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been reviewing an American book on ski touring and mountaineering which 
gives in precise detail the technique of self-contained camping, each member of a 
party being surprisingly lightly laden and yet supplied with a good many 
comforts. · I recommend this thought to young ski-tourers and even to others 
travelling in the Highlands and I hope to take active steps after the war to bring 
the technique of camping anew to the notice of climbers in the Alp&. For many 
of us now have a horror of the overcrowded Alpine huts and refuges. . 

I ·wish to thank Mr. MacRobert for his charming talk and for the fascinating 
views of the Scottish hills which he has shown us. Many, indeed most of us, 
have done our mountaineering in foreign lands, and I always think there is an 
added thrill in crossing the Highlands the knowledge that we are on 
British soil. That is an additional reason why I have spent a very happy hour; 
and I have been thinking what a power of good a little ski-ing or climbing in 
Scotland would qo many of us now. And, if I may be pennitted one . final 
remark, Mr. President I never thought I should live to see the day "\vhen 
photographs and films of slaloms and ski races would be shown to an appreciative 
audience co~sisting of members of the Alpine Club. 

SOME ALPINE RECOLLECTIONS 
• 

BY R. J. G. M{\YOR. 

Read before the Alpine Club, May 4, 1943 
• 

HEN I received an invitation to read a paper to this Club, the 
first thought tP,at came to mind was to wonder whether I 
could find anything to say that would deserve. to be food for 

-

a meeting. New ascents, difficult adventures, explorations in unkn-awn 
country, these are what make tne stuff for the papers most worth 
listening to ; and I had none of these to offer either for the Alps or for · 
our home mountains, still less for regions farther afield. But a second 
thought soon followed, that this answ~r, while .it mjght serve if con
diti-0-ns w~-€ norm-al, would be a poor e-xcuse at a time like the present, 
·when new climbs are out of the quest~on, when the dangers and diffi~ 
culties that fill our thoughts are being enacted elsewhere than in the 
mountains, and when the Club's activ.e members must for the most part 
be too busy with· other work to have leisure to compose papers. I am 
going then this afternoon to do what so many others have done before 
me, and try to put into v:ords the feeling that has led me year after 
year to turn for pleasure and refreshment to the Alps. When we are 

• 

· in the mountains with the right climbing companion we know what 
that feeling is and we are sure that it is shared ; when we try to express 
it the words are hard to find. . Still, we keep on returning to the task, 
and we are ready to listen with sympathy and interest when we hear 
a friend attempting it. So I will make · the attempt once more, and in 
·looking for an answer I began to hunt in memory for some of the Alpine 
recollections that have stayed with me most vividly. 

Memories of good climbing days presented themselves in plenty, 
and which wa~ I to select ? A good many of the best of them seemed 
to be ruled out on the ground that they have been described before . 

• 
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Some of my most strenuous and ambitious climbs were minor episodes 
in the mountaineering epic of our President and have found a place in 
his book On High Hills. And the events of s~veral years that came a 
little later were recorded by Claud Schuster in his Peaks and Pleasant . 
Pastures. Their story has been written in one or other of these two 
Alpine· classics, and it is in general a sound rule not to tell over again 
less well a story that has been told already as well as it can be. 

However, I will begin by breaking this rule in the case of one of the 
climbs that I shared with Schuster. I am going to speak of this, not 
because I have anything to correct or add to in his account of what 
we actually did, but because the day had for me a peculiar quality of 
feeling, which has made _it stand out as a landmark in memory. It gave 
me an experience, the strongest I think that I have ever had, of ho~ 
tremendous and formidable the great mountains can be. Not that our 
programme on that day was anything out -of the common. It was 
the ascent of Mont Blanc over the ridges of Mont Blanc d~ Tacul and 
Mont M~udit : a fairly long ·and strenuous expedition, but not 
promising any special difficulty under normal con.ditions. And we had 
with us as guides Joseph Turc and Casimir Gaspard, whose quality 
we had come. to know and trust a year earlier in the Dauphine. The 
weather, however, ,;vas .doubtful. We had spent the night at the Rifugio 
Torino, and had looked out the evening before on a sky full of racing 
clouds, with a richly coloured but stormy sunset. When we left the 
hut in the early morning the night was clear, but we could hear the 

