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as the :final 100-ft. chimney on the Aiguille de Roc.14 Although 
the Aiguille de Roc is 73 m. lower in altitude than the Grepon, 
the two climbs required approximately the same time for the 
ascent. No doubt the bad weather conditions encountered on 
the way down the Aiguille de Roc increase_d the difficulty of 
that climb to a considerable extent ; probably for this reason I 
found it much more fatiguing than the Grepon. 

(To be continued.) 

APRIL DAYS. 

BY R. L. G. IRVING. 

OT till I set to work to fulfil my promise to the Editor did 
I realize how dimcu]t it is to write of April days. Fact, 

not fiction, is the material that must be used, and such days 
are not rich in the facts that are considered ' news.' 

How the Editor must love the men who bring back, freshly 
gathered from some distant range full of strange names or 
names that appear strange in unfamiliar spelling, or from the 
smoothest and most glaucous faces of the Alps, a seasonful of 
adventures that appeal to young and old, to those who long 
to have been there as well to those who are thankful they were 
not. Less fortunate, but still enviable, are those who with 
more modest peaks can offer us the pleasant pastures on which 
we can pass the hours in willing abandonment of greater 
heights. Alas ! in April the pastures are still in the cold grip 
of winter that allows no dalliance. In April the rocks are 
cold and the snow too often soft and deep ; the sophisticated 
climber either stays in Britain to climb the steepest slabs to 
which the latest nailed or rubber footgear can adhere, or goes 
abroad to ski. It is only thus that up-to-date technique can 
find its fulfilment. The unsophisticated, wandering .ski-less 
in the winter snow, seeks in vain among his April memories 
for the achievement that can adorn a tale. 

April, however, is a month of hope, of revival of old familiar 
things which in August may have lost their freshness. And 
something may be claimed for April mountaineering, even if 

14 Modern parties invariably avoid the main difficulty of the 
lower portion of the face, conquered, however, by the first party in 
1911, Editor, . 
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rubber shoes and ski are left behind. Choice of locality, choice 
of expedition, estimation of conditions have more importance 
than at any other time. And the older we get , the more does 
winter produce in us a longing for a sun that will put its mark 
upon us and help us to support the rigours of an English 
May. 

No district within two days journey of England by anything 
but air can assure a sun that will not fail us in a given fort
night. In my experience it is certainly in the Mediterranean 
climate of Corsica or the Maritime Alps that the sun will shine 
oftenest, and the snow will be least bad for the walker, especially 
irt that zone between 3000 and 7000 ft. on which so much 
depends. Variations in atmospheric conditions and in the 
condition of the snow are more frequent and more violent in 
the Pyrenees. The approach to the peaks is snow-free to a 
higher point in the seaward valleys of the Alps, not only from 
their aspect but from general climatic co:p.ditions. 

The early mountaineers, whose way of regarding mountains 
I still believe to be the best, were eager to claim any sort of 
scientific excuse that offered itself for their ascents, and I am 
able to present the first of my April days as a means of checking 
a quite recent theory. 

I . . 

If you have not read Professor Eddington's book' The Nature 
of the Physical World,' you must have seen it on the table of 
your friends. It is not light read.ing for the unscientific, but 
there is one chapter that should be resolutely faced. It is 
entitled 'The Running Down of the Universe.' 

By that the Professor does not mean the sort of thing to 
which every man who gets up liverish contributes his bit ; it 
is a far more serious affair. Roughly, it amounts to this, that 
where there exists in more or less active bodies consisting of 
electrons and molecules, like those of members of the Alpine 
Club, an organized energy, a potential, what one might call 
a desire to get somewhere, the discharge of that potential, the 
satisfaction of the desire, always involves a 'running down,' a 
sort of ' don't care ' attitude, what the Professor calls ' an 
increase of the random element.' It is that gloomy fellow 
Ecclesiastes over again, ' Desire shall fail.' 

The really grim part of it is that ' no decrease of the random 
element can take place,' that is to say, no fresh winding-up, 
~or S{lch a decrease would be ' contrary to the second law of 
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thermo-dynamics,' and that appears to be a law beside which 
the law of the Medes and Persians is as little permanent as 
that which governs the length and width of skirts. 

And so we climbers must move on with the accomplishment 
of our desires to an increase of purposelessness. Terrible, if 
true, but is it ? The experiences of an April day permit a 
blessed doubt. 

