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THE RYAN-LOCHMATTER ARETE OF ·THE 
AIGUILLE DU PLAN 

·' 

BY MARY ROSE FITZGIBBON 
' 

T . was at Montenvers in 1931 that I first met }9seph Geqrges
called le skieur because he was the first ;lllan to ski in his valley and 

· also to distinguish him from his cousin J oseph Georges de feu 
Martin who is known as le bavard. Joseph Georges le skieur is short 
but wiry, his tiptilted nose is set above a wide mouth with a small 
moustache, his hair is brown and straight and inclined to stick out 
at awkwar<i: angles., his strangely light blue ey~s may have a far away 
look in them but they do not miss much. It is the face of a buccaneer 
who is also simple, kind and sensitive. There is always a smile lurking 
in the laughter creases round his eyes and mouth, his attitude is thought
ful but gives one the impression that he is ready to spring into action 
at any moment. M. Kiihlmann's description of him as a young man 
~s still apt: 'un coquin a l'reil madre, sans apparence flambarde, un 

. gaillard du type guide moderne, presque un monsieur de la ville, tres 
bien eleve.' I shall not forget my first sight of him, strolling across the 
~errace towards our tea table with more than a slight swagger, his soft 
felt hat clamped on to the side of his head at an audacious angle. 

The Ryan-Lochmatter arete of the Plan had been a dream ever since 
this first visit to the Mont Blanc region, when J. G. took me up four 
~f the Chamonix Aiguilles in three days, and we had an excellent view 
of this E. arete of the Plan from the summit of the Grepon. It is 
perhaps a mixed blessing that Captain V. J. E. Ryan wrote nothing 
about his great ascents with the Lochmatters in the Chamonix district. 
It was the mystery surrounding his climb on the Plan that first attracted 
me to it. The V allot Guide gives the .route a few lines and simply 
states that it is a magnificent climb with good holds. What a challenge 
to anyone looking for good rock climbing, for which in the A~ps·, as one 
of the finest of Swiss amateurs says, ' il faut chercher ' ! But does 
anyone know exactly what route Ryan followed, whether his party 
started the ascent by either of the two couloirs on either side of the 
arete, or whether they climbed straight up from the glacier ? Also, 
as the second and third parties to ascend the climb were able to turn 
most of the very difficult top portion (about the last 300ft.) by alterna
tive routes on the S. or Pain de Sucre face, did Ryan's party do this 
too, or did they finish. the climb on the nose of the arete ? 

I had often discussed Route Ryan 1 (as ·we always called it) with 
Joseph Georges. Whenever he was anywhere near the E. side of the 
Plan he always had a look at it, and in 1935 we decided to climb it. 

1 For further references, see A.J. 39· JI8-J20; 40. s8-6I ; 48. x68-9. 
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G ... R. Speaker. was in the district with Camille Tournier of Chamonix, 
a~d I invited them to join us, as Speaker always enjoyed a good rock 
-climb. He had great talent for choosing the right place to stay, and 
we all met at the Hotel Couttet on July 13. The view of Mont Blanc 
from the Couttet garden is superb, and we sat over our coffee with the 
:guides making plans for the next ten days, while unbelievably high 
above us the white summit glistened frostily in the brilliance of a 
moon that was nearly full ; below in the garden. the tall pines cast 
shadows about the statue of Charles Edw.ard Mathews whicn stands 
sternly regarding Mont Blanc. Speaker's reputation for largesse 
·seemed to have preceded him, as the next morning most of the staff 
gathered to see us off and we departed for Montenvers in a blaze of 
:glory. 

This was the year Joseph said he had 'un cote flottant' ; he had 
injured it in bringing down wood earlier in the season, and as he felt 
it bothering him we decided not to go off to a hut at once but tp have 
an off day. J. G. is never happy unless he has what he calls a peek
neek, so we went for a walk along the terrace towards Plan de 1' Aiguille 
and made tea in the sunshine. That night, as there was a thunderstorm• 
and rain beat upon the windows for about two hours, we did not leave 

· for the Blaitiere at 3 A. M. as we had intended. We wished to do two 
lesser climbs for training before ·attempting Route Ryan, The next 
day we went up to the Charpoua hut, and traversed the Drus (the 
right way round, otherwise you rope_ down all the best bits) on the , 
following day. Then a general feeling of wear and tear perhaps the 
Drus are a little ambitious as a training climb made a second off day 
necessary. We gladdened J. G.'s heart with another peek-neek, this 
time . in the woods below ~he hotel. Afterwards Speaker played the 
piano and I wrote a French poem about the different musics of the 
mountains which, however, . missed . fire, as the grammar turned out 
to be all wrong. 