-wind howling disturbingly in the distance, though we were screened 
from it in the first part of our route along the upper level of the Geant 
Glacier. We tramped on up the slope leading to the Col du Midi in 
that drowsy mood which remains in the memory_ of so many early 
climbing hours, till at the foot of Mont Blanc du Tacul we were roused 
from it by an obstacle which compelled a short halt. The bergschrund 
there-was that year wide and--steep, and leoked like- being troublesome. 
Our leader however contrived to surmount it by some ingenious work 
with ice-axes, and "Yith the help of shoulders from below and pulling 
from above the rest of us were able to get across... It was an amusing 
episode; and the only passage in the day's climb that could be called 
technically difficult. But as we ploughed on up the powdery snow 
slo.pes we began to realise that . we were to meet difficulties of another 
and less amusing kind. As we reached the top of the ridge the full 
force of the wind struck us, and we had to struggle against it all the 
way down into the hollow that lies between Mont Blanc du Tacul and 
Mont M_audit. · ·On the lower slope of Mont Maudit we found a short 
respit.e from it in the shelter of an ice cliff, which alloyved a welcome 
halt for rest and food. But from that point on the wind never left us, or 
if it seemed to leave us for a moment, it was . only to return on us with 
double force from another quarter. And now it began to'bring snow 
with it. I do not think snow was actually falling from the sky, though. 
by this time there were clouds all round us and above us, but the: 
effect was the same as if 'we were climbing in the teeth of a blizzard ; 
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for the wind tore up the loose powdery snow through which we were 
struggling; whirled .it savagely about, and drove it blindingly in our 
faces. · · 

Among the various changes that weather can bring in the ~ountaip.s,, 
thunderstorm is I suppose the most terrifying of all, but n~xt to this 
and not far behind it l should put strong wind in high · places. And 
on the day I am describing the effect of the wind was reinforced, in 
my own case at any rate, by a second . cause, the great height at which. 
we were . climbing. I bring this in as a second cause; becau·se at a 
certain point, and rather suddenly,· I seemed to find that, though the 
force of the wind was not noticeably stronger, my power of resistance 
to it became noticeably less. The two things working together, the 
wind and the height, brought about in me a feeling of loss of vitality, 
as though the spark of life was gradually withdrawing inwards ~ and a 
peculiar feeling of lonelines~, as ~hough our small party was climbing 
through an uninhabited world cut off. by ·an immense · distance from 
other people, and as though I myself was cut off by an immense 
distance f~om the others on the rope. As we toiled on from the ridge 
of Mont Maudit to the Col de la Brenva and :up the steep slope of the . 
Mur de la Cote, the labour of advancing seemed from minute to minute 
to approach the limit of. what was possible. And now I began to feel . 
doubts as to whether qur party would ever be able to reach the top, and 
whether, supposing we should have to retreat~ my own powers would 
hold out even . for that. · 

But just as this feeling and these doubts were reaching their climax, 
"the spell was broken. There surely not f3:r in front of us was a human 
figure. There was nothing• really surprising in the thought that 
another party should have climbed the mountain by a different route ; 
the day was not so impossi}?le as all that. But what was odd was that 
this particular figure seemed to be not one of a party, but by himself ; 

-what was odder was -that after waving us forward with a frienoly 
·gesture _he seemed somehow to disappear into a hole in the gro'und. A 
few steps on and the puzzle was explained. There was at that time, 
as I ought to have known, and perhaps had known but had forgotten, 
an observatory stationed at, or rather under, t~e very top· of Mont 
Blanc; and our new fri~nd _ was one of the party who wer~ working 
there. We were invited down into their underground shelte·r, where 
we found rest and .warmth, hot tea and human company ; and the 
whole feeling of coldness, exhaustion, and loneliness suddenly vanished. 
We were back in a world inhabited by other human beings ; and I 
found, as one so often finds i11 the mountains, that the ·body has much 
bigger ~;eserves . of energy at its disposal than the mind in its weaker 
.moments is inclined to fancy. The tramp. which followed over the 
Bosses ridge down to Chamonix" did not prove difficult or even par
ticularly laborious ; the s~nse of the terrors and dangers of these high 
solitudes, which had seemed so overwhelming, was gone and did not 
return. I had not spoken of it on the way up for th:e ·sound reason 
that one ought not needlessly to damp the spirits of one's party ; and 
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I did not say anything about it on. the w:ay down becau.se it now looked 
too a~surd ; and by the time we reached the valley it had . begun to 
seem hardly .real. But whether .the occasion .for it ·was adequate or 
not,. it was certainly real enough· as a personal experience, as was shown 
to me later by the place it has taken in my mental picture gallery. The 
sensation of those last hours of struggling up those snow slopes in the 
face of that blizzard has corrie back to me sometimes in dreams and 
.often in waking momen~s. as one of the most vivid of my Alpine 
memories, and one too of those which I could least afford to spare. 
These times of extre~e effort and discomfort and of uncertainty as to 
what is going to happen are among the things which do most to m~ke . 
climbing· worth while. When I have tried to explain to ·non-climbin'g 
friends that here is part of the secret which draws us ·to the Alps, I 
have sometimes found it hard to make them see what I mean ; b_ut 
lovers of the . mountains will know that there is nothing in . it to 
wonder at. . . 