Ever since my first visit to Corsica, for three whole years, 
the particles of ' a tube in the four-dimensional world demar
cated from the rest of space-time by a more or less abrupt 
boundary,' which for brevity will be denoted by I, became 
increasingly charged with a violent urge to associate themselves 
with the particles of another ' corpus ' called Tafonato, which 
in less scientific language might be described as one of the 
best peaks in Corsica, containing the most remarkable window 
in the world. It is, possibly, the one remaining wonder of 
the world that an American tourist has never seen, for though 
it is visible to the naked eye from far away out at sea, and 
from at least one road that a Corsican would call a motor road, 
you cannot be said to have seen it till you have stood thrilled 
upon the actual sill. 

Now the realization of a desire or urge, or in professorial 
language the running down of a particular bit of the universe, 
is often a pleasant process. In this case it was shared with 
two young friends, Bury and Dawnay, to whom the urge had 
been communicated. It began with a wonderful drive rising 
over 4000 ft. from Porto through Evisa that kept us rather 
breathless, either from the extraordinary beauty and variety 
of the green world of spring about the road and the rich 
colouring of the rocky gorges at awful depths below, or from 
the immediate prospect of being hurled together into those 
depths at one of. the innumerable hairpin bends round which 
we skidded. There followed a night in the forest of Aitone 
just below the Sl1ow-line and close to the Col de Vergio, cold 
in spite of sleeping-bags and a generous fire. 

A clear dawn helped us to get off early, and a short walk 
up the road brought us to the Col with its far view East and 
West across the island. Snow vvas thinning to vanishing point 
on the path that led over the hill-side past a desolate bergerie 
to the valley that runs up to the col between Tafonato and 
Paglia Orba. Turning a corner we came in sight of Tafonato 
and on to the snow, on whose condition success or failure 
generally depends in spring. It was perfect, firm and smooth 
as a metalled road. We had breakfast when the sun had 
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joined us, well above 6000 ft., where the stream first broke 
away in a dark line from the imprisoning snow. 

From there a short climb up steepening snow took us to 
the foot of the wall below the window. On this side the wall 
is a mere 200 ft., on the other it is nearer 2000. It vvas not 
difficult to climb it to the southern end of the sill. Holds for 
hands and feet were superb, while the snow on the ledges 
combined the maximum of holding power with the minimum 
of labour in step-cutting ; pure delight to climb if no sense of 
insecurity is needed to spice a feast of good things. 

Even in calm sunshine the window is an awe-inspiring place. 
A fringe of icicles hung like a portcullis from a long crack in 
the .arch, making one wonder how much longer the myriads 
of tons of rock above would be supported. The moment of 
the closing crash will be a bad one for any climber on the 
sill ! 

The floor of the window, if one may call it so, left white 
and glistening by the snowstorms that had roared through 
from the W., sloped down at a high angle, and as we passed 
along its edge it seemed that the first thing we should strike 
after slithering across it would be a road 6000 ft. below that 
wound through ·maquis-covered hills towards the sea. 
· An occasional icicle falling clear outside us from 300 ft. or 
more .above dispelled any desire to find a direct route upwards. 
The way to the summit was both a winding up and a winding 
round, and surprisingly easy for such a precipitous face. But 
April is not summer on any cliffs at this altitude that do 
not face S., and on some steep loose snow on the opposite 
side, climbed gloveless, I might well have quoted Professor 
Eddington, ' the lower the temperature, the greater the dis
organization,' and again on a final short rock wall with small 
holds just under the summit, 'organization cannot be brought 
about by continued shuffling.' 

On the summit where we find the fulfilment of our aim, 
must it always be that the running down has already begun? 
Must ' to become ' be always a disillusionment, a closing of 
the better period of ' becoming ' ? It was difficult to believe 
it there. We had done so much winding up in the ascent; 
and it is hard to see how anyone, while still on Tafonato, can 
run down. On the snow-slopes below, already softened, we 
could and sometimes did run down, and we got back to our 
camping-place, where the car was to meet us, earlier than we 
expected. We even reached Porto in time to take a dip in 
the Mediterranean a few minutes before the sun. 
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. And at the end of it all, as the head found the pillow, instea·d 
of a run-down feeling, a diminution of potential, an increase 
of purposelessness, comes a sense of exhilaration, an urge to. 
do many thil1gs that had lost their savour and to do them 
better. 

