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DAYS OF LITTLE SATISFACTION 
BY E. L. STRUTT 

T the end of July 1902 my battalion landed at Southampton off 
H.M.T. Canada on its return from the Boer war. Within 
ten days the regimental cricket XI or what amounted to such-

had proceeded to Holland and had played two matches at Klingendaal, 
The Hague, against Haarlem and the Gentlemen of Holland. We had 
won the first and narrowly lost the ,second. Despite our recent work 
in South Africa, those admirable sportsmen of Holland had given us 
an overwhelming reception, but the Foreign Offi~e, much alarmed for 
what they said was our safety, promptly ordered us home. With the 
connivance of the British Legation at The Hague, I slipped away, 
findtng myself at Zermatt some 36 hours later. W. M. Baker was there 
and on the chance of my getting leave had previously collected my 
climbing kit in London. We went up to the Z'fluh Alp on the. evening 
of my arrival together with Alois Polling er I and his son Heinrich. 
The latter, then aged about sixteen, was often completely out of control. 
It took him some ten years to steady into the good guide he eventually 
became. M.eanwhile neither his father nor employer took any interest 
in Heinrich's performances and he was allowed to run wild in the valley 
or on the hill. . 

I was so pleased at finding myself in the Alps again after three years' 
absence, that I never enquired about our destination until after supper 
in the inn. I was then told that it was ' Rimpfischhorn from the 
Adler.' For some obscure reason then and for several years previously, 
this unattractive climb had aroused great interest. To me its only 
interest appeared to be the dodging of falling stones on a steep and 
unpleasant icy slope. However, in my case it was and still is merely 
a case of sour grapes. W.e crossed the Adler Pass very early next 
morning and started up steep rocks plastered with ice ; the wind was 
very cold and gusty and our young leader seemed to choose the. most 
unpleasant of many possible lines. As the sun rose down came stones, 
not many but extremely rapid moving, and presently Bill Baker, 
second in the line, in making a spring to avoid some missile put his 
knee right out. It was not a pleasant position; we had reached a 
considerable height, yet obviously nothing was ]eft except retreat. As 
always in an emergency, Alois Polling er was at his best mentally and 
physically. He first severely disciplined his son and then set us all to 
work roping Baker under the shoulders and thighs. This accomplished, 
we began to slide him slowly down the rocks and ice, keeping him as 
much as possible on the ice or snow. As we progressed Baker was able 
to do more and more for himself, and the end of a long story ~is that 
somewhere about 10 A.M. we found ourselves back on the Adler Pass 
with no further casual ties except to clothing. We had had some narrow 
escapes however, and Heinrich was for the time quite subdued. 



DAYS OF LITTLE SATISFACTION 

The wind had fallen and warm mists were beginning ' to spread. 
Through these latter as we crawled down the pass to the W. we per
ceived a large party making its way upwards. It proved to be com
posed of Louis Friedmann, his wife, another lady and the redoubtable 
Heinrich Pfannl, all led by the excellent Sulden guide, Hans Sepp 
Pinggera. They stoppeq to help us, and before moving off towards 
their objective, Strahlhorn-Adlerhorn traverse, suggested that I should 
accompany them. I jumped at the idea and, Baker warmly supporting 
the plan, Pollinger started packing my rucksack with food and drink, 
professing great anxiety lest I should run short. The two parties 
now separated and our own plodded up dull snow slopes till eventually 
we reached the summit ·of Strahlhorn. My Austrian friends supplied 
a huge meal which was consumed in thick steamy fog, and after a long 
and very cheerful halt we contrived to make our way downwards and 
over the equally unattractive Adlerhorn. I had had no occasion to 
unpack my rucksack owing to Austrian hospitality ; its weight I 
attributed to my being more accustomed to carrying rifle, tw:o bandoliers 
and haversack distributed in a very differel)t manner on one's person. 
We descended the Findelental and about S P .M. overtook my original 
party just above Zermatt. Baker was moving quite well and Pollinger 
was full of joy and congratulations on our splendid success. He kept 
jostling me and feeling my rucksack until eventually I slipped off and 
opened the latter : carefully wrapped in my spare shirt and Shetland 
·were two large rounded rocks, and nothing more ! There was a shout 
of laughte~, but Pollinger was already out of range running along the 
path. I never got evens with him, neither have I ever been up 
Rimpfischhorn over the Adler Pass. 

