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handed on to us, his younger comrades, much of his love of the hills. 
It is true that nowhere can you learn to understand a friend as on 
the mountains in defeat or in victory. I and those others of our parties, 
Lilly, Sealy, Johnson, Whitehead and Lewis, have lost a friend of 
whom we could truly say that ' We were proud to have known him.' 

EARLY LADY CLIMBERS 
' 

BY CLAIRE-ELAINE ENGEL 

W e owe our warmest thanks to Mlle Engel for her kindness in sending this 
article EDITOR. 

UCH has been written about the first women ·who climbed 
Mont Blanc and they have taken rank among the best kno\¥n 
figures in Alpine history. Yet I think it might be interesting 

to find out how people began to imagine why women might climb, 
and what they felt when they actually did climb. 

· Novelists and poets began early putting feminine figures in their 
mountain landscapes : a very bold attempt, as eighteenth century 
ladies vvere hardly ever associated with very strenuous kinds of exertion. 
When going through eighteenth century novels, either in English or 
in French, you do not find lady explorers ; for instance, there is neither 
a Mrs. Robinson Crusoe nor a Mrs. Singleton. In another sea novel 
of the same period, Les Voyages du Capitaine Rob~t Lade, by the 
Abbe Prevost, the hero sails through most of the Seven Seas. He 
takes his wife and daughters to Capetown and back, but both crossings 
are excellent and deprived of usual accidents such as big storms or 
encounters with pirates. Prevost sends another heroine across the 
ocean : Manon Lescaut is transported to New Orleans ; she escapes 
into the desert and dies in the middle of ' a sand-covered plain.' 
Prevost was an . unusual novelist and M anon a most unusual novel, 
partly borrowed from a thirdrate English lady novelist. This episode 
·may be taken as a spectacular departure from a strict unwritten law. 

When writers began using the Alps as a background they did exactly 
the contrary. The women who came · into their tales played leading 
and mostly tragic parts. There is an appalling avalanche story which 
has often been made use of, at the end of the eighteenth century. 
According to a Dictionnaire d' Anecdotes Suisses ( 182 3), it was founded 
on facts which took place in the Ha ut-V alais, early in the eighteenth 
century. The first who borrowed the theme was St-Lambert in Les 
Saisons ( 1764) : 

' Au ftanc des monts altiers, a leurs cimes glacees, 
L'hiver a suspendu les neiges entassees, 
Et lorsqu'aux champs de l'air luttent les aquilons, 
Quand les feux du solei! penetrent les glavons, 
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Detaches tout d'un coup des Alpes ebranlees, 
Ils tombent a grand bruit clans ces riches vallees 
OU. 1 'homme a conserve ses vertus et ses droits.' 

The verses are good instances of the flat, insipid, pseudo-classic 
drone. · However, the story runs thus : An ' habitant fortune de la 
sage Helvetie ' lives in this idyllic vale with his charming young wife. 
On a glorious spring morning, he goes · out ' pour suivre le chamois 
errant clans la montagne.' When he is coming back with his prey: 

' Il voit le mont trembler jusqu'en ses fondements, 
Et, des glac;ons flottants, sur sa croupe ebranlee, 
La masse tombe, roule et comble la vallee :. . . 
Du couple vertueux, l'asile est englouti. 
Helas ! sous ces gla9ons, l'epouse ensevelie, 
Aux jours de son bonheur va done perdre la vie ! ' 

Then follows a long tearful description of the husband's efforts to 
dig out his wife. After a whole month he gives up his task in despair. 
But when the snow begins to melt he resumes it : 

' Un bruit lugubre et sourd interrompt son ouvrage, 
Il entend sous la glace une voix et des cris . . . 
Il prete en frissonnant une oreille attentive. 
Ciel I o ciel ! serait-ce elle ? Est-ce une ombre plaintive ? 
Chere epouse . . . elle vit . . . c'est elle ... je la vois ! 
Elle s'elance a lui, faible, pale, egaree, 
Et tom be clans ces bras dont elle est entouree.' .. 

The rafters had been strong enough to withstand the impact of the 
ice blocks and she had remained alive in this sort of grave. 