The recollections to which I come next are of a more tranquil kind, 
and most of them date from the later years of my climbing life. But to 
introduce the first of them I will go back for a moment to an earlier. 
season. In 1901, J~hn Withers had asked me to join hi~ in a visit 
to the Albula district, which he had undertaken to survey for the 
revision of Ball's Guide. We had spent some days in exploring its 
western valleys, a~d . we ended this par.t of our task by crossing the 

· F orcella di Lunghino into the Engadine, with the intention of returning 
next day by way of the J ulier to the eastern section of our district. But 
our plan was now upset by an accident to Withers. A ~~ip on a loose 
stone as we came down from the pass wrenched his kl).ee, and it was all 
he could do to hobble down to the Maloja. The knee trouble, he ex
plained, was ·a familiar enemy dating from fQotball days at Eton, and 
he was sure that with· rest it would right itself in a few days, as in fact 
it-did. But for the fteJtt fo-rty-eight hours at least .a-tho~h rest was 
necessary. Meanwhile the weather was at its very best, and how were . ~ we to. use tt . . 

· In this predicament it occured to Withers that he had heard 
mention of Soglio .as a place worth visiting on an off day._ We might; 
he thought, drive. to it · along Val Bregaglia, and have a look at the 
southern frontier of our district. The prospect did not much appeal to 
me ; it was one of my ear:ly seasons in the Alps·, and my notion of a 
climbing- holiday was that a day not spent in active movement .must be 
a day wasted. Still, there seemed nothing better to do. So the next 
morning saw us setting off in an Einspiinner (for this was in 'the days 
before cars ha~ rea-ched the mountains), W~thers with the injured 'leg 
propped on the front seat, I sitting by his side and doing my ~est to 
control my impatience. But as we trailed slowly down the zigzags of 
the Maloja Pass I began to feel ·that the day which had looked like 
being so tedious might turn out to be not only bearable but enjoyable. 

· Several things helped to this different mood : the sight of the sudden 
drop from the Engadine to Val Bregaglia ; the striking change in ·the 
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char~cter of the landscape as one passes from Swiss to Italian scenery ; 
and a little later the charm of the road that winds up to the right from 
Promontogno through woods of sweet chestnaut trees. But it was 
when we reached the shelf on which Soglio stands and looked round 
us from there . that the full quality of the day disclosed itself. There is 
something strangely satisfying about the way in which the prop.ortions 
of the view are here fitted together ; the distance which the eye has 
to travel across to the far side of V al Bregaglia, the distance down to the . 
valley bottom, the d.istance up to the mountain summits beyond,. all 
seem just calculated to give an overwhelming impression of height and 
steepness. And looking up to that line of peaks across the valley; to 
the sharp point of the Cengalo and the adze edge of the Badile, with 
the immense precipices that fall from them vertically downwards, one 
obtains a picture in which the sense of the tremendousness of the 
mountains and the sense of sheer beauty are perfectly blended. In the 
foreground are the green· meadows arid chestnut woods of Soglio, with · 
a cluster of picturesque old chalets grouped among them. 

