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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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observation, or both. And here the trouble begins. I am npt, unfor
tunately, qualified enough to observe scientifically, either from the 
geographical, geological or botanical angle, and thus only the mountain 
adventure remains, such as it was. The mountain adventure in the 
Carpathians does not amount to much, as judged by Alpine standards ; 
that in the Tatra may count for a little more. In this vvay we arrive at 
the heading of this paper. 

As far as I remember my geography from school days, the Tatra are 
not regarded as part of the Carpathians. To my mind, however, they 
are in fact a part of them : a self-contained, independent and exclusive 
part, but nevertheless belonging to the gre·ater whole. This asSociation 
goes back to my very young days. As long as I can remember, there 
always used to be a large coloured map of Poland on the wall of my 
room. My father;- historian and geographer, rightly believed in the 
educative powers of the map. The most striking feature of the map 
was a thick, curved band in various shades of yellow and brovvn, 
exten_ding askew over the lower parts of it. Lying awake in my bed I 
often used to look at it and imagine it to represent a bear. Later I 
learned to read the map and to know the meaning of various lines and 
colours. For many years, however, the word Carpathians was associated 
in my mind with this curious shape, and the Tatra, merging ~ith the . 
Carpathians into one brown smudge against the background of green, 
remained for me always a part of them. · 

I shall oniit cumbersome geographical details, and just mention that 
the Carpathians are a long mountain range, measuring a few hundred 
miles from end to end, and forming the south border of Poland. I 
shall le~ve out the south-eastern part of the range which belongs to 
Roumania, as I have no first hand knowledge of that region. 

The range is some fifty miles wide, running out into foothills which 
extend northward to the plains of Poland and southward to those of 
Hungary.- Lower foothills are covered with cultivated fields, higher 
up extend big forests, with fir and pine predominating on the northern 
and beech on the southern slopes. Above the tree line there are vast 
stretches of grassy pastures where many a flock of sheep and cattle can 
be met in summer time. Else_.Fhere, great barren slopes and ridges, 
strewn with blocks of stone in various stages of disintegration, form 
the upper parts of. those hills. There is hardly any rock in the Car
pathians proper. The altitude and character of the range varies, and s"o 
does the name given to its various parts. Going from west to east, we 
have groups of Beskid, Bieszczady (Byeshchadyh), Gorgany (soft g) 
and Czarnohora (Charnokhorah, or Black Mountains), to enumerate 
only the most important of them. But I am getting into the details of 
geography which I have promised to avoid. 

To many people· the Carpathians may not even deserve the name of 
mountains ; with hardly any rock, they are just hillocks. And yet they 
educated at least one mountaineer. It is winter that promotes them 
to the higher ranlC. A thick layer of snow covers the whole range for at 
least four months of the year. The ridges are fringed with cornices, 
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and the easy grassy inclines of summer time turn into steep snow 
slopes where the avalanche lies in wait for the inexperienced. 

It is a grand skiing country, and its variety will satisfy ev:ery require
ment and temperament. Most skiing is done in the foothills, where 
there are several winter sport resorts. Gentle nursery slopes, and 
higher hills with open spaces pleasantly interspersed with woods, 
provide plenty of scope for exercise. This is where the 1najority of 
skiing folk go. But there are better pla~es for the expert and for the 

• connoisseur. 
All along the Carpathians there are a number of huts placed fairly 

high up, near the tree line (ea . 4500 feet) or higher still. In most of 
these huts you will not find hot and cold water in your room, and you 
may hav..; to sleep on a double or triple storey bunk, but it is '¥ell worth 
the slight discomfort to go and stay there. Above the hut you will 
find a tremendous expanse of white humps and ridges, rising another 
zooo feet above the tree line, with steep corries enclosed between the~, 
stretching for miles on end. And it is all yours. 

One of the parts best suited for skiing, is Czarnohora, in the south
east corner of Poland (as it used to be). North-we~t of it, Gorgany, 
slightly lower and more wooded, but wilder and more difficu1t of 
approach, offers less in the way of straightforward downhill joy, but 
is unsurpassed if you look for skiing adventure in a difficult, remote 
country and are n-ot afraid of roughing it. 