Yet what about that second law of thermo-dynam~cs? 
After all, the professors only discovered it, they did not make 
it. And if it was the winder-up himself who made it, he could, 
presumably, suspend it. At any rate if the happiness of men 
counts for something with him, he must have enjoyed the 
running do"V\rn of the part of the machine in which I had just 
been concerned; and that would be enough to ask. But 
there was more than that. Somehow or other I had felt the 
turn of the key. In spite of the professors the discharge of 
potential between me and Tafonato had produced a decrease 
of the 'random element.' I was wound up, but not enough 
to prevent my going to sleep ! 

II. 

How often must the lucky ones who spent the early spring 
of this year in the South of France have blessed the sunshine 
that was poured upon them, whether they walked across the 
hills or basked beside the sea ! And if you find that man or 
the handiwork of man is vile along that lovely coast, the 
Esterel . can still provide you with a refuge. With its red 
porphyry rocks rising out of a maquis of cistus, lavender, 
rosemary and other shrubs as attractive to the nose that bows 
as they are repellent to the hand that grasps, it remains what 
it was evidently intended to be, a bit of Corsica lent to the 
mainland to tempt the traveller across the sea to the enchanted 
isle. 

The olive is not there, but among the forests of mimosa 
around Le Trayas late in February one can easily forget its 
absence. It is a Corsica domesticated by many excellent 
paths, but in winter and early spring they are unfrequented 
path.s, and if its numerous small peaks. lack size they · do not 
lack character, and almost ·without exception they offer one 
of the very best things tha.t any view can give, a great stretch 
of sea with its directionless horizon that is perpetually murmur
ing the question ' Whither bound ? ' contrasted with a vision 
of distant snow peaks that supplies the only satisfa·ctory 
answer. 

And the snow mountains are easy of access .from the coast. 
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Neither time nor money is needed in large amount. If you 
do not mind a bus full of peasants and a driver whose sunny 
optimism never quite expels your fears at corners, you can 
'get from Nice to St. Martin de V esubie in two or three hours 
for about half a crown. 

St. Martin is the best headquarters. St. Sauveur is low 
and enclosed and there is no hotel at which motoring man 
would think of leaving any remembrance but the smell of his 
exhaust. Beuil is now a fashionable place for winter sports. 
The only good mountain near it is Mont Monnier, and even in 
March this year the slopes near the hotels were too bare of 
snow to be ski-able. On a fine afternoon a mile or so along 
the road to Guillaumes you will find motors parked by the 
score, and a scene that reminds you of the sands in England 
on a bank holiday. Be~il with its crowded playing-fields of 
snow and the screams of the French ladies must be to Nice 
in winter something like what Margate or Brighton is to 
London in summer. There is better feeding at Beuil! 

The walk from St. Sauveur to Beuil by Roupion and the 
drive from Beuil to La V esubie will be a revelation to anyone 
who does not know the wonderful ways that water carves and 
Nature's decorators colour in these seaward foothills of the 
Alps. 

One great advantage of St. Martin de V esubie, especially to 
the foot-slogger, is that you are within easy reach of the 
Madonna delle Finestre, which is well placed for climbing 
several of the best peaks in the district. The hotel is only 
open in the summer months, but the old pilgrims' qu~rters 
have been made into a good hut which is open when the hotel 
is closed. Having read some unfavourable comments on 
French huts in the Mont Blanc district I am glad to testify 
to the excellent condition of this and of the Nice hut. The 
latter is well placed under the Gelas, Clapier and Capelet. 
It is, however, a long way off in April. Even in a good year 
like this the snow begins a little beyond San Grat, 2! hrs. 
from Belvedere and the last part of the way, which will be 
covered after mid-day, will be laborious from deep snow. The 
hut is not easy to find in mist. It is best to keep close to the 
stream, returning to it as soon as possible where it is necessary, 
as at the upper cascade, to leave it for a bit. 

There is not much to attract a rock-climber in the way of 
one-day expeditions from St. Martin. The big prize is the 
view of the Alps across the great plain of Italy that is added 
to the seaward scenes from some of the peaks on the main 
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watershed. If this can be combined vvith a little climbing 
the day must be counted a good one. 

The main valley N. of St. Martin soons turns N.-E. The 
fine rocky face you see at t he head of the valley as you approach 
Boreon (Oiriegia on the Italian map) is Monte Pelago. In 
Signor Bobba's Guida delle Alpi Marittime there is no account 
of any attempt to explore this face, and early in the year there 
is too much snow above · to allow safe climbing on it. There 
is a notched S. arete of the Pelago that is very precipitous on 
the Boreon side ; to reach it involves a further walk along 

• 

the valley floor where the snow is deep, and in any case the 
far side of the a rete must offer easy opt ions if the time given 
in the guide-book is normal, two and a half hours for a rise 
of nearly 4000 ft. 

