk ond one steps out of the chimney some 100ft above on to an exposed 
belay platform. Looking around after slamming into the more than adequate ce-
mented-in belay rings, I didn't fancy any direcflon from there 'God o m I on the right 
route', I wondered? 

I brought Sue up in silence and she, even following the rope, got lost in this evil 
komen'. Pitch 3 and the route was trying to scare us by allowing us to think there 
was no easy solution for upward travel. "Where do you reckon the route goes from 
here?" I asked Sue secrefly knowing it had to go up the verflcal wall rising from 
across the top of the chimney "There hod better be o bolt or peg or good placement 
in that wall with that bloody drop below," I uttered with o mild dry throot Like oil great 
classic routes, the excitement mounts and diminishes, holds and soluflons arrive just 
when you need them and the climb seems bigger than it really is. The step across 
the chimney from Dioblo to Gobbo ond the wall above did sport a shiny Petzl ond I 
was very glad of it The route then moved out to the right around o nose with vast 
exposure reminding m e of Main Wall on Cyrn Los then on easily upwards with no 
geor for 30/40ff to the penulflmote belay ring. 

Pitch 4 ond one just knew that from there on, verflgo could very easily grab the 
foint-heorted, "Would you like to lead this flnol pitch to fhe summit?" I asked my wife. 
She was tempted but the awesome exposure thot was increosing as the tower be­
gan to toper to what seemed on unoccommodoflng point m a d e her decline. We 
understood from the description that there was o very flne airy ridge which led to the 
top and I now guessed it would be blode-like I climbed easily up to this and peeped 
over and my stomach turned over os I mounted the one-foot wide 'ridge", I remember 
thinking then that this route hos got everything. The drop was pulling of m e from 
three sides as I mode my way delicately up this flnol blade, eyes flxed to the front 
hordly breofhing, I noflced I wos gripping the hondholds border than was necessary; 
this was now in a different league to Main Wall. 

There wos borely room for one person on the tiny crown of the Goblin and my 
sling and krob were secured to that welcome ring bolt faster thon one could blink At 
flrst it was difficult to look oround and admire the view os the now 360° exposure 
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had a strange effect on my guts "Climb when you're reody," I colled down the void 
eventually and, seconds later, a white face oppeared on the norrow orfite, jow set, 
eyes forward. Sue climbed quickly and neafly up to my perch on that amazing sum-
mff "Oh God, how do w e get off? Where does the ab go?" 

Two or three long abseils would get us off. The first, off the summit ring, would 
take us freely through space down the void between Gobbo and Diablo - gripping. 
The others, whilst long, would be down the steep lower pitches without too much 
problem but not before fear, tears, flustrotion and prayers hod occurred at our efforts 
to free our ropes from the summit ring bolt, the impossible hod happened. 

'Pull pink." 
'No, it's bloody purple with fhe knot, don't you remember?" 
Neither would budge. 
'Let's stoy calm, w e need our ropes otherwise w e ore stuck up here," I ration­

alised, 
'I think it's a case of twisted ropes rather than o knot jam, remember how you 

spun descending the void?' 
I sold with 0 great effort to stay calm. The hypothosis was correct and on 

separoflng and winding the ropes in the opposite direcflon to Sue's spin (we could 
not see any twisflng from our position) they eventually became free enough for the 
pink rope to run smoothly down towards us, funny how you forget simple things 
when you're gripped. 

The col was deserted when w e eventually coiled the ropes ond w e hod a 
blissful lunch but the dromo was not over. M y mobile phone rang storkly interrupting 
the tranquillity of this wonderful place. It was Mot Smith, my son-in low, calling from 
Sheffield to inform us thot Neil Benfley climbing with our friend Poul Reeve, hod 
suffered a dreadful accident whilst ottempflng The FIsch on the South Foce of the 
Marmolada d'Ombreffo. W e had only been talking with them o doy or so before in 
Corona when I hod wished them both good luck on this greot route. Our litfle adven­
ture was soon forgotten and our thoughts for the rest of the day on our descent vio 
the Bonocosso Way were with Neil. 

101 



H e l y g 1 9 3 9 

Ell/off Viney, whose obituary notice appears on another page, spent five years 
as a prisoner of war in Germany, from 1940 to 1945. tn the camps he helped to 
organise a library, edited a camp magazine and arranged courses for his fel­
low officers in academic and professional subjects. He also kept up a journal 
and among his papers Emlyn Jones came across a number of articles of remi­
niscence and Interest, Including one of a weekend in Wales in 1939. Affer start­
ing from his home in Aylesbury Viney continues: 

As we pushed west, first the Breiddons lifted their three humps on our left and then 
the very visible border itself appeared os the long line of grossy hills rose to the west 
The AA box of Gobowen marked 150 miles and o few minutes later w e hove circled 
over the bridge of Chirk ondcrossed the border. For a moment there is disillusion as 
the collieries ore seen on the right, but soon w e had turned finally west up Llangollen 
Volley and followed the A5 through Corwen, Yspitty Ifon and so fhe fork ot Cerrig-y-
Druidion, approaching which there is olwoys o glorious sense of anflcipoflon. The 
road streaks westward over the moor ond os w e topped a rise the mountains of 
Snowdon ore suddenly there oheod, impossibly remote for all their 25 miles. Topped 
with snow they ore just os exciflng as the Alps from the Jura or the flrst sight of 
Kangchenjunga from Darjeeling. This view never flres m e and it hod not lost its thrill, 
even though w e were cold, hungry and impoflent Luckily there is nothing to cause 
delay; Pentre Foelos, the Waterloo Bridge at Bettws and o holt of Morgan & Jones 
shop to lay in stocks. Beyond, the road climbs steeply crosses the LIugwy and winds 
through Copel, leaving only the two mile climb up to Helyg, lying snugly between the 
river and the rood 

Helyg hos had three states. The original single hut, probably litfle different from 
when Borrow dismissed it os o 'flithy hovel' hod given place, just before I flrst knew 
it in 1933, to the three-room building with on otflc and a large, but seemly garage on 
the for side of the rood. Then in 1938 Donkin from the heights of the Presidency of fhe 
Club and, to a lesser extent of the Insfltuflon of Civil Engineers, hod sold "Let there be 
light". So now, when w e entered the two others were there cooking their breakfast on 
the electric heaters and the geyser was steoming. Admirable os these new cooking 
arrangements were, I regretted the old fomilior roar of the mossed bottery of 10 
Primus stoves, with oil their accompanying ritual of paraffin, petrol ond 'prickers', on 
them, 1 had once cooked for 25 members of the O U M C for 10 days, without com-
ploint from them either, 

1 o m not very cleor what Tony ond 1 did that day; all 1 know is that w e climbed 
somewhere in the Ogwen Valley, but it cannot hove been a very memorable doy 
There wos too much snow for serious climbing, but that w e reached the top of Tryfan 
1 do know, 1 flnd it difficult even on good days to remember more thon the general 
ouflines of climbs, details escape m e or transpose themselves on to other routes. 
This does not worry m e as on inexpert rock-climber; to m e it is more satisfactory to 
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say "ff was a grand day; we climbed Tryfan" than "We mode a new varioflon on the 
Grooved ArSte, descended from Belle Vue Terrace and finished off with the troverse 
under heavy rain, but w e didn't go to the top," It moy be o feflsh, but I hate not 
visiflng the summit of a mountoin on which I hove been climbing. And I hove seldom 
been so shocked as by the legendary story of H M Kelly climbing his brilliont series 
of new routes of Scafell for five years or so before, under persuosion, actually going 
to the top 

I do remember, too, that w e did not visit the Milestone Buttress on this particu­
lar day The Milestone seldom gets its due. Because it is an easy climb, because it is 
worn white with scratches, because ff is popular and hackneyed, the climbing intel­
ligentsia doss it with all other best-sellers, yet that if is on excellent climb is offen 
overlooked by the beginner w h o cannot believe that his flrst climb con have been 
anything but trivial compored with his later triumphs. Like its discoverers, the Abrahams, 
it is too offen dismissed with a shrug which refuses to acknowledge that these lo­
quacious brothers hod o finer eye for o sound climb than any other of the pioneers. 
Its supreme merits ore its variety crock, chimney slob and ridge in a short spoce, its 
accessibility and its splendid rock It is the ideal infroducflon both to rock-climbing 
and to Tryfan. Like scores of others, ff was m y flrst climb, but I honour it for more than 
senflmenfol reasons. 

ff w e were on Tryfan, ff is not unreasonable to suppose that w e visited the Belle 
Vue Terrace os I never willingly missed it if I wos on the mountain. It is one of those 
places which hove o special niche in one's memory and affecflons, not so much for 
specific associaflons os from their intrinsic self, their very being where they ore. The 
hidden pools on top of Hoysfocks is another of them. So is the Westmorland Coirn on 
Great Gable and Ling Crog on Crummock Woter, oil of these hove pleasant - and 
unpleasant - associations, but oil sufficientiy unique without that reinforcement The 
Terrace is the finest spot in North Wales, o minioture 'Rue des Bicydettes', 30 square 
feet of security in a vertical world. Getflng there, one's feet dangling down the North 
Buffress (which Ivon Waller once climbed so quickly that o portoble gramophone on 
the Terrace had time to ploy only one record) and easier rock above one gets that 
splendid feeling of remoteness which is not isolation, from the world and its troubles, 
a remoteness even greater than on top of o high peak in a mist for the one link with 
the world, the white strip of the Holyhead rood far below, makes the remoteness 
more deflnite by its very presence. Of course, the Terrace is crowded with memories, 
I took Nigel up there on his flrst climb when he was 13 with James Fisher and John 
Gosk I took Johnny Shaw from fhe works on his flrst one, a year loter in 1936, and he 
didn't like the lost 12ff of traverse. I hove bosked in the sun and huddled in the rain; 
this flme there w a s o sprinkling of snow and w e did not stay long, but pushed on up 
to A d o m ond Eve on top. 

The Brisfly Ridge and indeed all the Glyders are of their best under snow, for 
the shapeless hillsides take shape under it, the rubble of boulders ore hidden and 
the Cosfle of the Winds is transformed from a prickly stone-heap into on abstract 
composiflon of fontasflc beauty I think that this March Tony and I found the head of 
Twll Du and descended easily to C w m Idwol, but on o previous visit when Alan was 
with us w e hod missed the place in the mist and going down the wrong slope were 
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for down into the Llanberis Valley before we got below the mist ond found out our 
mistake and trudged up to Gorphwysfa to catch on opportune bus back to Copel. 
C w m Idwol is 0 grim place; it seems to get so liffle sun ond the old legend that no 
birds fly over the LIugwy though not literolly true in fact, is frequenfly borne out in 
procflce ond is in keeping with the spirit of the place. The Slobs have more memories 
even than Tryfan - on elaborate cofs-crodle of ropes, porfles and beginners on the 
flrst day of on Oxford meet or standing on on exiguous hold with Dovid wresfling 
with the crux of the Piton Route muttehng "I must be like o Russian" presumably on 
allusion to the Planned Approach for it certainly seemed like flve years whilst I clung 
to that hold. Tales too of the Mallory girls running down the Ordinary Route whilst 
their mother exhorted them from the bottom not "to be careful" but "hurry or w e will 
miss the train," Away of the head of the c w m ore the rather indeflnite cliffs of Glyder 
Fawr which hove o special niche for m e becouse of my flrst lead there on my second 
day's rock-climbing. David and I were leff out, so nervously tossed up for the lead 
which I won and led him up o theoreflcol Central Route to my own amazement and 
inflnite exhiloroflon, I only once led him again. 

I hove olwoys felt sorry I hove been so litfle on the Cornedds, but my few visits 
there hove oil been good. A solitary walk from Copel took m e over. Pen Llithrig and 
Pen y Helgi Du to another of these 'places' like the Terrace, I mean the litfle grassy 
col above Ffynnon LIugwy 

The mock Oxford internotional expedition to Pen yr Olen Wen wos in heavy 
snow with Senor Gorco di Guono, M Cox, Oleg Poluninn the White Russian and 
James Fisher the Red ond myself as leader. Alf Pollock from America and John Ryle 
represenflng the Briflsh, is onother memory, luckily immortalised by the camera. But 
best of all, I think of those flrst four days which culminated in on oll-doy oscent of the 
Greof Gully of Croig yr Ysfo with Andy d'Aeth, David and Ralph Hope; a really m e m o ­
rable day for us and one which flnally and completely bound m e to the mountains, ff 
hod the ment of geffing progressively better oil day culminaflng in the greot cove 
pitch and emerging on to the summit of Llewelyn just before a glorious sunset Even 
so there wos still flme fo visit Carnedd Dafydd and race the dorkness down the long 
slopes, aiming at the solitary light from Helyg, 

Helyg - the impressions ore too numerous to menflon, but it is os a haven, os 
the solitary light seen in the dork from the hillside that is the insistent impression ond 
I would not have it otherwise, I enjoy discomfort in the mountains only if I know there 
is food and o flre somewhere of the end. Other mountain reminiscences so often talk 
of happy evenings yarning round the flre and so forth, but I have olwoys found the 
business of preparing and eoflng o big meal takes so long thot I a m ready for bed 
and too tired to talk As for reading that is impossible except in very bod weother; ten 
to one the books that ore religiously packed, the Oxford Verse, Tristram Shandy or 
whatever it is return slighfly bent, but quite unread; mosfly certainly the mountain 
onthologies do. If one reods of oil it is the climbing guide or that masterpiece, the 
Helyg Log. Good folk there is, but it is rare. Richard Bell dotes his flrst move to fhe left 
from 0 long evening at Helyg when Jock Longland and James Fisher argued out fhe 
Brave N e w World, I remember that evening, but I did not take port - I w a s woshing 
up and getflng tomorrow's food ready 
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After experiences as o prisoner, one likes to think that one will pay more atten-
flon to food after the war. I doubt it There is so litfle time either to prepare before­
hand or when you are actually there. Certainly there was o certain monotony about 
our mountain cooking, but w e didn't care provided there was plenty Helyg wos 
better than camping, for you were within reach of Hughes and Jones at Betws and 
Gwern-y-gof Isof supplied milk But even there, sausages, baked beans and fried 
beans were the staple meal, followed by flnned fruit 

During the 1935 O U M C . meet I wos messing for 25 for 10 days. I remember we 
bought 30 big cartons of Force ond the town of Betws' weekly supply of sausages as 
it came off the train, passing through w e hod fold them to start cuffing bacon and 
when w e returned in on hour, the pile had reached the counter and the machine 
was red hot but it was oil gone in a few days, 

Sunday morning was flne os I ron down to fhe stream (the marshy ground 
squelching under my feefl and wos in and out as quickly as possible. W e drove 
round to Pen-y-Poss to try the Horseshoe, Quite fronkly the day is o blank; I cannot 
even remember which way round w e went That hardly matters because both ore 
good, occording to your point of view. Those who like to get up quick and linger 
slowly home naturally flnish over Lliwedd. The slow storters who keep the climax to 
the end reverse this and from fhe fop of Crib Goch con run down to the inn. The ideal 
is to begin with a good climb of Lliwedd and not reoch Snowdon All soy six on o 
summer evening, when the crowds hove gone and the mist has cleared. But, by 
whatever route ond under any condiflons it is o great wolk 

On my second Oxford meet w e did our best to wreck the railway and I know 1 
carried o loose roil down to Llyn Du'r Arddu where I planted it on the litfle knoll; it 
may sflll be there. David hos recorded his feelings at hearing the clonk-clonk of the 
metal on the scree, when he was struggling with the crux of Longland's Climb on 
that extroordinory day W e had left the cars at the 'Snowdon Ronger' and the four 
experts: John Hoylond, David, Alan ond Ion Seroillier tried the climb armed only with 
some toftered typescript notes, whilst Oleg Polunin ond I wandered over to the For 
West Buftress. At six they were still below the crux; of seven I was on top, rother 
worried os the sun went down. During the long hours whilst the lights of Llonberis 
came on, then graduolly went out, leaving a sense of unutterable loneliness ond 
isolaflon, Oleg and I clambered obout the upper buttress flII eventually one rope 
reached John and the leading three joined us, Anthony hod long been left below the 
crux; w e could heor him singing. The moon helped us down the snow of the eost 
terrace to where he could, with greot difficulty be got down, then o weary re-oscent 
of the terroce as the mist descended and I earned o permanent reputaflon os o 
route finder by leading them off the mountain and bock to the inn. It was three when 
w e met the rescue porty near Pen-y-Gwryd and four before John fell asleep in his 
soup ot Helyg. It is the one rock-climb I really wont to do and the one that I really 

dread doing. 
Snowdonia is not oil North Wales; the ouflying climbs, the Great Slab on C w m 

Silyn for instance ore still neglected os well as Edward's beffer flnds in Llanberis 
Valley and elsewhere. Perhaps the new guidebooks will act os o decenfrolising agency 
offer the war. There ore plenty of summits to visit yet, in porflculor the elegont Moel 
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Hebog over Beddgelert Its counterpart Moel Siobod is o splendid off-doy mountain; 
it was this one that Nigel, oged 13, climbed alone and to prove his ascent to doubt­
ing elder brothers produced a photo featuring the cairn ond one of his feet North 
Woles is more forfunote in ifs low-lying wet day climbs, Littie Tryfan, the Teyrn Bluffs 
and the unique recesses of Lockwood's Chimney Awoy to the south and in full view 
ore the Moelywyns and the thin ridge of Cnicht, badly mis-nomed 'the Welsh Matter­

horn', but on admirable mountain. 
On Easter Sunday in 1937 w e could pick out from its summit the skiers on the 

South Face of Snowdon. There is fhe long low hills of Lleyn which look so enflcing in 
the evening sun and fhe walk from Cornedd Llewelyn north to the seo. In fact, I only 
know 0 handful of these North Welsh hills. The Arons, Berwyns, Arenigs ore names 
ond skylines; there is plenty yet to do but I hove one outstanding memory - Cader 
Idris. The approach is different I remember a rendezvous and vast breakfast of 
Welshpool ond the great pass obove Dinas M o w d d w y Certoinly the ascent of Coder 
from the south is splendid, the cool green of the miniature alps and the sudden turn 
into the wildness round Llyn y Cae. 

I think of it OS 0 summer mountain, probably porfly as o result of Arnold Lunn's 
chapter on his accident Most of all I remember a winter drive home ond the sense of 
plunging into the unknown as w e suddenly turned off the road of Bola and headed 
up 0 very steep hill, which led on to the most barren of moorlands; it was dusk and 
our lights were failing and I felt miles from onywhere; it wasn't flII w e reached the 
friendly shelter of the King's Arms ot Bridgnorth that I felt 'safe'. I get the some feeling 
whenever I leave North Woles in the later offernoon or evening, I got it this flme os 
Tony ond I drove east and the darkness chased us down to Llangollen, an irroflonal 
desire to get home quickly to get out of Wales, over the border, through the marshes 
and only putflng the Severn behind m e ot Bridgnorth puts it at rest 
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In our consumer dominated, media influenced world, the term genius is so overused 
as to have become meaningless. The term has become devalued and yet Briflsh 
climbing has produced its shore: M u m m e r y Herford, Kirkus, Dolphin and Brown spring 
fo mind and the modern period hos produced the likes of Livesey, Littlejohn, 
Cuthbertson and Dowes all advancing the g o m e with great skill and desire. It is 
now forty yeors since w e lost o key flgure from that select group. The brilliant and 
enigmoflc Robin Smith whose outstanding ability both on rock and ice leff o legacy 
of wonderful routes thot substonflolly upped the onte in fhe Scotflsh mountains. Not 
only was Robin astonishingly giffed os o climber and explorer of new routes, but he 
also possessed an outstanding intellect and on obility os a writer that has conflnued 
to inspire the generoflons that hove followed him. Sadly, his potenflal os o man was 
never to be realised. On his first visff to the great ranges in the summer of 1962, he 
was killed with Wiff Noyce whilst descending Pik Gormo in the Pamirs. Robin was sflll 
only twenty-three. At fhe flme of his death, he was regarded os probably the flnest 
mountaineer to come out of Scofland since Harold Roeburn. His influence was enor­
mous and is still felt to this day 

Robin Smith was born in India in 1938. His family was based there at the flme 
as his father was working for fhe government as o novol architect The family re­
turned to Scofland offer the war and resetfled in the Edinburgh area. Robin was 
educated of George Watson's Boys College, where he gained a reputoflon for daring 
and unconvenflonol behaviour as well as academic ability In his later school years 
he took to hill-wolking and then to rock-climbing with great enthusiasm, and by the 
flme he leff school in the summer of 1956, he already hod on extensive knowledge 
of fhe Scoffish mountains. He developed rapidly as a rock-climber, soon moving up 
to the top levels of the doy While sflll of school, Robin met Jimmy Marshall who was 
to be a very sfrong influence on his development os o climber. The Morsholl brothers, 
Jimmy and Ronnie were key flgures in a renaissance of Edinburgh climbing that hod 
long been overdue. Their enthusiasm and drive rubbed off on Robin, and was later to 
also lead the way for Dougal Haston, who was also to be associated with Robin. 