Soon after learning to move on snow, I found my way to~kiing. The 
fun began at home, a fortnight or so before the Easter holiday or- any 
shorter break available. Several sheets of the map were spread out on 
the floor, fitted together, and the route planned : here by rail, then hire 
the sledge to the head of this or that valley, and go up this or another 
ridge. A dotted line, denoting a rough forest track, would be the 
means of getting above the tree lin~, where our kingdom proper lay. 
The party would consist of a few tough ones. We did not bother too 
much about the skiing huts which w.ere not too numerous in the 
twenties. Were not there numbers of shepherd chale~s about, empty 
in winter and open to anybody, where a fire place could be found and 
sometimes even a few bunks ? Were not there enough fir trees to 
provide magnificent bedding and a roaring fire ? A 30 lb. rucksack 
was the rule ; it contained everything to keep us alive for a few days, 
and what a life it was 1 Admittedly, the rucksack hampered the 
downhill runs a little (or more than a little) but it was not for ' down
hill only ,. that we went there. 

The state frontier was no limit to our movements. There was an 
agreement between the Polish and Czech Governments which allowed 
tne rnembers of the Polish Tatra Society and of the Polish Skiing 
Association to cross the frontier and to go several miles into Czecho
slovakia. The Czech tourists and skiers enjoyed similar privileges on 
the Polish side. 

On one occasion a friend and myself went deeply into Czecho
slovakia and spent three days following the frontier of Czechoslovakia 
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and Roumania, to the point where it met the Poli&h frontier, then back 
along the latter to the more inhabited places in Poland. · .We never.met 
anyone during those three days, nor did we see any ski tracks. Ours 
was· the only one that cut across those remote snows. Nowhere else, 
apart from the solitary crossing of the Hardangervidda plateau in 
Norway, had I felt so intensely th•e remoteness and solitude of the 
place. We trekked over long flat ridges, plodded laboriously up one 
elevation after .another and descended rapidly to the far side. On 
both sides there were deep valleys filled with primeval fir tree forests, 
capped with snow. There was no village with.in many miles, and only 
once we saw a lonely hut, far below us in a forest clearing. .A faint 
plume of smoke t.old us that there were human beings there, but we did 
not deviate from our lofty course. The nights were spent in huts of 
the Roumanian frontier _guards, empty at this time of year. We found 
deer spoor frequently, and once we. came across som~thing bigger, a 
bear's spoor. It led from the valley on the Roumanian side, crossed 
the ridge in a hesitant, zigzagging manner, and descended into Czecho
slovakia. Little he cared about passports or tourist traffic ! 

On one such tour, a friend and I found· a hut, much more solidly 
built than the usual chalet, with windows and a huge brick stove. We 
soon got the stove .going and, after a gorgeous meal, settled ourselves 
for a night's rest. We found some hay, made .a bedding on the top 
of the stove brickwork (it is designed for th(\t) and, tired after a ~ong 
day, went to sleep. Our last task was to stoke well, to keep us warm. 
At some unknown hour in the middle of the night, I awoke coughing 
and choking. Something was wrong. I reac~ed for the torch which 
I kept handy, and the white beam of its light revealed ~ dense cloud of 
smoke in the hut. I jumped down and looked into 'the stove : the 
fire was nearly out, so the smoke could not come from there. Suddenly 
I realised : the hay ! It had caught fire and was smouldering slowly, 
though nothing could be seen for the dense smoke. No wonaer we 
were so warm and comfortable ! When 1 threw the hay down on the 
floor. it burst into flames, and we spent five energetic minutes fighting 
the fire with snow, and the rest of the night dozing· wearily and not 
quite so comfortably as· b~fore. We faced the new day with splitting 
headaches and a sickly feeling. 

One of the finest skiing excursions I ever had in the Carpathians 
was a lonely one. I was about to take my final examinations at the 
Lwow Technical University. On a certain Monday morning, late in 
February, I finished all my preparatory wor~ and fixed up the for
malities. The final examinations were to begin on the following 
Monday, so I had a full week's time available, and knew of a better way 
to spend it than in studying hard to the end. I had no companion, but 
little did it matter. I took an afternoon train to Worochta, and ·stayed 
th~re overnight in the little cottage of the Polish Tatra Society. Early 
morning saw me plodding uphill with a moderately heavy rucksack, 
as I intended to ·descend to human habitations for the nights, and with 
a splendid feeling of unlimited freedom for the coming six days . 
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The itinerary which I had chosen was entirely new to me. The 
fir&t day was to get me to the Zaroslak hut in the Czarnohora. I had 
been there before manv a time, but on this occasion, the new route if ., 

