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THE NOVITIATE 

BY A. W. ANDREWS 

Read before the Alpine Club, September 8, 1942 

AVING been persuaded by the Secretary to read a Paper to the 
Club, I found that all I could think of was a series of rambling 
reminiscences. I tried in vain to find a headline to string them 

on, and then, at last, a flash of inspiration came, as I suppose it does to 
the poets who invent the titles for patent medicines. The snag, 
however, was that my collection had nothing to do with the label I 
had selected and I had to repack. 

I cut down my equipment ruthlessly, and threw out all the non
essentials to save weight, even replacing a bone collar stud by one of 
aluminium, but when I looked at the sorry heap I knew I should never 
have the face to inflict it on you. If you had wanted a manual it 
might as well have been printed and posted. So I put back all the 
extras I had turned out, the ' sand and salt ' of old knapsacks, and 
consoled myself by thinking of the advice I once gave to a younger 
sister at her first dance. ' Your partners are there to interest you.' 
I understand that this suggestion worked like a charm. 

By novitiate I mean the period of training for mountaineering, the 
background which is responsible for the different ways in which we 
look at mountains. 

The idea of The Novitiate came from a chance re-reading of Jo,;vett's 
translation of Plato's Republic. The souls of men, so Socrates said, were 
allowed to choose a new life and were given tickets with numbers to 
settle the order of their choice of the actual lots.. They apparently 
scrambled for these as the boys of Westminster used to do for the pan
cake. Though their choice was free they were influenced by the pattern 
that had been printed on them during the novitiate of their former lives 
and might not change what they had chosen. After the selection of their 
lots they drank the Waters of Oblivion, but that was, I fancy, only as one 
drinks at mountain streams on the way up a hill, and to remove the 
taste of the more evanescent and less desirable memories. Some things 
could not be washed out ' The Thwackings 'to use Meredith's phrase 
in the Shaving of Shagpat. The unforgettable things for us might be 
getting over that overhang, of finding the hut in a storm, or something
one's companion said when one had almost given it up ; or even some
thing entirely apart from the present effort, a ' little thing,' of secondary 
importance as regards the climb, like storm clouds over the distant peaks 
or some queer rock form. 

Plato tells us that most of the souls came direct from Heaven, and 
had in consequence never been schooled by trials. We shall obviously 
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be among the minority. To make quite certain that there should be no 
second thought, with each lot went a special genius, a kind of guardian 
angel, who saw that they carried out their obligations. For us he would 
play the part of an Alpine guide, guideless climbing being not allowed. 
As in jumble sales, there would probably be several lots of the same sort. 
Otherwise I think we should most of us push to get into the queue before 
Odysseus, and having chosen the life appropriate to true mountaineers, 
we should pass into the half light of the Alpine afterglow. Alone, or 
best of all with a tried companion. 

We shall, all be glad of a little rest from ' climbing up the clin~bing / 
wave,' to my mind a horrible picture of going up a moving staircase 
the wrong way, and shall certainly not want to imitate Kipling's artist 
who looked forward to splashing broader canvasses with a comet's tail. 
There would still be new peaks to climb, but we should not have to do 
all the four thousanders of unrecorded celestial worlds, or search for 
new routes through eternity. As the old lady put it when asked to look 
up someone in Heaven : ' I can't go round " trapsing skies " after 
your old man ' ; an Erschliessung, from which even Coolidge might 
·have shrunk. 

I may perhaps best explain what I mean by the novitiate by a 
quotation from some rhymes-

For twenty years the iron discipline 
Of his Novitiate, his spurs to win, 
And for some twenty more the limelight glare, 
Bearing a burden that none else could share ; 
To vanish to a solitary bliss, 
Having but served apprenticeship for this ; 
Too short a time to contemplate the hoard 
Of thought that he had gathered in and stored, 
But knowing well the longer task to measure 
The treasure won than to have won the treasure. 

