
FIRST AFFECTIONS 

And here, amid feasting and feminine flattery, all seasons and this 
paper should end, were it not that for every pious novice there is one 
more port of call. I am thinking of this Club. I am too young to 
recall the atmosphere of St. Martin's Place, but I had the fortune in 
the December following to attend the annual tamasha in Savile Row. I 
went up the narrow winding staircase past the menus of long digested 
dinners and entered a room crowded as the Bertol hut. There, one 
of the Arolla wiseacres took pity on me, and pointed out some of the 
great figures : here Douglas Freshfield, a golden eagle among lesser 
falcons ; here Edward Whymper, aloof as the mountain of his destiny ; 
there Martin Conway, now drinking tea with foresight; and I caught 
the rich Doric tones of that bearded apostle George Y eld in converse 
with Farrar, to whom younger men never turned in vain. As I looked 
with awe on these paladins, the lessons of my first season lived anew 
in the goodly fellowship of mountaineers who ~nriched and bequeathed 
·a tradition that is indeed ' the fountain light of all our day.' 

If the light be now dimmed and the visionary gleam fled, one 
fountain at least continues to flow, and it is my privilege to guide its 
Wasserleitung. I refer to our Journal. Let me add one story and so, 
with aunts begun, with aunts shall end our song. During the last 
war, a sympathetic aunt was giving tea to a nephew. On a table 
nearby was mid-May's eldest child, the ALPINE JouRNAL. Suddenly 
the aunt found her nephew's attention wandering. 'Now, Tom,' 
she said, ' I see what you're looking at. Take it off and read it.' And 
Tom, a good classical scholar who now lies in the Thracian Chersonese, 
was invisible till dinner time. Happy were Y eld and ~arrar who 
furnished a magic carpet for his journey to heavenly places, happy 
the authors who wove its pattern in words. Once more the Delectable 
Mountains are shrouded in the fog of war, and our pilgrim is toiling 
up the Hill Difficulty under a very heavy rucksack. We cannot ease 

. his shoulder from the burden, but perhaps some channel of thought 
in our pages may lead the waters of remembrance across these barren 
slopes to a wayside fountain, where he may drink his fill and then go 
on his way refreshed. Each step is bringing him nearer to the land 
of promise, and one day he will again hear the shrill piping of the 
marmot and find the sulphur anemone in the hidden hollow. 

KENYA AND RUWENZORI 

BY R. A. HODGKIN 
• 

UR attitude to most peaks fluctuat~s enormously ; distant 
admiration gives place to practical appreciation tinged with 
a wise but selfconscious dose of humility; then, as our spirits 

quail at closer contact, a little braggart optimism helps to redress the 
balance. Still more on the peak itself the see-saw of hope and doubt 
swings fast with the arrival of each new problem and the turning of 
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e·ach new corner. As we approached· Mt. Kenya our confidence 
which had thrived in the unimaginative flatness of the Sudan stole 
from us. For nearly two years we had read what we could and thought 
much about Mt. Kenya and Ruwenzori. My initial picture of the 
fi rst had been of a pleasant Cuillin-like rock peak set amongst small 
glaciers and thick forests, but this picture underwent a steady change 
as the blue haze of distance thinned. 

Just after sunrise as we drove down the eastern slopes of the Ab er
dares we saw Mt. Kenya for the first time. The mists were draining 
from the hollows of the hills, wisps of grey fading out into the air. 
Beyond, the dun-coloured plains of Tanaland stretched away towards 
the Indian Ocean and over them floated lines of cumulus clouds 
striping the distance with dark shadows. Above the plain and through 
the clouds rose the swelling waves of Mt. Kenya's lower slopes. But 
dominating the flatness and piercing up through the rounded shoulders 
rose Batian and Nelion, the twin summits of the mountain, symmetrical, 
steep and isolated. 

A blue mountain seen across a dim expanse of plain is a lovely sight. 
The gentle distant silhouette, whose fiercer moods are veiled by a 
grey haze, is the kindest and most immediately moving view we can 
have of any mountain. It stands too far for details of ridge. and ice
fall to turn our minds to the past with recollections of the sweat and 
suspense which were the ingredients of a climb; and it is too distant 
for those who come for the first time to look into the future, specu
lating about lines of weakness and unclimbed faces. 

