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BY P. J. L. PHILIPPSON 

Read before the .Alpine Club, May 2, 1944 

F all the travel memories I have of Europe or Africa, those con. .. 
nected with mountain climbing are the most precious. ,The two 
impressions I shall recall here, one of mountaineering in the' 

Belgian Congo in 1933 and the other in the Alps in 1936, are grtatly 
similar in my mind possibly in my mind only. What makes them 
similar is that which unites all of us in thi~ club : a love of the beauty 
of nature and the will to carry out ~mbitious plans, despite risk and 
hardship. 

If I may mention these war years for a moment, the climber's 
tenacity can be seen today in friend and foe alike. If we could only 
inspire them with a love of nature we might make many good soldiers 
into good climbers. When peace and freedom are ours again, we 
should lead men to develop their will and character better by climbi 'lg 
than by fighting. 

MOUNT MIKENO 

In 1933, while hunting and photographing in East Africa and the 
north-east parts of the Belgian Congo, I paid a visit to the Kivu's 
active volcano called Nyamlagira and spent some time admiring the 
Karisimbi a.nd Mikt(no (14,42ofe~t). The summit of Mikeno is always 
wrapped in a veil ot clouds, and this tempted me to climb up and see what 
was behind the veil. I found a Polish agricultural expert who agreed 
to join me in the attempt. We could not wait for the clouds around 
Mikeno to disper~e, for nobody we met had ever seen the ·mountain 
in clear weather. 

The whole atmospherr- of the mountain suggests adventure : the 
vegetation, the wild game and the magnificent scenery give one a 
sense of nature's power, and I felt that to climb in these surroundings 
would complete my understanding of the country. Besides, I wanted to 
find out whether there were any difference between an African peak 
and those of the Alps. · 

We left Kisenyi on Lake Kivu one early morning, intending to meet 
our native guide and porters orr the lava plains at the foot of the mountain 
near Lulenga. The guide had been with a former expedition, and for a 
few hours we follow·ed our caravan of a dozen men carrying terits and 
food: When we reached the bamboo forest at 75oo feet our porters 
were .far behind and we waited some time for them. This was the home 
of the gorillas. It is a strange feeling to catch one's first sight of the 
footsteps of these huge apes in the mud, enormous human-looking 
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tracks with heel marks such as no living thing in the world can make 
except the gorilla and man. We could hear bamboo cracking under the 
weight of some of these strange monsters ; the dense forest prevented 

, us frotn sighting them, and in any case we had neither the permission 
nor the desire to hunt gorillas. The call of Mikeno was too strong. 

Our route was now marked by many fresh buffalo tracks. The 
bamboo forest w.as behind us and we were passing through a forest of 
small trees up to the Kabara saddle, between Mount Mikeno and the 
Kurinimbi at about Io,ooo feet. Our guide took us to a large stone 
on which we read the inscription: ' CARL AKELEY, Nov. 17, 
1926.' This is a memorial to a great American naturalist, Akeley, an 
expert on taxidermy, who pursued his studies in the Kivu, and was 
one of the first to encourage the creation of that National Park ~ .. hich 
was established in the Kivu by our late King Albert in 1929. Carl 
Akeley died on the slopes of Mount Mikeno in -the country he loved 
best and was buried in these wild surroundings by his wife. . 

We loqked up in despair at the eternal veil .of clouds. covering the 
top of Mikeno. Our guide showed less and less interest in our progress, 
and we had some trouble in showing him ·the way and maki11g the 
porters follow with our tents. As the slopes grew steeper there were 
.at first many buffalo tracks, but these· soon disappeared. The 'vhole of 
this formidable peak seemed covered with mud, moss and tropical 
vegetation. Our plan was to ca~p as high as possible that day with · 

. -our porters, so that we might have alJ next day for the real climb. 
We pitched camp at just over rz,ooo feet, on a small platform of 

moss. Guide and porters disappeared entirely. They left us hurriedly 
to camp in the forest a few thousand feet lower, and before leaving they 
told us that tomorrow we would surely die and they began to sing. We · 

·-could hear them chanting all night long. 
It was very damp, cold and windy. We kept ourselves warm on a 

mixture of hot coffee and bovril with a little whisky in it. The wind 
brought the hope that we should see the peak in the morning, but our . 
·hopes were in vain. It was a strange climb on which we embarked, in a 
dense fog on a vertical wall of giant moss. We came across several 
bottles containing messages from Belgian and Italian climbers. The 
1atter were rather pathetic, describing in operatic language the 
difficulties encountered. While we were searching for our way in the 