Climbing round Chamonix is very different from climbing in Switzer
land. · . Although the French are good agriculturists they do not seem 
to have been able to do very much with their mountain pastures, 
perhaps owing to the Mont Blanc region being granitic ; flowers and 
cheese are always better in a limestone country. Round about the 
Mer de Glace you feel very much at home, you find the best rock 
climbing; and there are some of the most beautifully formed peaks 
in the world, but you miss the rich Alpine pasturages of Switzerland 
with their carpet of tiny brilliant flowers, the cow bells and the hay 
chalets and the cheesemaking and all the lovely life of the mountain 
meadows. And you miss coming down to the valley at evening 
to the music of the grasshoppers' singing. But grasshoppers, you say, 
don't sing ! Well, they sang for Homer and Hesiod and Lucian and 
J ames Hogg and they sing for me too. They make the music of Swiss 
meadows as the corncrake's friendly croak is the music of English 
meadows, or the roaring of stags of Highland hills in autumn, or the thin 
plaint of a seagull of the far north-west as you stand amid the pungent 
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tangle on the sh.ore and see blue hills shadowy across. the sea. · So 
leave me the grasshoppers' music to weave into a melody of the moun
tains with the mysterious breathing of the pines and the larches in tJ:le 
forest, the mystic music of little streams murmuring among the stones, 
the magic tangled music of the cow bells on the pastures, the marvellous 
music that the fairy flowers of the high mountain sing in chorus, and 
the magnificent music that the snow and the ice shout to the ·rocks 
against the blue of the sky a symphony of the spirit of Switzerland. 

Josep'h's floating rib was now better, and we felt fit enough to try 
for Route Ryan. On July 18 we left the Montenvers at 10.25 A.M. 
It was a lovely morning and a great thrill to be walking up the highway 
of the Mer de Glace again and round the corner into· the heart of the 
mountains. As you come past the Aiguille de Trelaporte well out in 
the centre of the ice, it is best to keep on up the Glacier du Geant as 
if you were making for the Requin hut. On the left hand (N.) edge 
of this glacier, where the fringe of the Grepon comes down below the 
little upper glacier of Trelaporte, there is a depression which is a 
wilderness of blocks and boulders, ice ribs and snow patches. But 
beyond this, about the foot of the Bee d'Oiseau ridge, a steep scree 
and snow slope takes you up on to the Glacier d'Envers de Blaitiere 
to the left (N .E.) of its icefall. From below you have no idea of the 
extent or magnificence of the cirque of peaks surrounding this little 
glacier. The Plan, truly the Queen of the Chamonix Aiguilles, towers. 
at its head, exactly in the centre, and Ryan's an~te curves up sinuously 
in a perfect sweep from the snow to the summit. The refuge-bivouac 
Bobi Arsandaux for which we were making is of the dog kennel variety, 
and is perched 011 a rock bastion about 300 ft. below the foot of the· 
S.E: arete of the Aiguille de Blaitiere. To reach the hut from the snow 
is quite a hard rock climb ; at least we found it difficult wearing our 
~acks. A short overhanging chimney followed by a hand traverse 
leads to a miniature 'Mummery crack' where there is a fixed rope .. 
' Ho la,' J oseph teased us, ' .queUe histoire ! ' as we negotiated an awkward. 
step up on to a ledge ; then traversing round a corner we were at the hut .. 
Just as we arrived a thin drizzle which had been hanging round . the 
Blaitiere came down on us. As soon as we had dumped our sacks. 
Speaker started to dig a drain round the valley side of the hut, rather 
hindered by J. G. hovering over him with hints how it should be do~e. 
Speaker would talk for hours about" how much the mountains meant 
to him and they meant a great deal but you could never persuade· 
him to sit down and look at them. In a hut he would always be· 
cleaning out the stove at which he w:as very successful, or doing some
thing with his hands. 

