
t 

I 

• 

HOC ERAT IN VOTIS 23 

to an autobiographical line it is difficult to avoid a rather frequent use 
of the ·shortest word in our language . 

.Jn the troublous round of ordinary life in these turbulent times our 
memories of happy days of long ago are apt to get badly snowed under ; 
and it has been a most pleasant task for me to make this attempt to 
dig some of 'mine out and dust · them for my own behoof and your 
kindly tolerance and forbearance. It has made me feel that I might 
end this Paper with the concluding words of a stanza of Emily Bronte's : 
. . 

• 

' Are not the best beloved of years 
Around your heart for ever ? ' 

HOC ERA T IN VOTIS 

BY G. A. HASLER 

HE Editor of the ALPINE JOURNAL suggests in a very kind way 
that I might feel like writing a further instalment of past wan
derings, to follow up my tales of old Christen J ossi. I have a 

distrust of encores : they make me think of Gilbert ·and Sullivan's 
operas, which I C;lffi sure have suffered not so much by the demands 
of the audien~e to ' do it again ' as that, on the smallest excuse, some 
of the performers would insist on doing it again and again. I tell 
myself : beware of repetition. But as it is close time for moun
taineering stories of new deeds in the grand style, perhaps it may just 
be permissible to brood over' the days that were that never will be 
more.' . 

It is restful to think of the placid lives led by the burghers of Bern 
. so many years ·ago. How well I reme~ber as a small boy those well _ 
regulated days when everything went like clockwork, when the stoves 
were well stoked in winter, and the markets well stocked all the year 
round ; when all necessary and lots of unnecessary things were to be 
.had for the asking, and there was a lot more soap than a small boy 
·considered needful or desirable. It makes one wonder sometimes . 

whether these days are delirium or those days hallucination ! . 
I 

In the summertime came a regular trek from the town to a country 
house outside Bern. At that time the countryside was full of fine old 
houses built in the days when Versailles in miniature represented the 
ultimat~ architectural word to the village squires of Switzerland. Fine 
old houses : I do not say that they were convenient, nor had the.y many 
rudimentary fittings, perhaps that was why their legal owners did not 
live in them. But they were well placed with plenty of land, and a 
hotne farm run by a peasant with lots of hens, cows and pigs. The 
houses may have been draughty and difficult, even impossible to warm 
on wet days (what holidays are remembered by wet cold days by the 
young ?), but there was a sense of space and leisure lost in recent years . 
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Nothing to think about except meals, cows and pigs. And in one 
instance an alleged ghost that rustled about the topmost floor, and 
was said to peep out from one particular door and make a most terrifying 
face. What a rest cure;~: ! And I did not even know it. 

On the appointed day, a furniture van loaded up vvith the necessary 
beds, chairs, tables and hired furbishings, would lumber off in the 
early hours; in the afternoon the family would amble out behind a 
horse. There was no hurry in those days. As the afternoon waned, 
one would arrive at one's destination on the heels of the furniture van, 
and family and furniture would be emptied out in great disorder on the 
entrance steps. I can remember my childish awe when, after driving 
up an avenue of plane trees to a courtyard with a large pool and a 
choked fountain, I was led into one of the hugest rooms I have ever 
seen from that day to this. Its windows opened on to a terrace which 
led to gardens with something like a bathing pool and a small Greek 
styled temple, more fountains, also choked, and another long allee. 
The post chaise to the Gurnigel used to pass the gates. It was the 
event of the day, and I hung on to the rococo ornaments of the gate 
pillars, attended by the farmer's fifteen children, to see it go by. Soon 
I found a little walk uphill which led me to another little Greek temple 
inscribed' HOC ERAT IN VOTIS '. Perhaps it was there that I began 
to find out that I had wishes, and what they might be, for across the 
shoulder of the Belpberg, one caught a glimpse of the eastern end of 
the Oberland. It inspired me with the wish to ' Gang lue d'Heimat a' 
as our railway advertisements still admonish us despite present diffi
culties. In those days it wasn't too easy either. To get from Bern to 
Grindelwald, you took a train to Thun, then ship to Darligen, then 
change to a queer double-decker train, very rudimentary, with an 
engine that Methusalem might have said was out of date, which took 
one to Interlaken, and afterwards that noble animal the horse plus 
carriage took the job on again. I remember being taken to the old 
summer ' Bear ' like that, and seeing ladies and gentlemen, whom I 
was told were English, dancing quadrilles. 