long and laborious, over the innumerable ups and downs of the main 
Carpathian watershed, ad~ed new interest. 'fhe route was very 
seldom taken by the skiers, and-I could fully appreciate the reasons for 
it at the end of the long day's march. I completed it in darkness, 
picking my· way as best I could across the remnant~ of trenches and 
barbed wire. These memories of the last war can be found in many 
places in the Carpathians; and in summer, where there was no snow, 
it was p.ot an unusual occurrence to find a memento mor{ in the shape 
of a human skull. 

The second day brought me over the tops of Howerla and Pietros, two 
six-thousanders of the district, to the village of J asina on the Czech 
side. The descent from Pietros into the valley, 4000 feet of almost 
continuous downhill, was a fine finish to a good day. I put up in a 
small Jewish inn ; nine inns out of ten in this part of the world are 
Je.wish. · 

The third day was the big day of the excursion. I started early, 
picking my way along a track winding up the valley side. Soon the 
track petered out Bnd I was left to f!lY ~wn devices. There was the 
forest zone to pass, as usual :- huge old firs, with their branch~s loaded 
hea~ily with snow ; strftc~es of Y?unger forest with thick under
growth ; small glades, enctrcled wtth a colonna<:fe of snowy trees ; 

. patches of sunlight, contrasting with blue shadows, such is a Car
pathian forest in the dignity of its white ggrb. 

Once when I was asked how I liked the hills of Snowdonia, I replied 
that I missed the forest, to my mind an indispensable item of mountain 
scenery. They tried to persuade me that the Snowdon hills were 
perfect as they were, and did not need any silvan adornment, but I was 
not convinced, and I still believe i:n forest and worship it. Rock is the 
body of the mountains; it gives them their stature and personality. 
But this personality stands out at its best when the jagged outlin~s of 
rock are framed in the white of snow and the green of woods. I 
remember particularly two glimpses from the Caucasus. One was 
during the ascent of Shkhara, the third highest Caucasian mountain. 
We ascended by its · northern slopes, 6ooo feet of climbing, and from 
the summit got a sudden view towards the south. There was a short 
steep snow slope, followed by many thousand feet of sheer drop, and 
far below, though seemingly close at hand, · Suanetian fo.othills . covered 
with meadows and forests. Green is the usual adjective to denote the 
colour; but I do not know words that could describe the display of 
hues, shades and tints, and the degree of intensity, which I saw then. 
To see·the vegetation born under the powerful southern sun, after the 
stern landscape of a fortnight in one of the most magnificent corn~rs 
of the ice and snow world, seemed like the vision of another planet. 

The other memory is connected with a descent to the valley after a 
few days spent above the snow line. · I was very tired after a long and 
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strenuous clitnb, and the vivid, penetrating scent of a pine copse in the . 
heat of a July afternoon, moved me strangely. I felt like coming back 
to life. The sap in the pine trees, and the blood in my veins seemed 
closely related to each other. I understood then that the tree line 
was the border separating the zone of normal human, animal and floral 
life from the upper regions, into which we dare venture for a short time 
only. And in the exceptional cases. when man lives permanently above 
the tree line, as he does in Tibet, his surroundings have a pe.culiar 
influence on his mind and his mode of living. · 

But let us come back to the narrative. There is a limit to everything, 
even to a Carpathian forest. I got above it and found myself at the 
crest of Swidowiec~ a 20 miles range running parallel to the main 
watershed. An unending, billowy crest extended before me. It fell 
steeply to the right, to many carries divided from each other by short 
ridges. White, curved cornices hung over t~e depths. To the left 
ran gentler subsidiary ridges at right angles to the main crest, one 
behind the other, disappearing into hazy distance. 

Speed was essential. I descended fr.om the top of the first billow to 
the col in a few stemmed swings, followed by a long, exhilarating straight 
run of half a mile or mo~e, marched along a flat hog's back, ascended 
to the next point, and repeated this I do not know how many, perhaps 
a dozen times. The snow conditions· were perfect, but the weather was 
squally. Time and again I found mys·elf in a cloud, with blinding 
snow whirling ·round me furiously. This slowed down my progress 
considerably. Then a spell of brilliant sunshine would follow, which 
made me yell with joy and speed to the limit of my lung's capacity. 
And so it kept on changing all through the day. 