The drizzle turned to rain, which cleared off again about 6 o'clock. 
when Speaker ·returned to work on the drain, aided by Joseph and. 
Camille who by now were rather bored. At most huts ·one can spend 
some very pleasant hours scrambling and exploring round them, or 
just looking at the mountains ; but the ground round the Refuge Bobi 
does not lend itself to exploration unless. you are a chouca and the 
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peaks were hidden behind a transparent curtain of fine rain; however,. 
there was the new drainage system, which by now was in full swing,. 
coats were off and piolets were doing duty as pickaxes. But the rain 
soon came down again, in earnest this time, and we retreated inside to 
cook supper. This bivouac is (or was, it was reported to be in bad 
condition in I938) lightly constructed of wooden slats, about 4 ft. 
6 inches high, 7 feet wide, and about sixteen feet long. There is a tin 
box full of blankets, a spirit cooker and spirit, candles, and pharmacy. 
We settled down early, but sleep was impossible. In spite of wearing 
all our spare woollies, coats and helmets, and three blankets each, it 
was impossible to get warm, a deathly cold draught came up through 
the floor. From about t~n o'clock we were in the centre of the longest 
and noisiest thunderstorm I have ever known. For over four hours· 
the thunder crashed and banged, each crash reverberating round the 
cirque and echoing away down the glacier. Through the overlapping 
slats of which the roof is composed we watched the lightning flash 
past. For part of the night torrential rain poured down, the roof 
leaked and we played a kind of general post moving round to dodge the· 
raindrops, congratulating Speaker on his evening's work, which had 
proved so opportune. We had brought a dozen eggs with which to 
mix a drink to take in our gourds the next day. J. G. and I call it the 
t£sane de la vie and have always used it since we were introduced to it 
by a Grindelwald porter (perhaps the best recollection we have of him) 
who carried our things up to a bivouac when we were doing the traverse 
of the Eigerhornli in I933· It is composed of beaten up eggs, sugar, 
lemon juice, water and cognac ; we do not like any of the usual Alpine 
mountain drinks, wine or cold tea or coffee, but the tisane is light and 
palatable and you can live on it all day if you have to. The young 
climbers of Scotland have a mixture which they call Mummery's 
Blood equal parts of navy rum and Bovril taken boiling hot, after 
which they say that nothing is impossible and all climbs go, which 
sounds very likely, but it seems a beverage better suited to the austeri
ties of the Scottish climate than the sparkling air of the Alps. 

About 7 A.M. someone remembere~ the eggs, and Joseph made a 
succession of excellent omelettes. We fried the remains of our cold 
ham and felt sufficiently recovered to start for Montenvers about 
IO o'clock, the thunderstorm having rendered the climb impossible 
for that day. The weather was clearing; below us cloud vapour was 
boiling up from the Glacier du Geant, and we were surrounded by the 
dazzling glitter of strong sunlight on new snow and mist. It took us 
half an hour to descend the rocks to the glacier, much to J. G.'s amuse- . 
ment. We reached the hotel in time for a late lunch, and a great part 
of the day was spent in that delicious heavy sleep which perhaps you 
can only experience on the sea or among high mountains. 

The next day the guides left at 2 A.M. to prospect the route and to 
prepare the steps. Speaker and I followed at I I, but the rain came 
down and we sheltered under a big stone in the depression until after 
lunch. We started to go up to the Refuge Bobi at 2. I 5 P .M. It 
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rained again and we found another large stone where we sat wondering 
when the raindrops would find us out, until five, when we returned to 
the foot of the snow slope and considered, having given up hope o£ 
the climb for the next day. Joseph and Camille came down and we . 
. sat under the stone eating raw carrots (then Speaker's favourite food).' 
They were either meant to enable us to see coming off the climb in the. 
dark or to waft us up to the top in a few hours I forget which, but 
I remember the look of amused incredulity spreading over the guides' 
faces as they tried to eat them too. They had been up to the rimat"e 
and had cut steps up the couloir, finding a way on to the arete low down. 
The weather was now changing. The top wind which J.G. says 
one must always go by was N., and the clouds were breaking up. 
The ice of the Mer de Glace was slippery owing to a strong cold wind, 
but we came down quickly and were back at the hotel by 7 P.M. After 
dinner the wind had dropped and the sky was clear of clouds. 