By the summer of 1956, Robin was already climbing Very Severe routes (the 
then full weight Scoffish version of fhe grade) and was a regulor visitor to the crags of 
The Cobbler ond Glencoe. Academically he hod done very well at school, ond thot 

107 



'The Adventures of Wheech' 

108 



The Adventures of Wheech' 

autumn he went to Edinburgh University to study philosophy Just before storflng ot 
university Robin hod on odventure on Ben Nevis that was to demonstrate his in­
creasing ambition ond drive, and was to form the basis for one of his best known 
essays. That September he set off with two motes to climb Route 1 on Corn Deorg 
Buttress. With that quickly disposed of, they turned their ottention to The Crack, Arnold 
Carsten's hard route on Roeburn's Buttress. The climb proved to be a rather flerce 
one and it had a mean reputaflon. The remainder of the porty were able to retreot 
when things got too difficult, but Robin was benighted holfwoy up the route. He 
spent the night on a small ledge ond m o d e his escape the following morning, deter­
mined to ovoid the ignominy of being rescued. Those at the CIC hut hod clearly been 
worried, but this character-forming episode ended with no ill effects for Robin, He 
subsequenfly wrote about his experiences in an essoy for the E U M C Journal called 
'Twenty Four Hours', As o piece, it is wonderfully corefree and humorous and points 
the way forward for his later wriflng: 'You rush off upwords, but os you rush you feel 
the wall swing smoothly through 30 degrees, and then you aren't rushing any more 
but are strung up on nasty liffle overhangs topped by the litfle sloping ledges „' 

Robin seems to hove warmed to University life quickly ond he soon m o d e a 
major impact within the mountoineering club. His olreody considerable ability and 
strength of character soon emerged, and he became o key figure in what was ot the 
flme 0 focus of climbing talent that was to include chorocters like Dougal Haston, 
Andy Wightmon and Robin Campbell. The Edinburgh University club at that fime wos 
to be OS influenflol as that thot grew up at Leeds in the 1970s, and it mode o sub-
stanflol contribuflon to dimbing both in Scotiand and the Alps. Wriflng in the S M C 
Journal, Jimmy Marshall described Robin of this flme superbly: 'City wise, he was to 
be found clod in short Italian jacket, with trousered legs orrogonfly bowed and taper­
ing dynamically into once-pointed mangled suedes Bonono flngered hands, o quiz­
zical smile 'What line todoy?' and the odd scor or two and you hod Smith, Ready for 
anything, on extended 'jor'; o feost of jazz, o midnight slog over the Penflonds or the 
all-night study Being truly nocturnal, most of his studies were done of night and, for 
that maffer, a great percentage of his climbing'. 

The spring of 1957 sow the stort of Robin's new routes, with his audacious 
lead of Blockhead on Gorbh Bheinn. Climbed with Victor Burton, this steep bold route 
sflll worronts at El groding, ond is both strenuous and serious. It wos to be the first of 
more than 40 new routes in Scofland over the next flve yeors. Later that year Robin 
added new routes on Arran, The Cobbler flhe hard Glueless Groove] and on Skye 
More significantiy that summer Robin mode his first trip to the Alps forming o part­
nership with the experienced Jim Clorkson, It was o good infroducflon for Robin ond 
he climbed two porticulorly flne routes, the Mer de Glace Face on fhe Grepon, and 
the South Ridge of the Aiguille Noire de Peuterey He olso soloed the North North East 
Ridge of the Aiguille de I'M. That summer olso saw the flrst meeflng of Robin and o 
young schoolboy called Dougal Hoston, Dougol was comping in Glencoe with Jim 
Stenhouse, when Robin approached them and asked if they fancied doing o route. 

Opposite: Frozen in time: Jimmy Marshall's (almost iconici photograph of the young 

Robin Smith 
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Dougal later recalled the event: "We got out of the tent fo flnd o thick-set, medium-
height flgure with incredibly bowed legs. He was dressed in the then fashionable 

oilskin jacket, sou'wester and Wellington boots." 
Robin led them up Revelation on Slime Wall on the Buachaille, a route only put 

up the year before. It w a s on important step for Dougal and fhe beginning of o strong 

but turbulent fliendship with Robin. 
At the end of fhe year Robin m o d e his first new route in winter, with Long 

Chimney on the Cuneiform Buftress on fhe Buachaille Climbed with Derek Leaver, it 
is sflll 0 respectable and steep grade IV ice climb. That winter, Robin gained o lot of 
snow ond ice experience thot was to serve him well in the yeors ahead. In flme he 
was to become a brilliont ice-climber. 

At Eosfer 1958, Robin and Dougal paid a visit to the crags of Snowdonia. If was 
0 wet and windy weekend, os recalled by Richard McHardy: "I'd met Dougal the year 
before in Glen Briffle. He was sfluggling up V Diffs and Severes like the rest of us. He 
hod obviously improved, and hod this very good lad with him, Robin. Despite the 
weather, Robin ended up leading things like Cenotaph Comer, Cemetery Gates, 
Hangover, The Grooves, Diagonal and Sickle. This was very impressive os they were 
all done in poor condiflons." 

Robin's lead of Cenotaph Corner was only obout fhe seventh or eighth ascenf, 
and was o long, dour struggle in very wet condiflons * The thp to Wales established 
Robin's reputoflon, ond with it come fhe reolisoflon thot on rock he was as good os 
anyone around of the flme A few weeks later he travelled down to the Lakes, and 
with Derek Leaver added two new routes in o day on the Eost Buttress of Scafell. 
Leverage was a good route, but Chartreuse wos even flner and both still retain on 
Exfreme grade. 

By the end of June further exploration had resulted in the first ascent of July 
Crack in Glencoe. In oddiflon, Robin hod also produced fhe main port of his flrst 
greot route in Scofland. The climb in quesflon was YoYo. Robin climbed what was to 
be the flrst 120ff of the route with David Hughes, in owful condiflons and completed 
the route fhe following year. The flrst pitch of YoYo is the crux, and it is probobly never 
dry The story goes that Robin climbed it using o towel to try and dry the holds. The 
route became on absolute classic taking a striking line up the North Face of Aonach 
Dubh in Glencoe, A new star had arrived. 

That June olso sow the creotion of perhaps Robin's greatest rock route. 
Shibboleth on Slime Wall on Buachaille Eflve Mor. Robin hod looked of the line for 
some time and produced o brilliant route of great boldness (for the flme) and ex­
treme difficulty Shibboleth takes the prominent groove line up Slime Woll above the 
start of Raven's Gully. It is o highly impressive place and this climb more than most 
soys much about Robin's mental sfrength and determinaflon. The flrst ascent was 
marked by on Occident to Robin's partner on the route, Andrew Froser, who suffered 
0 broken leg on one of fhe upper pitches, A ribald rescue followed through the night 
before Andrew mode if fo hospitol. Shibboleth was a climb of the highest technical 
level of the day and wos porflculorly notoble for its poor level of protecflon. In the 

* Later immortalised in Tony Smythe's Rockcllmbers in Action in Snowdonia. 
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opinion of some, if was the hardest route in Bhtain at the flme. Modern protection 
has only slighfly tamed Shibbolefh, and even today the current E2 grade is thought to 
be harsh by some. If was to be many years before the route was frequently climbed, 
and ff has scared a lot of people. 

Robin returned to Chamonix that summer and picked off o couple of top qual­
ify rock routes. With Trevor Jones, he made the second complete ascent of the Brown-
Whiilans route on the Blaifl6re in two days, taking odvonfoge of good weather, Trevor 
remembered an amusing incident where they were preparing for o bivouac and he 
noflced that Robin didn't hove a duvet Robin simply replied: "It's Dougal's turn to use 
if this week.' He also teamed up with Morty Smith fo moke o swiff ascenf of the West 
Face of fhe Dru. These two climbs effecflvely placed Robin in the forefront of Briflsh 
alpinism at that fime. 

An interesflng feature of Robin's student life was the friendship he developed 
with the veteran of the Brenva Face and Nonda Devi T Graham Brown. Brown was 
already well into his 70s when he and Robin flrst met and was the E U M C Vice 
President He had o house in Manor Place, Edinburgh where he lived in some chaos 
together with numerous lodgers, almost always people associated with the Univer­
sity mountaineering club. Brown took a great interest in the acflvifles of fhe club, and 
became a mentor to Robin. He became increasingly eccentric as he grew older and 
Robin enjoyed his company enormously Brown possessed o large library ond o 
great knowledge of fhe Alps, which he readily passed on fo fhe club members 

In the early port of 1959 Robin mode two notable winter ascents on Ben Nevis 
with Dick Holt In January they climbed the serious Tower Face of C o m b Buffress, and 
then followed that with the flrst winter oscent of the Orion Face. Later thot summer 
Robin produced appropriate finishing pitches for both YoYo and Shibboleth in Glen­
coe, but fhe great events of that year come later. That summer Robin returned to 
Chomonix, ond with fhe fellow Scot Gunn Clorke succeeded in making the first Brifish 
ascent of fhe Walker Spur on fhe Grand Jorasses. They reached the top of this mag­
nificent route just a day ahead of a team composed of Don Whillans, Hamish 
Maclnnes, Les Brown ond John Streefly The ascents by fhe two teams represented o 
huge psychologicol breakthrough for Briflsh Alpinists such wos fhe status of the route 
at that flme. ff was a fine achievement by Robin and Gunn, and Robin later recorded 
it in his essay for fhe E U M C Journal 'Wolkering in the Alps'. 

'... and w e come out on the finol crest of fhe spur running up info the Pointe 
Walker, ff cut like o knife down either side, and clouds were blowing out above us 
over the summff ridge. Someflmes it looked like 100 feet, someflmes like 1000, then 
we were info and over the cornice, wolllowing in soff snow and out of France info 

Italy'. 
Full of ombiflon, Robin headed for Grindelwald and o rendezvous with Dougol 

Hoston fo climb fhe North Wall of the Eiger (of thot flme without o Briflsh ascent) Alas 
if was not to be; Dougal hod all his gear stolen and returned home much to Robin's 
annoyance, ff was probably this incident that led to the tension between them, when 
they teamed up that September to moke the flrst ascent of The Bat on Corn Dearg, 
Ben Nevis. By all accounts the climb was on epic ond, for fhe flme, very hard and 
strenuous (it is sflll graded E2 more than 40 years on.) The climb became the subject 
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Above: The first two teams to climb the Walker Spur on the Grandes Jorasses, photo­
graphed in Courmayeur in August 1959. L to R: Don Whillans, Les Brown, Robin Smith. 
Gunn Clarke and John Streetly The photo was possibly taken by the other team 
member Hamish Macinnes and is reproduced here by courtesy of Audrey Whillans. 
Of the group, only Brown and Maclnnes are still alive. 

of what is probably Robin's best known essay The Bat and the Wicked' published in 
the S M C Journal. English raiders hod olreody put up Sassenach (1954) and Centurion 
(1956) on this superb buttress, so Scoffish pride wos ot stake. Robin fakes up the 
story OS Dougol is having on epic, and shouts that he is coming off: 'It began under 
control OS the bit of news "I'm off', but it must hove caught in the wind, for it grew like 
0 wailing siren to o blood curdling screom os a block and bot-like shape come 
hurfling over the roof with legs splayed like webbed wings ond bonds hooked like a 
vampire', Sflll regarded os mean, strenuous ond awkward, the flrst ascent of The Bat 
wos onother greot effort and was to become the subject of on excellent film mode in 
1979 by Jim Curran ond Tony Riley 

Thot some month, Robin partnered John Cunninghom of the Creog Dubh to 
produce the bold Lang Wait on the Etive Slabs. This flne route is still graded E2 and 
contains o lot of 5b climbing in its 700ff, Whot o team though, Cunninghom and 
Smith, The events of that summer flrmly placed Robin in the top echelon of Briflsh 
climbing both of home, ond in the Alps. 

The winter of 1959/60 was quite o hard one in the Scotflsh highlands and 
good snow and ice conditions occurred for several weeks. In the February Robin 
spent a week at the CIC hut with Jimmy Morsholl climbing on Ben Nevis. It was to be 
0 week that re-deflned the art of Scotflsh winter climbing and the pressure was on 
OS Jimmy was to be married the following month. They started with the flrst ascenf of 
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Great Chimney on Tower Ridge (o tough Grade IVI. The following day (Sundoy) sow 
the flrst ascenf of Minus Three Gullly (IV) followed by a moonlight descent lo Ihe hut 
The next day they dimbed fhe excellent Gardyloo Buttress (VI sharing one axe! This 
brilliant route was not repeated for 11 years. On the Tuesday, they mode the flrst 
winter ascenf of Roeburn's Route on Observatory Butfress (IVI o porticulorly steep ice 
route, but even better w a s to follow. The following day offer a late stort, they stormed 
up Point Five Gully fo make fhe second ascent in only seven hours, Affer the conten-
flous first ascent, Scoffish pride was restored. This was followed by o day off; o walk 
over the Grey Corries in o blizzard, Spean Bridge, the pub and near orrest They 
returned fo fhe CIC by midnight On the Friday they mode the flrst winter ascent of 
Pigott's Route on C o m b Buftress (hard IVI, but had saved the best for lost On the 
Saturday they m o d e fhe flrst winter oscent of Orion Face Direct (VI one of the great 
Scoffish winter routes. Hard climbing, difficult route flnding, poor stances ond beloys 
combined with an Alpine scale m o d e this o four de force by two brilliont climbers. 
Winter climbing in Britoin was never fhe some again; their efforts that week repre­
sented perhaps fhe highest level of step cutflng technique. Their experiences thot 
week resulted in some outstanding wriflng on fhe subject Robin's 'The Old M a n and 
the Mountains' wriffen for the E U M C Journal is full of humour ond obvious respect for 
Jimmy Marshall's ability os on ice climber. Marshall's own 'Garde de Glace' and 
'Orion Face' (both wriffen for the S M C Journal) ore as flne, ond moke gripping and 
entertaining reoding. The following month, Robin m o d e the second oscent of Zero 
Gully, with Dougal Hoston and Andy Wightmon. 

The flme is perhaps oppropriote to touch briefly on the subject of Robin os o 
writer. His series of pieces for both the E U M C Journol and the S M C Journal ore one of 
the treasures of Briflsh mountain wriflng. His writing has o delighfful, youthful ur­
gency but thot is bolonced with o steody objectivity and ready humour stressing the 
importance of having o good time, whatever the circumstances. There is never o hint 
of egotistical comment, but rather Robin tends to under stote the offen desperate 
situations that form the seffings for his essoys. There is o strong orgument for his 
work to be published together one doy for it repays constant re-reading, and for 
someone so young, its quality is outstanding. 

The summer of 1960 sow Robin establish some more new routes on Scottish 
rock Notable omong these were Thunder Rib on Skye, Gob on Cormore Crog dimbed 
with Dougal Haston and the bold Marshall's Wall in Glencoe. Later that summer, 
Robin returned to the Alps and m o d e an important ascent in the Oberland. Climbing 
with Brian Wokefleld, he m o d e the flrst Briflsh ascent of the very serious Welzenbach 
Route on the Gross Fiescherwand. They hod on epic on this, and it led to the wriflng 
of one of Robin's best-loved pieces 'Goofy's Last Climb'. Despite the title, Robin's 
partner that doy sflll climbs hard. Robin also attempted the unclimbed South East 
Face of fhe Fou with Joe Brown and Dennis Gray but they were unsuccessful. That 
summer Robin also climbed with o group of Russian climbers who were visiflng 
Scofland. This was to resuff in an invifoflon fo climb in the Pamirs in two yeors flme. 

The following yeor (19611 was to be o litfle more subdued for Robin, os his 
efforts went into compleflng his University course that summer. He achieved o good 
degree, and gained o place of London University to study for a PhD starting in the 
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autumn of 1962, In climbing terms Robin's best effort that summer was the flrst as­
cent of 6/g Top on Aonach Dubh in Glencoe, climbed with Jimmy Gardner. This su­
perb and open climb remains one of the flnest in the valley and has delighted 
hundreds of climbers over the yeors. That summer Robin travelled out to Zermoff 
where he and Dougal attempted the North Face of fhe Matterhorn, They mode very 
ropid progress up the route, but ended up refreoflng as a storm came in. On the 
descent they met Toni Hiebler, who went on to make the flrst winter ascent of fhe 
Eigerwand. Hiebler noflced that Robin and Dougol were wearing thin sweaters and 
jeans and coined the phrase 'Dos blue jeans' fo describe Briflsh Climbers. The term 
stayed in use throughout fhe 60s and reflected some Conflnental opinions about the 
irreverence of British Alpinists of the flme! 

Undeterred by fhe Matterhorn experience, Robin and Dougal headed east to 
the Dolomites, There they mode the flrst Briflsh ascent of the very difficuff and long 
Swiss-Italian Direct on the Cimo Ovest They hod two cold bivouocs on the route, but 
it wos a flne achievement for the flme ond formed the subject of Robin's fole 'Snakes 
and Ladders'. Thot autumn sow more new routes in Scotiand, including fhe excellent 
Clean Sweep on Hell's Lum Crog in the Cairngorms, climbed with Grohom Tiso, and 
Boggle on early Extreme on Ben Eighe in Torridon, climbed with Andy Wightmon. 

Robin spent much of the winter of 1961-2 working as o hospital porter. A winter 
trip to Chamonix with Dougal proved fruifless, os neither of them could ski. In fhe 
spring he almost grobbed the flrst ascent of Central Pillar on the Esk Buttress (climbed 
two weeks loter by Pete Crew and Mike Owen), Robin, accompanied by Ronnie 
Morsholl, Jim Moriorty and Grohom Tiso, hod got a long way up the route but was 
defeofed by failing light and hod to retreat 

Robin hod been selected for a Briflsh expediflon to the Pomirs Range in Rus-
sio, that summer. The team was led by John Hunt, and included Malcolm Slesser, 
Wilf Noyce, Joe Brown, Ion McNaught Davis and Ted Wronghom. In April 1962, Robin 
mode his lost contribuflon to climbing in Glencoe with fhe very hord Girdle Traverse 
of the North Face of Aonach Dubh. Climbed over a number of days with Dougal 
Haston, Robin Compbell and Neil Mocniven, this was something of on epic with ifs 
shore of poor rock and great exposure. In June, just before his departure for the 
Pamirs, Robin teamed up with Dovey Agnew to climb the very flne Needle on Shelter 
Stone Crog. It was to be his lost new route, and is a porflculorly flne one in a majesflc 
setflng, o fltflng culminoflon to a superb period of exploroflon, 

Alos tragedy was to strike early in the Pamirs expediflon. Robin ond Wilf were 
descending with two Russion climbers offer o successful ascent of Pik Gormo, The 
Russions stopped to put on crompons, while Robin and Wiff roped up and conflnued 
their descent Soon offer, they both fell 4,000 feet to on ice shelf below where they 
were buried two days loter Wilf, a cousin of Colin Kirkus, was in his lote 40s ond hod 
intended this to be his lost expediflon, Robin was sflll only 23 at fhe flme of his 
death, 

Affer the expediflon, Eugene Gippenreiter, one of fhe principle mountaineers 
from Russia wrote to the Alpine Club and the SMC: 'It is with courage that Mrs M C B 
Smith met the news about the tragic death of her son Robin in fhe Pamirs, She wrote 
to her friends in Moscow that she was not rich and hod only o small house but there 
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would always be o bed for one or two Soviet climbers in her house'. 
ff is the brevity of Robin's life that leaves one wondering what might hove 

been. His ability, fltness and drive were fhe equal of anyone of that time. Had he 
taken up his post of London University as planned, it is likely that he would hove 
soon gravitated towards winter climbing in fhe Alps and the history of climbing in 
Wales (porflculorly on Gogorfhl might also hove been very different He and Dougal 
Haston were planning to climb the North Wall of the Eiger on Robin's return from 
Russia, ond the future was full of opportunifles. Dougal was deeply upset by Robin's 
death. He went on to become perhaps Britain's flnest mountaineer, with the Eiger 
Direct, Annapurna and Everest leoding to world fame. In o strange w a y on important 
port of Robin's legacy w a s fhe obvious influence he hod on his mote Dougal. Sadly, 
Dougal was to die while sflll only in his 30s skiing off-piste in Switzerland in 1977 

Robin's nicknome, Wheech, seems fo date from his flme at University and is 
strangely appropriate. He would be 62 now, but the face that stares bock from Jimmy 
Marshall's excellent portraff is not only questioning, but is eternally young. His loss 
as 0 climber and as o writer is beyond measure and this is reflected by the esteem 
in which his memory is sflll held. To conclude, I can do no beffer than use the affec­
tionate words of fhe E U M C Journol in describing Robin: 'His achievements were sec­
ondary to his enthusiasm for the hills. He wos ocflve nearly every weekend regard­
less of condiflons, whether making marathon hillwolks, repelling Sassenachs in the 
rain, or cuffing steps up Tower Cleff with the CIC coal shovel. The mood of happy 
disorgonisoflon in which he climbed is reflected in his orflcles. Wriffen in on original 
and humorous style, they reveal his chorocfer for better than any eulogy Even wriflng 
these lines, one con hear his sardonic laughter'. 

Particular thanks to Robin Campbell, Ken Crocket, Jimmy Cruickshonk, Dennis Gray 
and Jimmy Marshall. 
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E u s t a c e T h o m a s : 

M a n c h e s t e r 

M o u n t a i n e e r 

Steve D e a n 

'I have been accused, too, of rushing things; but if one begins a long Alpine pro­
gramme at fiffy-four years of age there surely is no time to waste'. 

