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OT even the most enthusiastic lovers of N.Z. mountains (among 
whom I count myself) could find much to say in defence of 

them as an Alpine playground during the season 1932- 1933. They 
would have to listen to violent diatribes from eager visitors baulked 
of their hopes, and hang their heads in hopeless silence. When a 
nor' -wester lasts for three weeks on end with one brief break in 
th~ middle of it, and that in the month generally considered most 
likely to be fine, enthusiasm must die a temporary death. Some 
such experience may explain the dreary occupation of a mountaineer, 
of whom I read recently in an American magazine : ' Coming to a 
stream, he saw a mountaineer sitting on a bank against a tree, his 
hat over his face and a fishing-rod stuck under one knee, the line in 
the water. "Hello ! " said the visitor, " been here all day 1 " 
"Yep," was the response from the motionless fisher. "Caught 
anything 1 " " Dunno." ' 

For my own part I retire to the plains on these occasions, when the 
monotony becomes too severe, but others do not resign their ambi
tions so easily. For instance, Miss Gardiner and A. M. Binnie 
during the above-mentioned storm acted as the unwilling scapegoats 
for a host of climbers, detained in idleness but safety, while they 
endured the acme of discomfort and distress and considerable danger 
of death by starvation or exposure. Miss Gardiner was eager to 
climb Mt. Tasman by the N. arete, for which purpose it is necessary 
to bivouac on Pioneer Ridge, a series of rocky bluffs emerging from 
the vast neve of the Fox Glacier. Twice already she had set up a 
well-equipped camp in this remote spot, and twice been baffied by 
normal bad weathe~. The third attempt was staged to coincide 
with the arrival of Binnie early in February. They set out on the 
8th with the guides Vic Williams and Jack Pope and provisions for 
six days, and installed their camp in fine weather. The 9th was 
non-committal till after nightfall, when it began to blow so fiercely 
that Miss Gardiner, unable to keep her tent down, had to abandon 
it and join the others in theirs. The camp was pitched on a rock
platform a few feet above the neve, ~nd close to was a little crevasse 
running out against the rock. Into this crevasse the whole party 
bundled themselves and their gear at daybreak and set up the one 
remaining tent. There they stayed for eight days, during the whole 
of which it blew and snowed without intermission, wet through and 
blue with cold and without any possible occupation to pass the 
weary, anxious hours. Their meals grew ever scantier as day 
followed day, till on the seventh their whole sustenance was a small 
plate of rolled oats in the morning and the same at night. One 
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night the snow stopped for a bit and the air grew warm : at once 
the ice began to creak and groan, and they feared that one wall of 
the crevasse which overhung was going to collapse bodily on to 
them. On the ninth morning the sky was clear before dawn, and 
they hurriedly prepared for departure. With daybreak a thick fog · 
came up to dash their hopes, but it cleared again and they set out 
to escape with such· gear as they could carry, and their pitiful rem
nants of food, now reduced to 2 lbs. of flour. As they emerged on 
to the glacier, below whose surface they had been the whole time 
save for one respite of 15 minutes, they could see far away on 
the top of the Chancellor Ridge the rescue party, which had been 
waiting in the hut since the fifth day of the storm for a chance to 
render assistance, but helpless to do so till the return of good 
visibility. So vast and broken and complicated is the Fox Glacier, 
that no party however skilful could hope to steer an accurate course 
on it in thick weather. Rescuers and rescued joined forces and 
descended together, reaching Waiho in the evening to the general 
relief. 

That was the day on which I was due to join Binnie at the Hermi
tage on the conclusion of his bivouac on the Fox. For the last 
week I had been yv-atching .the ominous pall of cloud over Mt. Cook 
from the far side of the Mackenzie country 50 miles away, and 
getting very anxious as day succeeded day without news. The 
good tidings of their escape arrived as I drove up to the Hermitage, 
and I found a wire there to say they were all safe and would return 
by the Copland Pass as soon as weather permitted. That very 
night the storm-fiend broke loose again and raged for ten more days. 
So they waited and I waited, only 25 ll!iles apart, as a bee 
flies, but whole worlds away for all our feet could do to unite us. 
On the tenth day they got tired of waiting and started to come round 
by road and rail, a distance of some 500 miles: the same day I 
likewise got tired and went down country to rejoin my wife at her 
old home, till my natural optimism should reassert itself, the result 
being that Binnie and I did not even meet in N.Z. : he, I fear, must 
be numbered among the eager visitors baulked of their hopes, before 
whom I hang my head. 

