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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. 

- ------ - ----- - ------- .. - ---··- -- ---- ----
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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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more, in the traverse of the Zumstein-Dufourspitze, all of which 
we accomplished on the same day.1 In the same way on the 
Kleintriftje of the Breithorn no signs of ice emerging from the snow 
were visible. 

On September 13 with the promise of a full moon we went up to 
the Trift Inn. On the following morning we started a bout 3 o'clock ; 
the glass was steady, but the heat already intense. Above the 
Eseltschuggen we bore N., crossed the little gap and descended the 
gentle neves leading to the surface of the Hohlicht that glacier 
dominated completely by the immense eastern wall of the Rothhorn. 
The summit was smothered in golden mist; fish-like clouds swam 
in a Foehn sky, but Mooser's optimism conquered my apprehensions 
and we decided on the assault. The descent was short and easy, 
so was the traverse of the glacier to the base of the wall. 

At 8.40 A.Mo. we crossed the bergschrund, finding a not too excellent 
snovv-br]dge. Below us in the schrund sleep perhaps the remains 
of Herren Fickert and H ermann, who vanished so mysteriously on 
this face in 1930.2 From now onwards the view for us was limited 
to a few feet of invariably similar rock. Direction was hard to 
maintain ; even the turning of one boulder was sufficient to cause 
deviation from the true line: From the Aeschihorn (3672 m.) we 
had observed a yellowish ribbon leading upwards diagonally from 
left to right ; this seemed to afford access to more broken and, conse
quently, easier terrain. We clambered over rocks growing ever 
steeper, backed up chimneys 30-40 ft. high some attaining even 
100ft. Occasional descents were necessary to find the key to some 
obstacle ; fortunately these set-backs were rare, but our pace was 
slow. Our climbing-rope by some aberration of Mooser's was 
only 50 ft. long. One of 80 ft. would have sufficed amply, but, as it 
was, I was obliged to unrope on several occasions to clin1b alone up 
some awkward cleft and re-rope again after the hindrance was 
overcome. Mooser's sack was also troublesome: we had to lift its 
dead weight after us by means of a cord. In the most vertical 
crack Mooser's axe slipped out and flew over my back. As I 
glanced round it was flying into space, leaving flickers of dust behind 
it. Guides have been known to fix their axes in the rope-knot with 
more confidence than luck, while with never-failing constancy they 
'lose' the wrist-slings presented to them time and again by their 
prudently ingenuous clientele 1 

Somehow, but with surprising precision, we attained the desired 
ribbon---a mixture of ledge, chimney and gully. Beyond we zig
zagged among rocks at a more possible angle, where we could see at 
least 70 ft. clear before us. Nevertheless, again and again our faces 
were once more crushed against the rocks. 

Finally, we contrived to perch on a comparatively gentle rib. 
'The worst is over,' said Mooser an audacious remark designed to 

1 A.J. 44, 330. 2 A.J. 42, 350. 
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obtain a short rest. I availed myself of this to don my Klette1·
schuhe ; Mooser had already put on his, an hour ago, on the last 
possible stance. The weather had cleared and was now almost 
perfect, a set-off in the burning heat. to our now intense thirst; as 
the drinking gourd had been discarded owing to its weight and size. 
Under the circumstances chewing-gum proved a vulgar but useful 
remedy. 

Two or three little ribs seamed by barely noticeable gullies now 
separated us from what Mooser had christened the Kanoncouloir, 
in memory of the fearful bombardment we had undergone during 
our 1930 ascent.3 Our rib afforded a commodious and handy means 
of progress. The parts most exposed to stonefall appeared to be 
below. But the wall still rose terribly far distant from the point 
on the summit-ridge we were aiming at. The gully to our right 
steepened progressively and towards its apex a notch in the S.E. 
arete between a well-marked step and a1;1 outline of tremendous 
steepness merged into a great perpendicular cleft of smooth arid 
shining interior. Here and there we could perceive traces of snow. 
To keep our Kletterschuhe dry we advanced with the longest pos
sible strides, springing from right to left. 'In an hour's time we 
shall attain that step below the arete; but what happens then 1 ' 
muttered my guide. ·We continued to scale ever steepening rocks 
but affording good holds. This care-free interval.was approaching 
its end, and we felt the advent of a crisis before attaining the 
desired lodgment on the ridge. . 