Eustace Thomas (19281 

Despite having climbed, walked and run in the High Peok for many years, nothing 
hod prepared m e for fhe depth of foflgue I was now experiencing, A party of four of 
us were some 35 miles into on April circuit of the infamous Derwent Watershed o 40-
mile bog trot over the roughest and highest hills of fhe Peak district ff was turning 
dork OS w e laboured along the M o m Tor-Lose Hill ridge and I for one desperotely 
wanted to be bock ot the cor down of the Yorkshire Bridge, Some hours ago, in the 
depths of Bleoklow, I hod mode o strong mental note that 40-mile bog trots across 
Howden, Bleoklow and Kinder with a 'sack and big boots, were just too tough for me. 
Someone's bright ideo that it would be perfect Alpine troining wos now being roundly 
cursed. Later, os w e collapsed into the pub and the glow of ochievement arrived, I 
began to recall the wonderful loneliness of much of the route and started to wonder 
about its origins. 

Some iniflal research told m e that the Derwent Wotershed Wolk wos the inven­
flon of Eustace Thomas of the Manchester Rucksack Club and that he flrst did the 
route in 1918 when he was olreody in his 50s, Eustace hod my profound admiraflon; 
oil w e hod to do wos houl ourselves around the route. In his doy he and his com­
panions would also hove been busy dodging gomekeepers for much of the way 
Further delving on my part revealed what on extraordinary mountoineer and charac­
ter Eustace Thomas was. 

He was born in London, in 1869, one of o large family and his fother worked as 
0 fox inspector, Eustoce spent much of his boyhood in Botferseo ond attended fhe 
City of London School, Later he became o student ot Finsbury Technical College walk­
ing from Botferseo to Finsbury and bock every day with his brother Bertram. Whilst of 
the college, where he obtoined a good degree and loter o lecturing post, he was a 
contemporory of Owen Glynne Jones, In his eorly life he appeared to hove no interest 
in mountoineering, but oil this was to change when at the oge of 32 he moved up to 
Monchester to join his brother Bertrom who was setflng up in business as on elecfri-
col engineer and contractor. They were later joined by another brother Frank, and 
Bertram Thomas (Engineers) Ltd was to become highly successful in the years ahead. 
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The company was porflcularly involved in the design and manufacture of heavy 
swifchgeor and their equipment come to be used all over the world. Eustoce's role 
was to devise methods of dealing with the constant flow of customers' problems 
and fo organise the workshops to deol with them. He hod consideroble scienflflc 
talent and great mental energy which enabled him to moke o greot contribuflon to 
the development of the company In due course he was reworded with a comfort­
able income that enabled him to trovel and pursue his many interests. 

By the flme Eustace hod reoched his late 30s, he was seriously overworking 
and his health was suffering. He hod digesflve problems ond trouble with his feet 
and ff seemed thot the ravages of middle age were upon him. He responded iniflally 
by faking up race walking, and trained himself to become o good competitor. How­
ever, in 1909 when Eustace was already 40 o friend introduced him to the Manches­
ter Rucksack Club and it was to transform his life. Initially his activity on the hills was 
quite limited although it did include some visits to the Alps, but gradually he become 
more involved with fhe activities of the club and wos introduced to it's traditions of 
hard walking on the Pennine moors. Despite already being in his lote 40s, a flome 
was ignited in Eustace and he rapidly became fhe hardest hill-wolker around. In 1918 
he and Normon Begg repeated Cecil Dowson's Colne-Buxton walk of over 50 miles 
in under 18 hours ond this was the beginning of many such hard efforts. 

The long-legged Eustace approached bog troffing in a scienflflc ond logical 
manner. He spent much flme studying the terrain of prospecflve routes, but great 
core was olso token over matters of diet and light footwear. This ottenflon to detail 
was to serve him particularly well, os he turned his ottention to the higher mountoins 

both in Britain and loter the Alps, 
Following the Colne-Buxton frip. Eustace planned ond executed the classic 

bog trot of fhe Denwent Watershed, which was ochieved in the autumn of 1918. In 
High Peak Eric Byne ond Geoff Suffon described the event thus: 

'His next greot feat wos occomplished with Norman Begg, Aff Schonning, Williom 
Wolker and Bill Humphrey when they planned and executed the Derwent Watershed 
walk, one of the stiffest and most notable bog trots in the Pennines. It is rough 
moorland from stort to flnish, exceptionally wild in character, and according to Tho­
mas "included some very sharp corners " The disfonce of thirty-seven and o half 
miles gives no indication of the toughness of the course. They storted from the York­
shire Bridge Inn near Bomford of 5 am. The route lay over the summff of Win Hill, 
down into the Hope-Edole valley up again to Lose Hill, then olong the M o m Tor ridge 
and Rushup Edge to Kinderlow, then down the Kinder river to the downfoll. Next one 
of the shorp corners led to Mill Hill, Ahop Head, Featherbed Top and the Snake Rood. 
At this point the porty were all together ond oheod of schedule, but Bleoklow as 
always, was the crux. Despite good weather the long crossing by way of Bleaklow 
Head, Bleoklow Stones, Swain's Heod and Rocking Stones to Margery Hill took its toll 
of energy The porty began fo log, ond Thomas, sflll occomponied by the cheery 
Norman Begg, began fo forge ahead. Round Howden Chest they swept steadily on, 
then crossed to Strines Edge and the Sheffield Rood They trotted down the lost steep 
slope to the Yorkshire Bridge inn ot 4.39 p.m., 11 hours 39 minutes offer they hod set 
out, and exocfly 41 minutes ahead of schedule. The remainder of the party arrived 58 
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minutes later' 
The achievement of this very hard course, dodging gamekeepers en route, in 

under 12 hours was consideroble (onyone in doubt is invited fo fry iti. Every February 
fhe Derwent Watershed now forms the route for o tough orienteering event in which 
four-person teams attempt to cover fhe course, largely of night The top teams of 
fellrunners get around in about nine hours ond in summer it has been run consider-
obly quicker than that I think Eustace would have been highly impressed by such 
speed over such unforgiving country 

Encouraged by his experiences on the Pennine moors, Eustoce began to look 
further ofleld and iniflally turned his ottenflon to fhe mountains of Snowdonia, where 
in 1919 he mode what is thought fo be fhe flrst complete round of fhe 14 3,000ff 
summits This tough ouflng of 25 miles is now a classic and much sought offer by 
competent hill-walkers. That some yeor, he also mode his flrst attempt at the Lake 
District Fell Record, which had been established in 1905 by Dr A W Wokefleld. The 
flrst attempt by Eustace ended in foilure, when deprived of the partnership of Nor­
m a n Begg (who departed for fhe USA eorlier that year) he attempted the round alone. 
He succeeded in compleflng Wokefleld's course, but was well outside the 24 hours 
allowed. With typical thoroughness, he set about preparing for o further attempt the 
following summer. This flme, Eustace completed Wokefleld's route in under 22 hours 
but did not regard the record os broken, os the course hod not been extended. 
However, os o consequence of meeflng A W Wokefleld, Eustace was introduced later 
that year to Geoffrey Winthrop Young and fhe two formed o great friendship that was 
to lost unfll Young's death in 1958. Two further attempts were m o d e on the Fell record 
by him in 1921, but were thwarted by bod weather, 

Eustace was flnally successful at extending Wokefleld's record when in June 
1922 he succeeded in covering 66'/^ miles and 25,000ff of ascent within the ollowed 
24 hours. The weather was misty and drizzly for most of the woy but the condiflons 
suited Eustace and he also hod o very good knowledge of the course coupled with 
many months of careful preporoflon. 

In the Rucksack Club Journal the following year, Eustace attempted to put this 
kind of ocflvity into context in reloflon to mountoineering as o whole. There is a 
wisdom ond humility in his words written 76 years ogo: 'ff would appear that this test 
mokes os near on approach to the conditions of the greater mountaineering as this 
country con afford. There ore no new ascents possible, and no glaciers, but there 
were the difficulties of cold, fog, and rain, and of o journey through fhe mountains ot 
night without moon. The course mode o severe coll on enduronce in virtue of the 
great height ascended and the disfonce travelled. Friends acted os porters, and 
carried food and exfros-this being a precedent already established. There was no 
snow of this time of year On other occasions, even this difficulty has been added by 
undertaking o long course in winter and ot night, and meeting very sehous condi­
tions on ground not previously traversed. This is another voriotion of the some gome, 
and is real mountoineering adventure under the conditions ovoilable in England', 

If was 0 very flne achievement by Eustace to improve on Wokefleld's record, 
and he also continued for o further four and half hours to cover a total of 30,000ff of 
oscent This level of performance over the Lokelond Fells was not improved upon 
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unfll June 1932 and the emergence of fhe Keswick fellrunner Bob Grohom. To this 
day the Bob Graham Round, (some 72 miles, 27000 of oscent, over 42 peaks over 
2,00Oft all in 24 hours! remains a hard challenge for fellrunners and requires great 
fltness both physically and mentally 

Following on from fhe Fell Record, Eustace set his sights further afield. In the 
summer of 1923 he mode his flrst serious visit to fhe Alps, already oged 54. Previ­
ously Eustace had enjoyed a number of casual holidays in the Alps, but that year he 
spent five weeks in the mountains and formed a huge attachment fo them. He ac­
quired fhe services of the guides Joseph Knubel and Alexander Logger, ond in the 
course of the holiday climbed 24 major summits. These included the Charmoz, Grepon 
and BlaiflSre done in a single day, and likewise the Jungfrau, Monch and Gross 
Fiesoherhorn. In three hard days, they also troversed the Zinal Rothorn, Dent Blanche 
(by fhe Viereselgrat) and fhe Mofferhom (by the Zmuff Ridge] before returning to 
Zermoff. Eustace's account of thot holiday in the Rucksack Club Journal, mokes ex­
traordinary reading and it is clear that he hod become smitten by the mogic of fhe 
Alps. That year he became a member of fhe Alpine Club and resolved fo return to the 
Alps fhe following yeor. In fhe course of fhe 1923 season, Eustace hod formed o flrm 
friendship, with Joseph Knubel and they were to climb much together in fhe years 
ahead. Eustace's comments about guided climbing are considerate, and honest 'In 
final retrospect, the writer feels some regret at the number of inactive days; there 
were fiffeen or sixteen on which liffle more was done than fo walk up fo a hut A keen 
party of amateurs might hove flffed some of these in and token fhe risk of overdoing 
it It would not have been foir fo expect more from professional guides, whose living 
depends on keeping flt, and who, in any cose, were doing cheerfully o good deol 
more than is of all customary Moreover, the chief guide carried a responsibility from 
which fhe writer was free'. 

Eustace commenced the summer of 1924, by becoming the first person to 
complete fhe Scoffish 4,000ff peaks in 24 hours (using o cor between Fort William 
and fhe Cairngorms) He followed this by returning to the Alps and again procured 
the services of Joseph Knubel. If would seem that fhe suggesflon of doing all the 
4,000m peaks come from Knubel but if was o plan on o grond scole likely fo appeal 
to Eustace. He adopted o list thot hod been compiled by Coptoin Forror and mode 
some oddiflons of his own. Iniflolly he climbed always with Knubel, ond completed 
his flrst list of summits in 1928. One particular highlight that summer, was the climb­
ing of all four great ridges on fhe south side of Mont Blanc (the Brouillord, the 
Innominata, the Peuterey and fhe Brenval in only 13 doys. At that time he and Knubel 
were the first people to troverse them oil, o very fine achievement for fhe fime. 

However, fhe 4,000ers were not quite flnished. Eustace kept on flnding new 
ones that had fo be done and in the meonflme o new route hod been mode on 
Mont Blonc du Tacul linking several points above 4,000m, This climb, the traverse of 
fhe Aiguilles du Diable, was first done in August 1928 ond combined great length 
and isolafion, with technical difficulty and much abseiling, Eustoce hod completed 
all fhe other 4,000m peaks by August 1930, and earlier offempfs of the Aiguilles du 
Diable hod been thwarted by poor condiflons. He hod to waif unfll fhe summer of 
1932, when he was involved in the third ascent of this superb Alpine route. Unable to 
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acquire the services of Joseph Knubel, Eustoce teamed up with the guide Alexander 
Tongwolder, and together they did o training route (albeit a new onel on the Moine. 
From there they obtained good views of fhe Aiguilles du Diable, which appeared in 
reosonoble condiflon. That night of the Montenvers they met fhe Chomonix guide, 
George Cochot who had been on fhe flrst ascent four yeors previously He ogreed to 
join them and they set off up fhe route two doys loter from fhe Torino Hut They mode 
reasonable flme up to fhe Col du Dioble and on fo the ridge proper. Iniflolly, fhe two 
guides hod thought they might only achieve port of the route, but to Eustace's joy 
they completed fhe climb arriving of the summit of Mont Blonc du Tocul lote in fhe 
offernoon. They arrived exhausted ot fhe Requin Hut of 8 p m that night affer an 18-
hour day At the oge of olmost 63, Eustace hod completed all the Alpine 4,000m 
peaks. He was fhe flrst Briflsh climber to achieve this (by fori and only fhe fourth or 
flfth person to climb them (although none of the previous efforts hod included fhe 
Aiguille du Dioble,) The remainder of that 1932 holidoy included ascents of fhe Mer 
de Glace Face of the Grepon, ond then a journey east to the Dolomites to climb 
several routes including o fraverse of fhe Vajolef Towers an ascenf of fhe Third Sella 
Tower, ond the North Face of the Langkofel, 

Aside from his considerable Alpine achievements, Eustace was very ocflve 
within the Rucksack Club and was President in 1924, He hod a great giff for friend­
ship, and his social functions were enjoyed by the club membership for many years. 
He was well owore of the rapid developments of Briflsh climbing of this flme, and 
enjoyed the friendship of key flgures such as Fred Pigott, Morley Wood, Maurice 
Linnell, A B Hargreaves and Colin Kirkus. During the 1930s he also became involved 
in the increosing concern obout Occidents and rescue facilifles in the Briflsh moun­
tains. Porticulorly bod accidents ot Loddow ond on Crib Goch highlighted fhe prob­
lem, and in 1932 the Rucksock Club oppointed o Stretcher Sub-Committee which 
eventually led fo the formaflon of fhe Mountain Rescue Committee. Eustace conflib-
uted hugely to this urgenfly needed work by designing and monufocfuring o stretcher 
suitable for mountain rescue work With its extending hondles and sledge runners 
'The Thomos Stretcher' embroced numerous features that did much to reduce fhe 
labour of rescue teams and the suffering of poflents. The basic design albeit modi-
fled, is sflll in use oil over the world, and it is o flffing memorial fo this remarkable 
man's love of the hills, 

Eustace's interests were not conflned to the world of mountaineering. During 
the 1930s, he took up gliding and became highly proflcient at it He then acquired a 
small single seater oeroplone and learnt to fly From this he moved on to a Percivol 
Vego-Gull four seater, in which he m o d e many excursions. Someone who flew with 
him on occasion being Ivon Waller In 1939 Eustace celebrated his 70th year by flying 
his Percivol out to Egypt ond bock ogoin. He had o number of difficulties on fhe return 
flight due to the imminence of fhe war, Shortiy offerwords fhe RAF commandeered 
his litfle plane, Eustace responded by providing £5,000 for Lord Beoverbrook's ap­
peal to purchase o Spitflre for the RAF The oircroff Eustace paid for was one of 10 
provided by the people of Manchester from o fund set up by the City Council. Eustace's 
Spitflre carried fhe City Crest on its nose ond was known os 'Eustace', It served with 
0 Czech-manned squadron, flying defensive potfols over south west England ond 
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offensive sweeps over Northern France. It was shot down by enemy fighters in April 
1942, fhe only one of the Manchester 10 that met thot fate. 

One of the regular delights in the loter port of Eustoce's life was the regular 
visits he was paid (most notably for the Rucksack Club Dinner each yeorl by his close 
friends Geoffrey ond Len Winthrop Young. He particularly enjoyed entertaining them 
at his home in Cheshire. Eustace had been a particularly strong supporter of GWY's 
efforts in fhe early 1940s fo rejuvenote the Alpine Club, and to moke the inifiol moves 
that led to the creoflon of the Briflsh Mountaineering Council, 

Affer fhe war Eustace conflnued fo trovel widely, and conflnued to support the 
acflvifles of his beloved Rucksack Club, and the Alpine Club, Peter Harding recalled 
that Eustace hod o particular fondness for Cratcliffe Tor and would always fry to 
offend club meets there. On his 90th birthday Eustace was flown over the North Pole, 
a journey he enjoyed immensely and, flnally in October 1960 this quite remarkable 
man passed away oged 91. He remains o greof flgure in the history of mountaineer­
ing in Britain, and his lote entry into fhe sport ond his wide ranging achievements 
hove been on inspiroflon to many His indomitoble spirit ond great powers of intel­
lect, were coupled with o reody wit ond a great warmth of personality that is fondly 
remembered. 

So, next flme you ore out on the Derwent Wotershed, spore o thought for the 
toll, shodowy flgure that trod purposefully that way 80 years ago, sflll unawore of the 
great odventures awaiting him. His own determinaflon and refusol fo accept con-
venflonol limits, led the woy for many others to follow. 

Porflculor thonks to John Llewellyn and Peter Harding of fhe Rucksock Club, Tom 
W a g h o m of fhe Manchester Evening N e w s ond Wolt Unsworth. 
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Chris BrasHer 
1928 (1948) - 2002 

Chris Brasher joined The Climbers' Club in 1948. He resigned for some obscure rea­
son in the mid-80s and threw in his lot with fhe Rucksack Club, Just os everyone said 
he wasn't o natural runner thot hoppened fo win an Olympic Gold Medal, they also 
sold he wasn't a natural climber, yet he hod o considerable impoct on fhe climbing 
scene, instigating fhe BBC live climbing exploits, such os Kinsey Crog, Old M a n of 
Hoy and fhe Aiguilles du Midi. If was these programmes that introduced fhe public to 
the laconic Joe Brown and the loquacious McNought-Dovis ond showed them how 
relaxed professional climbers were: no flngerflp honging while the feet flailed oround 
for grip, just upward progress with perhaps the second expressing doubt now and 
then on fhe sparse advice given by the leader 

I actually heard Brosher before I sow him. It wos in Helyg one morning in 1949, 
whilst in bed, that I heard on abrasive voice harassing some poor C U M C member on 
how to make porridge. I now know fhat Chris's knowledge of porridge making was 
procflcolly nil but that, then as later, he felt obliged fo change ony plan thot he hodn't 
actually mode himself. He was of that flme fhe President of the C U M C so probably 
thought it was necessary to esfoblish outhority in the kitchen in fhe morning before 
fhe rock faces were reached loter in the doy? 

W e were both on the CC Commiffee in the lote 1950s, W e used fo meet in Mrs 
Jo Briggs's siffing room of Pen y Gwryd. The only matters I con remember being 
discussed seemed to be concerned with the annual 'cor ond climbing' meet at the 
Clachaig Hotel, where the likes of members Horns, Neill, Mawe, Bull and Brasher 
drove like moniocs to be the flrst at the foot of some cliff perhaps 50 miles awoy 

Acfuolly CC members were seriously into cor rallying in the '50s, and Brasher 
hod 0 works-tuned Triumph TR3 in which he drove in the London, RAC ond Tulip 
Rallies. It was in this cor that he passed John M o w e in the Edgwore Rood of 4am, 
John in his Le Mans Frazer Nosh was setting out to break the Marble Arch to Pen y 
Gwryd record. The two drivers consided racing together for fhe next 240 miles, but 
Brasher was just returning from fhe Wimbledon Boll where he portnered his future 
wife, Shirley Bloomer, so sensibly declined fhe chollenge. 