Some time ago the last train had taken the last tourist down to 
Chamonix. The terrace was filled with peace, and· a little cool breez~ 
off the glacier warned us of the coming of evening. . Then twilight 
came creeping up the Mer de Glace to form a door ot darkness where 
the ridge of the Trelaporte comes down to meet the M.oine. Beyond, 
the Jorasses glowed, alight with all the rose of sunset. Across the 
foot of the Aiguille du Tacul the shadow of the Charmoz lay ; 
. beyond its roselit snowy shoulders the dark needles of Les Periades 
were hidden by a misty floating cloud which shifted slightly to allow 
the two Pointes Cupelin to thrust up their red-brown spires below 
Mont Mallet. High away to the right the Geant leant over, casting 
its long shadow back towards the Rochefort r~dge, which seemed loth 
to let go the last of the retreating day. But the shadows slipped 
upwards until the light went out and the mountains were covered with 
a cold blue grey colour against a steely blue sky. Then the Mer de 
Glace ·darkened and the Jorasses dimmed until a planet shone out and 
then a star. There was a gilded radiance behind ·the dark rim of the 
mountain where the moon was rising. More stars were born in the 
bright sky. And then the moon was up, showering down a golden 
light on all the peaks, and there were shadows again, sharp and black. 
The mountains were asleep and only the sound of the torrent broke the 
silence. · 

July 21 proved to be a really Alpine day: blue sky with a few 
fleecy clouds floating gently towards Italy, the summits clear and sharp 
in a sparkling air, and apparently not much new snow on the rocks. 
We spent a lazy morning and left the hotel at 2.30 P.M. with high hopes 
for Route Ryan at last. Under the brittle ice at the edge of the icefall 
going up to Envers de Blaitiere I found my first berg-crystal, long and 
perfectly shaped to a sharp point. To find a berg-crystal for the first 
time in the mountains is only comparable to seeing your first sprig of 
white heather growing on the hills. But it was heavy as well as beauti
ful, and any additional weight on the climb for which we were making 
was unthinkable, so I laid it reluctantly on a boulder with a wild thought 
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that I might slip up for it when we were returning down the Mer de 
Glace. 

As we were crossing the plateau below the Rognon we became aware 
that another party was coming up behind us. This was a bombshell, 
our minds were so full of Route Ryan that we never thought they 
might be coming up for any other purpose than to make the third 
ascent of this arete.2 Also J. G. dislikes other climbers in front of him. 
He says that amateurs always look as if they were going to fall off at 
any moment, and any party is liable to send down stones on you, so 
if you are on his rope you are first on the mountain whatever happens. 
We waited for them to come up to us. Discussion was tossed rapidly 
between the guides. 

' Ils marchent comme des pompiers,' exclaimed Joseph scornfully
to him the lowest depths of comparison. 

' Ou allez-vous ? ' he demanded, as they approached with disarming 
smiles. 

' Au Refuge Bobi, pour chercher de materiel,' the leader replied. 
This did not allay our suspicions, as it sounded so improbable ; but 
as we went up the glacier with them even J. G. succumbed to their 
charm. They belonged to the Groupe de Bleau, a Parisian climbing 
club of twenty members who spent their Sundays in the Foret de 
Fontainebleau climbing on the sandstone there. On July 17 and 18 ' 
they had made a first ascent of the Caiman from Envers de Blaitiere, a 
great climb which had solved the most celebrated rock problem among 
the Chamonix Aiguilles. It was quite true that they had no designs 
on the Plan and were only returning to fetch some special bivouac 
material which they were trying out in preparation for the French 
Himalayan expedition. One of them was M. Raymond Leininger who 
made the first ascent of the N. face of the Petit Dru with M. Pierre 
Allain shortly afterwards. J osep~ went off with him to make the steps 
for the morning on the glacier and to find hi's crampons which had 
fallen into the rimaie the day before. It was a marvellous evening, 
and we sat outside the hut discussing climbs, while the sunset lay over 
the mountains and little ships of cloud went sailing slowly above the 
Mer de Glace to find harbour round the heart of the Aiguille Verte. 
We turned in early, and as we had come well supplied with newspapers 
to spread over the floor, we slept quite well. They were most suc
cessful in keeping out the draught. 