Our little party left the plain in mid-June 1941. Munsey, Brown 
and I foregathered at Ragati, a small lumber station on the fringes 
of the forest which rings the mountain at 6ooo-8ooo ft. It was not 
the usual season for climbing, which is five months earlier, during the 
long dry weather, but Wyn Harris had encouraged us at Nyeri by 
prophesying a fine spell. We were joined here by twenty-six excellent 
Kikuyu porters. We made our way through the tall grey woods and 
the underlying bush, through the dripping bamboo forest whose canes 
tripped our feet and brushed our faces with wet fronds. After the 
bamboo came the forest of heaths, twenty feet high, like a giant grouse 
moor. By the end of the second day we had emerged from these 
clearly defined forest zones and w~re climbing steadily over the tussocks 
of the open moorland where giant groundsels, giant lobelias and deep 
black bogs were each a new experience in the superlative. On the 
fifth day we left our tent and reserve food stores by Lake Hohnel 
(I 3, 6oo ft.) and with the eleven best porters climbed over the ridge 
which separates the Hohnel and ·Teleki valleys. 

From the crest of the ridge we had our first full view of the peaks, 
and for the first time we were able to form some idea of the length 
and severe character of the climbing before us. We gazed with awe 
at the two great prongs which filled the sky beyond the valley. Between 
them hung the Gate of the Mists, a little lower but equally . remote·. 
And streaming from this icy arc the Diamond Glacier hung between 
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dark ridges. It \Vas . up this that Mackinder, with Cesar Oilier and 
J oseph Brocherel made their superb first ascent in 1899.1 They had 
travelled for hundreds of miles through hostile country before reaching 
the peak. They then assailed it by a route whose upper section 
across the Diamond Glacier to Batian (17,040 ft.) was so severe that 
it has never been repeated. 

We scrambled down into the floor of the Teleki valley and then 
followed our porters up the steep moraines and screes near the Lewis 
Glacier snout. By the time we were approaching the hut at I 5 ,Boo ft. 

·we had given up the effort of trying to look as fresh as the. porters, 
for they were as energetic as Sherpas and almost as cheerful. The 
hut is a comfortable little refuge with a view across the Curling Pond, 
a frozen pool dammed by the margin of the glacier. The great bulk 
of Nelion rose beyond. · It has the massiveness· and colour of Ushba 
seen from the Gul Glacier, though in place of Ushba's uncompromising 
sweeps of red granite, here were subtle defences of tower and . niche 
and slab. Next day we tried to shake off our feelings of awe by climb
ing Pt. Lenana and some neighbouring aiguilles and by looking at the 
initial difficult steps of the route up to the main S.W. ridge of Nelion. 

Our first serious effort on the peak was a day spent climbing up to 
the great gendarme and traversing round it to the gap beyond. It 
was by this gendarme that Mackinder bivouacked before breaking 
away from the ridge on to the Darwin and Diamond hanging glaciers. 
The Shipton-Harris route keeps to the ridge until it merges into the 
final tower of Nelion (17,ooo ft.). 2 We had some notes on the climbing 
which helped us to pick up the route, a devious chain of traverse and 
groove and chimney. We soon found, however, that snow conditions 
had changed the mountain considerably. When the notes said 
' straightforward scrambling in the back of a groove ' it was wiser to 
anticipate a severe ice-filled scoop, as all the sheltered corners of the 
peak were choked with ice and snow which often made them. harder 
than the exposed steps. The traverse round the gendarme, fo~ 
example, which should have taken twenty minutes took well over an 
hour, mostly spent step-cutting. When Munsey and I arrived in 
the gap, with Brown a few feet lower huddling un.der a chockstone 
partly buried in our dislodged snow, the process of disillusionment 
reached its climax. We realised that we were on a hard climb on .a 
cold mountain and the day was well advanced. So we blustered 
heartily a bit to cheer ourselves and started back. We roped down 
most of the hardest steps and got back to the hut," where we met some 
porters who had brought up firewood. Here we discussed future 
plans and decided to try the peak with a party of two, sta~ting earlier. 