I suppose I may consider over forty years in the Alpine Club as 
·part of my novitiate. I have cut out the second stage, as I never went 
through it and, fortunately, this has given me more time for the last, 
which is remembering. The training period is sotnevvhat shortened in 
these days. Only presidents and explorers get into the limelight, but we 

·shall all of us, if we choose the right lot, appreciate the last n;vo lines. 
\V e shall remember, and what we shall remember "'rill be the ' little 
things.' 

• Some single thing that ~e have shared, 
Some single thing that Time has spared. 

As Odysseus may well have thought in his retirement, not of the 
blinding of the Cyclops or the trick played on the Sirens, but the first 
sight of his chimney smoke in I thaca, we may think, . not of the peak 
or the way thither, but of some trivial remark made by one who was 
with us. It is a pleasant fantasy, no doubt, that we shall be allowed 
to choose, and shall choose the memories of what we most enjoyed, 
and that we shall look with ' seeing eyes ' on much that we never saw 

• 
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before. But if there is any truth in the fable, the matter is a serious 
one and we must look to our training. 

It has been affirmed, and denied, that British hills may form a 
practice ground for the Alps. I think I must have reversed the process. 
I am suppos-ed to have developed my taste for climbing from Cornish· 
cliffs, but actually though I had the run of the north coast from about 
six years old, I never really climbed them, or any British hills, till 
some time after I left Oxford. I remember cycling up to Snowdon in 
1890, after a reading party at Broadway, and spending a day on Lliwedd. 
I had heard rumours of climbing there. I was so blind that I never 
found it. I went up and down a good many places but it never 
occurred to me that any one would want to climb there. To wander, 
certainly, but not to make routes. I was obsessed by larger horizons, 
partly due to a visit to the Alps in I 889 when I only did one big peak, 
the Zinal Rothorn, but ran riot on ice and snow which I met in_ large 
masses for the first time. That I took my climbing seriously is clear 
to me from my memories of a walk through Edinburgh with .Patrick 
Geddes who asked me from what angle I looked at architecture. I 
think I told him that I was thinking of ways of backing up some of 
the ' wynds ' we had just gone through. He laughed and said he had 
been pondering the replanning of cities. 
- · What first introduced me to Lliwedd I do not remember. It followed 
~ early visit to Pen y Pass. Certainly my wanderings there profoundly 
influenced my subsequent climbing. I _was alone, mostly, and there 
was always something I couldn't see round the corner, or get to. 

I did climb rocks at home, in wandering, and I perfected the art of 
jumping from one slippery boulder to another in Cornwall, on the 
' touch and pass ' principle, especially applicable to one who was 
short sighted, of which more later. The future Alpine guide gains his 
sureness in a similar way .on icy paths. And then there were trees. I 
refer not to th.e phase that Jack L.ondon tells us of in ' Before Adam,' 
but to ordinary boyhood scrambling in Wiltshire. From this I 
certainly learnt to use my fingers and arms in a way that influenced 
later climbing. Some unkind critics have said that I entirely ignored 
footholds. This was not quite true, but I did like to get my fingers 
~nto a small crack. It was always easier for me to pull than to push. 
Ther~ is no moral principle involved though the rebel · is always 
frowned on. I am not writing a treatise on Mountain Craft and no 
one is likely to imitate me. I am simply pointing out my angle. I 
think a practice of climbing down may have had something to do with 
the habits I formed. In some descents, especially in really steep and 
difficult places, the only secure hold you have got is the one at the top, 
and you cannot always see your footholds below, or feel them, without 
bare toes which are not often used. This t:eversal of ordinary practice 
means more pushing with feet, which are the tentacles put out to feel 
the surface, and holding with hands, and is not in itself unsound. 
You can lay hold of rock gently and tentatively with your hands. And 
the feeling that you can lower yourself and pull up again, if you want 
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to, is at least comforting. Balance is of course equally essential. I 
remember on several occasions when I was climbing with J. M. A. 
Thomson, who was one of the greatest exponen,ts of balance climbing, 
that I could get up some slabs with small holds more easily than he 
could, though our standards were very different. 