The story was in keeping with the sentimental and somewhat morbid 
taste of the early nineteenth century. In I8oi, Joseph Bonaparte put 
the whole episode into his short novel, Moi'na ou la Villageoise du 
Mont-Cenis. It is slightly less idiotic than the poem. When passing 
near Bramans, on his way to the Mont Cenis, the hero rescues a girl 
who is about to roll down a precipice the road has always been rather 
unsafe. They fall in love with each other, get engaged, and then the 
hero must go away to join the army : the story has a modern setting, 
Bonaparte's first Italian campaign. He comes back six months later, 
to be told that Mo!na has been killed by an avalanche. He goes 
to the spot of the catastrophe, tries to sweep away the snow, fails, 
faints and falls into a torrent. When he comes round, he is lying in 
a sort of ice cave, and Moma herself is nursing him back to life. Of 
course the avalanche has failed to crush her, and she has remained 
alive for months in this cave. They go on living there. Moma 
bears a child and the happy family remains under this extraordinary 
avalanche which takes at least two years to melt. At last, a fire melts 
the snow and the whole family goes back to a safer world.1 

1 This tale has been revived two years ago by Ramuz in D erborence. This 
time the husband is the prisoner of the avalanche. 
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Poets and novelists felt certain that women could not possibly go 
into mountains without meeting with avalanches. The result was or 
was not fatal, according to the author's taste, but always melancholy. 
In I8o8, F. Vernes, in a Voyage episodique et pittoresque aux gla~iers 
des Alpes related the disastrous honeymoon of Amenais and Almeda. 
In spite of their Greek names, Almeda, the bridegroom, came from 
Zurich and his bride from Basle. They went to Chamonix, took a 
walk up to some place near Pierre-a-l'Echelle and kissed each other 
below an avalanche couloir. The avalanche fell and crushed Amenais 
to death. Almeda buried her, built a small hut near her grave and 
became an Alpine hermit, with a St. Bernard dog in attendance. 

In I 8 I 3, Adrien de Sarrazin published four volumes of Contes 
J.Vouveaux. One of them is called Le Spleen. The hero is a young 
Englishman true to the Byronic type : young, handsome, bored with 
life and apparently suffering from lung trouble. He is sent to the 
Alps and he eventually climbs the J ungfrau a most daring feat, as 
the brothers Meyer had hardly made their first attempt. Of course he 
falls in love with Laura, a shepherdess who is endowed with all the 
required virtues and accomplishments which Swiss shepherdesses 
have in novels. (Eventually, Laura turns out to be French.) One day, 
after a long and painful climb, Sir Thomas Wentworth, the hero, 
reaches' the summit of the Scheidegg, in the eternal realm of winter.' 
And then 
' a rumbling resembling that of thunder, but much more terrible, started 
rolling in the mountains and echoed down the valleys . . . I thought all those 
mountains were about to start moving and tumbling the one on the others ! 
I got up and hurried down to escape from the falling avalanches. I was out of 
danger's reach when I heard shouts. I turned round and saw a young woman 
in distress, stretching out her imploring arms towards me. Forgetting every 
thought of personal safety, I retraced my steps ; I flew, I came near the un
fortunate girl who was about to be swallowed by the avalanche and who directly 
fainted into my arms. What a dreadful sight ! The avalanche rolled down 
with a most terrific roar ; it stood poised over my head, and Laura, Laura 
indeed, was the girl whose safety was entrusted to me ! Feeling myself endowed 
with a superhuman strength, I carried her away with the speed of a chamois, 
jumping over crevasses of an unfathomable depth and over abysses which 
trembled belo"v me. I n ever stopped before the moment when, reaching the 
bottom of the valley, I came to the house where Laura's mother dwelt. Then I 
dropped my burden over the grass and fainted, overcome by the weariness of 
this long race and the terror I had felt, realising Laura's danger. 

The avalanche happens to be a monstrous one, threatening both 
Grindelwald and Lauterbrunnen simultaneously. Laura's Alpine 
qualifications are far from negligible, since she has managed to climb 
up the dreadful slopes which Sir Thomas raced down, crossing the 
unfathomable crevasses he negotiated with so much effort. As there 
is no explanation why she ventured alone to the dizzy height of the 
Kleine Scheidegg, we may assume she loved mountains to the extent 
of becoming the first and probably the only lady Alleingiinger on 
record. 