Then came the time for the final descent. I had to turn off the main 
ridge and follow one of the subsidiaries, between two steep carries. 
The ridge divided into two or three. It '\vas essential not to make a 
mistake here, if I was to avoid a night out. For half an hour I waited 
in vain for the weather to clear, and then began a slow a~d cautious 
descent down the white nothingne~s. Partly stemming, partly skidding 
sideways, I negotiated a steep and narrow rib. It b.lew hard and ice 
pellets stung my face. Once I fel1 off a small cornice, bu~ fortunately 
soon managed to stop. On flatter ground, where all sense of direction 
was lost, I consulted map and compass for the hundredth time that 
day and, setting my ski in the required direction, pocketed the map. 
I looked up. A miracle happened then : the cloud thinned, a rift was 
blown open in it, the rift increased to a windo\v; and through this 
window I saw under my feet an immense undulating carpet of forest 
sprinkled with white. And right in front of me, some three miles away 
and zooo feet below, there was a clearing 'vith a hut on it. My route 
finding was correct ! 

There followed a magnificent descent over a humpy alp and along 
a boundary line cut through the woods, which brought me to the ferest 
keeper's hut oil a low, long crest of Okole, connecting the main Car
pathian ,;vatershed with the range. of S~idowiec~ It is a wonderful 
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place, at the source of the Tisa, after the Danube the second river :of 
Hungary; a lonely spot, some ten miles away from the nearest village. 
After a lazy day spent there in sunbathing and pottering about on ski, 
I returned to Poland, recrossing the main range. I came back to Lwow 
on the eve of the Finals and faced the Examination Board as I faced 
the snowstorms on Swidowiec. The results were quite good. · 

. 
The snow in the Carpathians is subject to the laws of gravity. The 

· danger of avalanche~ exists there, as in any other hills. The most im
pressive lesson on this point was given to me during a later visit in 
the same district. I was ~n a party of six and we were crossing from 
Swidowiec to Czarnohora in the direction opposite to that of my 
former trip. On approaching a col in Swidowiec we discussed the 
advisability or otherwise of contouring the adjoining slope to the next 
col. It would save us an ascent of some soo feet. We realised, however, 
that the snow was not very safe that day. In fact, it was. most unsafe. 
After a thaw there had been a hard frost, and a heayy snowfall, accom
panied by a high wind, continued for a few days. On the lee slopes, 
therefore, thick layers of drift snow were to be expected, lying on a 
glassy surface ; this 'was the first day of fine weather and the slope in 
question was· a lee slope. 

Going ahead of the others, with the argument as to _the route still 
unsettled, I was approaching the actual saddle of the col. I was 
moving on practically level and perfectly safe ground; but the moun
~ains responded to our .intrusion in a formidable way. Suddenly; the 
snow settled with a light crack under my ski, in a perimeter of sevtral 
yards. · In a split second a horizontal crack appeared like a flash on 
the adjoining slope, and a perfect windslab avalanche, some zoo yards 
wide, swept our prospective route. We looked at it in awe from our safe 
stance. The thickness of the snow layer at the point of cleavage was 
some five feet. Very gratefully we ascended the necessary soo feet, and 
would have ascended much more, if needed, to go round this place. 
We avoided traversing any doubtfl)l slopes that followed. 

· We 6ontinued our tour successfully and two days later arrived in 
Czarnohora: We had to cross the range from south to north and chose 
for the descent the gentlest of the four carries on the north side. o ·n 
arriving at the col overlooking the· corrie, we stopped and peered 
downwards. It looked strange somehow ; was it the effect of late 
afternoon light and low clouds hanging about ? The second look told 
us the story ·: three tremendous avalanches had descended from the 
sides of the cirque, three quarters of a mile wide, sweeping it alq1ost 
completely. The tongues of the avalanches crossed at the bottom, 
building up there, as we saw later, a snow bed some thirty feet deep. 
As we descended slowly and cautiously over huge blocks of hard 
frozen snow, we saw a series of parallel grooves dug in the lower reaches 
of t!he avalanche, proving that it had found its victim. The avalanche 
fell on the same day, and at the same time, as that which was meant for 
us. One skier was killed and two pthers had very narrow escapes. 
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Such are the charms and dangers of the Carpathians in winter, and 
such was my early .mountaineering apprenticeship. There was no thrill 
of rock climbing in it, no spectacular feats on vertical walls. But there 
was space and freedom of movement in three dimensions, there was 