On one wet ond muddy two-day London Rally deep in the wilds of Dyfed, 
Brasher showed his genius for orgonisation. Some dozen cars were stuck on a short 
slippery hill, with the only way up being achieved by o team of pushers. The problem 
was that the team kept shedding monpower as eoch car reached fhe fop and dis-
oppeored into fhe night Chris, seeing fhe danger of his cor being leff without push­
ers, ran ahead and conflscoted fhe igniflon keys unfll his car was up. Pot Moss, 

Sflrling's rally driving sister, was not amused. 
In 1958, offer four years of fruifless negofioflons with the Russions by other CC 
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members, Chris took over fhe job and within o yeor hod engineered an agreement 
with the Russians to allow o party of British climbers to the Coucosus, mainly due to 
the good offices of Eugene Gippenreiter and the lote inclusion in the party of Sir John 
Hunt This was the flrst Briflsh climbing group to go to Russia for over 30 years and all 
the members were from the CC. It was also o classic example of how Brasher net­
worked 0 desired decision. He enlisted the President of his Achilles othleflc club, the 
Rt Hon Philip Noel-Boker, to approoch Christopher Moyhew MP, who wos fhe chair­
man of the Soviet Reloflons Commiffee of the Briflsh Council, who contacted the 
Russion Ambossodor in London, Mr Malik, who gave the go oheod to Gippenreiter 
and the USSR Mountaineering Secflon to moke orrangements for such a visit The 
triols, fribuloflons ond successes of fhe expedition ore well-recorded in The Red 
Snows joinfly written by Sir John Hunt and Brasher 

As 0 rock-climber he wos o competent Hord Severe leoder, but he preferred 
long ridge scrombles ond journeys through mountains whether on foot or on ski. If 
took him flve attempts before he succeeded in crossing Scofland on skis from Fort 
William to Stonehoven; no novigoflonal problems, just the melflng of fhe snow east 
of fhe A9 

In the year before his death he traversed fhe Cumbrian mountains from north 
fo south; completed the GR5 walk from Somoens via Chamonix and the Col du 
Bonhomme to Landry; spent a week off piste skiing in Saas Fe and dog-sledged in 
northern Sweden. Sodly he will now never moke the expedition proposed for cross­
ing the Chilkoot Pass from Skogwoy to Whitehorse, or the more sedote 'Downhill 
Only' wolk from the Thomes source to Oxford, 

His energy, mosfly directed to ensuring his fnends were not allowed to grow 
old grocefully, will be much missed, os will his generosity to dozens of environmen-
tol schemes, ronging from fhe demolition of the petrol staflon opposite Pen y Gwryd, 
fo helping fhe Naflonal Trust purchose Hafod y Lion ond Gelli logo, fo saving fhe 
Petersham Meadows complete with cows 

John Disley 
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Sir Peter H o l m e s M C 
1932 (1950) - 2002 

I flrst met Peter in Murren while on o skiing holiday with my mother and sister, I 
wasl6 and he wos 21, Peter, with his lifelong eye and nose lor o good deal, was the 
Ski Club rep for fhe resort, with oil expenses paid. Somehow, he attached himself to 
our family ond what fun w e subsequenfly hod as he infroduced us to liar dice and 
cherry brandy The latter was fhe only drink available, he told us, to his beleaguered 
forward platoon on a hill top in Korea, where he won his MC, He skied with o pa­

nache and 0 bravado of which I 
could only dream, Lote on Christ-
mos Eve that year, 1953, in the bar, 
offer my mother and sister hod 
gone to bed, he suggested w e 
carry our skis up to fhe little Angli-
con church ot the fop of fhe villoge 
for Midnight Moss. Afferwords, w e 
skied in the moonlight bock down 
through the sleeping streets to the 
hotel. It wos fhe sort of romonflc, 
spontaneous escapade which ot-
trocted m e to this singular man. 

Twice the following term he 
drove up from Cambridge on his 
750 Royol Enfleld and picked m e 
up of 0 secret location outside 
Uppingham and whisked m e off to 
some outcrops in Chornwood For­
est for a day's climbing. One wos 
allowed only fo go out on o Sun­
day with one's porents or appoved 
grown ups dressed in Sunday best 
of block jacket and pin striped trou­
sers. But who could resist fhe thrill 
of adventure with o mon like Pe­

ter? He gave m e on onorok and old trousers which I put on behind a hedge. M y 

housemaster never knew. 
There followed an Foster holidoy week staying at Row Head in Longdate with 

fellow novice, Richard Hey 20 years my senior ond o don ot Peter's college. Trinity 
W e climbed on White Ghyll and Gimmer, but I con remember only the details of o 
day on Bowfell Buffress in pouring rain. Half way up, scroping and floundering in o 
pair of borrowed fricournis, I shouted up, 'Hove you got o good belay?' 

'Yes,' Peter yelled bock with o wicked lough, 'o good psychological belay' I 
arrived of the stonce to flnd the rope over the roundest of roundy knobs, kept in place 

Above. Peter Holmes with daughters, Hermione 
and Jo, in Pembrokeshire 1981. 
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by his skinny reor end. 
At the end of the summer holidays in 1954, Peter, Richord and I spent two 

complete weeks staying of Ynys Ettws, climbing mony of fhe classic V Diffs and 
Severes on Lliwedd (his favourite crag because it was unfashionable and empty and 
Peter olwoys eschewed fashion), Glyder Each, Tryfan and The Three Cliffs. On fhe flnol 
day Peter suggested I make my flrst lead ond os I sot triumphonfly on fhe grass of 
the top of The Wrinkle, he brought from his pocket and gove fo me, o prisflne copy of 
fhe Wilfred Noyce ediflon of fhe Llonberis Poss guide. It was September fhe 12^ my 
birthday I treasure that guide fo this doy 

In retrospect, that fortnighf provided my halcyon days, though many more climb­
ing frips with Peter were to follow. A yeor loter, I joined the Army and Peter, offer 
marriage and two successful expediflons with Judy to Lohoul and Spiff, joined Shell 
and screamed off in the fost lone to on almost legendary Chairmanship of that 
compony some 30 years later. 

W e conflnued fo climb together for the next 20 years during Peter's home 
posflngs, between spells in Sudan, Libya, Doha ond Nigeria: Ampitheatre Buttress, 
Pinnacle Wall, Grooved Arete, The Direct on Glyder Each, Outside Edge ond Kirkus's 
Route ot C w m Silyn, Reade's Route, Main Wall, ond the The Direct Route were some 
of the routes w e knocked off, someflmes on snofched weekends, or on joint expedi­
flons with our fomilies camping at ynys. Our flnol flip to Wales, together with his 
eldest doughter, Hermione, was when Peter was about 50, shortiy before he became 
Chairman of Shell. One day w e climbed Mallory's VS route on Y Garn (the other Y 
Gornl, Before the climb, Peter announced with thot misplaced certainty of which he 
wos all too capable,' Absolutely 100% safe bet if won't roin; leave woferproofs in fhe 
cor,' There was no gainsaying Peter, And ? I was negofloflng fhe crux when, B O O M -
there was such o mother and father of o storm that w e just got up the route. Later w e 
leorned two climbers hod been swept of Cloggy at fhe some time, Hermione ond I 
giggle obout that climb fo this day 

Next doy fhe ffhree of us climbed the enferfoining Schoolmaster's Gully on 
Cyrn Los offer which Hermione went bock to C w m Glos \Mawr Peter and I set off for 
Fallen Block Crack. I led fhe route wearing boots and sat ot the top of fhe crux pitch 
feeling utterly shattered. There was o tug on fhe rope and Peter shouted up, 'For 
Christ's soke, Binnie, get a move on!' It was in jest, I know, but I lost my cool ond 
shouted down the crag that would he „,well show some poflence and wait unfll I 
was ready to bring him up. Eventually he joined m e and the atmosphere was horri­
ble. W e descended in agonising silence, ond though we did our best fo moke if up, 
something hod snopped and I felt very uncomfortable for fhe rest of fhe holiday 
Creagh Dhu Wall ot Tremadoc next doy was fo be our lost climb together. Years loter, 
and for too lote, I apologised for my outburst on Fallen Block Crack. Of course, he 
smiled ond sold something like, 'Don't worry it's oil ok now, 'But somehow... 

Peter started climbing as o schoolboy in the lote 40s with Wilfred Noyce, hod o 
wonderful ability to creote fun and fo energise those around him. He was fiercely 
compefifive. He hated social gatherings and always leff parfies early He would take 
us out fo dinner and buy us fhe best wines in the house ond send us books fo our 
remote posflng in the Hindu Kush, He wos Godfofher to our eldest son. W e never 
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met, but that he asked after our children and my mother He was given to wild, 
improbable hyperbole and knew no half measures. Love m e or leave was his nos­
trum, nothing else would do; and when I was young that was exacfly how it wos, for 
I idolised him and when he told m e was to be married, I was actually jealous. So, I 
had to share him with someone else. 

But there was o side fo his life of which I was ignorant 1 knew him os o fomily 
man Ihe loved his three daughters with passionate pride) and os o climber Five 
years before he died he took m e flshing on The Test I caught nothing all day but 
Peter, who did everything well - global negotiaflons, golf, bridge, photography, div­
ing - landed four beouflful trout It hod become his final passion. I met him ogoin, 
once, with Mary his second wife, but only for holf on hour, it was oil o bit owkword. 
And two years later, he died, 

Mike Binnie 

Robert Evan Kendell 
1935 (1955) - 2002 

Bob Kendell died a few days before Christmos 2002, oged 67 of his home in Edin­
burgh, of on unsuspected brain tumour. He joined The Climbers' Club in his lost year 
of Cambridge at o flme when fhe C U M C contained such luminaries os Geoff Sutton, 
Bob Downes, Eric Langmuir, Mike O'Hora and others. 

Bob spent much of his childhood on on uncle's form near Bethesda, ond by 
the fime he wos 10 he hod walked over the mojor mountains of Snowdonia with his 
father and younger brother. The family subsequenfly moved to London where Bob 
went to Mill Hill School before winning o scholarship fo Peterhouse College of Com-
bndge. There he goined o double flrst in the Natural Science Tripos (Biochemistry). 
Although Bob started to climb ot school he flowered in the company of some of the 
brilliant Combridge climbers. He made regular frips to the Alps, Wales, Lakes and 
Scofland, helping to pioneer some routes on Cornmore crog in north west Scofland. A 
fortuitous encounter in 1957 led to our climbing together for the flrst flme on on od 
hoc Bristol, Cambridge and Oxford Universifles meet in fhe Dauphine. In 1960 we 
went on o highly successful expediflon to Peru led by Kim Meldrum. Later he climbed 
in the Alps and Pyrenees with Kim and John Cole and in 1963 he mode o trip with 
John Tyson fo the Konjirobo Himol in Nepal. He conflnued climbing and walking of o 
high level of fltness to within six weeks of his unexpected death. Together with one of 
his sons and his wife Ann he joined my wife and our daughter and m e on o m e m o -
roble trek in Chitral in 1993 

In his prime. Bob was a confident leader up to mild VS but he was in his 
element on mixed rock ond ice. He and I hod some exciflng moments on Glovers 
Chimnney, Green ond Comb Gullies and the North East Buttress on fhe Ben in March 
1960. W e even thought w e had mode a new route somewhere near Italian Climb 
and returned in triumph to the hut, only fo be met by Hamish Maclnnes who said he 
hod done the route fhe week before. Latterly Bob climbed fhe mountains ond conoed 
almost every summer in Torridon with Ann and his four children. He was brilliant in 
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difficult condiflons, utterly dependoble, a m a n in w h o m one insflncflvely put one's 
trust 

Although known only to o few friends in the climbing world. Bob was o giont in 
his profession of psychiatry Affer early disflnguished work of the Moudsley Hospital 
he was offered the Choir in Psychiotry of Edinburgh University of fhe oge of 39, He 
undertook pioneering work of immense signiflcance. 'Kendell', to quote from The 
Guardian obituary 'wrote on puerperal psychoses (experienced by w o m e n offer child­
birth) and other depressive illnesses, but if was the challenge of the diagnosis and 
dossiflcoflon of psychiatric illness which exercised him throughout his career and 
established his internaflonol reputoflon. He was o pioneer in the use of structured 
interviewing techniques to generate more robust diagnoses, and m o d e skilful use of 
health stoflsflcs to feose out fhe risk factors for schizophrenia. His wriflngs explored 
the concept of mental disorder and, porflculorly whether fhe major funcflonol psy­
choses ore independent enflfles or port of o conflnuum of mental dysfuncflon'. 

Bob was elected Deon of fhe Edinburgh Medicol School in 1986, he served 
twice on the Medical Research Council, was elected o fellow of fhe Royol Society of 
Edinburgh, wrote o textbook of psychiatry which is used worldwide by undergradu­
ate and postgroduote students to this day sustained o steady output of research of 
the highest colibre, become o foundoflon fellow of fhe Academy of Medical Sciences 

and conflnued fo be on ocflve 
climber, sailor and conoeist In 
1991, Bob was appointed Chief 
Medical Officer for Scofland, o 
post which m o d e mony stress­
ful demands on all his skills. 
The award of o CBE was rec-
ogniflon of his success, though 
I felt that his outstanding 
achievements were deserving 
of nothing less than o knight­
hood. His elecflon fo fhe Presi­
dency of the Royol College of 
Psychiofrists in 1996 speaks of 
fhe esteem in which he was 
held by his fellow profession­
als. 

Bob was never afraid of 
making difficult decisions in his 
working life any more than he 
was on the hill, in a number of 
which situoflons I was involved. 
He was not one for small folk 
or chit-chat In some quarters 
he w a s described as being 
austere and there was a groin 
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or two of truth in that; perhaps a touch of the puritanical. Yet he hod o beouflfully dry 
wit and when he wanted could charm the birds off the trees, He was one of nature's 
'one-offs', a singular man, o very fine man, sadly missed by his colleagues, friends 
and, especially his family 
Mike Binnie 

JoHnnie Lees GM, BEM 
1927 (1950) - 2002 

Johnnie Lees joined The Climbers' Club in 1950 and for the next decade or so was 
one of fhe best known flgures in the Briflsh climbing scene, largely because of his 
key role in the development of fhe RAF Mountain Rescue service. In 1958 offer a 
particularly difficuff and dangerous rescue on Craig yr Ysfo he was awarded the 
George Medal, fhe only climber, as far as I a m aware, fo have goined this award for 
bravery on the Brifish mountains. 

John Rodney Lees was born in Chingford, Essex in December 1927 but the 
family moved fo Hexhom, Northum­
berland in 1937 and he was educated 
of the local grommor school. Most 
holidays in his teenage yeors were 
spent on long odventurous cycle fours 
with his cousin Denis Greenold in the 
north of Englond and Scoflond with 
hill-wolking and scrambling thrown in, 
and Johnnie kept meticulously de-
foiled log books of oil their exploits. 
He joined the RAF towords fhe end of 
the war hoping to serve as oircrew, 
but with peace imminent there were 
few opportunities and he become a 
physical troining instiucfor (PTII. Posted 
to fhe south of England in 1947 he 
again met up with Denis, now of the 
London School of Economics, and they 
began to climb regularly of Harrison's 
Rocks where Johnnie soon became 
on outstanding performer on the hard­
est test pieces of the day Meanwhile 
his family hod moved fo Otiey so 
leaves were spent honing his skills on 

fhe local gritstone outcrops os well os trips to Wales and Scofland. 
By 1950 he hod climbed in the Alps with the LSE mountoineering club ond 

joined fhe CC ond RAFMA where he was soon regarded os one of their most giffed 
young mountaineers. The significant moment of his coreer come offer the Lancaster 
bomber oir crosh on Beinn Eighe in Morch 1951, when doubts were expressed about 
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the expertise ond inadequate equipment of the locol RAF rescue team to cope with 
the severe winter conditions. RAFMA was osked by Air Ministry to help with fhe 
reorgonisotion of the rescue service ond, in October 1951, Sgt Lees was osked fo 
instruct on the first troining course for team members. Three months later in January 
1952 he wos posted to RAF Valley on Anglesey os leader of the most important 
rescue team in Englond ond Wales, aged just 24 and with litfle actual rescue expe­
rience himself. He leorned fast ond over fhe next 10 years, serving moinly ot Valley 
but also at Kinloss, he was largely responsible for re-moulding the service from 
poorly equipped though willing amateurs into rescue teams second fo none of fhe 
flme. He fought for ond got better equipment, whilst of fhe same flme organised 
summer and winter climbing courses for feom members. And this was, of course, of 
0 flme when the modern network of civilian mountain rescue teoms just did not exist 

Meonwhile despite fhe heovy demonds on his flme he continued fo climb 
whenever possible. The some year he went to Valley he met Gwen Moffat and they 
married in 1956, In her first book Gwen described his climbing os 'superlatively neat,. 
his movements slow and deliberate,. he thought on rock'. Only once did she see him 
close to his limit, on o rore ascent ot the time of Jock Longland's Blade finish to 
Javelin Buttress, where he retreated from the crux, hod o long grumble ond then 
passed the hard moves without difficulty He became one of o handful of guides for 
North Wales and then was for 10 years fhe only guide fo be qualifled for Wales, 
Englond ond Scotiond - now there are some 150, In the mid 1950s on one of the first 
BBC TV films obout climbing he neofly followed Joe Brown on on eorly oscent of 
Suicide Wall in his standard issue RAF mountain boots, when other notables failed fo 
follow. Shortly before he died he chuckled os he recounted to m e how he hod lent 
his old white sweoter to Joe, fhe better fo be seen on camera, who then threw it 
down for Johnnie to weor, so fhe sweater went up the route twice. There were more 
Alpine holidoys and in 1955 he went fo Kulu on the flrst RAFMA Himoloyon expedi­
tion during which severol flrst ascents of 6,000m peaks were mode. 

M y personal knowledge of Lees begon in 1956 of fhe age of 19 during Na­
flonal Service offer being posted to Volley ond joining the feom. In some ways this 
changed the direcflon of my life. Within weeks of joining 1 offended fhe annual rock-
climbing course based of Glon Deno and learned to climb (with great difficulty! in 
nailed boots. During that fortnight he took m e up my flrst Severe, the delectable 
Pinnacle Wall and the following yeor he led m e up my flrst VS, Lot's Groove with 
minimal protecflon in his old RAF boots. I was mighflly impressed. In fact Johnnie did 
hove 0 great influence on m e and the other young men in the team, for he radiated 
confldence in oil mountain scenarios whether searching for missing oircroff, corrying 
out night exercises in the pouring rain on the Denbigh moors, or leading us up VS 
climbs. It was he who proposed m e for the Club in 1960. That some year I went to fhe 
Alps with him, Vic Broy ond John Sims, and in 1961 I was with him on fhe flrst oscent 
of one of his best new routes. Space Below m y Feet in the Moelwyns, o few days 
offer Owen's flrst book wos published. 

The flnest ochievement of his rescue coreer, and the one for which he was 
awarded the George Medal, come in Jonuory 1958, Mojor Hugh Robertson hod fallen 
holfwoy up on icy Amphitheatre Buttress and hod been lying on o ledge with severe 
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head injuries for several hours before Lees ond members of the feom managed to 
reach him from obove. If was bitterly cold, long offer dork and doubtful if Robertson 
would survive Using a rope and slings Lees improvised o sif-horness and fhe deliri­
ous and struggling Robertson was hoisted on to his back and the pair were lowered 
into the abyss and down 200ft fo safety Vic Bray responsible at fhe belay for fhe 
lower, vividly remembers the nightmare scenario that the knot joining the two 120ft 
ropes might snag. Undoubtedly Lees's quick thinking and the speed and efficiency 
of the rescue saved Robertson's life. He recovered and was instrumental in obfoining 
fhe flrst commercial rescue harness, the Ausfrion frogsitz for fhe Valley team, 

Johnnie leff the RAF in 1961 and worked for a while of Ogwen Cottoge with Ron 
James. At that flme in response to the growing number of incidents in fhe hills involv­
ing school parfies, he and Ron submitted to the B M C proposals for bosic mountain 
training for leaders of school and youth groups. Their ideas were developed by Jack 
Longland, President of the B M C and Choirmon of the CCPR Outdoor Pursuits Division, 
and led to the formafion of fhe Mountain Training Board and the Mountoin Leader­
ship certificate in 1964. After leaving Woles Johnnie went on fo be on instructor at 
Applecross and then worked at Ullswoter Outword Bound school in the mid-60s. In 
1966 he wos appointed as Warden Service Officer and then Ronger Training Officer 
for the Peak Disfrict National Pork ond also served as Secretory of the Peak Districf 
panel of assessors for the Duke of Edinburgh Award scheme. He demanded the 
same high standards from civilian rangers os he hod in the RAF with the rescue 
team members and remained with the Pork Service unfll his reflrement in 1985. 

His marriage to Gwen hod olwoys been mutually respectful but olso tempes­
tuous and they divorced in 1970. He later morried Dorothy Pleosonce, o colleague 
from work ond their life together in Over Hoddon was as peaceful os his previous 
reloflonship hod been stormy and he missed Dorothy terribly offer her death in 1994, 
There were no children from either marhage but Johnnie was always o loving and 
caring stepfotherto Gwen's doughter, Sheeno. Before and offer reflrement he worked 
occasionally as o guide but did not do onything like os much climbing as in his 
earlier life. He and I met up at regularly ot B M C meeflngs and of Volley reunions for 
the '50s team members and he always bubbled with fhe old enthusiasm when w e 

climbed together. 
Throughout his coreer and reflrement he was involved in fhe work of the BMC, 

OS Choirmon of the Safety Commiffee in the '70s and as o long serving member and 
secretary of fhe Peak area commiffee. In this capacity he wrote o meflculously de­
tailed account of fhe Peok Area for fhe B M C 50th anniversary History The Guides 
Associoflon mode him their flrst 'Honoured Guide' and when the RAF Mountain Res­
cue Associoflon was formed in 1993 on fhe 50fh onniversory of the foundoflon of fhe 
service ff was inevitable that Johnnie was chosen to be the first President 

He always maintained a keen interest in and concern for the Club. He wrote 
the first interim guidebook for the Moelwyns in 1962 and wos hut custodion of Helyg 
and C w m Glas coffoge in fhe '70s. He insisted that w e are The Climbers' Club, and 
sent m e a very sfiff'Dear Mr President' (when I actually wasn'fl note fo this effect on 
a postcard size piece of hord cardboard imploring m e to remind the Newsletter 
editor of this fact Other amusing anecdotes show that he could be fussy ond per-
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nickety to a degree Hut rules for example. On one occasion o recent President re­
turned from 0 week-end at Bosigran to flnd some milk boffles on his desk in the 
office he shared with Johnnie, occomponied by o terse note reminding him that he 
should olwoys bhng bock his empfles The thing was they weren't even Mark's. And 
who else would dream of tockling Whillans for not signing fhe book and poying his 
shilling 'day fee' when Don ond Audrey hod been invited in for a cup of tea. 