On July 22, leaving our new friends still asleep, we left the Refuge 
Bobi at 3.30 A.M. As an example of what is possible when one is 
keyed up, we descended the rocks to the snow by lantern light in a 
quarter of an hour, so Joseph began to have hopes that we might get 
up the Plan after all. The glacier leading up to the arete was steep and 
much crevassed. We crossed the lowest rimaie, which, was an enormous 
one, by a snow bridge towards the right. Above this, a steep snow 
slope led up towards the great couloir falling from the Col du Pain de 

.. 
2 We did. not know then that M. Andre Roch had made a variation route in 

1933, or that the MM. de Jonqwere had made the fourth ascent just before ours. 
VOL. LV. NO. CCLXXI N 
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Sucre. This couloir is exceedingly steep and narrows at its mouth, 
where two more rimaies and a vertical wall of ice and rock block the 
entrance to the couloir. We crossed the first rimaie to the left (N.) 
of the couloir, then ascending two difficult grey granite chimneys
! think that owing to their colour they must have been actually in the 

· second rimaie, as all the rest of the arete was weathered to the ordinary 
reddish colour we found that without much difficulty we could 
climb upwards on the lower rocks of Ryan's arete. This lower portion 
is delectable, of no great difficulty, but of the same superb granite as 
the upper part of the climb. I can remember one lovely steep slab 
(photo ~) which sloped up to the right against the vertical wall of the 
arete and which was the first of these characteristic stretches on the 
route. 

Bearing to the right, at 4.50 A.M. we reached a rappel ring above the 
Plan-Crocodile couloir which we concluded was used on the route 
to the Col du Caiman from the Glacier d'Envers de Blaitiere. We did 
not descend to this, however, but turned up the right (S.) wall of the 
couloir, keeping as far above its floor as possible. The guides had 
prospected this route on the reconnaissance of the zoth, and if the 
rocks of the lower portion of the arete are not continuously climbable, 
it seems to be the best alternative, as both the couloirs are dangerous, 
and it is imperative to keep well out of them. As we were coming 
up to the bivouac on July 18, about 2.30 P.M., there had been a large 
fall of rock down this couloir we were now in. We continued to 
climb up diagonally on this right (S.) wall, it was very steep and we 
encountered ice and much loose rock. It is always a joy to be behind 
J. G. when he is step-cutting. Three effortless strokes of his axe, you 
have an adequate step, and you move up with scarcely a pause. After 
several hundred feet of this we climbed directly up the wall of the 
couloir to reach .the arete at 7.20 A.M. at a point where there is a little 
col, and a large platform where we stopped for a meal. It was a 
pleasant change to be in the sunshine and finished with the chilly 
couloir, in which we had spent just under two hours since leaving the 
rappel ring. Here, the sense of height and steepness struck us very 
sharply. We were nearly as far up as the square crenellated summit 
of the Grepon, which from this side has a very different aspect from 
the wonderful spire it appears to be as seen from the Charmoz. The 
superb east aretes of the Crocodile, the Caiman, and the Blaitiere, 
touched now by the newly risen sun, fell away into the shadowy depths 
below us on the. right. On the other side, from the gleaming white 
pyramid on the Pain de Sucre the snow swept in lovely flutings down 
towards the rimaies we had crossed. And yet we were only just 
starting op. our climb. Ryan's arete still soared up above us for 
perhaps some 1300 ft., a receding crescendo of crack and slab and wall. 