· map reading and route finding, heavy porterage and the need to depend 
upon oneself. Finally, and what I value most, there was entire freedom 
from the conventions of ·civilised life, a freedom unattainable if you 
stay at a hotel and start your mountaineering day with breakfast from 
a spotlessly laid table and finish it with a hot bath. Like Eric Shipton, 
I had no use for soap while travelling about and upon those mount3;ins! · 

In taking up skiing I I}lerely followed the example of many others. 
The popularity of skiing in Pol~nd was then increasing rapidly, and I 
had many friends who skied and heard from them of the wonders of 
the snows. My interest in rock climbing started in a more accidental 
and spontaneous way. . . 

Rock climbing in Poland is intimately associated with the Tatra 
Mountains. The Tatra, whether or not we regard them as a part of 
the Carpathians, are entirely different from the mountains described 
so far. They are small, the whole group being some twenty-five miles 
long and ten miles wide. It is customary to distinguish between two 
parts : the West, or Low Tatra, and the East, or High Tatra. The 
former have gentler slopes and include more grass than rock. The 
little rock to be found there, is limestone of a quality hardly suitable 
for climbing. The High Tatra, however, are of a different nature. 
They are rock mountains, with lofty peaks, steep faces and jagged ridges. 
It is all granite of a rough and so·und · quality, not unlike the stuff the 
Chamonix Aiguilles are made of. What ;they lack in size, they make 
up for in ~he beauty of their architect~re. The layout of the group is 
somewhat involved ; there are several subsidiary ranges branching off 
from the main crest and enclosing many valleys. 

To give an idea of the height : the highest summit, Gerlach, is 
8740 feet high. The relative heights of the peaks above the adjacent 
valleys reach up to 4000 feet, .although 2000 3000 is a more c<1mmon 
figure. The height of the faces is anything from a few hundred·feet up · 
to 3000 feet, counting from the scree, for the rock faces in the Tatra 
begin from the scree, there being no glaciers. In early summer there 
is a good deal of hard snow, and in some gullies and carries facing north 
the snow lies permanently. Some of these snow beds have even been 
recognised by the specialists as genuine glaciers in miniature, ex
hibiting tiny cr.evasses and other features connected with their flow. 
But for the practical mountaineer, interested in mountain adventure 
rather than in scientific observation, the undeniable fact remains that 
there are at present no glaciers in the .Tatra. There are, however, 
ample marks of previous glaciation. The most spectacular of them are 
the numerous tarns, resulting from the damming of valleys by the 
terminal moraine. There are a few score of these lakes. Their size is 
consistent with the size of the whole group, the largest being only about 
half a mile long. They boast considerable depth, reaching, in some 
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instances, several hundred feet. One of them, Morskie Oko (The Sea 
Eye) is even, according to a local legend, connected through a long 
subterranean passage with the Baltic. Unfortunately; this has not been 
corroborate~ by any scientific observation so far. 

My first visit to the Tatra at the age of nine did not leave any lasting 
impression in my memory. I grew up, aware that mountains existed, 
and that some people were crazy about them, but there was no reason 
why I should be. After a break of over a decade I came to Zakopane 
again. I had no plans whatever for any climbing activities, nor even for 
energetic walking. I just intended to rest an~ looked at the mountains 
as a mere background to the place where I ~appened to stay. 