After one rest day Munsey and I set out in the clear darkness of 
early dawn. As we walked across the Lewis Glacier we looked west.
wards to a sea of scarcely ruffled clouds spreading into the distance, 
We reached the scree and roped early on the rocks. Shafts of sun .... 
light were touching the ridge far above. The climbing began now--+ 

1 A.J. 20. 102 sqq. 2 A.J. 43· 138 sqq. 
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traverse and bulge, chimney and chockstone, steep face and icy groove 
and a sunny scramble on red rocks sloping to the narrow ridge. Half
way up on a difficult face Munsey's axe had become detached from 
its rope sling to clatter irretrievably down the wall. One axe, how
ever, was sufficient to improve our earlier line of steps round the great 
gendarme, and we sidled quickly along the border of the Darwin 
Glacier where it merges into the steep rocks of the ridge. We elbowed 
our way energetically up the chimney leading to the gap. We had 
only been climbing three hours and we sat there elated in the early 
sunshine. 

From here on, the climbing was new to us. Our notes in which 
we still had some faith spoke of a severe ' rickety crack.' So I felt 
dubious as I pawed at the snowy little ledges below. A sideways high· 
kick got a knee hold in a snow patch which concealed a miniature 
' route des bicycle es ' leading to the foot of the crack. Its chief 
feature is its extreme exposure and the rickety-looking flakes in the 
crack which are fortunately sound. From the top of this we could 
gain once more the crest of the ridge which we shuffled along for 
fifty yards dodging from side to side amongst the snow-plastered 

• sptnes. 
The ink on the pages of the notebook was running with soaked up 

sweat when we consulted it about the next mauvais pas which it said 
was the last. ' An exposed amphitheatre whose near side is composed 
of almost vertical loose rock. Descend into the heart of the amphi
theatre and ascend the far side which is firmer but devoid of belays 
till the level of number two is reached. A hundred feet of rope must 
be run out before a poor belay can be found.' Although the near 
side was as described, the far side was covered with snow over ice. 
Under these conditions it proved a severe and dangerous passage. 
When at length I reached the belay we held a short shouted conference. 
Munsey did not feel justified in attempting to follow across so scantily 
protected a traverse with · no axe. Instead he shouted the last words 
from his notes : ' from here to the top the ascent is easier, progress 
being made by ledges and chimneys which may be troublesome if 
iced.' 

• 

There was plenty of time and the weather was fine and Munsey's 
remote voice was repeating ' ... the climbing is easier.' So he gave 
me more rope and suggested that I should fix my end to the belay and 
try to finish the climb alone. The amphitheatre merged steeply into 
an open couloir. It involved that type of climbing where one spread
eagles and works upwards on systems of half-excavated, half-sound 
fist grips and ankle adhesions. I gained about eighty feet. Above, 
the partially buried shelving ledges continued towards the broken 
summit, perhaps two hunqred feet higher. Below for nearly a thousand 
feet there were suggestive sweeps of ice plastered on to disintegrating 
cliffs. It was all very steep and airy. I was getting quietly frightened 
but the top looked fairly attainable. I paused while hope and fear 
were balancing in my mind. These feelings like others become acute 
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when there is no rope behind and the route looks doubtful ahead. 
Fear won but soon assumed the name of wisdom. 

The first backward step of a retreat in face of danger has in it only 
a flavour of the bitterness of defeat. Other feelings more soothing 
to one's pride predominate: the slightly smug self-approval of 'the 
sound man ' is there, mixed with a mollifying notion of fighting anot~er 
day. Nevertheless it is a thin line we draw on these occasions between 
caution and courage. I eased myself down the balconies above the 
amphitheatre and did a long swinging pendulum back into the recess 
below Munsey. We roped up and started carefully down the ridge, 
enjoying the firm texture of its crest. The cloud sheets round the 
mountain were sending up slow fountains of cumulus cloud which 
broke and spread and enveloped us in driving ice spicules as we slid 
stickily down numerous rappels and descended the icy rocks towards 
the Lewis Glacier. 

That was the end of our attempt on Mt. Kenya. As we walked 
down next day across the screes above Teleki tarn the glances which 
we cast back over our shoulders were more humble and understanding 
than those with which we first saw the blue-tinted vision from the 
Aberdares. 