In the course of time I had had enough of being taken to places, 
and after buying an alpenstock of which I was inordinately proud, 
started all by myself to walk over the Little Scheidegg on a driz-zly day 
with lowlying cloud. I slept at the Wengernalp, not thinking much of 
my venture so far. The next morning was cloudless and brilliant 
and I had my first close sight of that overpowering view. I went on 
my way rejoicing. lloc erat in votis. A traverse · of Faulhorn a year 
later sealed my fate : the mountains had caught me, there was no 
going back on it ; I was going to look at my Heimat from above. So 
one day I bought an ice-axe much too long in the haft, and went up 
Titlis with some one whose name and face have vanished from my 
memory ; a little later a great day came, when I went to the Scheidegg, 
.and had two Grindelwald guides sent tip to take me up Eiger. They 
arrived, two venerable bearded men, the old fashioned sort. We got 
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up somehow, and was I proud? W. M. Baker was on the mountain 
that day with good old Alois Pollinger, who became a friend of mine 
although we never climbed together. I think it was that day that he 
told me the story that on being hit by a fragment of ice on Grand 
Combin, Baker yelled : ' Herr Jesus ! gib mir dem Cognac '. You 
will notice that the grammar is a bit curious, and Baker used to get 
terribly teased about it afterwards. · 

Since thaf time I have seen a lot of changes. Trains came and 
pushed the horse carriage off the road, the motor and bus in turn 
almost emptied the trains. More club huts were built, then bigger 
huts and small inns in the mountains. I have even stood by with my 
own firm while we installed wireless telephones at the Concordia and 
Gleckstein huts, which by simple dialling can connect not only with 
the whole Swiss system, but with the outside wor Id, that is to say until 
we were cut off from the outside world. Then I have seen hotels grow 
from simple places to standard de luxe white elephants, useless to us 
for many years to come. And the simple bearded pards, the old 
fashioned ·guides, have grown into specialists, and very remarkable 
ones too, when they turn out like Graven, and Hermann and Fritz 
Steuri, jun.1 

One of the old-timers who went about with me a good deal was 
known as Lenihans. In full, Hans von Allmen of Stechelberg. He 
was by trade a carpenter, by inclination a chamois poacher, by the 
gift of God a great mountaineer, and practically unknown. He had a 
straggly rusty beard in those days, gave you the impression of being on 
the small side, and if you met him shambling along the road, with the 
tools of his trade on his shoulder, you would not have given him a 
second look. He had not the first idea of drawing attention to his un
doubted gifts, but he had a merry twinkle in his eye. 

~I :first followed him up the north face of W eisse Frau, where he cut 
several hundred steps in hard ice with the greatest of ease and ex
pedition. We did the Eigerhornli too one Septe~ber from Grin del-

. wald, leaving in the dark, reaching Alpiglen when -the grey dawn was 
breaking, racing . beneath the Hoheneis Glacier (he was very fast) and 
then getting to work. These five dominating points were interesting 
climbing, full of variety, slabs, chimneys, with blocks and overhangs, 
glorified letter-boxes ; sometimes it looked as if you could not get 
on, and then a cave with the light shining through the top provided 
the way out to a terrace that seemed otherwise cut off. Five ideal 

1 Hermann has always been a marvellous rock climber, and in the last two 
years has done fine work in training our young troops to climb difficult rock 
and take all their equipment with them. Machine guns and light artillery go 
up things like the Engelhorn cliffs as if there was no special difficulty. Gertrude 
Bell's spirit would marvel, as I do, to see it. Fritz jun. is a great mountaineer ; 
if it were not for the war, he would be doing great things in the Himalaya. 
Perhaps he may do so even yet, he is a young man to keep an eye on. He too 
handles the young extraordinarily well, particularly in regard to ski training. 
We did not get taught to ski so quickly and without tears when we were young. 
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little climbs for shorter days. They have. not been visited as much as 
they should have been, since Lenihans built his fine cairns on their tops. 2 