This incident serves to show what tests N.Z. weather can impose 
on human mettle and stout-heartedness. It is pleasing to record 
that after a few days' rest none of the party was any the worse for 
their adventure, though more than one of them suffered for weeks 
afterwards from nightmares, in which icewalls caving in figured 
prominently. It is pleasing also to realize that the weather can at 
times be chivalrous and permit the orderly progress of a mountain
eering epic, such as Miss Corry's heroic battle for the lives of herself 
and Lysons, her wounded guide, briefly recorded in our last number.1 

In this case an almost incredible series of fortunate flukes super~ 
-·- -~------·-

1 Pp. 168-9~ 
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vened. The weather held up for two whole days after the accident, 
and the first night was cold enough to freeze the neve of the Franz 
Josef, and so facilitate the march over the long miles of snow which 
had to be covered before aid could be summoned. Before starting 
Lysons had chanced to cut a couple of stakes out of a broken ski 
for possible use as pitons, and these secured with puttees served as 
efficient splints for the broken leg. Much of the return route con
sisted of a traverse with the uphill slope on the left: it was provi
dential then that Lysons broke his right leg, which could hang 
comparatively unimpeded down the slope. The next stroke of 
fortune was the arrival in the nick of time of Finerty, the Maori 
guide, immensely strong, active and cheery a host in himself. 
His marvellous descent from the Almer hut to W aiho in 2! hours 
must be ascribed solely to his own splendid skill and fitness ; but 
Providence alone can have arranged his meeting half-way down the 
glacier with Dr. King. A casual visitor who happened to be a 
specialist in fractures, he was guided by Jack Pope, a carpenter by 
trade, who could knock up from tools and materials on the spot 
exactly the right kind of splint to shield a broken leg which has to 
be carried for miles over most difficult country, including a steep 
and very broken icefall. The last item in the category of luck was 
the presence at W aiho of an unusually large number of men qualified 
to assist, headed by Peter and Alec Graham themselves, masters of 
quiet efficiency in an emergency. If all the details had been pre
arranged by some super-organiser, Lysons could hardly have been 
transported from near the summit of Mt. Goldsmith to hospital in 
Hokitika with more speed and less damage. 

Although its white inhabitants are pre-eminently sane and normal 
and the Maoris are the finest native race in the world, New Zealand 

• 

itself, judged by old-world standards, may be considered a topsy-
turvy or ' Through-the-looking-glass ' country, as might perhaps 
be inferred from the mere fact that its scenery supplied the inspiration 
for Samuel Butler's Erewhon. It has a sun which goes round the 
wrong way, a moon with a cabbage-tree in it instead of an old man's 
face, an Orion whose scabbard sticks absurdly up in the air. These · 
peculiarities admittedly it shares with the whole southern hernia
sphere, but it has plenty more of its own. It has birds without 
wings; it lacks snakes, wasps and mammals of native origin; 
most of its daisies and dandelions grow on bushes or trees; it has 
a vegetable caterpillar and boiling springs close to perennial ice and 
snow ; and, finally, it shows an extraordinary facility for welcoming 
to its hospitable bosom harmless old friends of the northern hemi-

. sphere, such as bramble and sweetbrier, ragwort and gorse, deer and 
chamois, rabbit and ferret, earwig and white butterfly, with such 
\Varmth that they get above themselves and become inordinate 
pests to the extreme detriment of the native fauna and flora. 