The historic Swiss mansion which now serves as an hotel provided 
for us an excellent lunch, and we spent the afternoon sitting in the 
meadows among Alpine flowers and chirping grasshoppers; and looking 
across to the other side of the valley. The time seemed all too short for 
the enjoyment of the view. We had resolved before we left Soglio 
that we must return to Val Bregaglia and climb those mountains, and 
we had half agreed on it as a plan for the following year. Next year, 
however, and for many years afterwards one or another thing turned 
up to prevent ~t, and it was only some twenty years later that the 
opportunity offered. In I 922 Withers and I were together again in 
the Engadine, and at Pontresina we met H. C. Bowen and Eustace 
Russell. Withers had brought wrth him the two guides from Saas 
who were his constant companions in the Alps ; Bowen and Russell 
were with G..aoriel Leehmatter. And it was agreed that ·our parties 
should combine for a visit to the Badile and the Cengalo. I must here 
explain, in case what 1 have said about the Badile and its precipices 
has roused misleading expectations, that I have no sensational story 
to tell about an ascent of the . mountain by its north face up a ladder 
of pitons. In I 90 I, and even in. I 922, the frontal ·assault on the Badile 
b) its northern precipice was still unachieved, and it did not enter our 
·thoughts to be the first to attempt it. All that we hoped for was a 
successful attack from the rear, that is,. by the ordinary route from the 
Badile hut" in ·val Porcellizzo. 

From Pontresina to the Badile hut is a two days' journey. My 
recollection of the first day begins .with a drive to Promontogno, this 
~ime not in an Einspiinner, but in a motor coach, yet still leisurely 
enough ; for the laws of the Grisons limit, or they did then, the 
speed of motor · traffic to twelve miles an hour, a -limit which the 
judicious traveller passing through fine scenery need n·ot wish to exceed. 
Then come memories of a start from Promontogno in sweltering noon
day heat, . of a steep trudge uphill through woods which gave too little 
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shade, and of emerging· at last into cool air in the. upper basin of the 
Bondasca valley, where the Sciora hut stands with fantastically shaped 
peaks all round it. My recollection of the second day is a short ascent 
to an easy. snow pass, and a descent from there into Val Porcellizzo, over 
smooth shelves of granite across which ·flow shallow streams of clea~ 
water, down to the Badile hut, which is now a fairly comfortable. little 
inn. We found it tolerably crowded, but we fitted in somehow. 
· The ascent of the Badile next morning was a pure delight. The or

dinary route which we followed up the main buttress of the south 
face cannot be said to rank as a rock climb of the first distinction ; 
the mountain gymnast will not find here any passage of the order of the 
Grepon crack. But it can provide for the m9derate climber a pleasure 
that in its ·way is hardly less ; it sets before him a climb which from 
.moment to moment looks as though it were going to be outside his 
unaided powers, but which just never is. It. is a climb in which he 
can carry out that counsel of perfection so eloquently enjoined on us 
by our President, so satisfyill.g when it can be attained, and alas so 
seldom attained by most of us in practice, of smoo~h uninterrupted 
rhythmical movement. The rock is throughout firm trusty granite, 
with handholds and footholds not so large or so near together as to 
obtrude themselves too pro~inently, yet not so small or so distant but 
that one or other is always there when you need it. The steep per
pendicular ·sections are never too long, and they bring you just as 
breath is failing. to a level step where you can stand in comfort and 
where it 'would seem ungrateful not to pause for a moment and look 
round at the view. And there is another excuse for not hurryiQg too 

. much. The crannies of the mo.untain are filled, or they were in this 
particular summer, with Alpine flowers of that profusion and brightness 
that one finds on slopes about the snowline, but which I have never 
seen in such plenty on an actual rock climb. ·It was like climbing up 
through a perfectly arranged rock garden. And the view from the top, 
when the eye suddenly plunges down the great northern precipice to 
Promontogno lying as it seems directly below, would of itself be 
enough reward for the day. The w~ole mountain was as satisfyi1;1g in 
achievement as it had promised to be when seen in distant vision from 
the other side of the valley. 