From this platform where we had halted, a long crack slightly 
concave at the top sloped up obliquely to the left between the wall of 
the arete and a great slab. 3 It looked very fearsome, but although there 

8 See illustration, A.J. 48; between pp. 176-177. 
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was little hold for the hands, proved not to be too difficult; it only 
became very steep near the top. We hoisted the sacks and the guides' 
two axes Speaker and I had left ours at Montenvers in order to be 
free of them on the rocks. It was necessary to do this frequently as 
many of the steps were too difficult or too uncomfortable to clim~ . 
wearing a sack. Above .this crack the arete opened out again and was 
delusively easy for a while. A prominent gendarme stuck up on the 
left and the rock around this did not look like granite at all, it appeared 
to be much broken up and in layers. But we followed a route on 
granite well to the right of the gendarme ; easy rocks followed by 
short chimneys took us to a long chimney of 15o-2oo ft. which was 
iced. This finished on a ledge, from which a stretch of indefinite rocks 
led again to a higher ledge. The arete became much steeper ; a slab 
with a 6o-ft. crack on its right sloped up to the left, and we reached the 
top of this slab at 10 A.M. 

Now another slab on the left led to an easy chimney of 100ft. Above 
this an overhanging crack was not inviting. There are several of these 
overhanging cracks directly on the arete perhaps the French word 
rebarbatif describes . them best but the secret of turning them li~s 
always on the left and, as this is the S. side, the sun clears th·e rocks 
quickly of snow. The few chimneys in which we found ice are either 
on the shadowed side or are so deeply set that it is unlikely that the 
sun can ever reach inside them. We turned this repulsive looking 
passage by traversing round the corner to the left. From a ledge a 
three-cornered crack (photo 2) split a vertical unclimbable wall ; it 
was more of a crease really, there was just room in the back of it for 
one leg and arm to work up by jamming. At 10.45 we were at the top 
to find a rock crevasse obstructing the way. Once across this, we were 
faced by an ove!hanging chimney on the nose of the arete of the .rebar
batif kind. But this one had to be surmounted as there seemed to be 
no ·way of turning it, for the walls of the arete fell away sheer into the 
couloirs on either side. It was most difficult to enter, and gave us a · 
struggle of about 2 5 ft. at an angle of 70°. How often on this climb 
did one think of what they are always exclaiming in the Song of Roland : 
' La bataille est merveilleuse '. 

A straight vertical chimney of 70 ft~ with few handholds brought us 
to a large platform, and as it was getting on for noon we stopped here 
for lunch and an hour's rest. It was a wonderful day, the sky was a 
bright blue and the sparkling granite warm in the sun. The whole 
party felt that things had gone so well that we would be on the summit 
by two o'clock; so far, although the climbing had been of the highest 
order and strenuous, there had not been anything really very severe. 
ln reality, we were approaching the final much steeper ressaut of the 
arete and the most difficult sections of the climb. 

Above this platform the arete overhangs, rather like the roof of a 
house; we climbed a difficult slab to the right round under the eaves, 
and a traverse on ice, ·still to the right, qrought us on to the ridge of the 
roof. There was a piton here, but we did not use it. Now a vertical 
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overhanging crack rendered the nose of the arete impossible. On its· 
right a smooth wall shot away into the depths of the Plan-Crocodile 
·couloir. On the left there was promise of a way out. A steep and 
apparently holdl~ss wall led up to what looked like an easy chimney 
(photo 3). , A minute crack wandered down this wall, the lower portion 
of which was nearly vertical. Joseph descended a few feet to a stance 
where Camiile joined him. Speaker and I arranged belays for them, 
although J. G. did not ask for one; he rarely does, but goes straight 
up without bothering about the rope which it is your job to look after. 
He stood on Camille's· head and then in turn on the heads of the two 
axes (the points of which could just be jammed into the crack) before 
he could ·get his finger tips into the upper part of the crack. Now 
there was slightly more hold for the fingers, but little for the feet until 
the crack widened and the angle eased off slightly. To continue, we 
descended slightly to the left again, and a long chimney landed 
us on some jammed blocks back once more on the crest of the 
arete. 