For two of us there rem~ined another objective which had occupied 
our thoughts before the Kenya plan arose. Munsey unfortunately 
had to return to the Sudan, but Brown and I had three weeks left. 
This would give us time to reach Western Uganda and attempt Ruwen
zori, whose forests and wetness and complex topography had long 
attracted us. For three days we drove westwards over the sweeping 
scarps of the Eastern Rift and across the rhythmical undulations of 
Uganda until we arrived at Fort Portal. From here Ruwenzori can 
be seen, though the high central groups of the massif,3 Mts. Stanley, 
Baker and Speke, rarely show. themselves in the favourable light in 
which we first saw Mt. Kenya. They are fenced about with lesser 
peaks and ridges, while rainstorms and dense mists are an eternally 
recurrent feature of the surrounding valleys. The recesses of the 
range are, like the grave, a fine and private place. 

From our starting point at Bugoye, where the Mobuku torrent 
comes out into the plain, we spent two and a half days double marching 
before we saw the snows. We had chosen eighteen Bakonjo porters 
in Bugoye and had followed them through the forest. The path had 
been cut by four coney hunters sent ahead the previous weeks, but 
nevertheless the going was a~duous. The valleys of Ruwenzori are 
deeply incised between high spurs and ridges, whose steepness only 
seems possible by virtue of the dense webbing of vegetation which 
smothers them with its binding roots and all-clasping tendrils. On 
our second day we went switchbacking up and down from Mohunge 
to the Kyanasabo rock shelter. This was the hardest march, for 

3 See map A.J. 23. facing 392 ; also accompanying illustrations loc. cit. 
and sketch map A.J. 39· between 98 and 99· Also A.J. 45· 275 sqq., with 
illustrations. 
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although we only covered about four miles it took us ten hours to do 
them. . At the ninth hour the otherwise admirable porters decided 
that they had had enough and sat down in the twilit forest till "ve gave 
them cigarettes. On the third day the forest became more open. 
The dense trees gave way to a growth of grotesque groundsels, lobelias 
and heaths bigger than on Mt. Kenya but less clearly separated into 
distinct zones. We camped by the Kigo rock shelter on the verge of 
an old lake bed. That night we stood between our tent on the frosty 
bog and the cave where the porters were singing, and looked north
ward to the snowy summits of Mt. Gessi emergin·g from their cloud 
veils. A snowy cupola arched up into the light of an almost full moon. 
To the \vest the black buttresses of Mt. Speke still blocked our view 
towards Margherita (I 6, 794 ft.) and her lower sisters of the Stanley 
range. Above them the Plough was swinging down to end its short 
tropical journey and the pointers pointed aimlessly at the high equatorial 
horizon. It was a suitable way of _seeing our first mountain of the 
moon. 

Next day on July 10 we reached Lake Bujuku where we established 
our base in the Cooking-pot rock shelters which lie on the N.E. side 
of the corrie forming the head of the valley. From the caves we 
could see Mt. Baker (15,843 ft.) and its splendid N. face, while 
further to the west were the slopes of 'the Stanley massif, cliffs, 
buttresses and smooth ice-polished bulges crowned with a wall of ice 
zooo ft. above us. This was the edge of the Stanley ice plateau which 
surrounds the summits, and it screened the 'highest peaks, Margherita 
and Alexandra, from our view. In its upper northern parts it sends 
branch glaciers down towards the Bujuku, but further down it is 
retained by a long ridge which sends the main course of the glacier 
west towards the Belgian side of the watershed. The best camp 
site from which to climb Margherita lies on this retaining ridge two 
thousand feet above the Cooking-pot shelters. The weather was 
still fine} so we prepared to carry a camp up to this site on · the next . ' m orn1ng. 

The direct route to the bivouac platforms by the Stanley Glacier 
was first discovered by Humphreys in 1926.4 It was very good con
sidering the steep nature of the valley walls. We went first up a steep 
groundsel-choked gully following the track of a snow leopard. Then 
the groundsels thinned and we made our way up -a mossy shoulder 
towards a series of oblique rocky rakes. After climbing these for an 
hour we came to the jagged ridge which separates the glacier from the 
Bujuku valley. It was on this ridge that the Duke of the Abruzzi 
and later climbers pitched their camps, though the former came to it 
by a roundabout route from behind Mt. Baker. After a reconnaissance 
up this ridge to a point where it changes into an icy hogsback we 
returned to the tent. Five porters who had come as far as this had 
meanwhile been descending to the Cooking-pot with instructions to 
return after three days. They were entirely to be relied on, and some 

4 A.J. 39· 99 sqq. 
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of them had a good knowledge of local topography which made them 
a great asset to the party. 