Johnnie olwoys held strong and forthright views ond was never averse fo ex­
pressing them, which sometimes upset people, but basically he wos o very caring 
person with a deep love of wildlife and fhe environment Affer the obituary in The 
Times, Joyce Tombs wrote o short note which was published in the Lives Remem­
bered column and is now worthy of repeating. She recoiled her flrst encounter with 

JRL over 50 years ago of 

Below: Johnnie Lees with 'casualty' Paddy Andrews dur- Harrison's: 'It wos not his 
ing an RAF Valley M R T exercise on Holyhead Mountain climbing exploits (which 

in 1958 using the newly acquired Tragsitz Photo: Vic "̂ '̂̂  formidable) that im-
g^gy pressed m e most, but fhe 

fact that 1 w a s roundly 
scolded for picking wild 
primroses. This was typi­
cal of Johnnie - he would 
never ignore on issue or 
behaviour about which he 
felt strongly - and if goes 
some woy to explaining 
his lifelong commitment to 
sofefy in fhe mountains. I 
never picked o wild flower 
since then and a m un­
likely to see wild prim­
roses again without re­
membering JRL'. 

Johnnie was diag­
nosed with concer of fhe 
oesophagus in April 2002 
and died in Bakewell on 
August 15th. 
Derek Walker 
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D r J o h n F M a i v e 

1925 (1949 ) - 2002 

John M a w e wos o 'godsend' fo o number of younger members of fhe Club in the late 
'40s and early '50s. He procflced in Befhnol Green, hod o car, then o Morris 8, ond 
best of all hod access to petrol coupons. This meant that he could offer a liff to Wales 
at least once a month to three London-based members. He was a copoble rock-
climber and held his own among his peer group which included members: Peter 
Hodgkinson, Mike Horris, Dick Viney Mike Bull, John Neill, and Dove Thomas, He 
seconded Mur y Niwl in his mid 50s - on intimidating climb for seconds. 

He seldom missed the annual Easter 'climbing ond cor-rolly' expediflon fo 
Scofland and also went with other Club members to fhe Alps where he led one of the 
ropes up fhe South Ridge of the Solbitschijn, Later he famously mended the steering 
geometry of his Aston Mortin with on ice-axe and o large lump of rock 

He will probably be best remembered os o driver of fost cors: Rileys, Aston 
Martins and o Le Mans Frazer Nosh, in which he drove from Morble Arch to Pen y 
Gwryd (the old A5 opart from the lost four miles) in two hours 57mins 474 seconds, 
averaging 76.4 mph. His 'co-driver' was only required to hold fhe stopwatch, 
John Disley 
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J o h n Neill 
1917 (1945) - 2002 

Though o keen ond active climber (albeit ot a modest levell it was more in scholar­
ship and service to fhe climbing world thot John will be primorily remembered. As o 
CC Guidebook Editor (1961-1970) he presided over fhe publication of eight importont 
guides including seminal works on Tremadog, Clogwyn du'r Arddu, Llanberis Poss 
(North and SouthI and Bosigran of a time when demand for information hod reached 
0 peak Guidebook flnonces were in on infant stage yet John was able to orgonise 
printing and soles to such o degree of efficiency that o regular publishing programme 
was possible. This guidebook work hod begun in his 'New Climbs' secflon in the 
Journal that begon in 1955 ond which he soon pumped up to an intense level of 
observoflon and interest In this he showed o lust for obscure informoflon matched 
only by fhe equally scrupulous Edward Pyoft The two of them recorded new climbs 
from Cornwall, Wales, Ireland and Scofland and even fhe Lofofens, By 1956 Neill was 
on his own. No detoil escoped his eogle eye. He was particularly assiduous in not­
ing early repeats of fhe great Rock and Ice routes noting (in 19581 three oscents of 
Hongover, eight oscents of Cemetery Gates, six of Cenotaph Corner and three of The 
Grooves. This sort of microscopic watch on ascents - all of which, of that time, were 
very dongerous for all but fhe most proflcient leaders, showed on intense interest in 
what is now termed fhe 'cuffing edge' of fhe sport that knocks spots off modern 
commenfotors. 

His period os Journal Editor (1960-19661 was equally active with a succession 
of flne arflcles by authors thot included Bonington, Potey Morflock, Word, Fitzgerald, 
Hodgkin, Austin, Wolker, McNaught Davis, Lunn and many others. They described 
major ascents in the greater ranges and intense rock and ice activity of home. To this 
wos added, humour, philosophy culture and science, Neill's skill in getting a full 
spectrum of fhe main activists to contribute maintained o flne tradiflon set by his 
predecessors which w e hove striven to moinfoin in more recent flmes. His speciol 
interest in this period wos in Welsh crag and mountain names and in fhe industrial 
archaeology of mines in Wales and Cornwoll. Peter Crew (now o senior industrial 
orchoeologisf in North Wales) notes that John ond Ruth Neill's orflcle 'The Coppermines 
of Snowdon" ICCJ 19631 and his fwo-port 'Names of Crags in Snowdonia' (CCJ 1963 
ond 19641 written in porfnership with R Elfyn Hughes, ore of fhe highest quality but 
litfle known becouse of their obscure (in scienflflc and local history terms) publico-
flon. It seems that the Hughes/Neill naming is for more relioble than the recent 
Ordnance Survey changes. 

Through the '70s to fhe mid-80s John served fhe club in ifs archiving and 
library acflvifles ond os ifs represenfotive (for o period Chairman) on fhe B M C Welsh 
Committee, With Eric Jones he played a key role in fhe acquisition of fhe Bwlch y 
Moch cliffs. He was also o volued diplomat on Welsh access maffers during o period 
of fhe rise of Welsh noflonolism when they could very easily have gone awry Latterly 
he wos also involved with B M C South West Area access maffers concerning on issue 
on Bodmin Moor. 

In 1985 he took on fhe considerable responsibility of President of the B M C 
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Above: John Neill, on the right, photographed in 1966. handing over Journal papers 
to his successor as Editor, Nigel Rogers, at the Rawhead Meet. 

supported by a group of notoble Vice Presidents: Chris Bonington, Alon Rouse, George 
Band and Paul Nunn (o complete CC/AC line-up). This was ot o flme of tension within 
the B M C when various ocflvists ond professionals were dissoflsfled about the Coun­
cil's affairs, John Neill handled these tensions with civility and good humour,,, fre­
quenfly advocoflng post-meeting visits to Rusholme curry houses to burn away the 
rivalries with Modros, Bongolore or Phol. 

M y ossociotions with John ore almost all linked to offoirs. I queried his re­
election OS guidebook editor at the flrst A G M I offended in 1965, criticised the large 
amount of (no doubt worthy) non-climbing material in his 1968 Cornwall guide, and 
found myself under his Presidenflol hammer in fhe mid-80s B M C disputes. Yet, de-
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spite this sequence of criflcisms, I was always struck by his easy-going opprooch 
ond charmed when he generously gave m e valuable advice when 1 published Friedrich 
Bender's Caucasus guide in 1992, Indeed he hod rapidly become o Caucasus expert 
offer his visit in 1958, 

John Neill was born in 1917 in Sunderland, fhe eldest son of o Marine engineer. 
He was educofed at Newcosfle Royol Grammar School where he was flrst intro­
duced to wolking and climbing in fhe Pennines, the Lakes and the Alps on school 
frips. These were m o d e under fhe leadership of Michoel Roberts who may also hove 
provided literary and scienflflc influences. In 1935 he was in o school group to Vol 
d'Isere in the Groion Alps where Roberts led o porty of 14 schoolboys up Aiguille Pers 
(3,387m) OS their flrst Alpine climb. This frip is described in Janet A d a m Smith's Moun­
tain Holidays lpp55-58) 

In 1936 John was awarded a Chemistry Scholorship fo Bolliol College, Oxford. 
I hove been unable to unearth details of his University climbing though fhe O U M C 
should hove been very ocflve of this fime in the affermoth of fhe Cox/Hodgkin/Hoyland 
era After graduating in 1939 he volunteered for the Navy but fhe War Office, noflng 
his science bockground, ossigned him fo on experimental explosives (TNTI unit in 
Scoflond. After the wor, he joined The Climbers' Club in 1945, travelling regulorly to 
Woles from London where he worked for Briflsh Oxygen, Loter he joined G K N in Wol-
verhompton and flnally the engineering flrm C W Walker in Wellington, Shropshire. 

Neill's key climbing porfnership was with Mike Harris in the 1950s, on associo­
flon which he describes vividly in his CCJ obifuory note for Harris (who disoppeored 
with George Eraser during o bold summit push on A m o Dablam in 1960). The two 
met in 1950 and formed a natural porfnership, Harris the climbing stor, Neill fhe 
plonner and organiser. They joined o racy group of John M o w e , Dove Thomos, Chris 
Brosher and John Disley and many others, speeding to Wales every weekend in their 
sports cors, climbing ond drinking hord - o classic ossembly of bright young hopes 
thot exemplifled fhe period. Harris ond Neill subsequenfly competed with merit in 
both the London Rally and olso overseos in fhe Tulip and fhe Monte Carlo Rallies, 
John Disley recoils that John was one of o group who regularly met ot fhe C C s Foster 
Meet of Bollochulish when eoch doy started with o sports cor race ocross Scoflond 
to one crog or another. One mysterious by-product of fhe period is Athlete's Route in 
Glen Coe which Ruth Neill remembers John noflng thot he climbed with Roger Ban­
nister, Bannister did indeed climb in Glen Coe, with Chris Brasher in Easter 1954 (two 
months before his historic four minute mile), but he mokes no menflon of Athlete's 
Route in his book, or climbing with Neill, At present, therefore, this mountaineering 
puzzle remoins unsolved 

In his obifuory note for Horris, Neill refers to o series of Alpine seosons they 
hod together. He lists Horris's ascents os including Solbitschijn South Ridge, fhe 
Breithorn Ybunggrof, the North Ridge of the Bodile, fhe South Ridge of Aiguille Noire 
and the South Ridge of the Meije (though he is unspeciflc about which of these he 
completed!. At home Horris's rock routes eventually reoched a very high standard, 
including on eorly ascent of Cenotaph Corner. Neill's obilifles were more modest His 
name appears on a number of rouflne new routes on the Tremadog cliffs during its 
early explorotory period but he was more of o chorus member thon o prima donno. 
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Perhaps his climbing high point come in 1958 when he joined the British Caucasus 
party responding to the Soviet visit to Britain, Affer o foiled ottempt on Ushba the 
party moved to fhe Bezingi region and while others were involved on Jongi Tou, 
Shkharo and Dychfou, Neill climbed Gestola 4,860m with Eugene Gippenreiter while 
Dave Thomas (fhe third member of fhe team) waited for them on Gesfolo's western 
col. 

He met Ruth in 1959, o Geography student of University College Aberystwyth, 
when she was working at the Pen yr Gwryd Hotel and from this point his priorifles 
changed fo marriage, job, family and the aforementioned climbing affairs. During 
this period he moved to Ludlow from where he developed interests in Point to Point 
(that his daughter followed) and os o Porliomenforion in the Sealed Knot Civil War re-
enactments. Affer reflrement the Neills moved to live in Folmouth, close to the Cor­
nish cliffs that they hod always loved 

John was thus fhe quintessenflol climbing servant, o loyal and skilled admin­
istrator without w h o m our affairs would be much the poorer. Both The Climbers' Club 
and the B M C salute him for a life of service done with good humour ond modesty 

He died in May 2002 of the age of 85 offer heart problems. He is survived by 
his wife Ruth, his daughter Bridget and son, Alosdoir, who maintains o family link 
with climbing and fhe hills as on Outdoor Pursuits Instructor in Plymouth. 

I would like to thank the following for their assistance in the preparation of this 
tribute: Ruth Neill, John Disley. Dave Thomas, Peter Crew, Andrew Roberts, Alan 
Blackshaw, Tony Moulam, George Band. Peter Harding. Dennis Gray and R Elfyn 
Hughes. 

Ken Wilson 

I am happy to have been osked to odd o few words to John's obituary We flrst met 
in the early '50s when the the Royol Hotel of Copel Curig was sflll o hotel. He was 
trying to climb o telegraph pole with the old of prusik slings offer o Saturday evening 
in the bar. Not thot he was o drinker. Fortunately fhe Geological Survey, offer two 
yeors in fhe basement of fhe Museum of Pracflcol Geology hod posted m e to our 
Monchester office. John Neill ond Mike Horris travelled from Wolverhampton where 
they both worked in GKN's Group Research Laboratories. 1 think they provided fhe 
fltonium thot wos m o d e into spikes for fhe ultra-light running shoes, provided for 
Roger Bannister for his four minute mile offempt by Eustace Thomas of the Rucksack 
Club. W e got on well together. One day John and I exchonged cars. I drove smoothly 
round in his new Ford Consul while unknown fo m e they fried fo drive my new Landrover 
up Carnedd Llewellyn via fhe rodor rood, but were defeated in a boulder fleld. 

Ken queries the Athlete's Climb. This may refer fo our moss oscent of Clachaig 
Gully on April 18fh during my Easter Meet in 1954. John M o w e had arrived in his 1950 
Le Mans DB2 Aston Morfln with Chris Brasher ond Roger Bannister taking turns in the 
boot, no doubt in the grand fourismo style so disapproved of by Ken. Mike and John 
were a very successful roily team once taking port in fhe Tulip Roily The previous day 
w e had fliled the Landrover and driven fo Ardnamurchon and climbed the Great 
Ridge of Gorbh Bhein, o wonderful l.OOOff moderately steep climb on gneiss ending 
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on the very summit A brilliant flne day to remember. However, Clachaig Gully was o 
different ketfle of flsh I hod fallen off if six years before, leoding fhe crux, spraining 
one onkle and breaking the bones of my leff hand and crocking ribs. I remember 
trying to catch my balaclava as I fell. I woke to flnd my sole companion shaking m e 
by fhe shoulder and asking m e if I hod broken my bock There was no prospect of 
rescue and my unknown second confessed he hod never abseiled, I hod fo show 
him how to get down and then rope down myself using a seff protecting method I 
hod seen in o magazine. If took six hours to get fo down fo fhe Clochoig Inn where 
I hod to phone for a taxi to take m e to Fort Williom Hospital, There I was pronounced 
fit enough to return to the Youth Hostel and fhe train back to Aberdeen University the 
next day 

With this memory still in my mind I looked forward fo renewing its aquaintance. 
The Gully with its many pitches was just os wet as before, so offer fhe first waterfall 
I removed my upper clothes and stored them in my 'sock Hours later Chris led the 
Red Chimney up the leff woll in flne style, but if was cold and w e were oil wet 
through when w e reached the top. Chris hod been geffing increasingly anxious about 
Roger's well-beingThis weekend hod been for them a surprise break in Roger's 
rigorous training schedule for his ottempt on fhe record. Fearing that Roger might 
cotch pneumonia Chris then insisted that he should chonge into my spore dry clothes, 
for fhe greoter good of Briflsh sport, of course. H o w could I refuse? 

When he later mogniflcenfly broke fhe record, I felt I hod played o small port in 
his success. W e did not catch pneumonia. I a m wriflng this nearly 50 yeors later. 
John, or Jock, Neill os some knew him was a tower of strength in this endeovour os 
he was in our various Alpine holidays. W e led through, I remember, on fhe South 
Ridge of the Solbitschijn with ifs flne views of fhe jagged West Ridge. I was in Zermoff 
when he, M o w e ond Harris dimbed fhe Breithorn Younggraf, on the personol recom-
mendoflon and advice from Bernard Biner himself, of the Bohnhoff in Zermoff where 
w e stayed. 

On another occasion w e led through in two ropes when we climbed the South 
Face of the Meije intending fo flnish up fhe Direcflssimo fo fhe summit, but by then 
the flne morning hod deteriorated into heavy wet snow. The small Glacier Corree 
above the foce wos rother steep ond prone fo stonefolls. The guidebook had ad­
vised us if was 'tres orrienne, tr6s dongereuse, avec rochers c o m m e les outobus'. 
From the top of on ice-fllled chimney w e gained the glacier and decided fo escape 
to the ordinary route by troversing just above fhe lower edge in opproaching dark­
ness. By mutual consent w e unroped for the move in cose one of us slipped; for fhe 
greater good? W e didn't folk about it offerwords; Geoffrey Winthrop Young might not 
hove approved. During the descent I laid my ice-axe down briefly fo adjust my cram­
pons, when it slowly slid off into fhe dorkness and fhe void. I didn't see if again unfll 
fhe autumn when I received on ice-axe shaped parcel through fhe post M y iniflols 
hod been on the shaft but I sflll don't know who returned it 

John wos fhe prime mover and researcher of the project, before the Briflsh 
Caucasus Expedition became o reolify This was achieved with fhe assistance of 
Eugene Gippenreiter o Secretary for Pistol Shooflng and Horse Riding of the then 
Ministry of Sport He hoped to become o Moster of Sport Our invitoflon fo John Hunt 
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fo join the party ensured our acceptance in Moscow. 
Needless to soy although my earlier personal letter to Morsholl Bulganin seek­

ing permission was not answered, when w e arrived in Moscow eventually by train, I 
was asked by a reporter if I was the person who hod written that letter The Iron 
Curtain had sflll been in force at Frankfort on Oder, where having been mistaken for 
a party of Briflsh trade unionists at first, w e were obliged fo leave our Standard 
Vanguard estate cars of fhe fronfler post and conflnue by train with all the expediflon 
luggage. Ralph Jones was our Russian expert having learnt if during his Notional 
Service. Once in Russia w e were in Eugene's core, the litfle Russion longuoge I hod 
absorbed during a winter of evening classes seemed os nothing. Later on, however, 
we soon picked up essenflol phrases such as 'Go easy on fhe sugar'. John's Russian 
was beffer than I expected. Nearly every Russian w e met wonted to speak English fo 
us. Read Chris Brasher's The Red Snows. 

Not long ago during his lost visff to Britoin before his unexpected deoth, Eugene 
gave m e bock fhe flrst page of my original letter to Bulganin. Perhaps he hod raided 
the files of the KGB. Our difficultes os on expediflon in 1958 were lorgely due to very 
heavy snowfalls during our offempt on the double traverse of Ushba which w e hod 
planned. This powder snow affected oil the high Caucasus. John was o flne friend 
yet I find ff difficuff to remember him without thinking about Mike Harris, lost on A m o 
Dablam. His death changed us oil. 
David Thomas 

Sir (Francis) Alan PuUinger CBE, DL 

1913 (1943) 2002 

Alan Pullinger was born on 28fh May 1913 at Trowbridge, where his father was Wilt­
shire's first Director of Educoflon. As o boy Alan developed o lifelong interest in the 
world of nature, beginning with childhood wolks along the Kennet and Avon conol. 
He was educated of Marlborough ond Balliol, where he read Engineering, much to 
the surprise of his Admissions Tutor, who pronounced dismissively: "Oh dear! You will 

flnd that very stunting." 
Nothing could have been wider of the mork Affer Oxford he joined fhe Trowbridge 

based flrm of heoflng and venflloflng engineers G N Hoden & Sons, the Hodens and 
fhe Pullingers were family friends and he spent fhe whole of his working life with that 
compony During fhe War he was involved in the building of airflelds and fhe devel­

opment of oir-condifloning for tanks. 
He became Monoging Director in 1958 and Chairman in 1961. During his long 

sflnt of the helm he monoged fo maintain the strong family ethos of the flrm, whilst of 
the some flme toking it to a posiflon of undisputed prominence in the industry build­
ing on ifs reputoflon for technical excellence and expanding operoflons by ocquisi-
flon - fhe flrm was renamed Haden Carrier in 1971, He undertook a number of impor­
tant projects overseas, such as the Sydney Opera House and Jeddoh Airport 

He became President of fhe Heaflng and Venflloflng Contractor's Associoflon, 
and later of fhe Insfltuflon of Heaflng and Venflloflng Engineers which, under his 
leodership, received the gront of a much coveted Royol Charter in 1976. Alon fre-
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quently described himself as "just o plumber," 
He hod many interests outside the flrm. He became o governor of Benenden 

School in 1976, his flrst wife. Felicity had been head girl and become vice-chairman 
of the Council in 1981, He was personolly involved in o number of important building 
projects there. He wos appointed o Deputy Lieutenant for Hertfordshire in 1982 ond 
for 15 years was Choirmon of the Hertfordshire Scouts, In 1970 he was appointed CBE 
and knighted in 1977 

Alan's possion for fhe mountains took off when he was of Oxford, He helped to 
revive the O U M C and joined The Climbers' Club in 1934, taking over the Editorship of 
the Journal from Ellioff Viney in 1940 and held that post unfll 1946, He was elected to 
the Alpine Club in 1943, served on the committee in 1961, and as Vice-President in 
1988, In 1991, he was mode on Honorary Member, partiy in recognition of his efforts 
in trying fo secure olternotive premises for fhe Club, following the move from South 
Audley Street 

In 1934 he was with o group of Oxford friends on on expedition to the Lofoten 
Islonds, where he distinguished himself by leaping between the two precipitous rock 
towers on the summit of Svolvoer With many of fhe some friends he mode on adven­
turous crossing to St Kildo, notwithstanding on almost complete lock of sailing expe­
rience. 