The early summer of rgo6 was a remarkable season, and for family 
reasons I obtained leave in May, which was spent in Caux. The 
hotel was quite excellent, but it was a dull time in spite of very fine 
weather. I used to spend it mostly on the Rochers de N aye or Dent de 
Jaman, on both of which summits lay abundant snowfields and slopes. 
I ·must have made twenty ascents of both, and never, to my credit, did 
I avail myself of the train ! On one occasion descending from Rochers 
de N aye in the afternoon I noticed a long gully filled with old snow 
lying between the path and the Rochers to the east. This gully, noticed 
on many previous occasions, led in the direction of Caux. As I was 
rather late it struck me as an admirable short cut and glissade to the 
hotel ; leaving the path, I approached the bank of the gully lying 
abruptly some so ft. below me. The W. face of the Rochers, some 
soo ft. high exactly opposite to where I stood, covered with rocks, 
dwarf pines and scrub, was absolutely dry. I glanced at it for a moment 
before descending the steep bank into the gully or ravine at my feet. 
At the psychological moment there was a long rumbling crash and the 
entire visible face of the Rochers peeled off before my eyes into the 
surface of the gully, here some so yards wide. I was completely 
smothered in dust from the landslide ; the upper gully was choked with 
fallen trees and boulders all hurtling down the snowy surface till they 
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finally came to rest some hundreds of feet lower down where the gully 
contracted. For an hour or longer I remained where I was, still 
choked with dust, endeavouring to view the scene of destruction. 
With no wind and a hot sun the dust hung about in the ·still air, in fact 
it could be seen plainly for several days after the fall ; how far down 
the landslide extended I never ascertained, as we left Caux shortly 
after. It was a similar fall on a very small scale to what has .occurred 
on several occasions in the great ravine descending towards the Rhone 
valley from Cime de l'Est of the Dents du Midi. Caux was practically 
empty at the time and none of the natives appeared interested, but 1 
believe the path to the Rochers de Naye was quite unnecessarily c~osed 
for a considerable time probably not to the benefit of the railway. 

In the first few days of June we adjourned to an empty Zermatt. 
The weather was magnificent but extremely cold. Each morning up 
to I I A.M., or later, every blade of the abundant grass in the meadows 
had its own particular ice sheathing ; walking across the grass near the 
Monte Rosa hotel was like treading on broken glass. J osef Pollinger 
joined me, and for a fortnight or more the. magnificent weather and 
strong N.E. wind prevailed. We made many asc~nts, as far as I can 
remember some eighteen peaks or passes in twenty-five days. There 
was still much snow but invariably in perfect condition. Under 
these cold circumstances we must have achieved many involuntary 
' time ' records. I can remember Allalinhorn accomplished from and 
to Zermatt in under ten hours ; but such should not be recounted in a 
paper dealing with ' unsatisfactory days.' 