To the vV. of the Pelago, separated from it by the Erps 
Valley, was a ridge facing due S. and attractively black in its 
upper part, leading to a small peak which we found, after 
climbing it, to be the Caire Negre del Mercantour (2712 m.). 
Almost immediately after passing the fine cascade and small 
hotel at Boreon you can strike up the steep forest-clad slopes 
that face S. towards an open col where the trees end and the 
ridge rises to a genuine rock arete . . 

The time needed to climb 2000 ft. to this col and the route 
chosen will depend on the spring snow whose condition varies 
enormously with the weather of the previous days and of the 
previous night, with aspect , and with the nature of the ground 
beneath. We got there in a couple of hours on a day when 
the snow was still lying thinly at Boreon, and we considered 
that the condition of the snow and of the party, as well as 
the route chosen, had been fairly satisfactory. Stunted trees 
were an obstacle across the ridge as we approached the col. 

Above this, steep grass slopes and easy rocks from which 
the sun had removed much snow gave quicker going. The 
ridge gradually narrowed with increasing drops, especially on 
the E. side. An occasional small corniche laid an obvious trap 
for us. There was no need to rope except where a short descent 
had to be made over a rock where I preferred to be held while 
I made sure of the transfer from rock to powdery snow. 

We had left St. Martin at 7 A.M., we had lunched long and 
we were on t he top of our peak at 2 P.M. The Oima del 
Mercantour did not overtop us by more than 200 ft., but 
there was an invisible descent and a considerable length of 
ridge covered with softened snow between us and it. More
over the sun was deliciously warm. We did not go on, 
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contenting ourselves with a northward view limited to the 
Nasta and Argentera group seen over the gap of the Col del 
Mercantour. 

The re-ascent of the place where we had roped was easy 
enough, but ' father and son ' were put upon the film there 
before we unroped. One of the many pleasant features of 
climbing with sons is that they show a praiseworthy dislike 
to be dependent on their father at a· much earlier stage than 
in other branches of their education. 

In spite of some deep ploughing in snow lower down we 
were back at Boreon about 3.30. After some fine days and 
a clear night a party that could surmount the objective and 
subjective obstacles to an early start from St. Martin, so as 
to leave not later than 6 A.M., might reach one of the cols E. 
or W. of the Cima del Mercantour over still firm snow in four 
or five hours, could climb the Mercantour from there and 
return over the peak and by the ridge we climbed. The only 
approach to the Caire Negre mentioned in Bobba's guide is 
from the Col del Mercantour, but such an obviously pleasant 
ridge as that we chose must have been take11 before. 

The Gelas should be the goal of the climber at St. Martin 
and we were lucky enough to have two perfect days upon it. 
Authority has fixed the limits of the Alps at the Col di Tenda, 
so that the Gelas is the last Alpine peak of over 10,000 ft. 
Several routes may be taken to its summit, which commands 
a view to the N. that is obstructed by nothing near it, as is 
the case with almost every other peak between it and the 
Viso except its great neighbour the Argentera, and the 
Argentera is not fit to climb till the suns of summer have 

/-. . 
cleared the snow from 1ts upper terraces. 

There are shops at St. Martin to supply delicacies which 
enforced abstinence or ascetic pride kept out of the rucksacks 
of the early fathers of mountaineering. With sundry agreeable 
and unnecessary supplements to the liberal provisions of the 
Hotel des Alpes we took the path to the Madonna delle 
Finestre. It keeps on the northern sunny side of the stream 
and was clear of snow to above 5000 ft. We crossed into 
Italy an hour after leaving St. Martin without seeing a sign 
of a frontier guard to question our right to that privilege. 
In summer it must be very different when the Colle delle 
Finestre is an easy pass for men and mules ; but what Italian 
would suspect a Frenchman of wishing to open a window in 
winter! ; 

We had no trouble from snow till within an hour of the 

• 
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Madonna, and very little then. As wood is not always to be 
had at the hut, it is better to collect some of the abundance 
that is lying within a few hundred yards of it on the way up. 
The buildings at the Madonna occupy three sides of a flat 
grassy courtyard, the hut being the upper portion of the 
pilgrims' quarters on the N. side. The position is a fine one, 
well above the stream where it turns N.E. In the photograph, 
taken from a point near the stream, a little below the hotel, 
the Gelas is the peak just to the right of the centre of the 
picture, the fine rocky point on its left being the Cima S. 
Robert. It was difficult to identify the Gelas at once as it 
appears to differ little in height from its immediate neighbours, 
though it has an actual lead of quite 600 ft. 