• 

But the thing I ·had in my mind to do with Lenihans was the south 
wall of Gspaltenhorn. I had gone down the east ridge with J ossi 
towards the great gendarme twice, and looked for means of getting over· 
or round that obstacle. We saw the southern chimney on the west 
side of the gendarme, but after trying the first few feet terrifically 
steep J os si took a dislike to it, and inferred he wouldn't be seen dead 
in it. But the face continued to haunt. me. So one day Lenihans and 
I took a porter, for we thought that if things turned out as we expected 
we would not want to be hampered with sacks. The boy was a good 
boy, a bit fumbling with his feet, but stood stock still when told to, and 

· carried on without a murmur. We started from the Obersteinberg and 
had an uneventful jourqey ~o the bergschrund. There were some 
awkward slabs above it, but we soon got into a shallow chimney which 
led nearly half-way up without much difficulty, just a bit steep. After 
this the chimney forked, it looked like a Y seen from a distance. I was 
sure the right hand branch (eastern one) was not what we wanted, the 
left hand one looked repulsive. Anyway, Lenihans was for trying the 
eastern one. It was easy but, sure enough, it led us to the eastern foot 
of the great gendarme. If that looked impossible from above, it did 
not look any less so from below. A subsequent try by a poor chap who 
had more distressing accidents to his credit than any one I have ever 
known (he finally disappeared on a climb) led to him writing that no 
one had ever climbed Gspaltenhorn by this route. No one has done 
so even to this day, but perhaps the ironmongers may take it on some 
day, spend two days driving in pegs, and a night sitting in a rope sling. 
When Dr. Hug traversed the east ridge and reached the great gen
darme, he too had to do what we did so many years before. We went 
down the eastern chimney again to the dividing .point and tackled the 
unattractive western branch It seemed narrow till one got really into 
it, then it opened out, and became a deepish gloomy place, with the 
back full of ice, even as late as September. Naturally· it . was cold, and 
to ,crown it all a jolly little waterfall splashed over us and small stones 
trickled do\vn steadily in a sluggish sort of fashion, with every now and 

2 As I have said elsewhere, we found signs of previous ascent on only 
one of them, Pt. 2706 m. at the N.E. end of the ridge. · Sir Henry Seymour 
King in I 887, and the Rev. H. J. Heard in I 899 reached the same point. There 
used to exist in the hands of the Rev. W. A. B. Coolidge some most meticulous!~ 
clear notes made by C. E. Freeman on two of Sir Henry's climbs, King's Peak, 
and Pt. 2706 m. , and his description of the latter fitted our route to that point' 
to a hair. I had those notes in my hands before I, like so many others, was, 
for some obscure reason, cast into the outer darkness by that reverend 
gentleman. 

Amatter tried to popularise these climbs after the Mitellegi hut had been 
built ; he even fixed a cable at the great cleft betvvreen the two points of N r. 4, 
and did the traverse of the whole skyline from the hut. It has not been often 
repeated, but is a big job and sensational. If these peaks had been in Tyrol, 
they v.rould have been fashionable, and new routes would have been looked for 
all over them ; being where they are, they are overlooked . 

. 
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then a quick one just to remind one of what and where we were. I can 
remember thinking to myself that we had taken on a tricky business, 
and there seemed to me just as much chance, if not more, that we might 
inake an overhurried descent as get up. And that is the only time 
in my life I have ever considered that possibility. Of all the foolish 
things I have done in my time the climbing of that chimney was not 
op.ly foolish but unpleasant. The water ran in at your collar, sent 
clammy trickles all over you. We could not use the back of the chimney 
much for the water and stones were worse there ; only every now and 
then could we cut a step or two in the ice to get us past an awkward 
bit in the wall. This was none too sound, extraordinarily. steep, and 
glazed in places, and the higher we got the nastier it was. We were 
nominally on a south wall, but it felt much more as if we were in the 
family vault. The climbing was delicate. How the porter managed 
his two sacks I cannot think, I had enough to think about with one ; 
but he stood like a rock when told to, and when told to come along, he 
put his faith in the rope and upper man and came. I do not think he 
was ever much of a chatterbox, but he certainly never said a word during 
the ascent of that beastly wall ; perh~ps he thought the more. I 
thpught of J ossi's disparaging remark several times. Still, when we 
got out on to the ridge close to the summit, I knew the face would 
haunt me no more, and I could say ' Hoc erat in votis ' yet again. We 
were hardly looking our best though, for the water had been bringing 
fine black grit. Both Lenihans and I looked as if we had been sweeping 
chimneys. I think that some years there may be less ice, water and 
stones in the chimney, but Dr. Hug when writing on his east ridge of. 
Gspaltenhorn was very severe about it. · . 