He climbed and walked extensively in Skye, the Cairngorms, North Wales, fhe 
Lakes, Connemoro and Cornwall throughout fhe '30s He managed one Alpine sea­
son before the War in the Dolomites, where he climbed the Langkofel, fhe 
Funffingerspitze, two of fhe Sella Towers and other climbs, Affer the War he returned 
to the Alps ond olso travelled widely making several visits to Nepol and Bhuton. I 
con odd one personol note In 1963 I climbed in the Bernina with Alon, Chorles 
Warren and Tony Dummett Our aggregate oge was o littie over 200. On our ascent of 
the Bioncogrot w e were rather held up by o party of four young Itolions, estimofed 
aggregate age obout 80, As a result it was lote when w e reoched the summit and o 
blizzard hod developed. W e abandoned our intention of descending on the Swiss 
side and mode our woy to the Marco e Rosa Hut, where w e found on Ifolion couple 
intent of being morried on the summit on the following day W e put o blanket screen 
round them, but never knew whether a gun was jumped The following morning w e 
descended on the Italian side and met fhe best man coming up. At a formsfeod on 
a high Alpine pasture w e received on offer of horn ond eggs. The farmers' wife 
produced two chilled botties to accompany this repast I still remember Alan's ring­
ing cry "Orvieto Secco, o very good breokfost wine," 

The Alpine Club and The Climbers' Club will miss Alon Pullinger, a greot chor­
ocfer, mountaineer, beogler, sailor, ornithologist, noturalisf ond loyal friend He was o 
marvellous companion on the hills, very flt and o great goer. He kept up his activities 
info old oge, moking his flrst porochute jump on his 80th birthday and travelling to 
the Golopogos and to Ethiopia where he climbed Ros Deshon 15T80ff, when well 
post 80, 

He was o flerce driver and mony stone walls on the roods to North Wales and 
the Loke District con tesflfy. On one occasion he drove through o bridge poropet on 
on old Roman rood, having told his friends thot there was no need to worry - Romon 
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roads were always straight - he had failed to remember thot there was one kink, 
where the rood crossed a railway line. 

Alan's life was not easy He lost on elder brother, who died tragically during o 
rouflne appendix operaflon. He lost two wives, both of w h o m died of cancer, ond his 
flrsf-born son. He is survived by o daughter, Clare, and a second son, Anthony fo 
w h o m I a m indebted for much of the detoil in this obituary delivered by him in a 
moving address which he gave at his father's thanksgiving service, 
Emlyn Jones 

Commander Cortland James \A^oore Simpson 

CBE, D S C , R N 

1911 (1939) - 2001 

Enthusiasm and energy were Jim's outstanding quolifles, coupled with great warmth 
for his friends and a mischievous smile. To fhe end of his life, he olwoys hod to have 
0 'project', which he tackled with determinaflon and skill. His greotest project was 
the notably successful two-yeor Joint Services Expediflon to North Greenlond, in 1952-
1954, recognised by the CBE, fhe Polar Medal and fhe Founder's Medal of fhe Royol 
Geographical Society 

The son and grandson of admirals, he was destined for the Royol Navy from 
birth. He went to Dartmouth when he was 13. As o midshipman, he showed the zest 
for life and fhe enquiring mind that were chorocterisflc - the logbooks he was then 
required fo keep ore full of beouflfully drown sketches and observoflons on fhe peoce-
flme operoflons of his ship. He served os o junior officer unfll 1932, when he wos 
transferred fo fhe reserve list, the navy of thot flme being under pressure to reduce 
the number of ocflve service officers. He then read for a degree in elecfricol engi­
neering of London University He was recalled in 1939, serving in fhe Mediterraneon 
in an onfl-submorine floflllo and subsequenfly in destroyers in fhe North Sea and the 
Atiantic. In fhe Mediterraneon, his ship w a s sunk by o U-boof, and Jim distinguished 
himseff in helping fellow-sailors into life-roffs. Continuing to serve in anti-submarine 
operations, he mode use of his technical knowledge in the development of hydrophone 
and sonar operation ond offer the war w o s appointed flrst lieutenonf of the Royol 
School of Communicotions and Weopons Engineering. He retired from the navy for 
the second time in 1961. 

Jim first climbed in 1938, but the wor precluded anything outside the UK, opart 
from 0 brief visff to the Lebanon, offer he hod been ship-wrecked. There he leornt fo 
ski, OS well OS doing some rock-climbing. Affer fhe war, there was no holding him. 
During the winter of 1945/46 he climbed in Scotiond almost every weekend. The 
following summer, he wos on a Climbers' Club meet in Norway climbing mainly with 
Bill Tilman. Their rope seems fo have been foster and more persistent than others on 
fhe meet and achieved ascents of eight peaks or mojor hdges, os well as traverses 
of 11 glaciers and cols. The next winter he was again in Scotiand, doing o flrst ascent 
with Bill Murray and D K Scott and again climbing with Bill Tilman, on Ben Nevis, 
where they were lucky to escape o foil on fhe descent without serious injury The 
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greot mon was so impressed that 
he warmly supported Jim's op-
plicoflon to join the Alpine Club, 
though observing characteristi­
cally that Jim's qualifications 
were 'not up to pre-war stand­
ards'. Three Alpine seasons fol­
lowed, mainly with Charles Evans, 
Richard Hull and Anthony Trower, 
during which they did a number 
of mojor fraverses in very good 
time, nofobly fhe Dom/Toschhorn 
and fhe Old Brenva. Jim also hod 
0 spell with Andre Roch's re­
search party on fhe Jungfroujoch. 

In December 1947 Jiin set 
up the RN and R M Mountaineer­
ing Club, initially os o section of 
fhe RN Ski Club and was ifs mov­
ing spirff and flrst secretory In od­
diflon fo meets which he ron in 
Scoflond and North Wales, there 
were o number on fhe Cornish 
coast and Jim's name will always 
be ossodoted with the flrst as­
cents he mode, notably South 
Face Direct on Choir Ladder, Zig 
Zag and Doorway of Bosigran, 
But climbing was not on ocflvity 

that found porflculor favour with the novol hierarchy who presumably preferred fo 
leave that sort of thing to the Royol Morines Polar exploroflon might be onother 
matter and Jim developed on enthusiosm for o small naval expedition to explore 
Scoresby Sound, in East Greenland. The ideo wos turned down by the Admiralty but 
not without encouraging noises in some quarters. 

Nothing dounfed, he got permission in 1950 fo join the summer relief party of 
the Danish expediflon fo Peorylond. During a flighf, fhe mountoins of Queen Louise 
Land were pointed out to him - enflrely surrounded by ice, fleeflngly visited but never 
explored. In o flve-doy solo joumey he reconnoitred the approaches through the 
coostal mountains to the 20 mile wide glocier beyond which loy his 'promised lond'. 
He hod seen from the oir that this glacier was a formidable barrier of ice hummocks, 
melt water streams and gorges. The following year, with four companions, he crossed 
the glocier in three days, carried out o further reconnaissance and conflrmed that a 
large loke to the north was deep enough fo toke flying boots. Plans which had been 
developing over the post year now crysfolised into on ambiflous programme - fhe 
exploration of Queen Louise Land coupled with seismic and gravimefhc work on fhe 

Above; Jim Simpson in the galley Photo: John 
Atherton 
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ice-cap using tracked vehicles. It 
was typical of Jim that, having 
had a comparatively modest plan 
turned down, he should now pro­
pose a bigger and more compli­
cated expedition. 

He needed all his enthusi­
asm, tenacity of purpose and 
persuasive powers fo overcome 
fhe numerous difficulfles in his 
way With the valuable morol sup­
port of Admiral of the Fleet, Sir 
Algernon Willis, he obtained fhe 
blessing of the Scoff Polar Re­
search Institute, the Royol Soci­
ety and the Royol Geographical 
Society and finance from Shell. He 
persuaded the Navy and fhe 
Army to help with men, equip­
ment and supplies and the RAF 
fo carry out an extended 'train­
ing exercise' which hod beffer not 
be costed. Treasury approval was 
given only two months before fhe 
expediflon sailed. 

ff was landed in Greenland 
of 75°N by the Toffon, a converted 
sealer. From there, the bulk of the 
expedition requirements were 
ffown 150 miles north by RAF 
Sunderlands to the large lake in 
QLL, where the base was established. The only items that could not be flown in were 
the eight trocked vehicles and trailers. These were token north by fhe Toffon, in the 
expectoflon that they would cross the greot glacier offer fhe winter snowfalls. Imme­
diately the fly-in hod been completed, Jim, with flve companions, set off on a 250-
mile dogsledge journey to fhe centre of fhe ice-cop to receive o large air-drop from 
RAF Hosflngs flying out of the American base ot Thule. One plane croshed in a 
white-out - luckily no-one was killed and the crew were flown out, with great diffi­
culty. Jim's party erected o prefobricofed hut, where three of them were fo spend fhe 
next eight months carrying out meteorological and glociologicol research. Jim and 
the others sledged bock fo base, arriving just offer fhe sun disappeared for the 

winter 
Meonwhile fhe trocked vehicles hod been landed 100 miles south of their 

intended desflnaflon, due to bod seo-ice conditions. When the seo-ice froze, and 
with the help of fhe Danes, they were driven north, to spend the winter of 
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Donmorkshovn, In fhe spring, under Jim's personal leadership, they were driven across 
the seo-ice and the glocier with great difficulty in two seporote parties, o troll blazer 
and 0 more heavily laden main party fhe latter taking nine days to cross the glacier. 
Affer that, things ran reasonably smoothly ond oil the hard work paid off in terms of 
exploroflon and scienflflc results. With hindsight, some of the problems could have 
been foreseen, but if they hod been token too seriously the expediflon might never 
hove storted. It needed someone with Jim's opflmism, drive and apparent refusal 
even to ocknowledge the existence of obstacles, fo get the venture off the ground 
and established in fhe fleld. 

Affer this greot success, it wos bock to naval service for another seven years, 
with reflrement of fhe age of 50 fo live in the family home in Eost Anglio. But not, of 
course, on idle reflrement He fought mothemofics for o number of years. He kept 
sheep He hod hoped to esfoblish a vineyord, but planning permission for an ac­
companying house wos refused. He was o churchwarden and o bell-ringer But above 
oil, he kept in touch with his friends and with the country he loved. Fishing was a 
passion. Every yeor, he would be in his von in Scoflond for the climbing ond flshing, 
ond in Cornwall of The Climbers' Club hut, fhe scene of some of his rock-climbing 
friumphs. He continued to rock-climb until he was 80, with fhe determination he hod 
shown oil his life - fo fhe apprehension, sometimes, of onlookers. 

In 1985, Jim flnally leff East Anglio for fhe West Country with his beloved wife, 
Ann, flrst of oil converflng a born ot Luxborough into a comfortoble and elegant 
home, with o precipitous garden carved out of fhe hillside ond some years later 
moving to Iddesleigh. Even when compelled to move again, in order to live more 
procflcolly in o villoge with some focilifles, Jim insisted on moving heavy rocks to 
landscape their garden and wos full of o project to improve their conservatory 

Jim was recognisably and proudly on ex-novol officer, with whot would now 
be colled old-foshioned views on life, but to the end of his days he was young in 
heart - more on eager schoolboy thon o distinguished explorer He will be greatiy 
missed by his mony friends, 
Mike Westmacott 

WA(BiU)Trench 
1923 (1973) - 2002 

1 flrst met Bill in 1951, he wos o chimney sweep of fhe flme and come to do a job ot 
my parents' home in Llandudno, 1 was 15 of the flme and lived and dreamed moun­
toins. On discovering he was a climber 1 'latched on' to this foscinoflng, colourful (he 
wos block ot the flme Smiling, kindly pipe-smoking mountaineer of fhe 'old school'. 

Bill took m e under his wing and provided m e with fronsporf fo the hill each 
weekend ond through him and his many friends I wos privileged to meet and climb 
with many disflnguished climbers of fhe day: Gwen Moffatt, Johnnie Lees, John Neill, 
Bob Downes, Don Whillans and mony more at the 'cutflng edge' in those days. If was 
Bill who fostered my great love for Lliwedd os this wos his favourite crog ond he 
looked upon itas 1 do and always will,os o place of pure odvenfure.We climbed all 

144 



Obituary 

the popular classics and found our way up sel­
d o m done routes: Runnel,The 
Squiggle,Rocker,Mallory's Three Pinnacle face,The 
Clam and Ellipflcal flame.Sadly o neglected crog 
today but I will olwoys look upon it not only os 
'Bills crog'.buf a place of fascinating history where 
fhe names of Thompson.Mollory Eckenstein and 
Edwards will live forever 

Bill was very much my mentor and I wos 
close fo him for more than 50 yeors.He infro­
duced m e to both fhe Cromlech club and the 
C.C. ond his simple 'no frills' approach fo climb­
ing inspired m e greoflyl Willi never forget those 
magical summer doys on Lliwedd with Bill-fhe 
sweet smell of Players navy-cut woffing up from 
his pipe as he grinned his way up obscure 
pitches so proud to be following his 'prodigy' I will climb some of these routes once 
more and I know he will not be for owoy Bill died on November 20th 2002 offer a 
long boffle with cancer I shall miss him and my condolences go out to Rhian his 
wife And his son Alon. 
Colin Goodey 

EUiott M e r r i a m V i n e y D S O , M B E , T D , D L 

1913 (1935) - 2002 

Ellioff Viney wos born in Aylesbury on 21st August 1913 and died there in August 
2002, 0 few days short of his 89th birthdoy Throughout his life he wos closely osso-
cioted with Aylesbury ond the County of Buckinghamshire. His fomily firm, Hozell, 
Watson and Viney Printers and Binders, played o prominent part in the life of fhe 
town and Ellioff became its Chairman in 1967 

He became involved in o large number of local organisoflons including the 
Aylesbury Chomber of Commerce (Choirmon), the Aylesbury Orchestral Society (Presi­
dent), Aylesbury Associoflon for fhe Protecflon of Property - he wos bi-centenory 
President in 1985 - o county magistrate and Choirmon of the Aylesbury bench from 
1972 to 1983. He w a s High Sheriff of the County 1964-65 ond o Deputy Lieutenant 
from 1951. He m o d e o voluoble contribuflon to the life of the Church of England in the 
county, serving os o churchwarden, trustee of fhe Bucks Clergy Chority fhe Dioceson 
Advisory Committee and, most nofobly as o founder trustee ond subsequent choir­
mon of fhe Bucks Historic Churches Trust 

He will also be porflcularly remembered in the country for his work for the 
Bucks Archoeologicol Society, where he served as Joint Editor, over 30 yeors. Secre­
tory for 25 yeors and President from 1979 to 1997 On the naflonal stage he was o 
governor of The M u s e u m of London, 1972-1988, President of the City of London Ar­
chaeological Trust 1985-1989, President of The Briflsh Federoflon of Master Printers 
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and Moster of the Worshipful Company of Grocers. This long list of his outstanding 
service is by no means exhousfive. 

Ellioff Viney had o most disflnguished war record. He hod joined the TA in 1932, 
went over to France with the Bucks Battalion of fhe Oxford and Bucks Light Infantry 
and took port in the gollont defence of Hozebrouck in May 1940, where he was 
ocflng second in command (and briefly fhe senior surviving officer in fhe Battalion). 
This rearguard acflon contributed fo the escape of large parts of the Briflsh Expedi-
flonary Force ot Dunkirk ond was commended by the Germans, who in a radio brood-
cast announced that 'the defenders of Hozebrouck not only delayed fhe advance, 
but resisted in o monner fruly worthy of fhe highest frodiflons of the Brifish Arm'. 

Elliott was captured ond spent his next flve years os a prisoner of wor. In 1945 
he was awarded fhe DSO for his gallantry of Hozebrouck, and also became MBE in 
recognifion of his service in fhe P O W camps, where he ran the camp library, edited o 
camp journol ond organised courses in professional and academic subjects for his 
fellow officers, Affer the War he kept up his connecflon with fhe regiment, and re­
mained in the TA unfll 1988, He was President of the Bucks Bottalion Old Comrodes 
Associoflon from 1960 and wos awarded the Territorial Decoroflon, 

Elliott's love of the mountains dotes from his early days, with family holidays in 
Buttermere and walks in the Alps. He was elected to The Climbers' Club in 1935, 
served on the committee from 1936 to 1939 and was Journal Editor from 1937 fo 
1940, He was elected to the Alpine Club in 1945, proposed by Leslie Shadbolt and 
seconded by S, B. Donkin. He served on the committee from 1951 and on the Library 
Committee from 1972 fo 1991, He was President of fhe Oxford University Mountoin­
eering Club in 1934-1935, He was a member of on Oxford party which dimbed in fhe 
Lofoten Islonds in 1934 ond put in o good season i'n fhe Dolomites in 1938. 

Affer the War two tragic events entered his life. In 1947 he climbed Mont Blonc 
with Dovid Cox, Robin Hodgkin and Nully Kretschmer. They were joined by John 
Jenkins ond two friends. From the summit Ellioff and those two decided fo go down 
on fhe French side by the Mer de Gloce. The other four descended fhe Brenva Foce, 
by way of the Old Brenva route Jenkins and Kretschmer fell and were killed. Cox and 
Hodgkin hod the dounflng task of climbing down offer them, although the bodies 
were not found for several days. 

Then again in 1956, Elliott's younger brother Dick, who was Secretary of The 
Climbers' Club at the flme, wos killed climbing with Tom Bourdillon on the Jogihorn. 
These events didn't in ony way diminish his love of mountains, but it did mean that 
he lowered his sights. He conflnued to walk in the hills of Snowdonia, the Lakes and 
the Cuillins, He olso conflnued fo run, he wos fleld master of fhe Old Berkeley Bea­
gles from 1952 to 1975. In fact, he flrst subscribed when sflll of school in 1929. 

In 1950 he married Rosamund Pelly They hod two daughters. The Club ex­
tends its sympothy fo his family on fhe loss of on outstanding chorocfer 
Emlyn Jones 

The Editor apologises that some Obituories for 2002-2003 ore not included in this 
Journal. They will appear in the 2004 ediflon, 

146 



R E V I E W S 

Yosemite. Half a Century of Dynamic 
Rock Climbing 

Alexander Huber and Heinz Zok 
Baton Wicks £30 

If Yosemite were just o collection of climb­
ing photos in this era when the climbing 
photo is almost pass6, it would sflll be 
on outsfonding book, ff is, however, far 
more than this. Yosemite fells fhe devel­
opment of climbing in The Valley from fhe 
eoffiest exploraflons by surveying teams 
in fhe 1860s, when merely reoching fhe 
top of a peak wos a major achievement, 
through progressive developments of 
technique and equipment up to the 
present doy Equally important is fhe 
book's discussion on the changes in 
climber's attitude towards ascents of 
these verflcol deserts of granite over this 
period. 

The early history secflon is neces­
sarily compressed and drows upon other 
authors, though there are amusing an­
ecdotes, not least was King's inability to 
find Mount Whitney the highest peak in 
the Sierras, never mind climb ff As fhe 
book progresses, however, so historic 
detail develops and those legendary 
nomes start fo appear, John Salofhfe, 
Allen Steck, Royal Robbins, Warren 
Harding, Bill 'Dolt' Feurerer, Chuck Proff 
and Yvon Chouinard By the '60s, the holi­
day atmosphere of earlier decades of 
climbing in the valley is changing to the 
more familiar one of compeflflon and ri­
valry and orguments over the use of bolts 
ond style of oscent ore rife. Nothing 
changes. 

Original accounts of flrst ascents 
ore included and among them is on ex­
cerpt from fhe 1959 American Alpine Jour­
nal of Harding's 12-day flrst oscent of The 
Nose on ElCapifon, This seemed o litfle 
lacking in continuity in ploces, for in­
stance, 0 retreat from the Stove Leg 
Cracks was followed in fhe next para­
graph by C a m p 4. 1 seem to recall a lot 
of climbing and ropework between these 

two points including the famous king 
swing from the top of Boot Flake, 
Robbins's accounts of the ascents of 
Salath6 Wail with Pratt and Frost and 
North America Wall with Frost, Chouinard 
and Proff flowed for better and conveyed 
much more obout their flmes. 