In this season it did not conform even to its own eccentricities. 
In normal years nor' -westers are most persistent in spring, but the 
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spring of 1932 somehow managed to escape them completely, and 
actually November was favoured with the longest and best climbing 
period of the whole season. The summit ridge of Malte Brun, on 
which we found 3 feet of snow in January, was bare rock in 
November, when there was no one there to profit by it except the 
Hermitage staff. The weather wiseacres pointed out that the 
summer months were absolutely certain to redress the balance, but 
no ·one listened to their Cassandra-like croakings. We all continued 
to hope that our own particular 'holiday would escape the threat·ened 
penalty and laid our plans accordingly. December was bad through
out, whereat I selfishly rejoiced. · The first half of January had a 
fine spell, during which two ascents of Mt. Cook were achieved and 
the last great unclimbed peaks of the Godley district, Moffatt and 
Livingstone, succumbed. My own arrival was timed for the 17th 
and coincided exactly with a renewed outburst of nor'-west activity. 
My companions were Hugh Chambers and Vic Williams, and we 
planned to spend a few days up the Tasman valley getting fit, and 
then concentrate on the ascent of Dampier (11,287 ft.) from the 
head of the Hooker, a long-cherished ambition of mine: for Dampier, 
the third highest of the Southern Alps, has only once been climbed, 
and that by a most unattractive route via the perilous Linda Glacier 
and a rickety rock-rib on the E. face. I had a settled conviction 
that a perfectly sound and interesting ascent was waiting to be 
made over the top of David's Dome and along the untrodden W. 
ridge. Marcel Kurz and I had designs on it in 1927, but lost our 
only chance owing to the alarum failing to go off, so that we did 
no more than behold the promised land from the top of David's 
Dome. In moments of unbridled optimism I had visions of adding 
the scalp of La Perouse to that of Dampier from the same camp. 
We had a full fortnight to fulfil our programme. The first seven 
days were wet enough to make bathing-suits more suitable than 
climbing-clothes as outdoor wear, and our efforts to get fit were 
confined to the slopes of Sebastopol, a little hill which rises 2000 ft. 
behind the Hermitage. When the rain ceased, we had to initiate 

· the maj,or operations at once, before we were equal to the task. 
Accordingly we set out with very heavy loads, chiefly piled on the 
backs of Bowie and Arbuckle, our sturdy porters, to instal a camp 
·at the upper Hooker bivouac, trusting to find a way through the 
lower icefall, which is sometimes feasible in January. To our 
dismay we found, when we got there, that the lack of spring snows 
and the abundance of warm nor' -west rain had fretted it into fantastic 
abysses : that route was definitely closed, and the same causes had 
increased the difficulty of the alternative ascent of the Pudding 
rock by exposing an extra 30 ft. of ice-polished cliff at its base. It 
could be climbed, but not with 80 lbs. on the back. We would have 
to spend the rest of the day making two journeys up the rock, 
dismiss the porters and sleep in the lower bivouac, proceeding next 
day to the 'upper one with all the stuff on our own shoulders, not a 
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very inviting prospect when Chambers and I were already back
weary. At the critical moment clouds, which had all the appearance 
of heralding the onset of a new nor' -wester, began to filter over 
Baker's Saddle. The decision was left to me, and sadly I gave the 
signal for the massacre of my fondest hopes, knowing full well that 
it was a case of now or never for the year. The clouds turned out 
to be mere eifiuvia of hot air from the W. coast, and three more 
fine days resulted: had we persevered and had spirit and muscle 
stood the strain, Dampier might have fallen on the fourth day, and 
such a victory would have gone far to redeem other losses. 