I have another memory of Gspaltenhorn, a winter one. Christian 
Jossi, jun., was icemaster at Mur_ren, then opened for the first time in 
winter. I happened to be passing by. There were very few people 
there, so I suggested to Christian that he might just as well come along 
with me. He was more than a bit bored, I think, and jumped at the 
idea. We left on the afternoon of January 5, 1904, took a man with us, 
thinking that he could carry the sac~s part of the way while we dis
ported ourselves en route on ski. But the ground just about there is 
not all it might be for ski-ing unless the snow is moderately good, 
which it was not, so very soon we were carrying the sacks and he was 

· carrying the ski. When things got better, we sent him back, and 
laboured on till we reached the Boggangen Alp. It was already late, 
we found an unlocked hut, went in and cooked. After a meal which I 
do not know whether to call supper or breakfast, we made off for the 
Sefinenfurgge, parking the ski below the Gamchibalm. We were doing 
things quite in old Christen's style, for we only stopped long enough to 
make tea, then went straight on to the summit; it took a little longer 
than in summer, but was uneventful. I think we could not find the'. 
fixed cable, but it did not seem at all necessary. The return was ! 
equally uneventful, and we were back at Miirren next day. There we 1 

soon learnt that all the hydrants for the rinks had frozen, and that wa~ 1 
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the end of Mi.irren's first winter season. Christian took on the job of 
icemaster there for many years after that, but had in consequence to 
give up winter climbing, which 'vas a pity, for he had proved himself 
a mighty good pupil of his great father. As he said after reading of 
the winter ascents in 'A F ew Climbs with Jossi': ' Es weckt bei mir 
auch einige Wintertouren wach.' I am glad those happy memories 
of mine have reminded Christian of his own winter climbs. Among 
the first of them, with his father, he did the traverse of J ungfrau from 
Guggi-Silbergrat-Bergli with Charles Flach and E. Steane Price, which 
gave them forty hours' hard work (February 18-zo, 1896). 

Still sticking to the same family, we will now pass on to Jossi's 
son-in-law, Fritz Amatter, one of the finest guides who ever stepped 
in shoe leather. Agile, fast, adhesive and tenacious were his other 
names, and how often have I had reason to know it ! l-Ie was a great 
climber, until age and an unfortunate little accident a fall from a 
ladder put practically a full stop to his outside activities. When 
something took his eye he had to have it, I never knew him give up a 
thing on which he had set his fancy. He saw what he wanted in the 
mountains and he would not be happy till he got it. That was the 
keynote to his character. Some of his big things are fully recorded, 
so I am going to talk about some smaller things. 

We started our acquaintance before the Finsteraarhorn days by 
some ski-ing tours in January 1904. After crossing from Grindelwald 
over the Strahlegg to Innertkirchen, we arranged to go to the Bergli 
hut, and at the last minute Arnatter's brother, night porter at the 
' Bear,' asked if he might join us. From Bergli we went to the foot 
of the Aletschhorn, left the ski below the bergschrund, and went up a 
rib of snow with a good deal of rock sticking out. For some incom
prehensible reason it is nowadays called the Hasler-rippe. We made a 
great day of it, everything went right, enjoyed ourselves hugely, idled 
on the sunny summit ridge, and by the time we rejoined our ski, it 
was late. We appeared to be going hell for leather down the Aletsch 
Glacier in the darkness, but somehow in spite of the windrush in our 
faces we did not seem to be getting anywhere. Then it dawned on 
us that the wind was rushing, but not us ! We were practically 
standing still. 