Another point was my short sight. In early days, till after Oxford, 
when I got spectacles, I got the habit of looking at ' near horizons,' 
and poking my nose into rock, with the result that when I got to the 
corner and looked round it th~ foreground was still hazy and I was 
left with the pleasant excitement of having to guess. So I carried 
away a series of pictures of detail close at hand, like a certain school of 
miniaturists, and an impressionist idea of middle distances. I was 
not therefore a good companion for people in a hurry and this enforced 
solitary climbing led to a love of rambling rather than solving set 
problems ; also, I think, to a sharpening of attention, which proved 
invaluable later. 

As I liked going out with friends who were often not climbers, I 
was in demand as a guide in Wales, and learnt never to relax or trust 
them for one single yard. One man actually came off at lunch time 
on Lliwedd, when I least expected it, .but luckily I was ready for him. 
I am proud of one ' near miss ' in the Alps, which I owe to this habit 
of ' safety first.' I was in the Dolomites and met some friends who 
had never climbed, and took them up an easy peak, the Grasleiten
spitze. I drove in the need for excess of care on grass slopes. ' In the 
chimney,' I said,' it .does not matter so much as I shaH have the rope 
above you.' When we had done the climb we had to traverse some 
thirty yards or so to get our boots. I saw that my friends at the two 
ends were . well placed and was moving up to join the first, wheJ?. a 
sudden tug behind pulled me off. Our porter, in his impatience at my 
methods, had rushed past me, slipped, seized hold of me and dislodged 

• 

me when I never thought of a pull. I saw ti!e shape of things to come as 
a drowning man is supposed to do, the other way round, · when he 
reviews the whole of his past life. The e~sy slope the holding on by 
each of us to something he grasped and the plucking off by the corn- • 
bined weight of the rest who never got their holds at the same time. 
Fortunately the two ends stood like rocks and all was well. I suppose I 
nodded somehow, but I had preached the right thing. 

Another important asset in climbing is speed of reaction. Was it 
not in Badminton tht t we were told to fend off falling stones with an 
ice-axe ? I do not pretend to any inherited skill in this, but I did 
spend time on developing it. Going alone must have helped a lot, and 
.especially my early practice on boulders where an alternative foothold 
might make up for the failure to focus the first landfall. I recall an 
incident in Wales which I will call The Adventure of the Shameless 
Stone. I was climbing on the Gribin with Thomson, Farmer, Mrs. 
Farmer and Moore, when Thomson, who was about ten feet above me 
touched a huge boulder. As far as I can remember I saw it actually 
begin to move. There was no time to get to the side, and being on 
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the rope would anyhow have made this almost impossible, so I jammed 
my nose very suddenly and painfully on to the rock in front and to my 
delight and surprise found I was still there, the only damage being my 
spectacles and a rather severe wound on the wrist. The theory put out 
at the time was that the stone broke into two pieces on my head and 
one fragment hit .Farmer and temporarily knocked him out. I believe 
what really happened was that it missed me by less than an inch. I 
am proud of having dodged in time. 

What impulse urges climbers to climb will always be a mystery to 
us, but unless one lives among mountains it will probably be chance 
that will make the first contact. I had the luck to · get rooms below 
Coolidge at Magdalen. He was difficult to know, but my enthusiasm 
conquered his shyness and he let me read his books and talked to me 
about the Alps. What the chance of burrowing into one of the best 
Alpine libraries meant you can well imagine. There was an Alpine 
Club then in Oxford, but I do not know whether Coolidge belonged 
to it. Anyhow, those were the days of the old order, when ' without 
are dogs,' the title of a famous Paper you may remember in the 
Journal, 1 correctly represented the attitude of the great to anyone 
outside the charmed circle. The theory I gained from Coolidge and 
his books was beyond price, and so was his helpful encouragement 
and advice. So that when I went to Switzerland in 1889 I had a 
useful background, and with Alexander Burgener in front my theory 
was possibly superfluous. 

I went to the Horunger in 1891 and found it all easy because I only 
went on easy rocks. It was still the beginning of my novitiate and I 
thought in terms of mountain ridges. It was a very bad year and I 
was beaten back .. many times before I got one fine day and could 
traverse the Ringsbrae to do the easy East Ringstind, which Thorgeir 
Sulheim had pointed out to me from Skjolden as the last unclimbed 

'peak in the district. I tried to get Ola Berge to come with me, .but 
though he had not begun to guide regularly he usually went out with 
Carl Hall, who had a monopoly of the climbs round Turtegro. 

