
NAPES PINNACLE

quickly. The ice-fields and the 'Spider' provided some daunting climbing
nowhere technically difficult, just endless sheets of black, glassy ice-there
was no way of outflanking it, it just had to be climbed.

The last bivouac was a painful, cramped affair, buffeted by the wind, sleep
tormented by festering sores on the fingers, but by then, after 6 days, we
felt it was nearly over. We reached the summit at Bam the next morning
in deteriorating weather and found that we completed the descent in a
miraculous 6 hours, rejoining the living in the cosy fug of the Eigergletscher
Restaurant.

Looking back on the ascent it seems to have gone without a hitch, but I
only need to cast my mind back a week further and think of the wretched
nights spent in the snow-storms on our first attempt, of sitting shivering, damp
and cold under a bulging rock sheltering from avalanches, waiting till dawn
for the furtive nerve-wracking descent on unsound pegs and wading through
waist-deep snow at the bottom, tired but relieved to be down; ( have only t.0
think back to this to realise that the Eiger is not finished; on the successful
ascent we just had very good luck.

The Napes Pinnacle l

w. P. Haskett Smith

To climbers, perhaps the most interesting point in the English Lake District
is the apes Pinnacle, a needle-like rock springing from one of the jagged
ridges known as the apes of Great Gable, at the Head of Wasdale. It was a
familiar point to many who knew the more rugged features of Great Gable
but it probably never recommended itself to anyone as a pinnacle it was
possible to climb until Mr W. P. H-S, who has led the way up so many of the
best climbs in the district, decided to attempt its ascent. In this, as in most
of his attempts on previously unclimbed points, he was perfectly successful;
and since that time it has been recognised as one of the best-if not the best
short climbs in the district. It is the Dent du Geant of the Lake District, the
climbing being probably equally difficult, although in extent it cannot be
compared with that well-known rock. The actual climb is about sixty feet and
nearly perpendicular. A short oblique crack on the west face joins a larger
crack, ending in an apparently semi-detached slab, about half way up the
pinnacle, and the climber makes use of these. From this point to the shoulder
is easy; but from the shoulder to the summit the climb is somewhat difficult.
It is made possible by a small piece of rock being notched out of the east
corner, and on to the floor of this, which is only 10 or 12 inches wide, the
climber must draw himself, and get into a standing position, with his body
somewhat overhanging the drop. On a level with the floor of this notch runs
a crack across the south face, and after working along this a knob of rock is
grasped, and used first as a hand-hold then as a foot-hold. A small hand-hold
some six feet above this allows of a pull-up until the south front of the top is

Reprinted from Pall Mall Budget, 5 June 1890.
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used as a hand-hold; then a reach over the narrow summit gives a good hand
hold for the last pull-up. The top is only some four feet by two feet wide, and
until recently a small box might have been found there securely fastened be
tween two stones; in this box was a book containing a record of the few
ascents. The box has, however, disappeared, possibly having been dislodged by
stones from above.

Since Mr H-S's climb some three or four years ago the rock has been climbed
by Mr J. W. Welford, who left the box and the book, and Mr G. Hastings. Then
in 1889 followed Mr J. W. Robinson of Whinfell Hall, Lorton, so well-known
in Lake District climbing circles, and Mr G. B. Gibbs of Darlington, the latter
being entirely alone when he climbed the rock. Mr Williams of Liverpool, and
his brother, also did the climb last year. In March of this year a party, including
a lady, made the ascent, while on Good Friday two more climbers reached the
top.

Pierre Vergez
Peter Steele

Gavarnie lies in the heart of the Pyrenees. It is a sleepy little town in winter
but alive in the summer when hordes of Lourdes pilgrims descend on it for
day outings to see the famous mountain Cirque and its gigantic waterfalls. As
soon as the tourists alight from their buses they are enticed on to the backs of
waiting donkeys by hovering young Alpine farmers turned muleteers for the
season. Plump mesdames, plonked on hard leather saddles jog garlic-sweaty
and breathless over the stony path that leads towards the Cirque, 5 kilometres
distant. Cures, too poor to find the muleteer's charge, tend their flocks, who
amble in disarray beside the stream that collects its waters from the snows of
the Pic du Marbore overtopping the enclosing hills.

I followed the crowd until the valley spread out a mile beyond Gavarnie,
and then left the path that headed towards an open meadow where a clump
of pine trees stood beyond a grazing ground called the Pre de Madame Carle.
These events took place in those rash and foolhardy days when contentment
was a rucksack on my back, a rope round my waist and a pair of climbing
boots on my feet. My companions were each as single-minded in their en
thusiasm for our new-found sport. We had learnt the elements of mountain
craft on the gritstone edges of Derbyshire, had pushed our frontiers to the
rockfaces of Scafell and wielded our first (ice-axe) blows on the snows of
Glencoe.

One local training place was Trinity College Great Court where the huge
corner pillar had to be traversed one foot above the ground. We met on
Sunday mornings kitted out as if to do battle with the N wall of the Eiger
and practised the tricky fall across into the corner recess where by inserting
3 fingernails of the left hand into a crack in the masonry you could get enough
leverage to gain a stance on a shelving ledge. If you balanced with the right
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