Josef was anxious to accomplish' the Taschhorn-Dom traverse from 
the Kien hut. As the said hut, the property of the Randa guides, 
contained no blankets, we wired for a porter to the hut and all necessary 
utensils. To our surprise we found waiting at Randa a heavily laden 
burly figure Alois Pollinger II. He informed us that he was coming 
on the climb, was fully equipped for the purpose, was prepared to 
carry everything and the more we piled on his broad back the happi~r 
he would be, as this was his training expedition of the year. The cold 
was as great as ever and we achieved another futile record to the hut. 
Alois never turned a hair. Next morning was perfect and quite wind
still. Leaving at an early hour and with excellent conditions, we found 
ourselves in very quick time at the junction of the ordinary Randa 
route and the · Teufelsgrat. Here we met a moderate but cold N .E. 
wind which only hastened our progress. On the top of Taschhorn 
we discovered an extraordinary scene. The N. arete together with 
its E. and W. slopes was covered with hoarfrost and ice flowers to a 
depth of three or four inches, perhaps more, but the narrow and actual 
crest of the ridge, quite devoid of snow or cornices, appeared as a 
thin and exiguous black line of rock leading to the gloomy depths of 
the Domjoch below. I remember contrasting the hoarfrost on the 
northern slopes with the frightful appearance of the S. face, then still 
unclimbed, plastered with overhanging masses of more than perpen
dicular ice and snow. The cold was now very great and ice particles 
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flitting in millions about our heads abated the brilliant sunshine. The 
Dom looked a long way off, but the wind, we considered, might 
abate considerably with the waxing power of the sun. Again, we 
thought of increasing shelter in the great massive S. arete of the Do m 
itself. Accordingly we turned towards the Domjoch and commenced 
the descent of our own narrow · ridge. This went as well as or better 
than we could expect, and in something over the hour we attained the 
Domjoch. But it was hideous work and the wind kept increasing. 
The appearance of the.first' rocks ' of the Do m itself was not reassuring ; 
they formed a vast, shapeless congestion of hoarfrosted stalactites, 
extending downwards on both slopes to the surfaces of the Kien and 
Fee Glaciers , while the wind seemed to rage downwards as through a 
funnel. I motioned to Jose£ who was leading and we turned smartly 
about ; for a moment I thought Alois, now in front, was about to 
descend the lee or western side of the Domjoch,. but no, he continued 
back towards our recently descended ridge. My unsurpassed couple 
might be trusted to do the right thing without any remarks or advice 
of mine. Alois led upwards at a tremendous pace; the howling N .E. 
gale seemed alternately to force us upwards or pin our bodies against 
the steepest parts of the edge. We paused halfway up for a second 
or so while Alois tried to inflict a pair of thick gloves on me, but I 
was already well provided. Faster and faster we went. I have already 
said what fine condition the edge was in, but now the hoarfrost was 
accumulating in visibly waxing quantities, while the day became dark 
with flying particles of icy spindrift. 

At the time I doubted the correctness of our ' times ' from Domjoch 
to Taschhorn. Now, forty years later, I am still more sceptical, and 
dare not cot-r:lmit them to paper. I can remember the great slatelike 
rocks of the summit looming in front of us and it seemed but a moment 
since leavi11g the pass. We tumbled helter skelter down the upper S.W. 
ridge and emerged still breathless on the upper and steep slopes of the 
Kien Glacier. The ice particles grew fewer and the sun resumed its 
former brilliance. Half running, half glissading, we descended the 
glacier, till Alois in rear suddenly called for a halt. He was slapping 
and rubbing his bare hands. Josef and I hurriedly examined them, but 
one hand and all its fingers were livid and frostbitten. In that icy gale 
I had not noticed that Alois had been climbing gloveless, I believe, 
throughout the day : not from carelessness but solely because he feared 
the effect of damp frozen gloves on me. All the way down we halted 
frequently to rub Alois, resuming our progress as soon as the still 
bitter cold compelled us to move. At the overhanging bergschrund . 
during the ascent I had surreptitiously got rid of a bottle of that very 
nastiest of all liquids on a mountainside cold tea and had placed it 
upright on the upper brink of the chasm, where it formed a prominent 
and useful guide post. If the guides could not imagine how the bottle 
had got there, they were even more surprised to find that there was 
no bottle : the tea itself st9od up, frozen and solid, surrounded by 
hundreds of fragments of broken glass. 



• 

• • 
• • 

• 

• • J 

I 

• i 
• - l 

• 

• 

• 

• 

, 

• 

Photo, C. Gos.] 

ALois PoLLI~GER I I AT ST. N IKLAUS, 1 937· 
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The hour was I I A.M. as we re-entered the Kien hut. Alois' generous 
and unselfish devotion, so well known to any of his fortunate employers, 
resulted in the loss of three fingers and a six weeks' daily treatment 
under the excellent Dr. Burgener .1 

I have experienced storm on Everest, I have had old fine frozen 
in a pocket flask in the winter Alps, I know a Riviera mistral and the 
'Vardar' wind, we have all enjoyed a club smoking room under war 
conditions, but that summer day of brilliant weather on Taschhorn 

• • rematns untque. 
In that wonderful year, I9I I, I was unexpectedly ag-qin in Zermatt. 