Unfortunately he would not join a trespasser, but I found a school
master from Fortun to come with me. Most of the Norwegians who 
then went to the J otunheim were ramblers rather than mountaineers. 
I met Edvard Grieg who stood me a bottle of champagne, to celebrate 
my peak, a welcome though undeserved bonus. Also I had the 
pleasure of giving Miss Philippa Fawcett a slab of chocolate from my 

· vast stores. She was not then Senior Wrangler, but I daresay she 
would have welcomed the gift as much if she had been. 

Mter these preliminary flights I settled down to training in earnest 
and did several years of guided climbing with 0. K. Williamson, 
J. B. Lochmatter and Jean Maitre, a master of snowcraft from whom 
I learnt all I could take in about snow and ice. Much guideless 
climbing and wandering followed. As was probably the case with many 
of you, funds were short and one year I sold my cherished Alpine books 

1 A.J. 27. I 53· jqq. 

• 

• 
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to get to the Alps and even went there on a bicycle. But I was 
always a rambler and perhaps an account of one carefree expedition I 
made with Farmer in 1906 may help you to see our background. 

We had both finished a refresher course on crampons with Eckenstein 
on the Pilatte Glacier, and owing to bluff had passed out higher than 
we had dared to hope. As far as the nursery slopes were concerned 
we were almost experts. Our adventure was certainly undertaken in 
the somewhat casual manner of the old pioneers. It was a big thing 
for us to traverse La Meije and we knew nothing about the route. We 
had climbed a good deal together but nothing of that length. I spent 
a day, before Farmer came, on a preliminary examination of the way 
up the south face but did not reconnoitre the line of descent from 
the Rocher de I' AigJe. 

We were so comfortable at the Promontoire, which we luckily had 
to ourselves, that we did not start till 6 A.M. on a perfect morning. The 
wall was dry and warm but we could not find the Pas du Chat and 
Farmer, seeing a chimney which looked attractive, started up it. 
Subsequent clefts seemed to my ima-ginatio~ to overhang slightly. 
This idea was possibly stimulated by the weight I had . to carry, two 
knapsacks and two pairs of claws. It was delightful climbing, like the 
steeper parts of Lliwedd, and we enjoyed ourselves, but of course 
wasted valuable time before we eventually got out below the Glacier 
Carre. We ought, I suppose, to have come in above it. We saved 
something by crampons on this as it was ice with some rather unstable 
snow that had to be swept off, but we did not get to the top till 1 P.M. 

We never dreamt of the difficulties we were to meet later and took 
• our ttme. 

At about 2 P.M. we tackled the descent to the Breche Zsigmondy. 
I have read since that it is customary to rope down with 70 metres of 
rope. We had Ioo feet, I think, but it was mostly out below me. I fol
lowed my leader and found it by no means easy and dropped my ice-axe ·· 
which came to rest some 1,6oo feet down towards La Grave. I doubt 
if we could have retrieved, it. Anyhow, it would have taken more time 
than we had to spare. So I tried a hitch but failed to find one. I 
asked Farmer, who was perched comfortably on a slab, if he could 
hold me. To my disgust he returned the evasive answer philosophers 
always make to awkward queries. So I cast about for an alternative, 
and with memories of Lliwedd to help me, fancied I saw a possible 
ledge on the right wall. I found when I got to it that it existed largely 
in the eye of faith. Once committed there was no easy return, but · 
some strenuous finger work carried me through and led to an easy 
descent. It was perhaps 'the most sketchy traverse I ever attempted 
and I should never ·have even considered it without my peculiar 
training. 