One day, however, I walked to .Czarny Staw, or Black Tarn. 
Curiously enough, there are almost as many Black Tarns in the Tatra 
as there are Dubh Lochan's in the Scottish hills. The tarn which I 
visited is the most . popular, and probably the most picturesque of 
them. I had been there before, as a child, and on that occasion was 
made to wait by the lake side, while most of the party walked higher up. 
For consolation I was told : ' You will go up there some time when 
you g!ow up.' I remembered that and decided that I was big enough 
now, and as there was no one about to stop me I went on to a higher 
lake. It is called ' Frozen Tarn,' since it usually retains its icy cover late 
into the summer. There are nearly as many Frozen Tarns in the Tatra 

. as there are Black Tarns. I was slightly disappointed not to find any ice 
there, but was rewarded in seeing that the track I followed went on 
steeply towards a pass in the rock wall encircling the lake. · So on I 
scrambled, in my plain town shoes and a raincoat over my arm, anxious 
to see the world on the other side of the pass. I descended to the far 
side, crossed another pass and returned to Zakopane by a circuitous 
route, hours later than I had intended. Before the day was over I knew 
that mountain.eering was tpe most attractive of all existing occupations, 
and was determined to become a mountaineer. In fact, I almost 
regarded ·myself as one already. 

Next day I acquired a pair of boots and trousers more suitable for a 
· prospective climber, and spent the all too short .remainder of my 
holiday in ceaseless walking and scrambling about the Tatra. I climbed 
some dozen summits and crossed as many passes, and returned home a 
different man. By mere chance I had found an unsuspected window. 
I threw it open and the view I saw, and the fresh air that came through 
it, made me slightly dizzy. Life felt fuller, somehow ; it gained a new 
meaning. I knew I should be coming back to that window whenever 
opportunity served, and escaping through it into ' the magical land 
of hills.' I realise that the idea of this window is but a clumsy reflection 
of a fine picture drawn by our late President in one of the chapters of 
On H£gh Hills; I cannot, however, think of a better way of expressing 
it, so may I be forgiven this plagiarism. . 
· Every variety of route can be found in the Tatra, from an easy walk 
to the most severe and strenuous rock climbing. Most of the major 
peaks are easily accessible and do nnt involve more than moderate 
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scrambling. On some of the most popular routes (Swinica, Rysy, 
Gerlach, Lomnica) there are artificial aids in the form of chains, fixed 
ropes and such like. Several tourist tracks are marked with oil-painted 
direction marks at frequent intervals. The greatest infringement of 
civilisation and commercialism upon the virginity of these mountains 
is the existence of two cable railways, from the Polish side to the top 
of Kasprowy, a ski mountain, and from the Czech side to the bold 
summit of Lomnica, the second highest mountain of the range. For
tunately the major part of the Tatra still remains in its more or less 
natural state. 

The mountaineering exploration of the group began some seventy 
years ago and deve~oped along the usual lines. First came the ascents 
of the peaks by the easiest possible routes, then traversing the ridges 
and climbing . the faces. The last stages of development brought 
~ straightening ' of the existing routes in an attempt to bring them as 
near as possible to that ideal which is known in ~he Italian Alpine 
terminology as d£rettissima. Some more extensive faces · boast two or 
three alternative routes, and at least one girdle traverse of a famous 
(though smallish) face is on record. But there is still a long way to go 
before reaching, if ever, the state of affairs which exists on Lliwedd · 
and many other British crags. . 

There is a general and convenient rule in rock formation by which 
reasonable stances are provided at distances not greater than 1 oo feet. 
The Tatra rock, on the wh?le, conforms to this rule, ~!though often 
there is lack of suitable belays. Hence, I must confess, pitons are often 
used on more difficult climbs to provide that degree of security which 
is deemed necessary. The public opinion of the Tatra mountaineering 
world is unanimous that the· use of pitons should be limited .strictly to 
belaying and roping down, and good form requires that they should 
be taken out by the last man of the party, though not necessarily when 
roping down 1 I realise how unpopular these little metal objects are 
in this country in general, and in this Club .in particular, but I prefer 
to be honest on the subject even at the risk of being ostracised. For 
myself, I strongly feel that a definite limit should be set to the use of 
artificial aids.. It seems to me, however, to matter little whether the 
line is drawn between an artificial chockstone, brought. in the leader's 
pocket and inserted by him cunningly into a crack with a loop over it, 
and a metal spike knocked into the same or some Tlarrower crack for 
the same purpose. But this is only by the way. 