A few early lady climbers managed to avoid the always threatening 
avalanche, but they were almost supernatural beings. When Tennyson 
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wrote ' Come down, 0 Maid, from yonder mountain-height,' in 
Switzerland in the summer of 1846, ' great mountains had disappointed 
him,' as he said in a letter. He did not know much about mountain
eering there was not much to be known then there were no lady 
mountaineers and no country girls would ever have thought of walking 
' with death and morning on the silver horns.' For Tennyson, a lady 
venturing i1:1 the mountains was but a poetic dream, a sort of fairy who 
' glides a sunbeam by the blasted pine,' or' sits a star upon the sparkling 
spire.' Much later (1887) Alfred Austin gave the same fantastic 
features to the Alpine lady in his Prince Lucifer. Eve, a Zermatt 
shepherdess, keeps looking for a lost sheep which leads her to most 
dangerous places. She falls down a precipice from where she is 
rescued by Prince Lucifer, ' a self-exiled sovereign,' the evil spirit of 
Nature. He lives in the Castle of Tourbillon, in Sion, and listens to 
a ponderous chorus sung by the Matterhorn, the W eisshorn, and the 
Visp. The whole drama is both hectic and dull, packed with reminis
cences of Faust and Manfred. On the whole, poets picture the Alpine 

. lady as a frail being, .continually running into every kind of danger. 
She never feels any particular affection for the frightful mountain 
wor Id she is living in. 

A few novelists have created less apathetic though hardly more life
like heroines. So did Ducray-Duminil in Celina ou l'Enfant du 
Mystere, for instance (1799). Provided you are endowed with plenty of 
patience, you can discover in this eighteenth century thriller one of 
the first lady tnountaineers who experienced some impression when 
looking at Mont Blanc. Part of the story takes place in Chamonix. 
When her lover has forsaken her, Celina thinks of committing suicide 
.in. the Chede waterfall; but she changes her mind and decides to go 
to Montenvers and live as a hermit near the Mer de Glace. There is 
a long and dramatic account of her walk up to Montenvers by ' the 
crystal-hunter's path. She arrives at dawn and goes down to the 
glacier : ' She sat down on the ice, lifting u·p her hands towards the sky, · 
hearing nothing but stones whistling down and the cries of marmots 
and chamois . . . Could there be more majestic forms than those 
frowning mounts ? They have the nature of granite. Nowhere is 
the imprint of a human hand to be seen.' There is n.othing very original 
in her meditations, chiefly borrowed out of Bourrit's books. The 
only new notion is the fact they do occur to her. Later on, when all 
the tragedies are over, when she has recovered her lover, her rank and 
her fortune, and is happily married, she spends her honeymoon in 
the Couvercle, looking at the entrancing view : ' glaciers were be
coming even more wonderful. Nature was unveiling her most 
frightening aspect.' Celina's husband has taken two guides : Michel 
Paccard and J acques Balmat. I cannot think Ducray-Duminil really 
knew the places he was describing, but he had read much on the 
subject. 

There were few attempts at realism, and most were unfortunate. 
Take for instance Dickens. and Wilkie Collins' N o Thoroughfare (1848) . 

. 
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Dickens knew the Simplon under winter conditions : he had crossed 
it in November. The only use he ~ade of the experience was the 
part which he wrote about a blizzard on the Simplon road, the attempted 
murder of the hero, thrown down a precipice and his subsequent 
rescue by the heroine, who ropes down to him. Her idea of a double 
rope is a strange one. 

' She girded herself with a cord under the breasts and arms ; she 
formed it into a kind of jacket, she drew it into knots, she laid its ends 
side by side with the end of the other cord, she twisted and turned the 
tvyo together~ she knotted them together, she set her foot upon the 
knots, she strained them, she held them for the two men to ~train at. 
" She is inspired," they said to one another.' 

She is lowered down, ' guiding herself down the precipitous icy wall 
with her hands,' to reach her lover, and then she discards the rope, 
to sink with him into the torrent if the shelf he is clinging to collapses, 
while one of the guides goes to the Hospice for help. The rescue 
party is in time and go into admiring hysterics when the wounded 
man and th~ girl are dragged up to the road. This extraordinary and 
most unreasonable .feat is quite in keeping with the current interpreta
tion of the lady among mountains. Marguerite is a perfect Victorian 
Alpine heroine, a Mountain Maid in a more appalling setting than the 
one described by Tennyson. 