· .clouds, hoping at any minute to reach some dry rocks, we heard our 
guides shouting their curious cries far below us. Our altimeter showed 
that we had not more than 200 feet to go. We could not see niore than 
four or five yards ahead. The difficulty of climbing on a wall of 
-crumbling mucJ and vegetation was insuperable, so we had to descend 
and try another approach to the summit. The two or three messages 
in bottles all seemed to mark the point where we had been brought to a 
.standstill, and eventually my companion convinced me that we could 
not succeed. It took some _time to persuade me, but the climbing 
difficulty was not the only one to consider: the task of finding a way 
.down was the decisive factor in giving up the attempt. The cries of 
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the native guides, unpleasant as they were, proved most helpful in 
directing our· descent in thick cloud. 

I apologise for giving this Club the description of a mountaineering · 
failure, but once I had · got over the disappointment, the attempt 
rem~ined in my memory as a great day. 

The summit was reached in 1927 by a Belgian priest, Father Van 
Hoef, and three friends. With the aid of fine weather they discovered 
a way up the last I 50 feet of rock. We were not so lucky, but I have 
every· intention of going back to the Mikeno one' sunny' day . 

• 
• • 

VIERESELGRAT 
• 

It was 'the .summer of 1936, a summer of warm, quiet office days 
interspersed with short holidays. One of these I am about to spend 
again in your company for a few minutes. 

After a casual meeting at the. Belgian Alpine Club, a rendezvous 
was arranged. at Zermatt for a Sunday in July between fou,r friends, 
Charles de la Vallee Po~ssin, Frederic de Sellier de Moranville, 
Olivier Roland and myself. We reached Lausanne by car and the 
same day· went on to Visp, where we took the mountain railway to 
Zer~att. I was delighted to see the Matterhorn again after nine years, 
a happy reminder of my highest climb. Our plan was to tackle the 
Dent Blanche by the north-east ridge or Viereselgrat. Feeling all too 
fit at the start we disregarded better advice, and so found ourselves 
carrying mule loads one early morning on the way to the Rothorn. 
Fortunately we .managed to pass a fair portion of our unnecessary 
weight to an amiable native, who took it back to Zermatt. 

Silently, that we might leave nature's beauty undisturbed and 
breathe the full spirit of freedom, vve four friends toiled up the slopes 
that summer morning. We first trav·ersed the Rothorn, reac.hing the 
Mountet hut in the ]ate afternoon. We slept comfort~ bly, our thoughts. 
filled with the impressive view of the circle of peaks around us. Then 
follo,ved a late morning, a day of .rest and preparation. Studying the 
Dent Blanche, the view was inspiring, and we decided to start early 
next morning. The weather was clear, and the old guide in charge of 
the hut expressed his delight at the conditions and was most en
co:uraging despite the guideless nature of our expedition. He · told us -· 
quietly that a year ago, when the Viereselgrat was last climbed, a party 
of two guides and a tourist had disappeared. ' One of the guides was. 
my son,' he told us. ' Their rope was too short to allow only one at 
the time on the snow cornice, but you will not make that mistake ? ' 
This old mountain lover spoke without any trace of bitterness. 

~allowing his advice, we left just after midnight with his blessing,. 
and he watched us descend to the glacier and cross the ice to the left 
of the Roe Noir. We roped up in pairs, de la Vallee and myself in 
front, de Sellier and Roland following. As dawn broke we began to
climb the steep rock on the Zinal side of the ridge. We soon reached 
the ridge itself and followed it in the early morning sunshine. The first 
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part of the Viereselgrat is a long, very steep and narrow rock ridge, with 
patches of ice and snow .and also small gendarmes. The two sides 
drop nearly vertically. The second part after the junction with the 
east ridge, coming from the Col de Zinal, ·is less steep. and about 6oo 
yards long, covered in many places with great icy cornices. 

Being camera man, I was not exactly popular, for the best views 
always present themselves at the most awkward moments for the 
camera man and his comp2nion, who has very little patience for such 
trifles. And when the trifle is exhibited at home it seems to arouse 
unending criticism. I must thank the Royal Geographical Society and 
the Alpine Club today for supplying me with slides for which I can 
take no credit, and if n1y companions were here they too would think 
as highly of them as I do myself. 