Let ffi:e describe here one of my Tatra climbs. It is not one of the 
.highest degree of difficulty, nor is it a popular, frequented route, but 
just .a fine climb which took my fancy in the early days of my climbing. 
I attempted it at that time in the company of an equally inexperienced · 
friend, and the attempt ended in failure. For years I did not have a 
chance of trying it again. In the summer of 1938, at the end of a week's 
holiday in the Tatra, I thought of my old endeavour. One evening a 

· friend and I drove to Morskie Oko, the Se~ Eye, and stayed for the 
night in the hotel situated on the moraine by the lake. We started next 
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. . 
day at 7 A.M., which is regarded as an early start in the Tatra. The climb 
in q~estion consisted in ' ridging ' two mighty peaks towering above 
the lake. ·We had first to ascend nearly 3000 feet on an easy track to the 
Mieguszowiecki Pass. The track zigzags over the crags and eventually 
reaches the pass in a long traverse along a ledge, dodging the sheer 
~rop below it. Here the climb proper begins. · .. 

Its first part, the ascent from the col to the first of the two peaks, 
remains in my memory as a succession of huge blocks per~hed on top 
of one another in what seemed to be a very precarious balance. Climb
ing wa~ here only of moderate· difficulty but the exposure · was con
siderable. In fact, it was a dominating feature of the climb. In 
slightly over an hour we · reached a small, bold castle, forming the 
summit of the Central Mieguszowiecki Peak. After a short rest we 
started the descent to the other side. There were some easy slabs to 
begin with, but soon the ridge steepened and its narrowness became 
quite alarming. It seemed as if you could thrpw a ·stone into the 

· Sea Eye, 3500 feet below. ·Two needles had to be travers~d, and the 
rappel from the lower one landed us on. a small platform just above a 
deep and narrow gap in our arete. During my first attempt years before, 
this rappel seemed to be a formidable enterprise and took no end of 
time; Things were made worse ·then by the presence of a small bird 
which sat fidgeting on top of the needle and peered quizzily downwards, 
as if wondering at the clumsiness of the two creatures below. This time 
the descent went stno<?thly, but the precipi.ces seemed to be as grim and 
uncompromising as on the first occasion. · 

The continuation of our ridge rose beyond the gap in a broad and 
very steep face, some zoo feet high. This was the crux of the climb 
and it might be classed ' mild severe,' to use this contradictory but 
descriptive term. The place proved impregnable on the first occasion. 
This time the prospects seemed equally -poor : a drizzle set in just on 
our arrival at the gap. It passed off quickly, however, arid we set to 
work. The climbing proved .harder than we anticipated, and we dis
covered later that this was due to my eagerness in getting to grips with 
the wall. I tackled it at a wrong point, and contrived a ' variation. ' a 
goo~ deal harder than the route proper. Unfortunately, such local 
variations are Dot recognised by the editors of the Climbers' Guide to 
the Tatra, unless they are an easier alternativ~ to the already existing 
toute. , , 

With the main obstacle below us, we made a good progress along a 
succession. of grooves, ledges and ribs, which brought ~s at. an ever 
decreasing · angle to the top of Mieguszowiecki Peak. It is 0ne of the 
giants of the Tatra, dignified by the fact that it is not readily accessible 
to the mere tourist even by the easiest route. The last part of ~he 
climb involved a descending traverse over a few gendarmes. On one 
of them, my friend, w~o descended last, put too much confidence intb 
a small block which proved loose. It was a roundish bit, one foot)n 
diameter. It swayed gently out of its seat, rolled over my friend's 
shoulder, fell some 8o feet freely through, the air, crashed against the· 
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face, ,. and sped to the · valley in huge leaps and bounds. I braced 
myself at my starice and watch~d the other's desperate struggle for 
balance. Then, with a tremendous feeling of thankfulness if also of 
surprise, I saw him win. A little later we reached a col in our ridge, 
after over four hours of almost continuous climbing. A long and 
complicated but easy descent brought us back to valley. Before 

· leaving the Sea Eye, I stopped on the moraine for a long time memor
ising the noble skyline of the ridge high up. It seem~d remote, but 
more familiar and friendly than ever before. 

Summer in the Tatra at its best me~s rough, lichen covered rock, 
exhilaration of a11: exposed f~ce1 with blue tarns in a green frame of 
dwarf pine deep below, and blue sky over:head. But it is not always 
like that; although there are lengthy spells of settled weather, more 
often than not good weather is interspersed with storms and showers. · 
Sometimes things get awkward, and it goes on raining for a week or 
fortnight on end. In this, the Tatra can easily rival even the Lakeland. 