And now I come to the only personal achievement which gave 
me undiluted pleasure, the ascent of my old enemy Douglas Peak. 
Thrice in previous seasons I had set out to scale its virgin eastern 
flank, and thrice I had recoiled without testing its final defences. 
From the E. it is not particularly impressive to look at. Although 
it is in full view from the door of the l\1alte Brun hut, the casual 
visitor would hardly notice it, his gaze being inevitably hypnotized 
by the greater bulk and majesty of Haidinger, Tasman and Cook: 
but it is fascinating to those who realize that it is the only great 
mountain of the central Divide still unclimbed from the E., especi
ally if they have themselves grappled with its defensive barriers. 
The season was not such as to tempt me to renew the battle, and I 
decided this time to attack it from the side by which it had twice 
been climbed and could with luck be climbed again.' From the W. 
it is a magnificent spectacle ; in fact, during the ascent of the lower 
reaches of the Fox Glacier it dominates the whole landscape with 
its soaring cone, which inspired Mr. Harper to name it' The Horn,' 
subsequently changed to Douglas Peak in honour of Charlie Douglas, 
the great explorer of the W. coast valleys. It was first climbed 
in January 1907 by Dr. Teichelmann, Canon H. E. Newton and 
Alec Graham by the steep, sound rock of the l'V. ridge 2 : this falls 
abruptly from the peak for some 1500 ft. and then continues in a 
line of rocky eminences forming islands in the vast neve of the Fox, 
known as Pioneer Ridge. It was on one of these outcrops that Miss 
Gardiner's bivouac for Tasman was situated, and on another, still 
higher up, is the site for the Pioneer bivouac of the future, all the 
material for which lies stacked in the Chancellor hut awaiting 
transport and erection. The second ascent was made in April 
1931 by Miss Gardiner, Frank Alack and T. Sheeran, who chose the 
only alternative route, the icefall leading to the col between Glacier 
and Douglas Peaks and thence theN. ridge to the top. 

I arrived at W aiho early in March. The hotel has been greatly 
enlarged and improved since my last visit in 1927 ; close to it has 
been built a unique and beautiful little church, the pride of the 
community, in which the east window is of plate-glass and frames 
the wonderful vista of t he terminal face of the Franz Josef in its 

2 A.J. 24, 102. 
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setting of glorious bush. I found to my delight that the Grahams 
could spare Jack Pope for ten days. We made our way to the Almer 
hut, and on the 9th crossed Newton Pass to the Chancellor hut, an 
easy but delightful expedition, especially when hard-frozen snow rings 
musically under foot for hours on end, as it did on this occasion. 
The Chancellor hut is a new and most welcome addition to the 
climbing amenities of the W. coast. Mr. Harper, when he wrote 
Pioneer Work in the Alps of N.Z. in 1896, expressed a hope that it 
would not be many years before a hut was placed on Chancellor 
Ridge. Things move slowly on the W. coast, and thirty-five 
years were to pass before his hope was fulfilled. When it is supple
mented by the Pioneer bivouac, the Fox will be reft of its terror and 
its magnificence increasingly appreciated. The hut itself is rather 
low ( 4300 ft.) and very far from the Divide. Late in the season, 
when the direct route up the glacier by ~oint A is closed and Chan
cellor Ridge must be ascended in order to drop on to the neve with 
an annoying waste of 500 ft., nearly four hours of circuitous wander
ing are needed to reach the base of the peaks ; very lovely wandering 
on a fine settled day, but most anxious when the storm -clouds mass. 
J.i""or only by extreme luck could one hope to escape from the glacier 
in a storm, so labyrinthine is the route and so narrow the passage 
that must be hit off exactly to reach the haven of the Chancellor 
Ridge. 

March lOt h dawned fine. I t was the anniversary of J ack's ascent 
of Tasman from the W., and again proved a lucky day for him. 
Off at 3.30 A.J\L, we retraced our steps of yesterday till we could 
make straight for the icefall leading to the col, having already 
decided to follow Miss Gardiner's route in view of the blanket of 

• 

snow still adorning the W. ridge. At 7.15 we halted for breakfast 
below a .huge crevasse, after which Jack went ahead to break the 
trail over a crust not quite firm under foot. On the steeper slope 
above the snow covering was mostly untrustworthy and many steps 
had to be cut. We were both hot and thirsty before we emerged 
on the col at 9.45. As we approached it, I noticed once again the 
curious little spikes or bisected mushrooms of ice, which I met for 
the first time on the traverse of Mt. Cook 3 ; they seem endemic just 
below the crest of the Divide on the W. ; they are puzzling to 
account for, and present a novel and difficult problem of rope
management. Before us now rose the ridge which Chambers and 
I had so often studied in profile from the Malte Brun hut. There 
is a step in the middle of it, 150 ft . high, which judging from its 
apparent steepness and its almost permanent armoury of icicles we 
had concluded might prove a very tough problem. The new point 
of view disclosed that the step was more of a face than an edge, and 
that by slant jng across it from left to right we could greatly diminish 
the angle of ascent. Leading to it was a slope of evil snow on ice, 