To the left the wall became vertical, while showing a regular 
convexity. To our right, but out of range, a projecting and per
pendicular slab was in sight. It splayed out in the neighbourhood 
of the summit, dividing ' grosso modo ' the E. face into two halves: 
an E.S.E. and very dry portion ; a snowy E.N.E. part. From 
lower down we had noticed a sort of connection between our route 
and the slab, a ribbon of darker-coloured strata rather than a ledge. 
For an hour we had enjoyed a kind of cooler feeling due to shade. 
Mooser, however, continued to suck snow on every occasion, which 
made his thirst even worse. A fresh batch of clouds, darkening the 
grateful shade still more, caused a certain anxiety: these, however, 
rapidly dispersed. When attempting such climbs one must have 
all the odds favourable. To know how to wait is not a proof of 
cowardice but of wisdom. Patience is the prime virtue of moun
taineering. 

At last we trod the tooth, the apex of our rib. But this pro
jection in the great waH appeared to mark the limit of our achieve
ment. At first sight the chimney-like gully to our right appeared 
too smooth and perpendicular. To our left a ledge clung like a 
balcony over the abyss, cut clean off in its first initiation. Above 
us towered the utterly impossible wall. Unroping, Mooser started 

3 'N. arete attained from the E.,' August 28, 1930. A.J. 42, 324. 
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off to explore the ledge. He plunged out of sight into t he cut-off, 
remaining invisible and deaf to my calls. At last I heard his voice, 
breathless but cheerful, assuring me he had discovered an excellent 
chimney and that we should soon be out of trouble. Roping up , 
we crawled along the ledge. Twice this was cut off in a space of 
a few yards. These gaps entailed a descent of the perpendicular 
wall followed by an upward and exposed climb. All self-reflection 
had now to cease. We were ' all out,' although the difficulties were 
not too desperate. Suddenly the ledge died away, definitely and 
for ever, exactly at the spot where Mooser's chimney began in the 
upper and rather less abrupt wall. Pant ing in spite of my pushing 
him upwards, Mooser raised himself slowly. My axe . secured by 
the classic wrist-sling hampered him at first, although it helped him 
later. As for myself, hardly had I found stance some few feet higher 
.up on tiny but firm holds when I could judge t he crit ical if not 
hopeless situation. It was one of those optical illusions which so 
often occur to those committing themselves to similar chimneys, 
dissolving once the struggle has begun into the grim realities of the 
true slope of the ground. To the right the chimney sprang upwards 
in polished smoothness. To the left a right-angled slab furrowed 
by a narrow crack constituted its edge or border. The crack 
conformed to the very shape of the slab. Mooser, to avoid the weight 
of the sack, slipped it by a cord down on to my head, where my 
right hand secured this unwelcome visitor. The newly-sharpened 
crampons so scored my palms t hat eight days later I still bore the 
scars. Mooser then fixed his axe in the crack, clambered up on to 
its head, jamming himself against the smooth slab in which the only 
fault was well away to the right. With infinite trouble and loss of 
time he contrived to extract from his coat pocket, concealed under 
a mass of ha11dkerchiefs, prunes and chocolate, one struggling piton. 
With equal risk and danger of loss of balance he then managed to 
draw a hammer from the other pocket. Finally, he drove in the 
piton, following this up by placing his right foot on the artificial 
stance. Meanwhile, to try and view the manoouvre I risked losing 
hold myself. Spreadeagled, Mooser had gained no height but only 
discomfort. 'I can hold on no longer,' he muttered. I could do 
nothing to help ; his foot was shaking . . . still, by some miracle 
we contrived to emerge from this trap, turn, descend and, breathless, 
regain the promontory tooth. 

A Munich climber, expert in mechanized scrambling and more 
suitably equipped with artificial aids, could have found without 
trouble or delay piton and hammer. Less tired in consequence, he 
might have been able to continue. 