An hour was spent enjoying the . prospect, and the question then 
arose, what next? It had been vaguely understood among us that the 
Cengalo was on our programme. But it w~s now suggested that the 
Cengalo was a second rate climb and that to include it in the day would 
be something of an anticlimax, and this view seemed to find favour. 
Gabriel Lochmatter, however, looked disappointed at the . turn things 
were taking. He had a zest for travelling, and he liked to take his 
travels seriously, and he felt that when you came to a new valley the 
proper .thing was to climb its biggest mountain. And the Cengalo · 
was undeniably bigger than the Badile; there it stood obtrusively to 
the east of us, cutting off a good part of our view in that direction. The 
point appealed to me, and it was settled that, while the rest of the party 
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made their way at .. leisure down the valley, Gabriel and I should take 
o~ the .Cengalo and rejoin them later . . · 

. -
The Cengalo like the Badile is granite, but the rocks are looser and 

less. steep, and they are varied with passages of ice and snow. It is 
not so perfect a climb as the -Badile, but it was worth making. And the 
view from the top was worth while too. To 'the east it commands a 
wider outlook over the Bernina mountains and o~her ranges ; to the 
west it looks. across to the steep northern face of the Badile, . or more 
precisely to the north-easter~ segment of that face, which stands rather 
at .an angle to the valley and seems here directly opposite. Here was . 

_ yet a third view of that tremendous precipice, hot less .. impres~ive in its _ 
way than those other two .which I had seen from -the top of the· Badile 
that morning and from Soglio twenty years before. 

The: climb was enjoyable too because it gave me an opportunity of 
climbing once more with Gabriel Lochmatter and reviving memories · 
of ·days we· had shared together. Gabr.el was apt to be silent on the 
mountains, b~t he could be a lively companion when the · day's work 
was. over, and he was in a particqlarly sociable mood as we made our 
way down the valley that afternoon. We had a store of expeditions 

· from past years to talk over, and I was glad to find that one at least of 
them seemed to stand out in his memory :almost as clearly as it did in 
mine. · This was a climb which I had undertaken with him and his 

. -
brother Rudolf. Rudolf was the eldest of those five remarkable Lo'ch-
matter brothers, and would in the opinion of good judges'have been as 
fine a guide as ·any of them but for the los~ of a hand, which had cut 
short his guiding career. A ·chance meeting had led to the suggestion 
that he should come a~ third with Gabriel and me on a traverse of the - . 

· Siidlenzspitze and Nadelhorn from Saas Fee to St. Niklaus. Rudolf 
had welcomed the chance of_ a · return to the high mountains, Gabriel 

. had been glad to p.rovide the occasion for it, and aH three of us had · 
thoroughly enjoyed that 'long day on the Saasgrat, with the magnificent 
views down the steep slopes failing from it on either side. These and 
other memqries provided food for talk as w~ followed the path down 
Val P~rcellizzo, tilJ we turned to the left at the end of it and came to 
the Baths of. Masino lying among pine woods. . 

The days that followed were good too, but they stand out less ~learly 
in -recollection and I will pass them in review quickly. The first was 
spent in enjoying the sunshine of Val Masino, with ~othing inore 
-strenuous than a stroll to. a little rise-which gav~ us a view of our next 
objective, Monte della Disgrazia. The second day included a drive. 
to Cattaeggio and a walk up through the pastures of Val Sasso Biss~lo 
to the Capanna Cecilia. On the third day we climbed the Disgrazia . 
through gusts of wind and showers of snow, getting from the top. a 

·wide view, though it was broken by scurrying clouds.. And on the 
fourth day we returned t.o the Engadine over Monte Sissone and down 
the Forno Glacier, in the teeth of a strong north wiJld, which dropped to 
a calm in the evening· as we reached the MaloJa. We had been away 
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from the Engadipe for just a week, which had giyen us some wanderings 
through delightful · valleys and three not to be . forgotten · mountains. 

This \.xpedition called up the thought of another Italian peak which 
I had a longing to visit before the end of my c,limbing days. As one 
look~ southward from one point af~er another in· the main chain of the 
Alps two great mountains seem ~o stand out as sentinels on either side 

· of the plain of North Italy: the Disgrazia and Monte Viso. They 
are fairly a~ike in height, both passing the 12,ooo foot limit, neither 
reaching 13 )ooo. Judged by the measuri11g rod of Chamonix1 Zer- . 
matt, Grindelwald, or even Pontresir a, neither would rank as a peak 
of the first magnitude. But apart from tQ.ese three or four_ centres 
there are not many Alpine mountains to out-top them, and few to 
equ:al them fqr impressiveness. And of the two sentinels the Viso is · 
the ~ore. solitary and the more impressive. Its. name "I suppose means 
the mountain that you can see, or· at any rate it ought to. You see it 
from peak after peak in the Pennines, the ·Tarentaise, and the Graians, 

. jutting far out into th~ plain of Piedmont ; ana from anot4et side it 
is conspicuous in. th~ · great mountain circle to be seen from the · 
Superga above Turin. .. 
· When then Withers at:ld I returned to the Alps in 1925 we had the 
Viso in ~ind as our ultimate goal. B.ut we were bound fitst for the 
Dauphine, where we hoped to repeat memories of earlier visits and 
if luck served to fill up gaps _th~t had then been .left. Our opening days 
at La Berarde went well enough ; we managed several small climbs, . 