Where fhe text is not by Alexonder 
Huber there ore flne chapters by Jim 
Bridwell, Mark Chapman, Jerry Moffatt, 
Leo Houlding and John Long amongst 
others, Lynn Hill's account of her free as­
cent of The Nose is also there fo inspire. 
It's about this point in the book that some­
thing changes. Gone ore the grainy bum-
shots token from o stance, historic state­
ments though they are, ond in their place 
ore stunning pictures of free climbing on 
some of the hardest and best climbs that 
Yosemite has to offer, interwoven with 
tales of their ascents. The change reflects 
one of offlfude and no route remains 
sacred in ottempts to forge them into free 
climbs of the highest order. I don't think 
that these pictures will ever be bettered. 
Zok's obsession with detail, his eye for 
posiflon and his boldness in putflng the 
two together leave one gasping, I con 
remember the headwall on Salath6 - ond 
hanging out over 900m of spoce with o 
sockload of cameras was not on opflon. 
Zok, 0 top climber himself in combino­
flon with Huber, probobly one of fhe best 
climbers in the world and other world-
closs ocflvists hove produced a collec­
flon of polm flngling pictures. There ore 
too mony wonderful shots fo menflon; 
many ore token on fhe overhanging or 
very overhanging walls of El Copifon, por­
flcularly amazing ore fhe shots token on 
fl Nino and El Corazon thot both include 
pitches of 5.13b. Almost all ore token from 
posiflons that convey on almost religious 
faith in equipment single-minded obses­
sion with perfecflon ond o total inability 
to register ludicrous degrees of exposure. 

Not oil climbs ore in fhe 5.13 cat­
egory and there ore some luscious shots 
token on Cookie Cliff of fhe more occes-
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Above: Bob Conway (leftl and Bill Wintrip at a bivouac on Lung Ledge at the fop of 
pitch 12 on Solofhe Wall of El Capitan, Yosemite. The next pitch. Hollow Flake 5.9, was 
probably the most scary and dangerous pitch of fhe whole route. Photo: Chris Jackson 
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sible Outer Limits (S.lOcI and Wheat Thin 
(5.10cl and some beouflful landscapes. I 
have to confess, however, that one of my 
favourites is of Randy Leoviff on his route 
Book of Hofe (5.13dl on Elephant's Grave­
yard. Does that look tough. You can tell a 
good book by the sweaty flngerprints and 
this one is well-covered. Buy if, buy it for 
fhe granny, you don't even need to be o 
climber for this one. 
Chris Jackson 

Anderl Heckmair: My Life 
Translated by Tim Corrutfiers 

Baton Wicks 

Even those of us who know liffle of climb­
ing outside these shores, excepting per­
haps the bolts under winter sun in Spain 
and Italy hove heard of fhe Eiger ond 
fhe various, often fatal, epics which hove 
token place on ifs threatening and chal­
lenging North Face. The name of the Aus­
trian Heinhch Horrer is well-known to the 
Briflsh climbing and non-climbing public 
because of his books. The White Spider 
and Seven Years in Tibet. Both of these 
were originally published in German, os 
was fhe book under review. Horrer has 
been criflcised recenfly becouse of his 
suspected allegiance to the Nazi party 
and the some suspicion attaches to any 
top-ranking sportsman, or woman, who 
represented the Austrian/German 'union' 
in that ero. 

Heckmair is no excepflon. He was 
Germon and w a s ottrocted to Leni 
Riefenstahl, eventually the fomous maker 
of fhe flIm of the Berlin Olympic Gomes, 
and through the contact with her to the 
fringes of the Nazi party See the photos 
of her in the book What young flt climber 
wouldn't have been? W e should hove 
sympathy What would w e all do if on 
extreme left- or right-wing government 
were elected here? Stop climbing? Refuse 
to ploy rugby or soccer or nefboll or 
hockey for our part of Britain? Unlikely 
However, the successful ascent of the 
face by the joint Austrion-Germon team 
so soon offer the German invosion of 
Austria must hove been welcome grist 
for the German propogondo mi 11. 

The two Germans, Heckmair and 

Vorg, (who hod the unusual, to us, flrst 
name of Wiggerll, started up the North 
Foce after the Austrians Heinrich Horrer 
and Fritz Kosporek but overtook them tor 
a very good reason. The Austrions hod 
mode the very mistake which Vorg and 
Heckmair hod mode on earlier attempts. 
They hod not prepared themselves for 
ice-climbing, hod no axe ond hod hod 
to cut steps up the ice secflons with on 
ice hommer, bent double because of that 
fool's short length, Heckmair ond Vorg 
were wearing, for the flrst flme, recently 
acquired 12-oint crampons, on innovo-
flon of the flme and, as Heckmoir soys, 
were surprised of the woy fhe two front 
points bit in. What were the four to do? 
They joined up os porfles of different no-
fionalifies hove done on thot face, and 
others, mony times since, Heckmoir led 
throughout with Horrer as the relioble lost 
man and collector of the ironwore the 
others used. H o w his hammer o r m m 
must hove ached when they got to fhe 
top. Horror's Die Weisse Spinne was 
copyhghfed in 1958 and in Britain os The 
White Spider in 1959, He got in first ond 
has collected oil the fome derived from 
that Eiger oscent ond consequenfly re­
duced the fome and odmiroflon which 
Heckmair has deserved, 

Heckmair evidenfly hod in him not 
only the makings of o flrst doss, indeed 
pre-eminent, mountaineer but the mind 
of 0 future author because he collected 
photographs, largely missing in the origi­
nal The White Spider, from eorly in his 
career He scorned Vorg's faking o Com­
oro on their affempt on fhe North Foce 
but this book however contoins many of 
his photographs. Those and many oth­
ers shed light on the climbers of his era 
ond their geor ond were not included 
when. Heckmoir's memoirs were first 
published in English in 1975. This ediflon 
hos some oddiflons to that text and the 
extro photographs. 

The book is not, of course, merely 
on occount of the flrst ascent of the Eiger's 
North Face, although that secflon is grip­
ping and the high point of fhe book If is 
frufhfully enflfled M y Life and includes 
accounts of his early youthful, less ex­
perienced and perhaps more dangerous 
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climbs and the many other later climbs 
and expediflons on the worldwide stoge. 
He olmost forgets to menflon his flrst wife 
and allows his second a mere couple of 
lines. He hos more to soy than IHorrer 
about his nearly getflng swept into the 
Nazi party but spent some of his army 
service on the eastern (Russian) front, 
where in fact Vorg wos killed. Not the 
comfortoble niche to which Nazi porty 
fovourites get sent I o m getflng carried 
away Reod it for yourself 

I cannot judge how good o job the 
tronslotor, Tim Corrufhers, (whom I as­
sume fo be on American since fhe trons-
laflon is credited fo The Mountaineers 
Books of Seofflel hos mode of the origi­
nal German but the English text reads 
well, without fhe sfllfed mechanical prose 
of some tronsloflons of German, 

I hove one minor criticism. As o 
oneflme Physics teacher I flnd the use of 
the word meter to indicate o length irri-
toflng. Metre w e use over here. 'Five me­
ters higher I could flnolly cut o good 
stance and plant two ice pitons'. What 
were they cioing with these meters? 
Standing on them? Ignore that idiosyn­
crasy - it is 0 damn good read. Get o 
copy ond beloy yourself well into o com­
fortable ormchoir and get on that face, 
oil 6,000 foot of if, with him and thank 
God that you're not holding his foils or 
taking his pegs out And when you've re­
covered from that there ore olll the other 
faces that carry his bootmarks. I hope 
you're up to it 
Dove Gregory 
Meirionnydd 
by Martin Crocker, John Sumner, Terry 
Taylor, Elfyn Jones, Dave Wrennoll and 

Mike Rosser 
Edited by Johin Willson 
Climbers' Club £18 

The front cover of my 1988 CC guide fo 
Mid-Wales shows regional guru, John 
Sumner, on his awesome Darker Angel, 
Croig Cou. N o w I'm a humble VS leader 
- even of the best of flmes - who will 
never ever flnd himself 'between two 5c 
pitches' and whose only ouflng on o pitch 
of that grade (seconding pitch 2 of Green 

Cormorant Face] resulted in a series of 
ignominious and embarrassing mulfiple 
aid moves but that front cover wos sflll 
one of fhe main reasons I bought fhe '88 
guidebook - that, and wonflng to write 
about Sumner's wonderful Will-o'-the-
Wisp. Becouse, for climbers, imaginoflon 
is oil, isn't it: the picture (or the privileged 
viewing) shows what's possible, whot 
there is to aspire to and what to dream 
of ascending You climb woy above your 
grade in your mind's eye ('with the bo­
nus of one dry handhold', as this guide­
book tells us). 

I remember sitting in vertical 
bracken one hot summer morning in 1975 
watching Pete Livesey 'clean' The West 
Face route in The Greot Zown, prior to 
him leading Jill Lawrence up if the next 
day ond never believing that one day I'd 
get on to that cold dork wall and moke o 
good fist of seconding Desolation Row. If 
was dreaming of The Dream that got m e 
there. Just so, I reosoned, it would be 
worth climbing the scrappy Pen Coed Pil­
lar fo wolk round, lie in the heather and 
goze of fhe vast gully wall with the eye 
of foith, tracing routes, imagining myself 
on that tiny, perfect ledge between 5c 
overhangs. 

Looking at the '88 cover again, I 
wonder if John Summner ever did the 
some and imagined himself up fhe over­
hanging outside edge of the wall when 
he found, ground up, Darker Angel? 
Whether he did or not, he got himself into 
one of those porflculorifles which CC 
guidebooks so frequenfly record for pos­
terity: the frontispiece of Meirionnydd lo 
beffer photo, incidentally than the '88 front 
cover), token by John Sumner himself, 
shows prime guidebook writer and 
Meirionnydd new-router Morfln Crocker 
powering up the E5 Blame It on the Gods, 
just to fhe leff of Darker Ange\, in front of 
on impossibly blue, ripple-infested wo-
tery background. 

Looking through the lens, Sumner 
must hove realised the claim that his 
route in the '88 guide was 'one of the 
great Welsh classics' w a s probably 
doomed. Sure enough, it now gets re-
described OS 'nonetheless, o very flne 
ouflng'. So it goes; it's in the nature of 
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things, compeflflon between the best 
climbers of the oge trying fo get o guide­
book out on flme is bound to produce 
new and audacious routes of the high­
est quality and there are certainly hun­
dreds of these in this book Incidentally 
fhe route name, Blame it on the Gods 
maintains fhe orflsflc integrity set by oil 
the route names on fhe face and thus 
the otherworldly atmosphere of the place 
The photo also provides that neat confl-
nuify and supplanting of explorer and 
guidebook writer that is such o feature 
of our Club's approoch fo chorflng climb­
ing across flme and fhe country 

Good photos sell modern guide­
books. The front cover of Meirionnydd 
sports another brilliant photo, but this time 
of 0 VS on Simmde Ddu. '1 could do that 
route,' 1 thought, 'I wonf to do that route.' 
and so didn't send fhe book out for re­
view. The photo is brilliant partly because 
if catches one of the three most recent 
activists, Norman Clacher in toe-tensed, 
balleflc balance on a bock-lit wall with 
empty hills behind him, clearly engaged 
and enjoying himself, but also because 
once again, quiet wafer is visible. One 
begins to wonder how many crags in 
Mid-Woles hove the odded advantage 
of watery bockgrounds ond with over 200 
featuring in this bumper guidebook it 
seems probable that there ore many 

Cue eoger poge turning and infer-
rogoflon of mops ond before long one 
discovers thot in this area one con climb 
on rock that's also woter-woshed. For 
starters, Martin Crocker, is seen on the 
first ascent of Waterworld eight metres 
right of a glittering waterfall and Nick 
Dixon pirouettes improbably on the hver-
smoofhed glassy rock of The Tubes, a few 
feet above o river that in spate is appar­
enfly 0 'brown maelstrom of standing 
waves, speeding water and debris' in 
which, not surprisingly 'severol people 
hove lost their lives'. Why hove I never 
been there; it's just off the rood? I yearn 
for 0 look, but note the names of those 
who hove 'boulder hopped'' in from the 
shore': Pritchord, Dixon, Woddy, Wain­
wright and reason that once again it 
would be just for a gozing visit 

But then there's Rhinog Foch to 

consider: I absolutely must have o long 
summer day there, doing the 'oldest,, 
longest, highest (Severe! ridge in the 
Rhinogou' ond Walking on Water a SOm 
Severe that is o 'unique slob climb above 
deep fresh water'. According to the book, 
'A flne day's mountoineering can be hod 
by combining both climbs' Here's food 
for a Journal arflcle, surely 

And, flnolly there is the detailed list 
of First Ascents from which w e leorn that, 
latterly the compeflng teams of explor­
ers led by Crocker, Clacher ond Taylor 
hove opporenfly spent as much time in 
the water as on the rock: Crocker climbs 
four new routes in o 'wild weekend of 
gales'; again, on another occasion, 'the 
second doy the route was o sheet of 
wafer'; Terry Taylor has fun with the 
weather: Dance to the storm. Eye of the 
Storm, Why Does tt always Pour on M e 
ond Crocker, clearly driven by manic en­
ergy cleons and climbs in 'conflnuous 
pouring roin' where the only way he con 
keep dry is by 'having on umbrella 
strapped to his heod'. Honorary member­
ship of the Club seems o small reward 
for devoflon of this quolity and magni­
tude. Here is our sport recorded ot its best 

But it is not just the heroic efforts 
of prime mover, Crocker, or his co-wnters 
- indefoflgoble CC stalwarts oil - that 
w e should applaud for this guidebook 
While President Smith was dealing with 
Huts and foot-and-mouth, the evergreen 
John Willson was lured out of o 'well-
earned retirement' to oversee editorial 
control and producflon of over 500 closely 
wriffen and pnnted pages: a stunning 
achievement Phil Gibson - surely with 
Al Phizockleo - ot the cutflng edge of 
line-drawing of mountain features, pro­
duces some works of art here where crag 
detoil supplements ond enhonces route 
line informoflon rather than obscures it 
and Don Sorgeont and Simon Cardy con­
trol the photodiogroms and artwork 
beautifully Of particular note - where 
many outcrops abound in a complex 
oreo like Croig Cou - ore the boxed over­
prints fo show cliffs in reloflon to each. 

Coupled with clear descriptions of 
how to get to the cliffs and get off them 
(still for m e the crux of the doyl these fur-
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ther exomples of the art of guidebook 
writing ore o pleasure to encounter. 

There is o lifeflme of dimbing here 
- even though Crocker seems to hove 
crammed it oil into o few months and 
Harold Drosdo conflnues to evidence 
and though clearly the weother some­
flmes mokes gutters of the high crags (I 
remember in porflculor, o very wet Aord-
vark on Gist Ddu), there ore hundreds of 
new short routes on quick-drying rock that 
con be snofched with o minimum wolk 
So, this is 0 book not just for the shelf or 
the ormchoir (who exacfly is the PLivesey 
who seconded Brigate Rosso and Ghost 
Dance in April 1999?!, but olso for the 
'sock ond the climb. Buy it now, but whot­
ever else you do with it, please keep it 
out of Meirionnydd mountain water. 
Tim Noble 
An Unsung Hero 
The remarkable story of Tom Creon, 

Antorcffc Explorer 
by Michael Smith 

Headline 

I read this book with much the some 
enjoyment as children show when hear­
ing once again o story they olreody know 
backwards. It is the story of three major 
Antarctic expeditions ot the beginning of 
the 20th century What is new ond volu­
oble about it, however, is thot it puts Tom 
Creon, o novol rating, at the centre of the 
story and provides interesflng detoils of 
his eorty life on o form in Kerry of the 
circumstonces leading to his being re­
cruited into Scott's flrst Antarctic expedi­
tion, ond of his fortunes offer he leff the 
Antarctic for good to lead o settied fom­
ily life of his pub. The South Pole Inn, at 
Anoscoul on the Dingle peninsula. His 
involvement in Antarctic exploration 
lasted 15 years. 

Anyone who has served in the 
army or the navy will know what o piv­
otal role the non-commissioned officers, 
the sergeonts, the corporols, the leading 
seamen and the petty officers ploy in the 
running of o regiment or o ship. They ore 
offen the men that save the day And Tom 
Creon w a s on outstanding example. 
Strong, loyal, good-natured, practical and 

courageous, he was o tower of sfrength 
in some of the most desporote situations 
encountered in the Antorctic between 
1902 and 1916. An interesting reflection 
on fhe doss sturcture of English life is 
that whereas Creon ended up running a 
pub in Ireland, Evons, w h o m he rescued 
from death and mon-houled on a sledge 
for miles across the Ross Ice Borrier, went 
on to be Admirol Lord Mountevons. 

There were many brave deeds 
done in those doys. The wortd was much 
bigger then than it is today (now that the 
South Pole has become a holiday desti­
nation for fhe wealthy) ond the risks to 
life in polar regions were much more 
serious, particularly considering the lock 
of communication with the outside world. 
It is right enough, therefore, to describe 
thot period as the Heroic Age of Polor 
Travel, But the author does rother over­
use the term and, invonobly with capital 
letters. One might also coll it, less gener­
ously the Age of Ineptitude, exemplify­
ing OS it did the British disinclination to 
learn from foreigners. He is also ot great 
poins to insist on the ngours ond the suf­
fering, 

A reading of Vilhjalmur Stefonsson 
about life in high latitudes (The Friendly 
Arctic! would do something to odjust the 
balance. The ordeals these men went 
through, if os severe os implied, would 
require a lengthy convalescence. Yet, in 
fact, 0 both, 0 good meal ond o night's 
sleep usually were sufficient This is not 
to belitfle the achievements ond the for­
titude shown by these men, but what w e 
most want to know about extreme ad­
ventures is what it was reolly like, not 
what builds people up into supermen 
with mythologicol powers. The ship's 
company of Shackleton's Endurance, for 
example, marooned on the Weddell Seo, 
were physicolly o cross section of ordi­
nary humanity distinguished no doubt by 
their adventurous spirit but not otherwise 
exceptional. 

In adversity some polar explorers 
found in themselves splendid qualities. 
Many hove been recognised and ap­
plauded: Wilson, Bowers, Ootes, Wild, 
Worsley Hurtey for exomple. Many too 
besides Creon could be described as 
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unsung heroes, notably McNeish, ship's 
carpenter, the oldest m e m b e r of 
Shackleton's Enduronce expedition ot 58, 
and the only one that was not impressed 
by Shackleton's blarney 

If is good to see Tom Creon sin­
gled out as a key flgure in Antarcflc ex­
ploration and fhe discovery of other un­
sung heroes will add to our awareness 
of great things done when men go out 
into the unknown. Captain Cook is rightiy 
celebrated as a great explorer of fhe 
southern seas but several American seal­
ing copfoins m o d e equally daring voy­
ages of discovery in the stormy waters of 
Antorcflca though they were reluctant to 
lef onybody know where they'd been ond 
what they'd found. Tom Creon's Antarcflc 
performance was fruly admirable and 
Michoel Smith gives him full credit in this 
thorough and enthusiosflc account He 
was 0 popular and cheerful expediflon 
man who must hove done much to sus­
tain morale in harsh condiflons. He was 
exceptionolly strong but also hod quoli­
fles of chorocfer ond o procticol good 
sense thot proved invaluable. The book's 
cover picture, o closeup of Creon' face, 
soys it all. 

ff is 0 worthy addiflon to any Ant­
arcflc library. 
Tom Price 
The Fall 

by Simon M o w e r 
Little Brown £12.99 

Good quality climbing flcflon is a rela­
tively rare commodity. To my mind the only 
really satisfying examples ore Roger 
Hubank's two excellent novels North Wall 
ond Hazard's Way, and Alison Fell's 
deeply emotional Mer de Glace. These 
ore thoroughly enjoyable books, where 
climbing forms something of o framework 
fo stories of human froilty strength and 
sometimes courage and humanity 

A new book has appeored thot is 
more thon worthy to be included olong-
side the work of Roger Hubank and 
Alison Fell. The Fall by Simon Mower is 
0 splendid book, wriffen by o well-es­
tablished novelist (it is his sixth novel) who 
in the post has hod work long listed for 

the Booker Prize. The book begins in dra­
matic fashion, with o presumed suicide 
on the Great Wall of Clogwyn Du'r Arddu, 
This sets the stage for o story of complex 
relationships from the late 1930s up to 
the present In truth this book is not about 
climbing, it is o fascinating kind of love 
story with elements of betrayal, obses­
sion and guilt throughout, working up to 
a poignont conclusion. However, the 
climbing context holds the story together 
superbly ond makes for exciting reading. 

Simon Mower clearly knows Nortn 
Wales well and the climbing sequences 
ore very convincing He also cleverly re­
creates the period of the outbreak of fhe 
Second World Wor both in Wales and in 
the hell of the Eost End of London during 
the Blitz, The vorious characters unfold 
over the yeors and the story culminates 
in on epic on the North Woll of The Eiger, 
where the narrator Rob Dewor is rescued 
and with his innocence ond confldence 
shaffered moves owoy from climbing and 
embraces real life os on adult I don't 
know if Simon Mower has ever been on 
the North Wall of the Eiger but thot sec­
tion is truly gripping, fearful ond down­
right unpleasant It is olso the turning 
point of the story yet there ore sflll sur­
prises to come. I hove to confess that I 
couldn't put the book down, it is o su­
perb read ond totally oddicflve. 