Two hours had passed since leaving and returning to the pro
montory. Had we to try t he ghastly chimney-gully to the right 1 
If that failed we should never escape before the following day. We 
thought ourselves certain, after a descent of 500- ·600 ft., of being 
able to traverse towards the S. beneath the convex rocks. There 
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we could take a gentler couloir, whence we could emerge on the 
ridge some 150 ft. below our previous objective, but nevertheless 
higher than the place where the ordinary route leaves the S.E. 
arete before taking to the S. face. 

Slowly and carefully we accordingly began the descent of the rib, 
the upper portion of which barely emerged from the wall. However, 
the lower we went the better defined did it grow. Snow patches 
which we had to avoid to keep our shoes dry delayed us much, as 
well as causing needless difficulties. The sun was vanishing rapidly. 
_t\. first attempt to attain the couloir to the S. of the rib failed ; we 
tried again without success a little lower down. Minutes became 
precious, but we wasted many before convincing ourselves that we 
were obliged to follow the rib still lower down before finding a possi"Qle 
exit. There we discarded the Kletterschuhe, finding the sack's 
weight agreeably reduced by the resumption of our boots. 

H ere we began to traverse diagonally across the side of the rib. 
Night came on us after crossing crumbling rocks and cutting a few 
steps. A halo-shrouded moon appeared in the east, affording little 
light. The sky, however, seemed quite clear and little by little our 
eyes conquered the darkness, while the moon's brightness increased 
till in half an hour we could see as clearly as in daylight. Our 
troubles seemed to vanish; with a light like that we could force our 
way to the ridge before the moonlight had made its way westwards. 
We were now on the opposite bank and relatively easy progress 
began. Already we were reckoning on victory. 

Suddenly, was the sky becoming overcast ? The brightness of 
the moon was waning, but, glancing round, we saw not a cloud, not 
a rag of mist in the Bky, but a black rim showing on the moon. 
Soon its disc appeared cloven and darkness crept all round us. It 
was an eclipse, the almost total eclipse, which I had forgotten 
entirely. We went on as hard as we could, but quicker still came 
pitiless darkness. Why do poets talk of darkness falling and day
light rising ? I should like them to come and prove their assertions 
here by our side on the E. face of the Rothhorn. How useless 
they would be wailing out their grief in stanzas of eight to twelve 
lines ! We clambered up little superimposed steps receding back
wards each from the other. Here we were in great trouble again, 
stopping, hesitating, going back: out came the lantern with its 
clean but cracked sides, the t allow dip glimmering through the six 
faces put together as best we might. We struggled on. Mooser could 
see little, while I groped about in the blackness, trying to unravel 
the mysteries of th.e opaque wall. Suddenly a noise, oaths, and the 
lantern bumping against the rocks had opened out. We had to 
halt and, badly plaeed as we were, work interminably at closing it. 
Again we started, a true sort o~ 'Colin-Maillard' show, for the 
moon gave out not a glow : a tiny crescent rim was all that was 
left. Now came an overhang : we had to descend painfully and 
traverse to the right, being forced to return once more. 'Here it 

• 
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sho:rrld go,' but the lantern receiving yet another shock collapsed, 
the extinguished dip fell out, vanishing for ever, just as we dis
covered a little ledge. Here we awaited the passing of the eclipse, 
the night being still fairly warm. Mooser was speechless: his 
parched lips could only utter occasional and useless oaths. I lost 
my temper, but why conceal the reason 1 it was the agony of 
seeing no way out of this gigantic labyrinth. 'Shall we attempt 
to move upwards by putting candle-ends on each succeeding hold 1 ' 
Mooser asked nothing better since not a breath of wind was stirring. 
And actually we did advance into the blue ! Sometimes a candle
end fell (I had an entire supply) ; sometimes the rope between us 
nearly caught fire. Our hands were covered with wax, while, as 
I noticed next day, our clothes were spotted with white stains. 