Edward Davidson with his usual generosity lent me Josef Pollinger 
for several climbs, but in general I found myself with a scratch pack 
or companion. One of these, he is best left nameless, joined me with 
the N. arete of Rimpfischhorn in view. At that time the ' Adler ' 
route of the mountain was still popular, but the N. arete was entirely 
neglected. X, my companion, \vas a newly qualified young local 
guide with a brilliant record and admirable reputation. Doubtless 
he deserved both, but on the lovely August day of our ascent every
thing seemed to go wrong from beginning to end. 

We slept at the Tasch Alp and started early from the inn by lantern 
light. X raced off at a great pace, and as the sun rose I looked about 
me. 1""'here behind my right shoulder rose the long outline of Rimp
fischhorn we were coming to the first crevasses of the gentle Wand 
Glacier leading to the Alphubeljoch ! It was an object lesson to keep 
one's wits about one even when climbing with a local companion. 
Somewhat ruffled, I turned about and descended with X to the Melli
chenbach path whence our peak stared us in the face with no possible 
room for further error. But we had lost about an hour and a half and 
X, anxious to make up time, still further forced our already furious 
pace,. The vveather was perfect, but the heat became very great as we 
toiled up the Allalin Pass. 2 Going up the E. slope of the rocky arete 
we soon struck the easy crest, following it to Pt. 41 I9 m. For .the last 
two seasons I had been using a rope of I20 ft. made of red silk. It was 
thick and rather heavy, thicker and heavier, I think, than a ·modern 
corresponding length by British Ropes or Beale. The red rope used 
to cause ridicule, largely because when wet it was wont to sweat pink 
on the snow. J osef professed, however, to like it we had used it in 

1 In 1911, with three amateurs and three most brilliant young porters of 
St. Niklaus, I obtained my revenge on Taschhorn-Dom. There were no inci
dents save that in glissading down the topmost slopes of the Festi Glacier 
the brand n ew boot of one of the porters parted in two bits. He turned several 
somersaults, picked up the sole, substituted a slipper from h is rucksack, kept 
the slipper in position with a strap, and so returned to R anda ! A day or two 
later, with the same now cobbled b oot, he accompanied Rolleston in a great 
traverse of D ent Blanche. 

2 As Marcel IZurz has already p ointed out, there is something very wrong 
in the drawing of the Siegfried map, sh eets 533 and 534· We h ad a complete 
view of the E. face of Rimpfischhorn long before crossing the gentle watershed. 
Doubtless the n ew edition, not in .my possession, has long corrected the errors. 

VOL. LV. NO. CCLXXIII 2 n 
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Dauphine as a spare rope for roping down. Anyway it was very 
expensive and met with a sad fate. 