3 A.J. 39, 278, with illustration. 
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which was speedily hacked into submission. The step went easily 
according to plan, the rock proving unexpectedly sound for a N.E. 
facing. The final stretch was snow again, interrupted by a surprising 
little rock-cleft spanned by a chockstone, under which we crept. 
The capitulation of the summit at 11 A.M. brought me one of those 
rare moments of perfect bliss that follow the achievement of a long
thwarted ambition a bliss hardly marred by a vague feeling of 
disappointment at the view. It was not their fault, but Cook and 
Tasman were not looking their best, partly because their majesty 
was largely masked by intervening peaks, but chiefly because so 
near midday with shadows at their shortest and a burning sky 
everything had a flat and listless air. Of more interest were the 
immediate surroundings, the bewitching slender curve in which 
Newton's ridge connected with the sumn1it and the repellent crumb
ling turrets of the ridge to Haidinger. If the day ever dawns 
for an assault on this, it will not come, I fancy, till new routes in 
N.Z. are as scarce and unprofitable as they novv are in the Alps. 
After 20 minutes on the summit we returned to the col and sped up 
Glacier Peak. Here I got quite a thrill looking down the fierce ice
slope, up which Vic Williams and I had forced our way three years 
ago, and along the battlemented ridge by which we had retreated. 
On the return the glacier was intensely hot and breathless at face
level, though the surface-snow remained delectably hard. Jaded 
by the heat we essayed a short cut between Chancellor Ridge and ' 
Point A, which would have been an entire success but for one group 
of crevasses involving an ascent of 300 ft. : even so we gained more 
than we lost, not a bad result for a last-minute decision. 

We rested on the 11th, another lovely day, listening hour after 
hour to an intense rock bombardment, which merits description. 
The hill-side on the left bank of the Fox opposite the lower icefall 
some years ago was covered with luxuriant scrub, every trace of 
which has now vanished, its place being taken by an arid expanse of 
crumbled rocks of all sizes. The ridge some 2000 ft. above has been 
upset, either as an aftermath of the great Murchison earthquake or 
as a result of some local earth-movement, and is peeling off at the 
rate of hundreds of tons a day. Huge masses thunder down, dis
integrating on the way. The trough on the side of the ice is choked 
with the debris, which percolating viaters turn to liquid mud. At 
present the trough is an essential part of the route up the glacier : 
there is no shelter, and if a volley comes, the wayfarer must dodge 
or be slain. A constant pall of pulverised dust hangs over the scene, 
which has earned the significant name of Passchendaele. Eventu
ally, if its dangerous activity does not subside, a track will have to 
be cut through the thick bush on the right bank. 

On the 12th we girded our loins for an assault on the still virgin 
western summit (10,084 ft.) of the tricuspid Mt. Haast, a moun
tain with a meagre past but not without promise of a useful future. 
The whole of it is a buttress thrown northwards off the Divide into 
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the Fox basin from a point S.W. of Pioneer Pass, and appears to he 
built entirely of that warm red sandstone, akin to millstone grit, 
which is the glory of the best part of JYialte Brun. On the E. it 
presents a long gully-seamed precipice, low near t he pass but fully 
1800 ft . high at the other end, where its northern face plunges down 
to the glacier. This whole cliff still awaits exploration. The W. 
side flanks the approach from the Fox to Marcel Pass, and here the 
gaps between the peaks can be easily reached by open couloirs. 
The high peak close to the Divide (10,284. ft.) has been climbed both 
from Marcel Pass and Pioneer Pass ; the middle peak from the col 
to the N. of it and by its western face. Our design was to make 
for this latter col, which is divided into two by a cockscomb of rock, 
and proceed N. to the low peak. 