We were now about 300 ft. below the summit. I was taking in 
Camille's rope, he and Speaker were still below. In front was a deep 
rock crevasse, behind this a holdless wall (photo 4) barred the way
great stretches of reddish granite leaning back against a fierce blue sky. 
Joseph did not waste time on route prospecting, but took a shoulder 
from me and leapt across where the crevasse narrowed into a thin 
chimney running up to the right, up which he climbed to fix our spare 
130 ft. of line. He then returned, and we. all swung across the wall 
in turn on to a ledge below a groove going up to the left which was 
climbable. Above this, a short easy crack to the left (photo 5) and 
another short overhanging chimney to the right brought us just belo'_V 
the summit and to the crux of the climb. An evil holdless crack 

0 ' 

(photo 6) overhanging at the top in a flake much the same shape as the 
Flake Crack on Scafell, only much narrower, led up into a corner. 
Even J oseph felt repulsed by it and looked for another route. How
ever, there was no oth·er way out, and as he ·said that Lochmatter had 
gone straight up the arete he proceeded to stand on Camille's shouldelS 
and force the crack. Even J. G .. had a tough struggle with it ; it was 
holdless for about 15 ft. until the flake could be grasped, too narrow 
to use back and knee, and with a final leer it inclined to lean slightly 
on top of you. He gave a whoop of joy when he got out at the top, and 
reported that the only way ahead was up a chimney which looked very 
bad. This one resembled the Monolith Crack in Wales, and was 
filled with ice. J. G. cut some holds in the ice, and half way up it was 
possible to get on to a buttress in the centre of the chimney which had 
holds but was covered with verglas in. places. About go ft. up this 
chimney, which looked quite hopeless and overhanging at the top, an 
unobtrusive ledge led off to the left and all difficulties were over. It 
would have been an anticlimax-to have joined the ordinary rout(( here, 
so we finished the climb still on the E. face of the final pinnacle·, 
teaching the summit at 3·45 P.M. 
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We all felt elated at having done such a wonderful climb and im
pressed by the magnificence of Route Ryan ; and it took us in different 
ways. J. G. and I were rather silent. Camille shouted rude remarks 
across at a French party who had merely succeeded in achieving the 
summit of the Blaitiere. Speaker was so pleased with life that he gave: 
each of us two pieces of ginger, a Carlsbad plum, a Spanish fig, quanti
ties of brown sugar, a piece of Kendal mint, and a quarter .of a s__lab of 
Greek honey cake. Speaker had an ethereal mind as well .as body ; 
on the · mountains one always imagined he might float off into space, 
but he was never the true .mystic that is, one lost in spiritual. 
contemplation and obliyious to the things of earth he was always 
firmly anchored to the fleshpots, and his rucksack was invariably 
crammed with good things to share with his friends. 

I can remember nothing about the view as we sat on the Plan on 
that glorious afternoon, but I can remember Speaker's Carlsbad 
plum and Camille's Rabelaisian remarks and J. G. presiding with a 
wide and apparently permanent smile and what fun it was to slide 
rapidly down the steep Glacier d'Envers du Plan, through the lengthen
ing shadows of its enormous seracs and lovely glacier scenery, the 
' marvellous battle ' of Route Ryan behind us, now no longer a dream 
but the most magnificent of climbing days. 

BANDAR PUNCH RECONNAISSANCE 

BY A. R. LEYDEN 

HEN the visitor to Chakrata, a small hill station some 8o 
mile~ N.W. of Mussoorie, reaches the bus terminus after 
a four hour drive from Dehra Dun, he finds himself deposited 

on a narrow ·ridge about 7000 ft. high descending ste.eply on either 
side. From here he enjoys a magnificent view. To the S. spread 
the gentle hills down to the plains of India and to the N. and N .E. 
rise the snowy peaks of the Central Himalaya. It is to the latter that 
the visitor's attention will be immediately attracted. He sees a long 
line of snow and ice capped ranges spread out before him. In the 
distant east, on a clear day he will be struck by the steep pyramid of 
Nanda Devi. T_hen follow Badrinath and Kedarnath half hidden by 
the prominent Gangotri, J aonli, and J ogin groups. But irresistibly 
his gaze will be drawn towards a high snow covered peak appearing 
nearest of all and rising in graceful lines above the surrounding, foot
hills. This is Bandar Punch, 20,720 ft. high. From its southern 
slopes flow the waters of the J umna one of India's great riveJ.s.,_. 
while towards the E. its glaciers descend to the Bhagirathi valley 
through which winds one of the tributaries of the Ganges. Bandar 
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