Mter·the N.E. face of Finsteraarhorn in 1904 came a lovely winter 
ascent of Finsteraarhorn from Schwarzegg by the Agassizjoch and 
N.W. ridge, on December 23-24, when we were able to leave our coats 
on the Hugisattel and sit on the summit in our shirt-sleeves for a 
good hour. A match lit without trouble and burnt with a steady 
flame. But things did not always go so, as our next ·outing showed. 
This was an east-west traverse of the Oberland, January 12- 16, 1905. 
We went up to the Grimsel from Meiringen on ski, and the gods 
were against us from the first. We were held in the Grimsel dungeons 
for a day and two nights by weather, and when we got off for the 
Oberaar, we skied under black skies with a strong north wind, a 
' black bise ' which persisted all the way, the loose snow whirling 
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round us and blowing-in our faces, -a beastly winter condition. The 
new Oberaar hut had not long been finished, and we were glad to get 
there. The first thing we did was to prepare the fire, and I was just 
going to put a match to it, when I noticed . something curious at the 
back of the hearth. ' What's this ? ' I said, pulling it out. ' Don't 
drop it,' said Fritz though in actual fact, I don't think I could 
translate what he-really said into sufficiently respectable English. It 
was a stick of dynamite. We looked at it as if we had met unmistakable 
signs of poison in our soup, hardly knowing what to do with it. ·on 
looking round we found a workman's store in the roof with more of 
the stuff, so we gingerly carried it up there, and I do not think we slept 
any the worse for what was over our heads. . In those days of innocence 
it seemed a bit unusual to us, but it appears that if workmen work at that 
altitude, late in the year, they cannot ' blast ' unless the dynamite is 
gently warmed. Amatter had the same experience another time, so . 
my advice to winter climbers at a new or reconstructed hut is always to 
look out for such things, It is just carelessness, I suppose. 

Next day with our heads and faces tied up against the evil wind and 
blowing snow, we made Concordia over Gemsliicke und Gri.inhorn
liicke, the ski-ing being neither very good or very bad, but luck con
tinued against us. There was hardly any wood at the old Concordia 
and it was terribly cold, so· we had to try and hack some lumps off the 
chopping block. Amatter cutting into it for all he was worth was 
hit in the eye by a flying chunk. It looked awful, but all we could do , 
was to tie it up and hope for the best. Anyway we had to get on with 
the job in hand. The next day it \Vas still ' black bise,' and what with 
the blowing snow which made visibility poor, the heavy wind and 
Amatter's bandaged eye, the crossing of the Lotschenliicke was quite 
a strenuous business, especially the descent of the Lang Glacier, for 
you could see nothing of the ground ahead. We had hoped to get down 
to the Rhone valley that evening, as the bad day at Grimsel had delayed 
us and we did not want anyone fussing about us. However, Kippel 
was the most we could do and there the cure took us in and did for us 
very kindly. He was a gentle old man and I think he was glad to see a 
pair of strangers. · 

The rest of the Lotschental hamlets, deeply buried in snow, gave the 
impression of being abando~ed or fast asleep like the_ marmots. This 
valley never seems wide awake, not even now that the railway is as 
close as Goppenstein. The only time it really rouses itself, is on the 
days of the patron saints of the valley, and on Corpus Christi. Then 
the valley fills with peasants male and female, old and young, in their 
gala clothes and hats, expecially the latter, even the male tiles being 
trimmed with ribbons and flowers; there are heralds and guards in 
ancestral medieval uniforms, banners, streamers, statues, images and 
relics, garlanded and carried in procession to the various shrines, to an 
accompaniment of chants and banging guns. This corner of Switzer
land has not altered for hundreds of years. They live just the same as 

. two or three hundred years back ; the cattle, goats and chickens dwell 
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on the ground floor, the families immediately above them with the 
rnanure heaps just outside the windows, and bread is still, I believe, 
not baked more than a few times a year, so that our present day.forty
eight hour order is no restriction to. them. But they seem happy· and 
that is the chief thing. I shouid not wonder if they look on this war as 
not in their stars at all, but I have heard that their present cure is more 
up to date, and has even stood before the microphone himself. And so 
we will leave them, as Amatter and I made haste to do the next day. 
But it was more haste, less speed indeed. The path down from Goppen
stein is steep, and it was a mass of ice. we have painful memories of 
it, for though our boots may have been well nailed, they . were no 
earthly good on a skating surface. Those were the days when one used 
ski to travel in t~e mountains, to pass from one beautiful scene to 
another, to enjoy the wonders shown to eye and mind, to taste that 
winter scenery to the full. ' Downhill.only' was not yet the fashion, 
nor was to ' get from one given point to another given point in the 
shortest possible time.' 