On the La Grave side of La Meije the slopes were bare ice and for a 
time crampons even without an axe were quite St!tisfying. But it 
went on and on and we could not find the way off near the Pie Central. 
Farmer started down slopes of some so degrees which steepened 

• 
, 

• 
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below, on a short cut to the valley, but after a bit I saw that it was· 
· leading into a maze of crevasses and insisted on going up again. This 

kind of crampon work, without a prop, was more than I bargained for. 
So far as I remember we did very !Jttle climbing on the ridge, which 
is really an edge, though under the dry conditions it was as simple 
as Crib Goch in summer. I suppose we found that we could make 
better time on the face. But we 111:oved slowly. Normally, I suppose, 
we should have had snow to walk on. As climbers know \Veil, an 

· exceptional melting makes some things absurdly ·easy while others may 
be both .difficult and dangerous~ 2 

At long last, with .the facility that is, alas, only perfect in the im
material, we did connect .with the upper· Tabuchet Glacier and got to 
the place where there is now a hut. Not knowing the way by the rocks 
we went straight down the glacier, which we were told later had not 
been traversed that year, and at 8 P.M., just as it was getting too dark 
to see the ice, struck a very steep bit of moraine. ' I thought of dinner 
at La Grave, but Farmer wisely said no, and by some marvellous 
botanical instinct found water. So we bivouacked. The night was 
fine and not especially cold, but there was very little room to sit and 
. food was short. I suppose if it had been these days of compressed and 
dried foods we should have had plenty of luxuries. 3 I always carried 
methylated in a rubber flask and a small but very efficient vaporiser, 
and so we had hot sugar and water at interva~s. . 

It is curious how one can recall many t~ings, not connected with 
the climb that one thought of on many expeditions. On this one I 
remember nothing but the actual incidents of the journey, which 
shows the strain I felt. What Farmer thought I do not know, but as 
he got very tired this. may have interfered with speculation. Those 
were the days when I never got more than pleasantly exercised even 
on long days. I propound the query whether it is better to have . 
the sharp edge of the mind blunted by fatigue, or to let the imagination 
feed on itself. The English way is· not to dive too deeply into the 
pool of our feelings, and on the whole it is an excellent one, but we 
sometimes miss the effect by being too matter of fact. You can 
overdo it, of course, like the two Germans who traversed La Meije and 
wrote in the Journal of the D. u. O.A.V., freely translated:-

'We had thought, searched and found the price of our lives. · We 
1 I discovered this in I 9I I, in an ascent of the Aiguilles Rouges du Brouillard 

from the Miage Glacier largely over rubble and bare rock. I climbed it in 
tennis shoes for the most part, and owing to looseness and possible risk of 
stones had to keep close to the crest. I was alone, as Eckenstein who had 
started with me found he \vas not fit enough to go on. That was an exceptional 
year on Mt. Blanc, when ice slopes had turned into channels of scree and faces 
were death traps. A little earlier Geoffrey Young had done the first ascent 
of the Brouillard ridge above my route, and I believe found much less snow 
and ice than usual. 

1 At that time only vegetables were available in tins. I remember in the 
hut under Skagastolstind opening something labelled onions and filling every 
utensil in the hut, including the bath, as it swelled and swelled like the half
cooked rice in Masefield 's story. 

I 

• 

• 
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had knocked at the Door of Eternity and asked after our destiny, 
and now blessed peace and a new joy in existence was spreading again 
from inside. We had traversed La Meije and it was Germans who 
had done it.' For us it was a case of two fools of Englishmen. 

My version, not written during the bivouac, is in a set of rhyming 
couplets I called Memories. It is so much more concise than my 
prose tha~ I should like to give it you. 

• 

• 

The day we climbed the Meije, when no device 
Could free us from that slope of pitiless ice, 
Until the Pointing Finger4 let us know 
Where we should find the stair that led below. 

The evening when we won to the moraine, 
Below the Tabuchet, and breathed again, 
And found a resting place among the boulders, 
Just as the darkness came, and shrugged our shoulders 
At mountain demons who had chased us round 
All day, till malice checked on easy ground. 

· And best of all that night we bivouacked, 
Careless of all the comforts that we lacked, 
La Grave and dinner shining through the trough 
Of the deep valley for we had got off ; 
And how my frien~, as he said, by mistake, 
Sat on a crampon spike to keep awake, 
And like an old ,;vitch doctor wove a spell 
To track out water by the sense of smell. 