We were already high above the glacier on the narrow rocky · ridge. 
de· la Vallee, a man of slim, .athletic build, led with great agility. We 
had been together on the same rope while training on rocks in the 
Ardennes, and I had the greatest confidence in his judgment. We 
were constantly driven off on to the north face by small gendarmes ; 
our second party followed at a reasonable distance to avoid falling 
stones. By now the morning was well advanced. Oi1 both sides the 
ridge felt away beneath us with excessive steepness, and this gave us a 
sense of achievement. This was still the dominant impression when 
we f~und ourselves forced to abandon the knife edge ridge and tackle 
the steep rock of the north face. Having relieved de la Vallee of as much 
rope as possible, I had the tire some task at this particular passage of 
adjusting the length of the rope between us, a big job for a dangerous 
situation without interfering with your leader's progress. 

The climbing on the north face was very difficult, smooth vertical 
rocks with patches of ice. As my companion and I were traversing 
back to regain the ridge we suddenly heard a call from just below : 
' Hola, Charles.' It was our optimistic de Sellier, stuck in a glazed 
chimney a short cut ' ve had carefully avoided. He asked us which 
way to go, and I told him .to s~op where he was, whereupon he re
marked that he seemed forced to do so ~nyhow. At the risk of hurting 
his feelings of independence, we immediately dropped him our r·ope 
and thus enabled him and Roland to join ~s safely; so v.;e all resumed 
our ascent. 

Soon we regained the ridge and were confronted with several gen
darmes. Progress was slow ; we had only one short halt for a little 
food as we knew that there was much work to come. The notorious 
corniced ridge, crusted with ice, again reduced our rate of progress, but 
we managed to follow the guide's advice and kept the rope at full 
length. We also agreed to jump over the opposite side if the icy crest 
gave way. Short passages had to be taken astride. This is neither 
physically nor morally satisfactory, as one· loses the use of the feet 
temporarily. We were now near the end of our labours, and at 5 P .1\11. we 
found ourselves at the southern end of the ridge wh1ch forms the summit 
of the Dent Blanche. We were so pleased with our success that the 
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late hour did not worry us, and we spent some time discussing minor 
details of the ascent. · 

' Wir sind vier Esel ' were the words of Ulrich Almer, who, with 
Alois Pollinger, guided G. P. Baker and Stafford Anderson during the 
first ascent of this ridge-in I882. Our experiences were apparently 
similar to those of the first party, and I do not think we found an easier 
line of attack. By some illogical reaction, w~ coiled up our ropes and 
decided to go home, just as if the bus were waiting at the end of the 
street. We were not conscious of any after effects of the climb and 
scrambled down by the usual route. . 

About 8 P.M. we reached the upper part of the Ferpecle Glacier. 
We now realised that going ' home,' that is, reaching Zermatt was 
impossible. We discussed what to do. We decided not to sleep out 
but to ·make for the Bertol hut. The night was clear, and in the moon
light we mistook each angular rock on the upper neve of the Ferpecle 
Glacier for that problematic hut. At · last de Se~Jier disappeared 
suddenly. I was very worried and shouted for him, but in vain. A 
few minutes later we found him preparing soup in the hut, which we 
had finally discovered at I I P .M. · 

. Next day we descended vi1. the Schonbiihl hut to Zermatt where we 
arrived a bout lunch time. Our friends .were relieved to see us back. 
I had rather a bad wound on one foot, so being out of action for some 
time I left for Brussels next day in a pair of slippers, leaving my com-
panions to look after the Matterhorn. · 

THE CARPATHIANS AND THE TATRA 

BY JAKUB BUJAK 

HERE is an essay by that fine French writer, Andre Maurois, en- . 
titled ' Advice to a Young Man Going to England.' Some of 
this advice runs as follows : ' If you are a world tennis champion, 

say" Yes, I do not play too badly." If you have crossed the Atlantic 
alone in a small boat, say " I do a little sailing." ' Maurois, a great 
writer himself, does not, unfortunately, seem to be concerned with the 
mere average tennis player, sailor, or mountaineer for that matter, and 
leaves them to their own devices. What should these men say about 
their pursuit ? Probably the best would be not to say anything, let 
alone write on the subject. That is how I feel about it. And the only 
justification I can offer in attempting to write this, is the insistent 
encouragement of the Editor, apparently hard pressed for material at 
the close of the fifth year of this war. . 

The subject, as suggested at first, was ' The Carpathians.' That 
sounds straightforward enough. The question is, however, what 
about the Carpathians ? Here we find a ready reply on the cover of 
this JouRNAL. It should be either mountain adventure or scientific 
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