On the cover Beryl Boinbridge de­
scribes The Fall as 'Wonderful and sur-
pnsing. An absolute joy to read. Simon 
Mower hos entered the first rank of Brit­
ish novelists'. This is no hype; this is a 
very fine piece of work worthy to stand 
alongside the fiction of Roger Hubank 
and Alison Fell. The book wos o popular 
winner of the 2003 Boardman Tosker 
Award, holding off o strong challenge 
from Ed Douglas' excellent biography of 
Tensing. Go out and buy it. The Fall is on 
absolute treat 
Steve Dean 
Llanbens 

By Iwan Arfon Jones 
Edited by Bob Moulton 
Climbers' Club £15 

The opening sentence of Bob Moulton's 
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Infroducflon to this new guidebook soys 
it all, 'The Llanberis Pass is one of the 
foremost oreos for rock-climbing in Brit­
oin', I'd go further than that Is there, one 
must osk senously, any other mountain 
feoture in Britain which, when referred to 
in its diminuitive form, viz: 'The Poss', is 
instanfly recognisable in climbing circles? 
I doubt it Speak these two words as o 
quesflon to a rock-climber in any bar from 
Broemor to St Just and immediotely a 
shored lexicon, o fevered personol rec­
ollection will kick in and on alcohol-
fuelled discussion ensue: Wrinkle, Nea 
(before the foil). The Cracks. Main Wall, 
Crackstone Rib, Shadow Wall, Mot Direct, 
Diagonal, Lion, Spectre, Brant, 
Kaisergebirge Wall, Erosion Groove... 

Moves will be reheorsed; difficul­
fles disagreed about ond gops in expe­
rience exploited or commiseroted about 
It hardly matters the name or grade of 
the routes - or even the sequence in 
which they were attempted or climbed, 
because onyone who is serious obout 
climbing gravitates ot some point in a 
climbing career - usually eoffier rather 
than later (with brownie points for eorly 
unofficial comping, burning furniture and 
being banned from the bunkhouse, or 
sleeping under Landrovers by the boul-
dersl - to 'The Pass', to what I remember 
OS 'The Three Cliffs'. And, let's not kid 
ourselves: in Ynws Ettws of o night (any 
nightl, w e know who has led Cenotaph 
Corner, don't we, even if they don't tell 
you or it's not in the log? Long ago 
eclipsed os o yordsflck of difficulty this 
route is still the revered icon of our sport: 
doesn't every climber hove either to at­
tempt it, or plon to attempt it if they ore 
to believe themselves on integral port of 
the climbing community sharing in the 
history of the sport? Indeed, I'm thinking 
of suggesflng to the committee o new 
cotegory of honorary CC member: one 
who has waited unfll his/her mid 50s to 
lead Cenotaph Corner, because commit­
ment to the sport of this magnitude would 
guarantee automatic entry to any other 
climbing club in the wortd. 

Why hos this occurred? Surely 
Stonoge is os sacrosanct. Cloggy os cen-
trol, Bosigron os obligotory - to soy noth­

ing obout Peak limestone? Not so. And 
it's not just about the sheer vonefy and 
density of climbing on offer in 'The Poss', 
it's thot here is where stondords of climb­
ing in the mountains really began to fake 
off and consolidate Forget The Loke Dis­
trict; that's where w e go offer we've 
served on opprenflceship in 'The Poss'. 
Ageing Editor's advice to young aspirant 
CC members: do it the other woy round 
and: 
(o) expect to sfruggle on The Cromlech: 
any El on Gimmer - the Stting, for in­
stance doesn't match fhe expenence 
of the Gates leven though you've only 
seconded these two'' EdI ond 
(bl you simply won't get the rock footage 
in front of your peer group; the FRCC ore 
0 flght band of oldies and youngsters clip 
Spanish limestone nowodoys rother than 
repeat Dove's new desperates, or respect 
Reecosfle's testpieces Here is where you 
must flrst cut the mustard, publicly 

This is partly because in the 
Llonberis Poss, 'o climber of work con be 
wotched keenly from the rood by criflcol 
fellow climbers (some using binoculars)' 
- possibly even from Ynws Ettws and, 
porfly, because this is where fhe cuffing 
edge climbers hove come to moke a 
mark, and still do. Think of Menlove 
Edwords; the Harding era; the Rock and 
Ice; the Alpha; the Milburn inspired 'Free 
The Poss' campaign in 1977 to 'push 
modern free-climbing stondords in North 
Wales'. This valley is the crucible of fhe 
sport. You doubt m y assertion? Look 
through the First Ascent list ond count 
who is missing Incoming Peok ond Lake 
District teoms ore obvious: Biven and 
Peck; Motheson and Cleasby and Tony 
Willmot ore there. Leading lights even 
come to live for o flme. N o w reod about 
who has contributed to the compilation 
of the guidebook; so it's not surpnsing 
that 'Climbing evolution and develop­
ments in rock-climbing hove taken place 
here at o ternflc poce'. 

In the early '80s 'Stondords be­
c a m e so high that virtually anything 
seemed possible.' (Jerry Moffatt's solo of 
virtually every Cromlech test piece). This 
new guide nods in that direcflon: 'Stand­
ards hove increosed ond otfltudes hove 
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changed'; w e are (now) in on era of'pre­
pared routes'. 'The Pass' is sflll produc­
ing the goods, still challenging the new 
youth, sflll showing fhe inflnite riches of 
0 liffle place. 

Do I need fo say more? Yes, two 
things: the bnllianf photodiogroms (cour­
tesy of Simon Cardy), idenflfying fhe rash 
of 'newly-discovered' liffle crags, with 
their host of modern micro routes and the 
comprehensive mops by Don Sorgeont 
ore both highpoints - worth buying the 
book for on their own. The rest is just os 
good (no slate, of course) though I 
doubt I shall be fronsfernng my list of 
doted ascents fo yet another new guide, 

I was 14 when 1 flrst camped in 'The 
Pass'. I con sflll remember the m o m e n t 
offer a horrendous journey in o Local 
Authonty Youth Club minibus an incom­
petent tent pitching and hopeless Primus-
fired meol when, stepping out into the 
star-spangled violet night and turning 
slowly through a full circle, I tned to rec­
ognise the mountain tops around me. ff 
was the first fime I really smelled that 
indefinable mountain smell - of rock, wa­
ter ond high-moving oir. This remains the 
defining tngger of emoflon for m e - os 
does 'The Poss' in my climbing career. 1 
daresay if is the some for thousands of 
other climbers, who really should buy this 
latest ediflon, to tngger memory flre up 
the blood and start planning that long-
overdue ascent of Cenotaph Corner 
Tim Noble 
This Mountain Life 
The First Hundred Years of the Ruck­

sack Club 
Edited by John Beatty 

Northern Light 
This book is 0 pictortol record of the ac­
flvifles of the Rucksock Club, published 
fo commemorate the centenory of this il­
lustrious club, one of the most important 
in fhe history of Bnflsh mounfoineenng. 
Established in 1902 if was the sixth moun­
toineering club to be formed in Bntain. 
and w o s the second 'regional' English 
club being flrmly based in Manchester, 
the first being the Yorkshire Ramblers' 
which w a s founded 10 yeors eortier. 

The Rucksack Club hos olwoys 
been well-known because of its endur­
ing reputoflon for long distance walkers 
and outstanding fellrunners. Soon offer 
the First Wortd War their most outstand­
ing fell runner was Eustace Thomas, who 
of the age of 53 held the Lakeland Fell 
Record, then took up Alpine climbing and 
became the second person and the flrst 
Briton to climb all the Alpine 4,000m 
peaks. 

Their membership in the inter war 
penod also included many of the lead­
ing rock-climbers of the day men like A 
S (Fredl Pigott, Mortey Wood, Harry Kelly 
and Arthur Birtwisfle who mode superb 
new routes in Wales, the Lake District, the 
Peak and Scofland, The Club hod estab­
lished the flrst mountain hut in Britain in 
remote C w m Eigiau in 1912, but this barely 
survived the First World Wor and was 
closed in 1920. However, in fhe lote 1920s 
they leased Tal y Braich in the Ogwen 
Valley and used this os their base dur­
ing that golden age of Welsh rock-climb­
ing. 

It was dunng this period thof the 
club mode o vital contribuflon to the wider 
mounfoineenng community by being in-
strumentol in the estoblishment of the 
Noflonol Mountoin Rescue Committee 
with Wilson Hey as the flrst chairman ond 
A S Pigoff OS secretary Affer the Second 
World Wor the Club's lease on Tol y Braich 
expired but in the late 1940s they ac­
quired Beudy Mawr in the Llonberis Pass 
which n e w rock-climbing star, Peter 
Hording, used os his base for many of 
his histonc oscents of the time. 

The trodition for big wolks, hard 
climbs and expediflons throughout the 
wortd has conflnued to the present day 
and the whole period hos been superbly 
portrayed in the photographs chosen 
from the Club's archives by John Beatty 
The Rucksack Club celebrated its cente­
nary with 0 splendid Dinner in the Man­
chester Town Hall in October 2002. 
Enough copies of the book were pub­
lished for members, immediote fnends 
and guests, Fortunotely it hos now been 
reprinted ond is ovailoble to all w h o 
might like to delve into the history of one 
of the eartiest most ocflve and influen-
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flol clubs in the country 
Copies are ovoiloble ot £20 eoch 

plus £2 p&p from The Rucksock Club, c/ 
0 Dunrobin, The Crescent, Dunblane, 
Perthshire FK15 O D W 
Derek Walker 

Cwm Silyn and Cwellyn, 
by Paul Jenkinson and Bob Wightmon 

Edited by John Willlson 
Climbers' Club £12 

This area holds o very special place in 
my eorty climbing coreer It sow fhe be­
ginning of my producflve partnership with 
my best fnend Dove Gregson when w e 
belonged to the Horrow Mountaineenng 
Club. In the lote '60s w e climbed the mo-
jestic Crucible on Craig yr Ogof above the 
shimmering lakes of C w m Silyn one dry 
September and the following year the im­
pressive D w m on the beefling buttress 
of Castell Cidwm. As youngsters begin­
ning to feel our way on to the harder 
things in Wales of that time the wortd 
seemed to be our oyster. By the time the 
flrst independent Climbers' Club guide to 
the oreo by Yotes and Pernn come out in 
1971 Dove, only 24 years old, was dead, 
killed on the Eiger. Of course I went bock 
and climbed on both crogs agoin but 
olwoys with that sense of ennui, of un-
fulfllled promise. 

But what of the new guide, only the 
second to be devoted entirely to this 
beouflful and often unfrequented corner 
of Snowdonia? With less thon 130 very 
informoflve pages ond o dozen acflon 
shots within, it is thin, but pertectiy formed 
(In foct it is considerably thinner than the 
'71 volume - even though there ore over 
150 more climbs - but this is entirely due 
to better book design and lighter weight, 
tougher paper). Apart from the excellent 
front ond rear cover photos the flrst thing 
that struck m e was the strange nostolgic 
quality of some of the londscape and 
crog shots, like watercolours or, more 
occurotely, like black and white shots 
hond-flnted with pole colour I rather liked 
the effect but I couldn't quite put my fln­
ger on why they should be so until I read 
in the Editor's ocknowledgements to Don 
Sorgeont (superb mops and photo-dio-

groms as usual) who 'sflll found fime fo 
moke repeated excursions into the hills 
to obtain soflsfacfory condiflons to take 
the photos required and then to process 
oil the ortwork using the (sic) digital tech­
nology for the flrst time', Digitol imaging, 
whether through the pnnflng dyes used 
or compression of the colour informaflon 
in the flie, has this capacity to 'postel-
ize' certain imoges. To my mind this is 
not necessonly o bod thing but will defl­
nitely be used by future generoflons to 
identify 'early digital guidebooks'. 
(Whereas I predict 'late digital guide­
books' will be small thin hondheld 
screens with colossal memories on which 
one will be oble to call up the descrip­
tion and colour topo of ony climb in the 
wortd merely by speaking nicely to it) 

The subtitie Rack and Winter Climbs 
in Eiflanydd is on indicotion of the addi­
tion of some 20 odd winter climbs scot-
tered throughout the guide. All w e need 
now is for globol warming to go into re­
verse to enjoy yet onother ospect of these 
lonely cwms. Conversely, with the fash­
ion in full swing I o m surpnsed there is 
no mention of any bouldenng in fhe oreo 
(unless I missed ifl, perhops fhe wolk-in 
is too much, or perhops there just isn't 
any (no doubt o bouldenng oflcionado 
will put m e straight on this). The history 
secflon is bnef interesflng and well-writ­
ten ond deverty supplemented by the ful­
some first oscent list at the bock with its 
detailed onecdofol and hisfoncol poro-
graphs added to the dotes ond the dro-
mofls personae. 

Of the 30 or so crogs which then 
follow only the high quolity crogs of 
Castell Cidwm and Croig yr Ogof hove 
achieved any real popularity, perhaps 
with the excepflon of Croig C w m Trwsgl 
of the heod of C w m Pennont containing 
Perrin's classic The Exterminating Angel. 
This is 0 shame as there seems to be 
some interesflng climbing available for 
those w h o like remote locations, wild 
mountain londscape and w h o oren't 
Opposite: The front cover photo from the 
C w m Silyn,,. guidebook; Nigel Coe climb­
ing Erection (E2I Llechog. Photo: Don 
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ofroid of 0 walk or of asking a farmer for 
permission to climb on his land. Unfortu­
nately the londowner ot Clogwyn y 
Gorreg (ond Croig Isoff) 'does not permit 
climbing' ond the descnpflons hove been 
leff in the guide on the understanding 
that 'it is possible thot this situoflon will 
chonge w h e n C R o W is fully imple­
mented'. Who, I wonder, will be willing 
to test the power of the legisloflon with 
the landowner when it is? 

This then is o flne addiflon to the 
Club's guides and o testament to the 
hard work of the outhors ond John Willson 
the editor All descnpflons of climbs ond 
the approach and access notes oppeor 
to hove been scrupulously revised and 
updated ond there is a sense that this 
guide, once expected to be just o chop­
ter in the Tremadog guide, con now nght-
fully stand as on independent area on 
its own merits. And I for one can't wait 
with this slim comprehensive volume in 
hand, to conflnue my exploroflon of the 
mony delights of this remote and beou­
flful corner of the mountoins, 
Brian Wilkinson 
Lake Distnct Rock 
Selected Rock Climbs in the English 

Lake District 
By Members of the FRCC Guidebooks 

Committee 
Edited by Stephen Reid 

FRCC 
On my study shelves stand most of the 
complete ediflons of the FRCC guides to 
The Loke Distnct; I hove been scrambling 
and climbing there every yeor since eorty 
boyhood, 45 odd years ogo, even wnf-
ing 0 book obout its VS climbs. To the 
fury of m y daughters and 
incomprehension of my partner, I pile 
these guidebooks beside the loo and 
memorise route names like lines of fo­
vourite poetry 

So why do I need o volume of 'se­
lected climbs' in The Lake Distnct that is 
'aimed of the occasional visitor'? Espe-
ciolly since, ot the best of flmes I don't 
octuolly like books of 'selected climbs', 
I've got the Williams Snowdonia. the 
Litflejohn South West and the Birkeff Lake 

District, but none of those with UIAA ac­
cepted topos and few others I've ever 
opened or used, because 'for me, se­
lected climbs' ore like poetry anthologies. 
The kind with tifles like 'The Naflon's 100 
Best Love Poems: one for every Occosion', 
or 'Pom Ayres' Fovourite Formyord 
Bollards' bound to set the sheep against 
the goots: they signal o sort of end of 
fhe canon, o summoflon, o toking stock 
ond, by their nature, they ore other peo­
ple's selecflon rother than mine, the po­
et's or the crag's own offenngs. 

ff is the editor's choice that deflnes 
the vision - of poetry ond climbing. I think 
of Al Alvarez's deftning N e w Poetry; 
Lorkin's mere nod to the massive pres­
ence of Ted Hughes in his run through 
Bnflsh poetry and Hughes's own careful 
editing of Sylvio Ploth's Ariel. These ore 
not necessonly the poet's choices in the 
poet's chosen places and though I know 
that routes ore conflnuolly entenng and 
leoving guidebooks under editorial dis­
cussion and control beffer by for, surely 
to buy the full guide ond the poet's col­
lecflon? 

On 0 conflnuum, with o selected 
volume of one end and a sheof of notes 
suggesflng gaps to be fliled ot the other, 
I know where most climbers would wont 
to be ond Editor Stephen Reid is no ex­
ception, even n o w finding interesting 
unclimbed pitches on Gimmer ond Pillar 
It's not that I expected to flnd my only 
shared new route in The Lakes included 
you understand (o pleasant-enough 
though slighfly scrappy liffle VS on Wa­
terfall Buttress, climbed with Buttermere 
guidebook wnter Dovid Croig in 1986, 
while checking fhe Newlands Valley and, 
by now, very probably returned fo nofure), 
nor that there is any evidence of o desire 
to include modern routes climbed by fhe 
editonol feom, it's bigger things missing 
that ronkles. Woferfoll Buttress itself isn't 
included, that, too, wos somewhat eso­
teric but in this book fhe whole of 
Newlands has evoporafed. No Dole 
Head; no Miner's Crog, Birkeff colls Dole 
Head Pillar 'a clossic climb' - classic in 
1975, perhaps, but not now. 

You begin to see my point, I hope. 
It's not thot I'm toking issue with the 500 
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or so routes Induded here 'the bulk of 
them in VS fo E2 range' with over 100 
routes or Severe or less and all 'descnbed 
by those who know the area best'. It's 
just I know that books like Hord Rock, 
Extreme Rock, Cold Climbs and my own 
humble Greof VS Climbs in The Lake Dis­
trict act like selected climbs, honey-pot-
fing routes and crags fo the exclusion of 
others that deserve rediscovery Having 
said thaf I'm delighted to see the excel­
lent Beowuff and Grendel on Scrubby 
Crag included and several other liffle 
gems. 

Having weighed in like o grumpy 
old mon, 1 must soy something posiflve: 
fhe pictures are generally sound, ff o lit­
fle unadvenfurous given the collective 
talent available. But flick through and flnd 
how many ore close ups, though. Very 
difflcult to get good climbing pictures in 
close up - especially from above and 
below (Motheson and Gore offering 
hirsufely-chollenged heads to the fore) 
but there ore pictures of w o m e n and chil­
dren climbing, which is nice, and reminds 
thot the CC con flnd only Grace Hurford, 
Jill Sumner and hisfoncol pictures of ex 
President Joncis and Cofhenne Desflville 
in fhe 800+ pages of the two guidebooks 
reviewed in previous pages. This moy be 
a cunning ploy by the editor to suggest 
the amenability of the region; bnng the 
family you 'occasional visitor' you can get 
them on the rock, too. It worked on me: 1 
showed my little six yeor old step daugh­
ter, named Flora, the picture of little Flora 
Wharton 'checking the guidebook' not I'm 
afraid, 'beneath Shepherd's Crag', but 
very much on fop of it, clod in climbing 
shoes but unroped, os for os I con see. 
Pictured above the section 'Safety Advice', 
I thought ortginolly it might hove been 
ironic. M y Flora just gnmoced, however, 
and turned bock to teen time TV. I'll be 
on my own ogoin this yeor, then. 

The production is lovish - if per­
haps a liffle too fussy on the page with 
different-coloured enhoncings and 
masses of info. But whot really saves ff 
for m e is the quality of Al Phizockleo's 
colour in-fllled crag diogroms which ore 
simply superb and rote eosily os well os 
Gibson's line work for the CC. 

Having served time in front of Bob 
Moulton's legendary guidebook selling 
flgures, I should dearly love to know this 
book's unit costs and firojected sales. For 
established Lakes oldies like me, I doubt 
they will wont it for other than the dio­
groms; for the 'occosionol visitor', how­
ever, I ossume the Moulton equivalents 
of the FRCC hove done the numbers and 
reckoned that despite the roin, the cheap 
Spanish flights ond the cost of holiday 
cottoges, there ore enough of them out 
there wonflng to climb in The Lake Dis­
frict and prepared fo buy this onthology 
rather than the complete works. Good 
luck to them; but to the 'occosionol visi­
tor' I'd soy go and explore Newlonds ond 
do Miner's Girdle VS. 
Tim Noble 
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E d i t o r ' s E n d p i e c e : 

On page 144 of the 2001 Journal, I posed three quesflons about on old block and 
white photo: W h o is the climber? Whot is the crog? Which route? I received only one 
reply: 

I was really surprised when I sow thot photo on the lost page. I just connot remem­
ber how you got hold of it What do I win if I guess who it is? Anyway I thought I'd 
give you the full history of the photo. It was, of course, on Shepherd's, I think I was 
with a girtfnend who wos not climbing; moybe she took the photo. I hod nothing to 
do so I went up to the tree just below the top of Donkey's Ears and abseiled down. I 
then climbed a few feet up Monolith Crack unfll I could fle into the abseil rope, just 
high enough so if I fell off I would (maybe) miss hitflng the deck Where I a m in the 
photo is troversing from Monolith towards o scoop which I think is o route now called 
Hippos Might Ely ? It did not exist then of course, I found the bit I'm on geffing to the 
scoop quite difficult - probably the hiking boots were not much help, Anywoy then I 
flnished up what I think is 17 or 18 of the flme, Hope all is well with you; look forward 
to the next Journal, 
Very Best Wishes, 
Paul Ross, Colorado 

M y apologies to members for the protrocted and delayed orrtvol of this ediflon of The 
Journal, By way of reassurance, with o few more contnbuflons, a 2004 ediflon con be 
ready in eorty 2005, 
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