. 

There must be difficulty in doing a thing, 
Or risk to make it worth the reckoning. 
NQt least of all good things under the sun, 
Is to have fought for something, laughed, and won. 

But there are days we think of when the brain 
Can set itself to other things than gain 
Of some desired end, and then the grace 
Of little things remembered finds its place 
In the soul's garden, and their memory 
Will still be green when all our actions lie 
Withered and half forgotten like the bloom 
Of flowers a maid has swept up with her broom. 
It is not necessary to travel far, 
Things that are most worth having often are 
Outside the threshold of our own backdoor ; 
The commonplace we never saw before
The miracle we never understood, 
At one, at last, with our awakened mood. 

• 

· Le Doigt de· Dieu. 

• 
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A view that we have gazed at every .day, 
With eyes that saw not when we walked that way, 
Becomes the picture that we treasure most, 
And keep when what the world esteerned is lost . 

• 

And each must make his own assessment. None 
But he can price what he has seen and done. 

We finished up this carefree holiday by crossing many passes. I 
remember J.B.F. did not like the Col de la Temple. He said the stones 
on the moraine were loose. Anyhow, when we met a small girl on the 
way down to A.ilefroide he took no interest whatever in the story of 
how she had lost her goats. A callousness I had never suspected. 
We tried Les Ecrins but were beaten by a blizzard and eventually 
went down Valgaudemar to La Chapelle. Farmer wrote a charming 
account of this in the Climbers' Club Journal in 1906. We wanted 
to see the Obiou, that limestone peak which stands above the deso
lation of the Devoluy, ' the stones of emptiness,' as barren as the part 
of Sinai described in the Old Testament. rfhere were numerous deep 
crevasses or cracks many ya,rds wide, which went down to unknown 
depths. It reminded me of the coast of Pembrokeshire, but was on a 
much larger scale. Here steep-sided clefts like small Norwegian fjords 
run in from the sea and reappear as ravines after a passage underground. 

' c 

On our way down to the hamlet of Le Clot we came suddenly upon 
a magnificent view of Le Sirac that more than atoned for the rather 
dreary tramp down the valley. The mass of the mountain rose before 
as a great grey wall of rock, its steep sides fluted and seamed by the 
streams descending from the glaciers of the upper slopes. 

I fancy few English climbers ever go to La Chapelle, but we had 
a hearty welcome, and a trout which I had heard was a speciality of the 
place and champagne de Valg-audemar at a franc a bottle. As a 
result of these Capuan luxuries I am afraid we did not do the Olan as 
we had intended. The start is a little low and there was then no 
hut higher up. We got a char to Pellafol where our welcome was 
supplemented by the inquisitiveness of myriads of flies, thirsting for 
personal interviews, which would have made any feast a mockery, 
whilst music was afforded us by an elderly specimen of the fair sex, 
who declaimed on the virtues of the Corsican men, ' si gen tils et si 
braves,' and scattered gold coins on the table. 

We decided that whatever might be the custom of the country we 
were going to camp as high up as we could get water. But we had 
our difficulties. One man seemed to have the monopoly as the guide 
for this side of the mountain, and we were only desirous of a porter 
to carry as much as we could persuade him to bear to our camping 
ground. He soon made it clear that, whether as guide or porter, he 
was not going to stand any poaching on his preserves, and after long and 
repeated explanations, we made him understand that we wished him 
to act solely in the latter capacity. Very grumblingly he assented, 
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but drove a bargain on the basi~ that our camp was going to be three 
hours distant. We found that the last water supply was little more than 
an hour from the village and our porter endeavoured to persuade us 
to take him on as a guide, and told us many tales of foolish tourists 
who had to be rescued from places of appalling danger, at the cost of 
hundreds of francs, in consequence of attempting to ascend the 
mountain without a guide. Finally, he gave us up as a pair of hopeless 
lunatics. · 

We then began to think of a camping ground. There was a little 
wind, the ground sloped steeply and there were many stones. Remem
bering our first camp with my silk tent which weighed eleven ounces, 
we thought we would avoid our earlier mistakes and choose a more or 
less level path, but where the wind would not blow directly into the 
front opening or the moon shine into it, and the stones might reason
ably be expected not to ' wachsen ' during the night. But I had seen 
a bull; and we went further across a belt of alder bushes and realised 
fully the effect of these when' properly grouped for passive resistance. 
I then left Farmer to put up the tent and said I would get some milk. 
A kind of herd inertia. Unfortunately ignorance of the French 
technical tenns for cattle had led me into the error of thinking that 
gen£sses gave milk. I returned without it but· with a useful addition 
to my vocabulary. 