Despite the gospel of good-fellowship propagated by Alpine 
Clubs, most climbers, especially British climbers, are glad to 
have a hut to themselves, and we were true to our British 
nature. We spread many blankets in the sun, we hewed our 
wood and drew our water and enjoyed the hour of idleness, 
each after his fashion. The hut thermometer fell to near zero 
outside, directly the sun passed behind the hill, the sky was 
clearing coldly in the direction of the Gelas and the wind was 
veering north. 

The first steps jn the early morrung, which in spring so often 
tell us' if the way be marked for sorrow,' found it re-assuringly 
firm. For once it was a day for walkers rather than for ski-ers. 
Rarely breaking through the crust we rose steadily, following 
a line on or near the path to the Colle delle Finestre for half 
an hour. Then we turned to the right across slopes that were 
negotiable with comfort by a nailed boot. Old ski tracks 
were along or across our way till we reached a white rockless 
level which we took to be the Lac Balaour. Passing under a 
spur of the Cima S. Robert we found ourselves in a snowy basin 
whose sides steepened to a rocky rim. 

The fine precipices of the Cima S. Robert rose behind us 
on our left, its E. ridge sank to a gap, the Colletta diS. Robert, 
obviously accessible from where we stood. Following east
wards from this gap was first a small summit easily reached 
from the col with a drop on the E. side that overhung in places 
and would have to be passed, if at all, by a traverse on the 
unseen, northern side, over ledges that were sure to be deeply 
covered in powdery snow. Immediately below the drop the 
ridge might be reached by a very open chimney that looked 
extremely steep in its upper part and carried a good deal of 
• 
ICe. 
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The rock wall of the ridge as it ran eastwards was not more 
than 150 to 200 ft. in height till it approached the big W. wall 
of the Gelas. The only route mentioned in the guide was by 
the Colletto. Failure to tur11 the drop owing to i11secure snow 
would mean a return to our present position. The wall in 
front looked smooth and steep ; only at a point a couple of 
hundred yards E. of the drop it appeared to be slightly broken 
by a sort of wide crack, at any rate in the lo,ver portion. It 
looked well worth trying. 

We crossed the snow basin, put on the rope and cut a few 
steps in hard snow up to the rocks. They proved much easier 
than they looked, as rocks generally do, only an upper stretch 
of some 50 ft. offering that addition of difficulty which produces 
in a leader who is not a cragsman, and who has not been on 
steep rock for some months, a feeling that a test is taking 
place. While there were nice handfuls of firm rock and 
spaces for half a boot to rest on, the raising of the body was 
just pleasantly exhilarating. Then came a nearly vertical step 
where the handfuls were less solid. Bury, who was next me, 
and Francis, who was below him, were so placed that they 
might stop a dislodged fragment with their heads. It was 
better to go to one side vvhere the holds were rarer, firmer and 
smaller; not a really difficult place, just difficult enough to 
test the machine and see if the balance was all right and with
out much margin to correct an error if it were not ; the sort 
of place one attacks with less insouciance and completes with 
more satisfaction as the years increase. 

It is a good moment when one tops a wall, and this occasion 
was no exception, in spite of a puff of north wind that smothered 
my head in a cloud of snow as I put my hand into the white 
coping. It was a still better moment when I could open my 
eyes and see that the Alps across the plain were clear. The 
others quickly joined me. 

It was a delightful ridge to follow and the gloves which the 
first puff of wind had bluffed us into putting on were discarded 
till we reached the N.W. ridge and turned steeply up to the 
top of the Galas. There the rocks were concealed under two 
or three feet of light dry snow and it took some time to find 
and clear the holds for hands and feet. 

The guide-book time was 1!- hrs. from the Lac Balaour, a 
very fast time, even in summer, for an ascent of 1200 ft. that 
included a rather awkward drop and a traverse of a narrow 
ridge that is nearly level for several hundred yards. Not an 
impossible time, of course, for mountain hares, infected in 
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other months than March vvith what the French have aptly 
called. ' la folie de la vitesse.' Distressing cases of this mad
ness are common enough among climbers as well as motorists. 
The ALPINE JouRNAL itself records acute cases. 