· and I had ·the · pleasure one evening of renewing acquaintance with 
· Casimir Gaspard, of finding that he had passed through the war 

unhurt and hearing stories about his experiences. But after a short 
hopeful start the weather changed for ~he worse ; there was a ·succession . 
of wet or broken days on which nothing §erious, or nothing at all, could 
be done. And in such weather La Berarde begins to be something of 
a prison ; the valley walls seem to grow narrower and steeper, the 
valley floors more bare and stony, the little in~ more· cramped and 
crowded. Either· IVIeije or Ecrins looked out of the question for some 
time, and the .chance of one. of the lesser peaks seemed ·hardly worth 
hanging on for. So when on one particularly ~epressing morning a 
driver who had brought up a car from La Grave offered us a cheap 
drive down the valley, we jumped to accept the proposal, and then in a 
talk at lunch decided to improve on it. Why not cut out .a co.mplicated . 

· programme of coach drives that we had been trying with difficulty to 
piece together, take the car on to a point within reach of the Viso, ~d 
there await the return of good weather? So, lunch over, off we started. 
The. drive down the vall~y was somewhat alarming; there is no t~elve 
miles an. hour limit in the Dauphine, and ·Our chauffeur took the sharp 
bends on the w~t and slippery road at a discortcerting pace. But once 
escaped from the gloom of ·Val Veneon, the road improved, an~ we 
enj?yed a steadily brightening afternoon with ~ journ~y through -inter
esting country; first eastward by La Grave and the · Lautaret Pass, 

· then s.outh along the valleys of the Guisane and Durance which cut off 
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the Dauphine mountains from the main chain of the Alps, past 
Brian9on, where we could see the road to the Mont Gen·evre winding 
uphill on our left, and so to Montdauphin in the Durance valley, where 
we turned again to the east up the valley of the Guil. Here our road 
took us high above a ,magnificent ravine and through a fragrant atmos ... 
phere, bringing up an unexpected memory of English gardens, which 
we found to come from the bushes· of wild lavender that covered the 

• 

hillside. And so we came to Aiguilles which· we were making for, just 
in time to fipd dinner ready and to secure the last beds in the hotel. 

In attacking any · peak. there are two questions to be considered, 
first how is one to get to the foot of it, second how is one to get from 
the bottom to the top. With the Viso the first question means, is the 
approach to ·be from the French .or. from the Italian side? The moun
tain itself is wholly in Italy, standing rather to the east of the main 
chain of the Alps. But it can be reached without difficulty from 
F ranee, as the main chain is here not high and is crossed by easy passes, 
and. some of the ways up can best be taken from the French side. For 
the actual climb three possibilities offer. There is the route up the 
south face by which the mountain \vas first climbed, approached from 
the plain of Piedmont by CasteJdelfino.. There is the route up the 
north ... west face from the Vallante glen, an Italian valley, but most 
easily accessible from Aiguilles iri France. And there is a third route 
by the- east face, which can, be approached either fro~ the plain of 
Piedmont by Crissolo, or fr.om Aiguilles by the Col de la Traversette 
and the Piano del Re. We had decided to get to our mountain from 
the French side, so as to avoid a long train journey through the Italian 
plain in the heat of August ; and of the possibilities open from the 
French side, we chose the route by the Traversette iand the Piano del Re, 
as offering the best prospects ~or an interesting approach and a good 
climb. 