The Obiou was not .very difficult and eventually we started down 
towards Mens. The ridge we chose unexpectedly contracted itself 
to an exceedingly thin wall of considerable steepness, while the sides 
became nearly vertical for about 8o to 100 feet, and then went down 
another 1500 or 2000 feet, at an angle comparable with the Cwm 
Glas side of Crib Goch ridge. Coolidge has an account somewhere 
of how his friends whom he sent to the Devoluy complained of the 
stones. Our grievance was not against the stones themselves, but the 
fact that they had not been built into a wafl by a competent Cornish 
dry-wailer. At last we got off after about 300 feet of it crawling and 
holding it together and regretting our rope which had been sent on. 
I photographed the wall but could not get Farmer to go up again and 
pose. We had by no means exhausted the quiet humour of the Obiou. 
W ~ were cut off by walls from the lower slopes. Finally we found a 
terrace which let us off. Farmer says, through knowledge of geology, 
but in my opinion by pure luck. Then with our usual good fortune 
we found a peasant with a country cart and rolled royally into Mens. 

Afterwards from Clelles we climbed Mont Aiguille. The proprietor 
tried to dissuade us by saying that there had been a fatal accident 
lately, but further inquiry produced the information that it had 
happened to a cart that had fallen into a ravine. Mont Aiguille is, of 
course, famous for the fact that a French king, in a mood of pawkish 
humour, commanded his chamberlain to ascend it. The chamberlain 
obeyed but took masons and ladders and all the appliances that were the 
equivalent of modern pitons. It was steep but not difficult and we did 
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not need the wire cable l~aded into the rock over the ledge, but we 
failed to find the herd of chamois on the top. There are more difficult 
ways than the one we took, but I doubt whether they could ever have 
got up. A good finish to a rambling holiday, but a thirsty land. I 
think we. got quite as much pleasure from these rather out of the 
way wanderings as we should have had if we had climbed many rnore 
of the Dauphine peaks. I am not contending that this angle of 
mountaineering is desirable for everyone or the only way, but it was 
what our special novitiate led us to enjoy. The rambler is, I fancy, 
more of a visionary than a practical mountaineer. But anyhow our 

• • vtstons were our own. 
' I may be living in a world of dreams, 

But no one else's dreams can hearten me, 
Like those which are my own, and not what seem 

To other men the vision I should see . . 

Shall I give up the certainty of this 
For what a stranger fancies that it is ? ' 

We never knew what was coming, a careless attitude which has its 
charm. For those who wander in this way on ' the road not taken,' 
there .will always be a Carnaquidden. 

-

I never knew 
Where the path led. 
The signpost said, 

It went to 

Car~aquidden. 
But the way 

Lay in a valley, 
Hidden. · 

And I am ridden, 
In dreams, by the pale ghost 

Of that signpost, 
' To Carnaquidden.' 

. 

Enough of my. background and my memories. What of yours ? 
What we want to know is not so much how we first made the acquain
tance of mountains but how we. have made the most of them, and 
what training led us to seek certain aspects of mountaineering. We 
do not want a list of qualifications for the Alpine Club, or an obituary 
notice with the schedule of climbs accomplished. What led us to want 
to climb must remain unknown even to ourselves, but it would be 
interesting to be told a little more about the early efforts of climbers 
and the background which influenced them. I hope some of you 
will disclose these se.crets. It is not technique that we should like to 
hear about ; not mountain craft but something about the long years 
of apprenticeship that made mountain craft possible; the atmosphere, 
not the minute details of the landscape. 

' 

' 
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