The previous few days had been clear in their early hours, a rare 
thing on Ru,venzori, and so vve determined to make an attempt on 
Margherita as soon as possible. We packed our rucksacks in readiness 
for an early start and went to bed with the mild apprehension which 
usually precedes a long awaited climb. We awoke to the equally 
inevitable horrors of an early exit from the tent, stumbling and 
mumbling in the· darkness. Outside, however, the air was crisp and 
the moon was bright as we scrambled up the shelving ribs of the 
ridge. Our route led up across a small tongue of glacier to a gully 
which brought us back on to the crest of the ridge. Here in the first 
sunlight we put on our rope and boots whose premature old age we 
were conserving for the highest climbing only. (Our boots, like our 
axes, claimed the unique origin of having been made in Khartoum, 
the one by a Czech and the other by a Greek !) 

Immediately in front of us was the grey hogsback of ice leading 
to a rocky island. Round this the steep margin of the upper icesheet 
cascaded in a series of icefalls towards the Bujuku valley far below ; 
the main glacier stream continued southwards on our left in more 
stateJy fashion. Beyond the edge of the plateau above we could see 
the rocky top of Alexandra, and beyond again were the curious snow 
canopies of Margherita culminating in a complex system of snowy 
cornices like a fungoid growth of wedding cake. We balanced across 
the hogsback in a line of small steps, climbed the rocks beyond and 
were soon involved in a route up the ice bulges leading to the plateau. 
After half an hour cutting a zigzag line of steps up steep incipient 
crevasses we came out on to a flat expanse where we found ourselves 
on neve for the first time. As we plodded across the plateau we were 
able to see that the turning of Alexandra was ·not going to be easy; 
for she bestraddled the whole breadth of the snowfield with no obvious 
route round her icy crinoline. We noticed too the clouds of red and 
grey which were gathering in the dark green valleys below. We 
hurried on, ploughing a furrow in the snow to guide our return when 
the mist would cover all the mountain. 

We picked a route up a steep neve slope guarded at the top by two 
cornices and came out halfway up the crinoline where a flap of icicles 
hung down over a horizontal pocket of ice. We passed along this 
gallery beneath a roof of icy tracery and saw from its end that we could 
only gain the continuation of the plateau beyond by descending a steep 
ice slope. Brown anchored himself to a rocky boss as I cut" a little 
ladder downwards. We then crossed a snowfield which led to the 
long slopes of neve sweeping up towards the great E. ridge of 
Margherita. 

The final section of the climb was the tensest, for we were racing 
against the clouds rising in the valleys about us. There was first the 
long neve slope where steps had to be chopped for soo ft. At the 
top was the inevitable cornice which we flogged a bit and then hauled 
ourselves over. This landed us on the main E. ridge which runs 
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steeply down to the Stuhlmann pass. We continued up this on the 
N. side where the snow lay less thickly, edging up along patches of 
rock and snow. Above us was a line of cornices on the true ridge 
crest which grew larger and larger as we approached the summit. 
The last 30 ft. of the mountain literally overhung in all directions, 
presenting a mass of snowy excrescences from which drooped giant 
beards of icicles. 

We stood beneath the last overhang looking for a route. There 
seemed to be only one weakness, where the cornices and icicles were 
least obtrusive. We hacked a snowy niche amongst them where we 
could stand together. The cornice was still a few feet above us, so 
I stood on Brown's head, and from there managed to cut a smaller 
niche above. I climbed into this, feeling like a saint in some airy 
reredos, and from it was able to get on to the summit crest. Before 
we could reach the final toadstool top itself, there was a last traverse 
across an exposed snow wall. Immediately below were the cornices 
through which the Duke of Abruzzi and his guides had cut their way 
for several hours on their first ascent. 5 From the top we took a 
hurried look round at summits standing between the piling cumulus 
clouds. Glimpses of the far distance showed wide eiderdowns of 
cloud covering the plains of Uganda and the Belgian Congo. They 
were curiously pink like sunset clouds, and we thought perhaps they 
were tinged with dust from the vast areas of red laterite which cover 
these regions. Nearer at hand across the Bujuku were the three peaks 
of Speke protruding from their glaciers and we decided to try their 
ascent if the weather continued fine. 