\Ve set out at 3.15 A.M., to the light of a glorious full moon, 
attended by two satellite planets, which cheered our souls with its 
beauty and guided our feet better than any lantern. In 3! hours 
we arrived at t he scene of the fateful bivouac, and had a meal beside 
the abandoned tent, one pole of which was just visible sticking up 
through the bank of snow in the crevasse. We were now in full 
view of Haast, and as I studied its northern face, I thought I saw a 
continuous line of ascent chiefly on rock, which would land us high 
up on a north-western spur merging into the final dome of the peak 
some 400ft. from the top. Jack agreed with my diagnosis, and we 
steered straight for t he lowest point of the buttress. At 8 we 
started up a couloir to the right of it, soon taking to rocks of moderate 
difficulty on its further bank, and made good progress t ill 9.15, when 
we emerged on a ridge, sooner than we expected. On the far side 
was a gulf, and beyond the gulf the north-western spur, along the 
crest of which our chosen route lay. To our unassisted eyes the 
wretched subsidiary on which we stood had been completely lost 
in the face of the other, which it actually joined some hundreds of 
feet higher up after curving round the head of the gulf. So far so 
good ; but astride it in the middle distance was perched a most 
formidable tower. We made our way to the foot of it on rock of 
superlative quality, and our hearts would have been blithe but for 
the menace of the tower. Our foreboding proved true; we could 
not climb over or circumvent it, nor could we descend the wall on 
the left into the next couloir to establish ourselves on the ridge 
beyond, which offered a rival and perhaps more promising line to 
the summit than our first choice. Foiled and crestfallen we turned 
at 9.45, remorsefully wondering what age one has to reach before 
one finally renounces t he folly of butting one's head into a stone 
wall without having at least examined it from more than one angle. 
The hour being much too late to revert to our original plan, we 
decided to go home at once and try again to-morrow. 

On the morrow accordingly we tried again, but neither the weather 
nor we were the same as yesterday. We were t ired before we 
started, and the weather was like an insecurely chained man-eater. 

• 

• 
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vVe n1arched doggedly on, but always with a backward glance to 
see if the beast was about to spring. Past the N. buttress and 
the N.W. spur we plodded, past the mouth of Marcel Pass and 
right across to the slopes of Lendenfeld, before we could zigzag back 
above the impasse of the icefall : step by step we hacked our way 
up the icy couloir, and resigning the low peak as certain to take too 
long started up the good rocks of the central peak, hoping against 
hope to snatch one chestnut out of the fire. T,he hope was vain : 
at 11.30, only 150 ft. from the top, we turned and fled. The Fox 
had given Jack sufficient grey hairs for one season, and I had no 
wish to add to my own natural crop of them. Knowing well the 
consequences of an error of judgment, I could not justify myself in 
pressing the attack home. Ever since dawn cloud-mushrooms had 
been forming and dispersing on the neighbouring summits : the 
high 1nackerel-sky had turned first an ugly dun colour, then to a 
lurid flesh tint: · below was a layer of wispy pennons and hiero
glyphics scurrying from the W., succeeded later by · bank upon 
bank of towering cumuli. I have seldom seen even in N.Z. an angrier 
sky than that which confronted us during our descent. But it held 
its hand till the evening, and even next morning granted sufficient 
clear intervals to justify us in running the gauntlet of Passchendaele. 
So despite anxiety we returned unscathed but very far from dry 
to \Vaiho. 

I lost Haast entirely through my own fault. But I learnt some
thing in the process, which may be useful another time to someone 
else, if not to me the N. buttress of Haast conceals what may 
very likely turn out to be the best rock-climb in the Southern Alps. 
Some party of the future with a storm-proof base in the Pioneer 
bivouac and with time for effective reconnaissance should reap here 
an ample reward for their labour. 

- ------ - ----- - ------- .. - ---··- -- ---- ----
• 

THE E. FACE AND S.E. ARETE OF THE ZINAL-ROTHHORN. 

BY E. R. BLANCHET. 

[M. BLANCHET, with Kaspar Mooser, discovered in 1928 (' A.J.' 40, 
378) a new route up the Rothhorn by its S.E. arete, attained on this 
occasion from the S. or Trift glen direction. In 1932 the same party 
(' A.J.' 44, 313) succeeded in joining the upper part of the said S.E. 
arete from the E. or Hohlicht Glacier direction. The date . of the 
expedition to be described was September 14- 15, 1932.] 

• (Translated.) 

Up till the end of August, despite great heat, vast masses of snow 
clung to the Zer1natt mountains. This was especially noticeable 
in ascents of the N.E. face of the Lyskamm (August 10) and, even 
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