After that tour we went twice to the Panossiere hut, and were turned 
back both times by the extreme cold ( 21°C. inside the hut), so at the 
beginning of May 1905, we went off to Corsica and had a vile crossing. 
I should have known better than to swallow vermicelli soup for dinner. , 
On arrival at Bastia, we went straight off to Corte in the centre of the 
island, and had quite a good time there, and did a fair amount in spite 
of local warnings, which had an excelsior-like tone to them. The idea 
that anyone could go up their mountains when there was still snow 
about, .struck the inhabitants as simply absurd. We had a lot of fun 
in the. villages where we took temporary quartets, though the usual 
greeting was generally ' il tombe de l'eau.' I went nearly everywhere 
with an umbrella, but as I once went up one of the Wetterhorner with 
one, that was not new. But the habits of the villages and the in~s 
were not anythingJike Switzerland ; there .was. one_ inn where all the 
cooking was done for the day by seven o'clock in the morning, and 
things were just kept warm on the hob after that. They used to broil 
fish, wrap it up in a cabbage leaf, and give it as part of our. provisions, 
'greasy to the finger, but perfectly fresh. For the rest they were great 
talkers, especially the ~omen ; there was nothing absolutely nothing, 

. however shockiq.g they did not tell you about each other ! 
On our way back, we had it out with the Panossiere hut, and did 

the Grand Combin. Fritz had engagements through the summer, 
while I went to the Riffelberg and round about, but we agreed to meet 
again tovvards the end of August at the Handegg. Amatter had been 
interested in tny description of the Klein Gelmerhorn as I had seen ·i~ 
from the Gross Gelmerhorn which I had climbed by myself a year or 
two before. The Gelmerhorner are a queer little group, standing 
above the Grimsel road on its east side. The Klein Gelmerhorn3 

(2605 m.) ' though she be but little, yet she's fierce,' is the southern
most peak, except for a few small rocky points which I think we called 

8 First climbed in 1901, by Alh.'Weber ·with Alex. Tannler . 
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the Vorder Gelmerspitzen later. Next comes the Gross Gelmerhorn 
(2630 m.), first ascent P. Montandon and Karl Knecht with Heinrich 
Fuhrer und Kaspar Streun (June 2, 1902), and then the ridge runs 
northward in a series of unnamed points generally covered by Gelmer
spitzen to a little col just south of the Ofenhorn. The Klein Gelmer
horn catches the eye from the Grimsel road on a fine clear day, not 
only ~y its striking shape with its n1arked overhang on the north ridge, 
but by its sheer starkness. To the east of the group lies the Diechtertal, 
to the west the Garwidi Alp. It used to have an intricate approach 
from the Grimsel, difficult to find in the dark, but though this track 
may still exist, the whole district has been altered by the necessity of 
damming the Gelmersee as well as the Grimselsee. I doubt if the 
Gelmer Alp that I knew exists, I expect it is entirely under water. 
Just opposite the Handegg there is now a rough kind of funicular going 
straight up to the Gelmersee, limited in its activity to workpeople 
and material. In my day, leaving the Grimsel early, one descended the 
road a short way, and started along a vague track where you soon 
became involved in scrub. The path completely vanished ; some
times you might find it again, but to save time it was generally best to 
keep on through the scrub always going gently uphill, \vhile hundreds 
of frogs jumped aro:und you. You never knew what you were going 
to put your foot on next, not even in the day time : big frogs, little 
frogs, gigantic frogs, marvellously coloured, from canary yellow 
trimmed with pale green, to olive green trimmed with crimson. 
·Eventually you would find yourself by the small dark green lake in the 
deep bowl which used to be the Gelmer Alp. ·On your left if you faced 
north, were the grim grey cliffs of the Klein Gelmerhorn. To their 
right a cirque swept round east and south, steep and vicious. In the 
middle of this wild scene stood a shepherd's hut. The shepherd 
himself was pretty wild, and he had three wild dirty boys, and a lot of 
wild dirty goats and sheep which seemed to fit in with their primeval 
surroundings, for those gloomy granite cliffs and blocks looked more 
as if the setting were prehistoric than present day. 