• 

We drove from Aiguilles up the Guil valley, here flat and grassy'· as 
far as the road would take us, and then 'struck into a path to ~he left. 
In front of us by now towered the cliffs and peak of the Visa ; to the 
right of these bent the Guil valley, with the pass to t'he Vallante gleri 
at the end of it ; to the left was the Col de la Traversette for which we 
were making. And as we mounted our path we could see diverging 
still further to the left another track, leading up to a tunnel which here 
cuts through the range. This little tunnel (it is less than a hundred 
yards long) is something ·Of a historic curiosity. ' It was constructed in 
the fifteenth century to provide a passage across the- mountains for 
trade or for troops, and is so far as I know the only tunnel in the Alps 
which dates from before the age of railways. Why it should have been 
thought worth while to make it was a question that puzzled us. We 
walked through it on o.ur return journey, and found the route not 
much shorter or easier than the route over the very easy rocks of the 
pass. But it may have helped to keep a way open in winter, when the 
pass proper would have been made more difficult by ice or snow . 
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SOME ALPINE RECOLLECTIONS 

From the col we wound down the side of a stony valley towards the 
small green plot of level ground which is known as Piano del Re. A 
short way before we reached this we were called on by peremptory 
shouts to cut down to the valley bottom on our right . . Mussolini's 
strict ·guard on the Italian frontier was already in force, and we were 
closely questioned by two Alpini as to where we came from, where we 
were going to, and what we wanted. Luckily our answers and our 
papers were pe:tssed as satisfactory, and we then found that the summons 
had brought u·s just to the point we wanted to reach. The stream by 
which the s.entries were posted rose a few yards higher up out of a 
small rock-bound b.asin of clear water. It emerges here from under a · 
mass of rubble which looks like the erid of an old moraine, and it is 

· fed no doubt ultimately frorn the glacier which hangs high up on the 
north.;.east side of Monte Viso. Here is the accepted source of the 
river Po, the greatest Italian river rising appropriately from one of the 
finest of Italian peaks. 

The little 4lbergo Alpino gave us comfortable quarters for ~he 
night, and next day we had a leisurely walk of three hours up to the 
club hut, which stands on the Col dei Viso between the Viso and the 
Viso Mozzo~ To climb the mountain. direct from Piano del Re wou1d 
not have meant an excessively long day., but we were tempted to make 
the ascent by easy instalments, and we had the excuse that it was 
important not to be too late in getting to the top. . 

When we started next morning ~we first climbed up rocks to a snow
field on the east face, then crossed this to the foot of the main east 

. ridge·, gained the crest of this ridge up its south slope, and followeq the 
ridge to it~ highest point. The rocks are in places steep, but where 
they are steep they are firm. and good. The Viso, however, is a mountain 
to be climbed not for the sake of particular passages, hut for the sake 
of its whole self, and most of all for the superb view which, if the 
climber is fortunate, opens out as he reaches the summit. And we were 
fortunate enough to have chanced on one of the best days of the year. 
The sky was cloudles~, except for a few wisps· floating high overhead 
and a line of white cumulus cloud low down on the southern horizon. 
We looked out on a vast circle of peaks; .all clear and distinct ; to the 
west and north a number of familiar ranges, the mountains of Dauphine, 
the Tarentaise and the Graians, with Mont Blanc rising behind ; to 
the north-eas Monte Rosa; to the east the plain of North Italy, and 
beyond it the Disgrazia and something that might be the Ortler. Only 
to the south the line of white cloud hid from us what according to 
tradition should be visible . on a quite perfect day, a glimpse of the 
Mediterranean· and of Corsica. We had reached the top about eleven ; 
we left it after an hour's halt ; and ~y the time we were halfway down 
the clouds had swept up from the far horizon and were hanging round 
the mountain and obscuring the view. To get the best of the view it is 

. wise to be on the top as early as you can, and certainly not later than 
midday. 
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SOME ALPINE RECOLLECTIONS 

The weather which had treated us so well still held up for our return 
to Aiguilles. After that, however, it broke, and nothing more of any 
importance was possible for either of us that year. But the· visit to 
Monte Viso was of itself enough to make the season memorable. . 

When I ask myself why the days of which I have been speaking 
have remained so clearly as landmarks in memory, the best answer I 
can ~nd is that they wer~ days on which I had a special sense either of 
the-formidableness of the great mountains or of their beauty. These 
.§.eem to me to be th~ two ·main strands that are lin 1 ed together to make 
up what we most value in our climbing experience. They are combined 
in different proportions, sometimes one standing out as prominent, 
sometimes the other ; but each plays its part in that whole impulse , 
that draws us to the Alp~ . . There· are times in the mountains·when the· 
main feeling that imposes itself is a feeling of their vastness and tre:. 
mendousness, of the resistance which they offer to our efforts, of their 
entire indifference to the comfort and safety of the tiny human beings 
who crawl and scramble about them. There are times again when all 
the elements of form, mass and colour are so absolutely right, and the 