Winter in the Tatra is a different chapter, nay, a different world 
altogether. Much as I used to enjoy my summer .scrambling there, I 
have no doubt that winter was the better of the two, and it gave me 
some of the finest of my mountaineering experiences. 

Most of those who go to the Tatra in winter do so for the sake of 
skiing. All the \Vest Tatra and .most of the valleys and easier passes in 
the ·High Tatra are magnificent skiing country. Kasprowy, a mountain 
on the border between the West and High Tatra is the magnet,. at- . 
tracting the vast majority of the skiers, or, as somebody put it more 
rudely, a sewer keeping the rest of the mountains clean. Th~ funicular 
to the top of Kasprowy eliminates the effort of ascent and leaves to 
the devotees of speed the pure though artificial delight of 2 soo feet 
down slopes hard beaten by many thousands of their predecessors. 
Those who prefer the remoteness of a lonely valley to the company of a 
crowd, and the charm and labour ·of making their own track in un
touched snow to the swift gracefulness of swinging on a polished floor, 
··will find plenty of space elsewhere. Only a small handful of moun
taineers prefer the sterner joys of winter climbing to the gentler 
pleasures of skiing. 

I must avow here another heresy against the standards accepted in 
some mountaineering circles : I do rrnt regard a bivouac as a deplorable 
and shameful event. It was very often a planned part of my winter 
Tatra adventures. Sometimes it could not be avoided ; l?ig faces, 
covered with ice and snow, could not always be fitted into one short 
winter day. But even if the size of the mountain ,and the prevailing 
cop.ditions made it possible to finish the climb in a day, it seemed to · 
me always somehow more attractive to extend it longer, for instance 
by ridging a few peaks in ah expedition lasting, say three days· with two 
bivouacs. · A long weekend, a Bank Holiday (although holidays in 
Poland have really more to do with the ecclesiastical than with the 
banking system), or any other short break could thus be utilised to the 
fullest. This way of mountaineering gave an entire change from the 
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routine of everyday town life. And, by the law of contrast, such a 
short and concentrated spell of the primitive, of life stripped to its mere 
essentials, gave incomparably more than a longer holiday arranged in 
a more orthodox way. In fact, such a holiday had to be short, for you 
could not stay too long in the hills living in this way, as you cannot 
stay too long to bathe in an icy river. The refreshing qualities of both 
are similar. . 

.A good companion is essential in this sort of mountaineering even 
more than in any other. I had the great luck of having such a com
panion. Adam Karpinski had considerable experience of the Alps, 
had visited the Andes, and also had to his credit a previous attempt of 
ridging in winter the whole of the High Tatra. This attempt was not 
fulfilled, for in some ten days he managed to carry out only half of this 
formidable programme. His mountaineering plans for the future were 
focussed on the Himalaya. This was a subject of common interest to 
both of us, and the background of our common winter adventures in 
the 'ratra. We gained there the experience necessary to. carry out our 
plans. Later we· found this experience most useful, particularly for 
the many details of camping technique and equipment . . 

Years have passed since I · last saw the Tatra. But I hope to go 
thete again some time. Though I do not expect to ridge the whole of 
the Tatra from end to end, and, as time goes on, I may find that 
there is something to be said in favour of huts and hotels, I still look 
forward to some good climbing there·, both in winter and in summer, 
as well as to some skiing in the Carpathians. For, although there are 
many·greater, higher and, objectively speaking, finer mountains, there 
_is nothing like your home hills. ' On revient toujours a ses premiers 
amours.' 

JAMES DA VID FORBES 

BY E. H. STEVENS 
• 

AMES DA VID FORBES was the first Honorary ·Member elected to the 
Alpine Club,1 and so holds the premier position among our 
Pioneers. That high place is his due, partly as the leading Alpine 

traveller, explorer and writer of his time, _and partly as the chief author: 
of the revolutionary view of the nature and movements of· glaciers 
embodied in his famous' Viscous Theory.' 

He wa·s born in Edinburgh on April 20, 18og, the youngest of the 
six children of Sir William and Lady Forbes. Both his parents were 
of ancient Highland stock. His father was a lifelong friend of Sir 
Waiter Scott, and his mother had been Scott's first love. She died of 
consumption when her youngest child was a year and a half old, and 
the boy grew up in the anxious care of his father (till his death in 1828) 

1 On July 19, 1859· 
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