Take the recent case of a lady climber on the Grandes 
Jorasses. Many besides myself must have seen with feelings 
akin to consternation this courageous lady calmly plucking the 
feathers out of Mr. Young's really splendid ' panache.' I hope 
it was right to smile who could help it? when she says 
' conditions were pretty bad.' There is certainly humour in 
the idea of anyone attempting, much less succeeding, in the 
traverse of those ferocious E. and W. ridges of the Jorasses 
under conditions which we older climbers have considered 
'pretty bad.' But I suppose a road that would be considered 
pretty bad for an attempt to break Sir Henry Segrave's speed 
record would be quite good for a push-bike or even a Ford. 

And what a speed ! Five hours for the whole of a ridge a 
part of which occupied Mr. Young for more than six! And 
how this speed madness spreads ! Even ·Jackie, the big 
Alsatian at the Hotel des Alpes, had got it badly. In one 
lightning movement he caught in mid air and swallowed a 
piece of fat meat as big as a man's fist ; no time to taste 
anything except the envy of the other dogs ! 

We made no attempt to lower the 1! hrs.' record for the 
W. ridge. We did not halt, the conditions were good for the 
time of year, and we took 2!hours. Nor do I think, on arriving 
on the summit, that we would willingly have made it less. 

I do object, however, to describing it as '2! hrs.' walking.' 
I remember what a dreadful disillusionment it was, after 
putting oneself into Leslie Stephen's attitude to, as well as 
his attitudes upon, the Zinal Rothhorn, to read that it is 
'9 hrs.' walking ' according to the accurate language of 
Coolidge. It is true that fair walking is practised if part of 
one foot is on the ground before the other foot leaves it. We 
may -then only deduct from our merely walking hours those 
times of humiliation or of voluntary suspension ·when we have 
enjoyed the entirely non-moral support of the rope, or the 
few thrilling moments at an overhang when, with our hands 
upon and preferably behind a solid knob of rock we have 
transferred what should be our centre of gravity to where our 
nose has been, either by a steady pull with the arms, or if 
these fail us as, alas, may have happened and dignity and 
style vanish in a blind struggle to succeed by a series of 
irregular impulses radiating from a, lumbar centre. 
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There was nothing to cause a deduction of this kind from 
our 2! hrs. of pleasant progress except a flake of rock with 
a disquietingly slender base, whose upper edge appeared to 
bear my entire -vveight for some seconds before my feet 
encountered any resistance to gravity in the dry snow below 
it. The collapse of this flake will afford in the near future a 
short but certain break in the monotony of official walking. 

The summit, as we saw it, was above criticism, a ·short level 
ridge of virgin snow overlying the rock, with a warm bare 
patch on the S. side on which to sun ourselves. We deemed 
the hour we spent there cheaply purchased at the expense of 
a little deeper ploughing in the afternoon. 

The couloir that falls on the E. side from the col between 
the twin summits must nearly always contain good snow in 
fine weather. Two or three kicks made a safe step in it and 
there was no bergschrund to gape open at its foot. The snow 
remained good under the E. face and round the pass at its 
southern end. Lower down a few glissades were enjoyed and 
ploughing, some of it very deep indeed, was endured, youth 
allowing to age an insignificant share in this last. 

A fortnight later we were at the Madonna again. The sun 
had cleared away more snow than had fallen in the interval. 
The courtyard outside the hut would have been almost free 
of everything but empty tins had it not been for a profusion 
of discarded loaves thrown down by Easter visjtors. On this 
occasion our night in the hut was shared by a couple of ski-ing 
parties that arrived, one at 10 P.M., the other after midnight. 
The latter had designs on the Gelas. We never saw them, 
which was not surprising, for the slopes were barer than before 
and the snow as hard as we walkers could wish. 

After following our previous route as far as the Lac Balaour, 
we walked up a slope of snow and scattered rocks and round 
the end of the S. ridge. This ridge can be reached from the 
E. The easiest way in summer should be close to the S. end. 
There was some snow and ice on the face there now, so we 
chose a very open gully clear of snow and were well content 
with it. Climbing up two abrupt steps provided with ample 
holds we were quickly up the face and on the S. ridge. This 
was broad and easy to the southern summit. The snow on 
the descent into the gap beyond was sufficiently good and the 
ascent to the northern, higher, point was easy. Only half
past eight, at 10,000 ft. in April and one of the party could 
sit there stripped to the waist and visibly bro,vning! 