· pleasure of looking is so . complet~, that we cannot help feeling that the 
mountains have been waiting to welcome us and to give us this par
ticular satisfying moment. ~f we try to put these feelings into words 
they are hard to reconcile, but they seem somehow to come together 

. i11 that blended taste which we know as the enjoyment of the mountains. 
The quality of the enjoyment is hard to analyse, but a little more 

·can perhaps be said about the conditions on which it depends. One of 
these is the right kind and degree of physical effort ;· by a fortunate 
contrivance of nature the bodily activity of climbing, which is in itself 
so pleasurable, .is also the condition which deepens our sense both 
of the im~ensity of the mountains and of their ·beauty. Tlie moments 
.when we are most keenly alive to these may come sometimes when the 
physical effort is at its height ; sometimes in a day or hour of rest when 
the effort is over ; but if we are to get the best out of the mountains, the 
hard bodily work must have been there first. ·These best moments 
come of themselves, and we cannot commanq them or know before
hand when they are coming. But we can do something to be prepared 
for them ; and this brings me to what is, I think, a second condition 
for the right enjoyme~t of the mountains, that we should be ready at , 
any time to accept the chances of the day whatever these may turn out 
to be. When a. big climb is .i~ prospect, . the one thing of importance 
may seem to be that we should get to the top of our peak ; but we 
realise when we look back that this was only part of what mattered, 
and that days on which we failed may have been not less good than 
days on which we succeeded. · · 

A climber who· means to get the most out of the mountains wiil want 
at some time to test his physical powers to the limit. Where that limit 
should be drawn is a question which each must determine for hirhselfr 
with due regard to his own capacities and· to the safety and comfort of 
those with whom he. climbs. I doubt whether gener.al rules can use-
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fully be laid down about it, certainly not in a few words at the extreme 
end of a paper. What can be said is that th~re is a period in one's 
climbing life when one feels the impulse to push effort and endurance 
as near as possible to the limit, and when the limit seems to be expanding 
from year ~o year. That impulse has its right place in mountaineering 
exper~ence, but it is not the w~?-ole of it, nor I think the most essential 
part. A time comes for each of us wheri increase of ski~l can no longer 
co~pensate for diminishing bodily powers. Our .capacity for first 
clas~ climbs begins to fail us, and the limits of what we can do steadily 
contract. But the delights of wanderip.g are endless. They are to be 
found, I have no doubt, by judicious search or by lucky chance in many 
parts of the mountains ; but from · the experience of my own later 
years I would say tq the midd~e aged or elderly climber that among 
the Alpine regions that can. most certainly reward a visit are the regions 
of. the Badile, the Disgrazia, and the Viso. · . 
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· Read before the Alpine Club, June .8, -1943 
-• 

·HE kind invitation to prepare and read a Paper seemed to imply
an alarmingly high standard of literary .attainment, and · I was 
thankful when I learnt that I .should be allowed to support verbal 

deficiencies with visual reinforcements. It seemed· to me also that in 
these days when a journey to Langdale or to Pen y Pass~- however 
necessary a journey it may be, is nevertheles~ the Club's ultimate 
adventure, it might not be amiss to present on .the screen a varied 
assortment ·of those mountains. that for nearly four years have been 
·not only inaccessible but invisil?le. . 

If I shall appear to flit . inconsequently and superficially from one 
mountain range to ano.ther, my excuse must be that by variety I inay 
be able to soothe the greatest common denominator of nostalgia 
among my audience. I cannot portray climbs on many mountains, 
but I will show you. mountains in many. climes if. you will accept a 
round-the-world ticket on a magic carpet.1 . 

I should like to set out ·On this tour from the valley which for m~, 
and perhaps for some of you also, "Was the initiation school. Was it here, 
in the Ogwen valley, that you were thrilled by your first a.<;lolescent 
attachment to ~ r~e, or cut those first exciting, if redundant steps in 
the frozen snow ? It was after such an introduction that I achieved 
as joint author practically my sole contribution to mountain literature. 
The brochure was for family consumption only and has long since 
pe.rished. ·But its title is worthy of preservation. It was called ' With 

1 This Paper'' was illustrated ·by many slides, to which no reference is given 
in the text as printed h~re. EDITOR. • 
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