At Pt. 4119 m. we came ,to the abrupt and well known step, visible 
from afar, in the ridge. I climbed down this by its W. slope while X 
followed on the red rope to save time. The hour was about midday 
and the heat almost oppressive. For some reason we kept somewhat 
below the now easy crest on its W. slope, and over easy snow regained 
the crest just below a striking and abrupt gendarme, really a step in 
the ridge, and close to the summit. I had been leading but gave way 
to my companion's somewhat peremptory command. The step, 
although steep, exposed and very narrow, is but so-6o ft. high and of 
no particular difficulty_ a modern ' north wa11er ' would stroll over it, 
hands in pockets. From a good sized platform at its base, my friend 
X tackled the job ; he grasped the narrow edge, .perhaps 6 inches wide, 
and proceeded to swarm up it with a leg over each side. I stood mean
while on the base platform ; the rope was belayed by me around a rock 
bollard and many feet of it were coiled at the ·side. X was clinging 
to the edge, perhaps 15 ft. above me, when the rock gave a great lurch 
and a piece of about the thickness and length of the ordinary marble 
mantelpiece began slowly to part from its parent mass in my com
panion's hands. It was obvious that in a few seconds X would fall 
backwards with the shelf and all. I sprang up as high as I could and 
contrived to jam him block and all against the edge. Holding him 
there hard pressed against the ridge, we. managed to ease the shelf 
down between X's legs and my own and, somehow, to shoot the loath
some object clear of us. We then slithered back on to the platform. 
The shelf had gone to glory but had left its traces. The belayed and 
coiled rope was cut cleanly, one cut above the belay, into seven different 
pieces. My companion lay on his side, streaming with blood from his 
face and hands, and groaning heavily from some internal injury. I 
had not even sustained a scratch. While endeavouring to tie X up 
with a couple of dirty handkerchiefs, I could hear voices above us, 
obviously from a party on the summit. I shouted as loud as I could 
for many minutes, but there was no reply or movement from above, 
while the voices had ceased. We could hardly return by the route 
already traversed, and the summit with its easy way down was close 
at hand. X declared pluckily his readiness to follow me up over the 
rickety edge. · We managed to secure an intact piece of rope some 
20 ft. long and to this we tied ourselves ; the remaining pieces of the 
red rope, mangled and frayed, I kicked over the edge. In a few minutes 
we were somehow both on top of the step and the summit lay close at 
hand. Rather to my relief there was not a soul about, and I set about 
mending my companion in the slowest and most inefficient manner 
possible. I have always carried an Army bandage since. X gradually 
recovered, but he had left many horrid traces on the last bit of that 
N. arete. He was still, however, suffering great internal pains which 
prevented our departure for an hour or more. 

Somewhere about 2 P.M. we left the top tied with our zo-ft. bit of 
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rope. I had endeavoured to signal the other party on the easy slopes 
of the Langenfluh Glacier, but there was no sign of them. I suspected 
that they had halted on one or other of the several terraces constituting 
the upper slopes of theW. face. My bruised and battered guide with 
one nearly severed finger could move but slowly and with difficulty. 
Soon we were obliged to halt on the upper terrace, and we sat on two 
of the many boulders scattered about the snow. As I moved off again 
X began dazedly wandering about, kicking boulders and stones over 
the edge of the terrace. I yelled to him to stop, and simultaneously 
from below came a bellowing roar of oaths, patois and English. We 
had found the other party. In a furious passion as we moved down 
to them, two Zermatt guides and two Englishmen rushed at us with 
fearful language and threats of personal assault. They seemed quite 
regardless of X's lamentabJe appearance and turned all their not un
natural fury on me. There was but one thing to do, and I humbly 
(and sincerely) apologised. Without a word in reply they turned about 
and fled over the Langenfluh. About 7 P.M. we crawled into Zermatt, 
my poor guide having previously washed himself in the Findelen 
torrent and utterly refused to rest the night in the Z'fluh Alp. I 
saw to his care and comfort and he made a subsequent and complete 
recovery ; I have never seen him since. I crept into the l\1onte Rosa 
anq. eyed my fellow guests ; they were still busy over their Bouvier
at 6 francs a bottle. 

On the following morning Edward Davidson arrived majestically 
from the Riffel Alp, en route for what proved to be his last great climb 
-Grand Combin. He held his little levee on the Wall, and I joined · 
his guides, J osef Pollinger and Franz Lochmatter, the greatest of 
our generation. To them I confided my tale. Josef's language was 
reminiscent of my unknown Rimpfischhorn acquaintances. Franz, 
chuckling quietly but genially to himself, made no comments. Up to 
this moment I have followed his wise example. 
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A.T.C. TRAINING IN THE CAIRNGORMS . 

BY LORD MALCOLM DOUGLAS-HAMILTON 

HE A.T .C. -vvas established during the war to meet the ever in~ 
creasing need for the R.A.F. and Fleet Air Arm for Air Crew in 
particular, and its main objective was to train the youth of the 

country who wanted to serve in the R.A.F. and Fleet Air Arm, especi
ally those boys who left school at fourteen, up to the necessary physical 
and mental standards. In this the Corps was notably successful, and 
the aspirations of much of the youth of the country who wanted to fly 
in the air were, by its agency, fulfilled. Flying apart from aerial war
fare has a great adventurous appeal for the young, and boys were pre
pared to undergo hard mental work, often woefully dull, to reach the 
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