I can think of no character but one who is endowed with some truth 
and common sense : Clara, the English girl in Topffer's Cold' Anterne 
(Les i\ 7ouvelles Genevoises). Her Alpine accomplishments are not 
very striking: she rides up to the Col d'Anteme on a mule and almost 
dies of cold and fright when she has to alight, finish the climb on foot 
and walk down to Sixt as the party has been overtaken by a snow
storm. She is dragged up to the top of the pass and then carried down 
to some derelict chalet by a devoted stranger a~d her guide F elisaz. 
According to the true romantic tradition, she faints in their arms at 
a moment when it would be most necessary to keep a clear head and 
steady limbs. And yet she deserves to be hailed as a climber: she 
has discovered the vital necessity for women to wear breeches. It 
was an almost inconceivable notion in the forties. When her dress 
has got soaked with rain, mud and snow, she is advised by her guide 
to turn it into trousers : ' Not without embarrassment, but without 
show of prudishness,' she manages to pin in her back the front hem of 
her very full skirt. Topffer himself seems full of admiration. It is 
very likely his wife did not feel bound to take such drastic measures 
when shepherding her husband's pupils through zigzag journeys 
across Switzerland. 

In short, mountaineering ladies come out as sweet, fragile creatures, 
unused to strenuous walks and yet unusually hardy. Most of them 
are destitute of any connection with reality. Lady climbers in fiction 
never bother about the numerous matter of fact details which are part 
and parcel of mountaineering proper. 

• 
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· Now, long before the days when Tennyson, Dickens and Topffer 
created their Alpine heroines, a few daring women had begun climbing 
mountains, not merely riding up and down easy cols such as the Grimsel 
or the Col de Balme. It is manifest that they bore but little resem
blance to their literary sisters. There was nothing poetical about them; 
they were not overwhelmed by avalanches and they were neither frail 
nor fairylike. Two of them are well known : Maria Paradis and 
Henriette d'Angeville, both of whom climbed Mont Blanc. In spite 
of their heavenly names, there was nothing mystic in their attempt. 
Maria Paradis did it to get a. reputation of eccentricity which would (!Ct 
as an advertisement. She wanted to make money out of her elimb, and 
she did it. In a way, she was a professional. The cremerie she ran near 
Les Bossons, on the path follo\ved by people going up and down the path 
to Pierre-Pointue, was a success. She used to tell the story of her own 
climb and she got plenty of big tips. A few sentimental · novelists 
gave much more dignified explanations of her mountaineering feat. 
According to Audiffret, for instance, 2 she had gone up Mont Blanc to 
rescue her finance who was in danger. He died, she went mad, accord
ing to the best literary traditions, and copied the dress and behaviour ·of 
Sterne's Maria of Moulins. 

Mlle d'Angeville was a romantic woman longing for glory and 
excitement : a thwarted maiden lady in her forties, eager to become a 
society lion, possibly jealous of other well known women, George Sand 
for one. She was fascinated by. Mont Blanc, doted upon it, and pined 
for years before being able to do ·as she wished and at last succeeded in 
accomplishing her long cherished desire. She had a strange craving 
for publicity ; she wanted glory as a mountaineer, as a writer a fact 
evidenced by her elaborate planning of her famous Album which was 
never published. She sat for her portrait in mountaineering dress, 
had it engraved and widely circulated. She started a collection of 
climbers' autographs, wrote immensely long sentimental letters to 
Captain Markham Sherwill, her ' brother in Mont Blanc,' planned to 
show herself to admiring British crowds, thought of going to the bottom 
of the Channel in a diving-bell, and in the air in a balloon. An 
altogether strange character, obsessed by a craving for doing unusual 
things at a time when respectable ladies could not do much. I am not 
sure whether her striking Mont Blanc attire, with very full checkered 
trousers and long frock coat, was not suggested to her by the full Turkish 
trousers and equally long frock coat George Sand used to wear and 
describe in her novels. Mlle d 'Ange:ville was a sort of older Lelia, a 
' femme fatale ' who loved Mont Blanc because she had no one else 
to love. 