We did not linger but started down after a short meal beneath the 
cornices. Soon after reaching the long neve slopes we were drowned 
in mist. We picked our way back along our old tracks with hardly 
a glimpse of mountain to confirm our route and no incident to punctuate 
the misty monot.one. After a few false starts we succeeded in finding 
our route down the ice bulges to the rock ridge. We descended it 
rapidly and reached camp after ten hours of strenuous climbing. 

We .. spent two days more in the tent, but the weather was deteriora
ting, and the fine morning we had snatched for Margherita was not 
repeated. We climbed twice to the top of our ridge but could do no 
more than gaze gloomily into grey fog. The mist was thicker than 
ever when the day for descending came. Despite our recent ascent 
we were soon completely lost~ We consoled ourselves by saying 
' as long as we don't go left towards the cliffs we'll be all right,' and 
' you can't really lose your sense of direction on a slope like this.' 
The result was that fear of sudden precipices drove us so far to the 
right that we became entirely lost. We slithered about cursing 
furiously because we knew that somewhere above we had been 
careless. The going was awful huge half-hidden mossy boulders 
beneath wet and rotting groundsels. When we did get below the 
thickest mist our aneroid showed us to be nearly as low as the camp. 
As far as we could see we were in a strange looking valley running in 

6 A.J. 23. 386 sqq. 
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an odd direction with no sign of any lake. We began to think that 
the compass was wrong (a dangerous heresy for those who are befogged) 
or that we had reached the Belgian side of the watershed by some 
strange manreuvre. With each wild surmise the surrounding slopes 
of what little landscape we could· see seemed to swing round as we 
fitted them into the facts and guesses of each new hypothesis. This 
gyrating guess work suddenly steadied itself, for I stumbled on a tree · 
cut with an ancient but authentic axe mark in the manner by which 
the porters mark their paths. We realised that somehow we had 
skirted within a few yards of lake Bujuku and were proceeding down 
the valley up which we had come five days before. We turned about 
and were soon back at the caves trying jauntily to look as if we had 
always intended to arrive from the wrong direction ; but we felt fairly 
foolish, as one usually does after adventures in mist. For the remaining 
week in the mountains, mist thwarted most of our attempts at climbing. 
We made several false starts and climbed the Stuhlmann and Scott
Elliot passes on the main watershed. vVe returned two days earlier 
than was needed, so that if the weather should clear we might attempt 
to climb one of the fine Portal peaks ( 14,83 6 · ft.) which are supposed 
to be still virgin. The weather however did not clear. 

On our return down the valley :we followed much the same route 
as before. We were glad as we left behind us the succeeding vegeta
tion zones, each with its own device for exasperating the tired traveller, 
though in compensation there were the firelit forest encampments, 
when leaping flames threw weird shadows amongst the mossy trees. 
The last few hours marching towards Bugoye were at first oppressive. 
Our feet were sore and our shoes worn out and the tall enveloping 
face-slapping grass which clothes the slopes is never conducive to 
good tern per. But as we reached the first villages the line of porters 
broke into one of their never ending undulating shanties to celebrate 
our homecoming. The flattering part about it was that a refr~in 
constantly repeated referred to the two bwanas who had climbed 
' M~ngalita.' We blushed smugly to ourselves, though our conceit 
was slightly damped by the only other word in the song which we 
could understand, a recurrent reference to ' backsheesh.' 

Our thoughts were mellowing under this treatment as we neared 
Bugoye. We looked back at our valley of dark green and grey inter
locking spurs. I was already beginning to forget the enormous sweat 
of surmounting those barriers and was beginning to enjoy the nice 
asymmetry of their design and the velvet texture of their surfaces, 
soft seductive outlines of grass and trees. We could hear the Mobuku 
surging invisibly below us. It, too, was on its way northwards to the 
Nile, to the swamps, the grasslands and the deserts of the Sudan, and 
on farther than we could go, to the Mediterranean to mingle with 
other troubled snowfed rivers . 
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