This time the view of the distant Alps had been hidden 
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fron1 us till the last 1noment. I kno-vv no view like it ; an 
immense amphitheatre of peaks is suddenly disclosed, whose 
foothills sink like the roots of great trees into a misty plain 
vast enough to contain all the cities of the world, drawing up 
the thought of dwellers in the plain as naturally as sap is 
drawn from moistened earth, to give living beauty to what 
would be, without it, bare and dead. Every time I have seen 
it, from the Ligurian Alps, from the Roccia. del Abisso, from 
the Clapier or the Gelas there has been something of the 
overwhelming impression of the first view. At every visit 
something has been added to it, and now it was something 
that it was hard to look at clearly. The climber's whole life 
seems to be spread out before his eyes, with its hopes, its 
battles and its memories. 

It was not mere chance that mountaineering as we know it 
came to birth in the latter half of the nineteenth century. 
The philosophy of that period, particularly French philosophy, 
is full of a demand for something positive, some goal for man's 
aspirations beyond the purely critical, negative philosophy of 
the Voltairean age. Even in the few fragments of that 
philosophy that I have read there are words that might h~ve 
been written expressly for a climber who looks out upon a 
wide horizon of peaks that have become so familiar to him 
that he fears to lose the rapture of his early days : ' Ce qui a 
vraiment vecu une fois revivra, ce qui semble mourir ne fait 
que se preparer a renaitre.' 

If the element of surprise has gone it is 11ot disillusionment 
that takes its place ; it is a consciousness of something more 
permanent and of wider significance than the waves of emotion 
that pass over him as he looks at each successive pageant of 
beauty which he has climbed to win ; an assurance that these 
waves are not altogether lost when they fade away into the 
past, nor valueless if they seem to rise to diminished heights ; 
that they all serve in the slow fashioning of something greater 
than he knows. 'C'est a force de vagues mourantes que la 
mer reussit a form.er sa greve, a dessiner le lit immense ou 
elle se meut.' 

There are other ways up the Gelas. The icy couloir on the 
W. under the summit into which the melting of the snow 
must send innumerable stones is one, and the rocks on either 
side of tho E. couloir, which are firm and good to climb, is 
another. The Gelas, however, can offer little in April that 
cannot be found more easily elsewhere to the climber who 
seeks a test of prehensibility or mountain craft. It offers 
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much to anyone who has found that the years suggest 110 

better philosophic guide to mountaineering than the saying of 
one born in a country that is unrelieved ·by any hill worthy 
of the name:-

' Un procede est sterile, une visio11 est feconde.' 

Fruitful indeed the vision is in · spirit and in action, but 
elusive as a sunbeam when we try to catch it in our little net 
of words. We set ourselves to tell our experiences, trying to 
say something of what matters most, and when we read what 
we have written we can only murmur a last regretful phrase 
from our philosopher of the plains-

, Le journal s 'interpose sans cesse entre no us et la realite.' 

Even that quotation the Editor will consider might have 
been more happily chosen, though he knows it means news
paper to everyone but me! 

MouNT RoBSON AND OTHER CLIMBS IN THE CANADIAN 

RocKIES. 

BY C. G. CRAWFORD. 

(Read before the Alpine Club, March 3, 1931.) 

T was my fortune in the summer of 1930 to spend some 
weeks in the rnountains of Canada, commencing with a 

stay at the camp of the Alpine Club of Canada. 
The main disadvantage entailed in a visit to the Rockies is 

the great distance more especially the tedious transcontinental 
train journey. There is a fascination about the lake and 
forest scenery of Ontario ; but once the train enters the 
prairies one mile is exactly like another until the slopes of the 
Rockies are reached. The Rockies themselves rise steeply 
from the western prairies, and the foothills are not extensive. 

The transcontinental train reached Jasper about 8.30 A.M. 

There the Canadian Alpine Club had provided efficient trans
port ; a car takes the traveller 20 miles over a very sketchy 
road, which must be almost impassable after heavy rain, to 
the edge of Medicine Lake, where there is a change into motor 
boats. This lake is about 8 miles long; it is narrow, with a 
peculiar comb-like range sweeping down to its northern flank. 
From the end of Medicine Lake a walk of 10 miles along a 
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