Much has been written about these two ladies. Alexandre Dumas, 
Durier, C. E. Mathews, Commandant Gaillard, H:· Mettrier, Mile M. 
Paillon, Mile M. Morin and myself have dwelt ·on the subject and 
published a number of documents or commentaries about those lady 

• ptoneers. 
1 La Grande Chartreuse, le Mont-Blanc et l'hospice du Grand St-Bernard, 

Paris, no date. 
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I should prefer to write longer about ladies who climbed simply 
because they loved mountains in a thoroughly normal way. There 
are two Scottish ladies about whom I long to know more than I do 
now : a Mrs. Campbell and her daughter. On August 18, 1822, 
they were the first women who crossed the Col du Geant from Chamonix 
to Courmayeur ... It is a long grind, though the seracs were probably 
easier to cross a century ago as the glacier was much higher. The 
guides, 'vhen using rope, did not know how to manage it ; the ladies 
wore most inadequate dresses, the Tacul bivouac was uncomfortable 
and there was no hut on the col as tf?.at which Saussure used had already 
been destroyed. Consequently, it was a real climb and a hard one. 
The Campbells ~ehaved extremely well. Clissold, who heard of 
them when coming down from Mont Blanc, ~aid : ' These ladies have 
shown how female intrepidity may finally surmount danger, when even 
the experience of guides may fail.' 3 And Count Theobald W alsch, 
who happened to be in Chamonix on that very day, tells how they had 
got into training, going first to the J ardin, then to the Buet, ' qui est 
apres la cime d\1 Mont-Blanc, le point le plus difficile a atteindre.' I 
They wanted to climb Mont Blanc next and asked for guides. How
ever, they had to give up their attempt and left Chamonix, saying they 
would renew it next year. Nothing more is known about them. They 
were plucky and sensible women, who had carefully planned an arduous 
climb. When thinking of their feat, it is impossible not to be struck 
by the difference between those coolheaded, obstinate persons and the 
lachrymose fiction heroines. 

For years, most of the ladies who took walking tours through. moun
tain districts kept below the snow line. Yet they were numerous and 
several of them published accounts of their journeys, simple tales 
permeated with horror for overstatements and sentimentality. Their 
authors met no avalanches and carefully avoided e~gles and bad glaciers. 
And yet, shortly after 1 86o, people became aware of the fact : there 
were lady mountaineers. 

This notion probably came as a shock to mid-Victorian minds as· it 
was quite out of keeping with the standard well bred young lady. It 
would be useless to mention all those pioneers. Better just dwell at 
some length on one of the most brilliant climbers of the period, who 
was known both in England and abroad, Miss Lucy Walker. Her 
fath~r and her brother were famous amongst the early British mountain
eers and she took after them, sharing their love of the mountains. 
She began climbing in 1858 and· went on for 21 years, going up 98 
summits, among which were the Balmhorn (1st ascent), the Matterhorn 
and the Wetterhorn (1st ascents by a lady). In 1858, the whole Walker 
family went to Zermatt, and one can imagine the family consultation 
when they planned a climb for the next day : Why shouldn't Lucy go 
with her father and her brother? Could she do it? Let us try. What 
about her dress and provisions ? And the three Walkers came back 

1 Narrative of an ascent of Mont Blanc, 1823. 
' Notes sur la Suisse et une partie de l'Italie, Paris, 1823. 
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after a successful climb and a new vision of life was beginning for the 
girl. She was twenty-eight. 

According tp the notes I have been given by a friend of hers, she was 
in every other way the perfect Victorian young lady. She was not an 
athlete, and her greatest asset, when climbing, was her unflinching 
will power. She did not ride or fish or take walking tours. She 
indulged in no outdoor recreations but croquet. She was an expert 
needlewoman and read a good deal in several languages. She took 
an active part in the social life of Liverpool, where she lived with her 
parents and brother. She was a charming hostess and a devoted 
friend. · 

When climbing, she never dreamt of dressing like a man ; she used 
to wear a white printed dress, which had to be given some decent shape 
when coming back to the hotel after a strenuous climb; rather a thank
less task after a rock climb or a long walk down the last moraine. She 
always climbed with her father or her brother, or both, and one or two 
guides. Melchior Anderegg was the Walkers' guide and friend, and 
even after 1879, when she had to give up climbing, she used to go to 
his village to see him till the very end of his life. 