A little light now appeared, but the moon had approached the 
c~est and sqon would spread its rays on the opposite slope. As we 
weighed the odds, our progress was stopped abruptly. We had 
gone astray; held up once more, we retreated. Moon and candles 
were alike helpless to extricate us from this mauvais pas. WhHe 
everything conduced to haste, we had to wait. Slowly the light 
increased, its rays brightened. Hunting feverishly to right or left, 
we noticed that the rocks n'earer the couloir were less smooth. We 
hurried there, but the moon vanished behind the crest, at the very 
moment of our scrambling up on to a broad and flat platform ! 
Here at least we should be able to await daylight. How long did 
we stay there stretched out, Mooser panting from thirst, tongue 
inflamed and lips stuck together, while I, anything but happy at 
the outcome of the venture, thought, shall we have strength enough 
to descend to the glacier by those vertical chimneys, in case we fail 
before attainment of the ridge 1 

A little light now appeared high up in the couloir, whose exit in 
this glimmer seemed not too far away. To while away the time we 
tried a few steps in the direction of the couloir. Suddenly and 
miraculously at the end of the platform appeared broken rocks, 
rough and firm, full of holds and irregularities. 'We are saved,' 
muttered the hoarse voice of Mooser. We groped our way upwards, 
but I had lost all optimism. Without faith I drew and spread 
myself in turn, morally disintegrated by the twilight of that pale 
illumination in the couloir's apex.. There was no need for eyesight. 
In that threatening wall everything revealed itself as hand- or foot
hold. 'Only 20 metres more,' called out the joyful voice of Mooser, 
who in fact knew nothing at all. I followed him, preferring any 
movement to the chill of that platform between two precipices. · 
Suddenly the mighty outline of my companion appeared against 
a blue-black sky, his profile lit up, the Don Quixote nose, the 
resolute chin, all clean-cut like to some ancient statue ! 

. A short struggle and I had grasped the edge of the crest. It was 
1 A.M. Straddling the ridge, we rested our feet against a lateral 
ledge and sat down. Our backs were turned towards that eastern 
face where we had struggled for nearly 17 hours. In a second, 
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wonder had replaced the feeling o{ safety. An eerie and mysterious 
light revealed the wide and deep mountain-side: we knew it so well, 
but thought we beheld it for the first time .... 

To our right the S.E. arete rose in suave steps towards the summit. 
To the left, below an abrupt cleft of the ridge and a kind of gap, 
stretched out the Schneegrat of the ordinary and classic route. We 
could not hesitate : to continue to the summit by that way we had 
discovered four years ago 4 was perhaps too much for our powers 
and moreover might expose us after all these delays to the worries 
of a search-party. Still more did Water summon downwards. 

At 5.30, after a slow descent and a halt by every torrent, we 
arrived at the Trift Inn and so on to Zermatt by 8.30 A.M. 

On August 28, 1933, accompanied by the young porter Richard 
Pollinger, we succeeded in combining the 1928 and 1932 routes. 
We left the base of the E. face at 7.30 A.M. and attained the 
summit of the Rothhorn at 6 P.M. The wall was scaled at a point 
rather to the left, S., of the 1932 route. The rocks there are better. 
The S.E. arete was gained above the first gendarme after the 
beginning of the Schneegrat. The weather was warm and fine and 
stonefalls were rare. 

THE RoPES IN THE MATTERHORN AcciDENT oF 1865. 

BY H. EDWARDS. 

HAVE recently come upon a copy of the Journal de Zermatt of 
August 1895 amongst some old papers, and find in it an article 

by the late Mr. Edward Whymper entitled ' La premiere ascension 
du Mont Cervin.' I venture to think that, if read in connection 
with the following, it sheds a little fresh light on the catastrophe-

• 
VIZ.: 

(1) Whymper's Scrambles Amongst the Alps. 
(2) Captain Farrar's article on Charles Hudson in 'A.J.' 32, 1-36. 
(3) Report on the Official Enquiry into the Accident on the Mont 

Cervin in July 1865, published in 'A.J.' 33, 234-250 . 
• 

After so long a lapse of time it is hoped that the subject may be 
discussed without hurting the feelings of any relative of those chiefly 
concerned most of whom have passed away. 

. 

On July 12, 1865, Whymper transported his stores, tent, ropes, 
etc., from Breuil to the Schwarzee chapel, with the assistance of 
Lord Francis Douglas, one of Peter Taugwalder's sons, and a man 

4 A.J. 40, 378. 
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