Amatter had heard at the Grimsel that a party had gone Klein 
Gelmerhorn way, but they seemed to have changed their minds. We 
kept on the north bank of the lake until we could strike up to a small 
col, between Vorderspitzen and our peak. From the col we traversed 
into the face. The rock being granite was sound though polished and 
steep, but gave normal climbing until we came to a diagonal chimney, 
shallow, triangular, a stomach crawl for a fair distance over the side 
sloping outwards, and a grand view below it. After this diagonal part, 
the chimney straightened and proceeded as a granite chimney might be 
expected to do. After more of all sorts we came to a kind of little gap 

· across which we liad to stride to a small platform at the foot of a fine 
slab. Its inclination was not excessive, but its absence of holds was ; 
its height, I should say, from my memory of trying to stretch just a bit 
further than one could, must have been between three and a half to 
four metres. Amatter climbed on my shoulders first, then I had a go, 
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then he tried standing on my head ; neither of us could get a finger on 
anything to give us a start, nor was the axe point any help. We had 
not much room to manoeuvre. I tried giving him a shove with the 
axe as he stood on my shoulders but he only slid down clinging 
mollusc-like to the slab. By that time we must have wasted nearly an 
hour on it. But Amatter had got his dander up : 'What, this pebble 
stop me ! ' Off came his boots and mine ; the axes were tied firmly 
together so that I could press them tight against the slab a bit higher 
than my head, a tricky game that I would not have tried in such a place 
with any one whose balance was less well known to me than Amatter's ; 
a gentle push and he began to find adhesive points for his waistcoat, 
toes and fingers, then he was soon up. I found the rope very· useful. 
Above the slab, a little ordinary climbing brought us to the summit, 
where we arrived with our waistcoat buttons somewhat the worse for 
'\Vear and our socks a bit frayed. And now came the object of our 
journey. Between Klein and Gross Gelmerhorn is what you would 
call a ' coup de sabre,' almost perpendicular on the Klein Gelmerhorn 
side, less so on the other side. In a very bulgy sack we had a Lastseil 
which Amatter had coaxed out of some one at the Handegg, a rope 
that would have ·held an elephant. We decided to fix this cable near 
to the overhang, and Fritz began to prepare a good place for it. I 
thought he was keeping an eye on the elephant rope and I suppose he 
thought I was. Suddenly off it went like a living thing. We could see 
it lying far below in the gap, giving the impression that it was cocking 
a snook at us. But Amatter had come to traverse and so had I, and 
traverse we would. I was the victim of course. Over the overhang I 
went, spinning free like a joint on an old fashioned roasting jack, most 
unpleasant. It seemed ages before I could touch anything with my 
toes, and when they did, it was not too good : one of the longest and 
smoothest slabs I have ever seen, and also perpendicular. About 
tv;o thirds of the way down, I found a bit of standing room, then came 
another bad slabby bit, and a slabby traverse into the gap. I soon 
captured the elephant rope, untied myself and joined the two ropes 
together. Amatter had quite a job to haul them up again. I was glad 
when he landed at last safely beside me, for there was not much chance 
of securing him if the big rope had played any further tricks. We 
fixed the Lastseil at its lower end, and it remained fixed, for my wife 
and I found it v-vhen we traversed Gross Gelmerhorn in 1906. The 
gap between the two peaks is a grim place, and the two chimneys 
which descend east and west from it look equally gruesome. Amatter 
and I took the one to the east (Diechtertal side) which I should say 
might go straight down into the lake now. On the first traverse of 
Gross Gelmerhorn, we used the western Garwidi side. Neither look 
pretty, either from above or from below, but they are not so bad as 
they try to make out. 

Now instead of fighting mountains, we sit in the middle of the block
ade, and fight our climate to try and coax enough out of the land to 
feed us ; a thing we have never done before, but it is that or nothing. 
The day when we can say Peace, Freedom, Safety, we shall also say: 

' Hoc erat in votis.' 
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