Although continental writers knew little or nothing about mountain
eering, two of them met Miss Walker and mentioned her climbs. One 
is Stephen d'Arve. In his Fastes du Mont-Blanc (1876) he speaks of 
her ascent of the mountain in a chapter about women climbers. He 
does not care much for male climbers and not at all for female ones, 
whom he threatens with most terrible illnesses as punishments for 
their unwomanly recreation. For him, Lucy Walker is ' le type pro
fessionnel du touriste grimpeur.' This does not carry much meaning, 
though it is intended to be rude. 

The other continental writer who alludes to her is E. de Laveleye,5 

an economist and historian who discovered Zermatt, tried to under
stand why men care for mountains, and succeeded to a certain extent. 
He met Tyndall in r86z and heard about Whymper's accident. He 
went to the Theodule : 

' We were extremely surprised when, creeping into this dark den, we s~w a 
young woman endeavouring to dry her garments, soaked with water and crisp 
with frost, in front of a wretched fire. The guides told us she was a young 
English lady who travelled by herself. She was coming from the top of 
Mont Blanc and was going to that of Monte Rosa ; indeed, she climbed it a few 
days later. Her name was Miss Walker. A moment later, we saw her going 
away. She had two guides. One was going in front of her, the other behind 
and a thick rope tied round her slender waist bound her to both hardy moun
tain natives. She was walking quickly, · though floundering in the snow, and 
she was very soon out of sight behind a thick mist and sheets of drizzle driven 
by the blizzard. It was about I I in the morning.' 

She climbed Mont Blanc and Monte Rosa in r86z. I wonder 
whether the two ' hardy mountain natives ' were not simply her father 
and her brother, as she never climbed alone .with guides. Laveleye 
could not possibly have imagined the whole scene. Anybody could 
easily do it now, but in 186 5 this small sketch is much too lifelike not 

6 Le Mont-Rose et les Alpes Pennines, Revue des Deux Mondes, June, r865. 
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to be strictly true. The rope, the way to tie it, the dripping garments, · 
the hateful grind down slopes covered with thick fresh snow, all the 
details he mentions call up to the reader's mind a host of mountain 

• memor1es. 
This is one of the first texts the very first in France where a lady 

mountaineer is depicted in her true aspe.ct and charac~ristics. Both 
romantic nonsense and modern pompous disparagement have disap
peared. Women are considered to be free to love mountains and scale 
them, just like men. Many followed in Lucy Walker's footsteps: 
Miss Brevoort, Mrs. E. P. J ackson, · Miss K. Richardson and others. 
The romantic lady mountaineer disappeared from verses and novels. 
The girl in A. E. W. Mason's Running Water is a lifelike character. 
and a Mountain Maid no longer. But few novelists have succeeded 
so well ; truth and fiction are worlds apart. 

• 

IN MEMORIAM 

JOHN NORMAN COLLIE 

THE Club has lost, in NoRMAN COLLIE, a mountaineer of outstanding 
eminence, an ex-President, a great scientist, and a very lovable character, 
though, on account of his modest and retiring nature, he was perhaps 
not known intimately to many of the younger generation. The writer's 
only claim to the honour of writing this memorial is that he had the 
privilege of being Honorary Secretary during Collie's Presidency, 
1920-22, and he feels much diffidence· in attempting to do justice to 
so great a man, when many able pens will be employed in paying 
him tribute. 

John Norman Collie was born on September 10, 1859, at Alderley 
Edge in Cheshire, the son of Mr. John Collie, his mother being a 
sister of S. Winkworth, who was elected to the Alpine Club in 1861. 
He was edQcated at Charterhouse, Clifton, University College, Bristol, 
and Wiirzburg University, where he obtained the degree of Ph.D. 
From 1884 to 1886 he taught Chemistry at the Ladies' College, Chel
tenha~. After that he was appointed Professor of Organic Ch~mistry 
to the Pharmaceutical Society of Great Britain until 1902, when he 
became Professor of Organic Chemistry at University College, London. 
He held this Professorship until his retirement. He was elected a 
Fellow of the Royal Society in 1896 and served on the Council 1905-7, 
Fellow of the Chemical Society in 1 88 5, served on the Oouncil I 889--.<)4 
and 1900-I, Vice-President 1909-12, and Member of Advisory Council 
for British Dyes in 1915. In 1897 he became a Fellow of the Royal 
Geographical Society and a member of the Council 1902-5. He ~as a 
Corresponding Member of the Appalachian Mountain Club, 1899, an 
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