
145

Ararat Revisited
John Town
Photograph 57

'What are the chances of climbing Ararat from here?' The three lads had just
been dropped by a truck, and were taking in the dusty town and the shining
mountain hanging in the distance. They were young, fresh and earnest, and I
hesitated to dash their hopes. In a few sentences I passed on the little knowledge
accumulated during my years of trying, and, disappointed, they passed on
leaving my wife, Shiona, and me to contemplate Ararat alone.

Anyone who loves mountains must be impressed by Ararat. In a landscape
where there is little to divert the eye, it rises inexorably and in perfect balance to a
sparkling cap of snow. Though its solid profile dominates the plateau to the
South, there is little against which to gauge the scale. It comes as a shock to realise
that its 5166m summit is 16km and 3600 vertical metres away. Seen from the
humid valley of the Aras to the North the summit glaciers appear in a different
world, part of the cloudscape 4400m above. This side of the mountain, visible
from the Caucasus, 320km away, is said to be the longest unbroken slope in the
world.

Mountains are inseparable from the men who have climbed on them, written
about them, lived and died in their shadow. Even for the climber it is difficult to
separate this peak from its history. The earliest conquest, inadvertent and
unconfirmed, by a large zoological expedition with backing at the highest levels,
was notable principally for the fact that the party were succesful in descending the
peak. One could criticise their alleged abandonment ofa large piece ofequipment
on the summit of the mountain, but modern attempts to recover it have so far met
with little success. I,2

More tangible are the remains left by the Urartians, the first ofmany peoples to
leave their stamp around the mountain and probably the only real mountaineers
ever to settle the area. Their fortresses were bUIlt between 900BC and 600BC on
many of the inaccessible ridges in the region, though for some reason there is no
trace of them on the mountain itself. Next came the Armenians, whose folklore
accords Ararat a special place. The mountain looked down on the devious
manoeuvrings of their fragile state following its birth in the 5th Century BC, its
existence dependent on the whim first of the Persians, then ofthe Romans. It also
saw the final flowering of Armenian culture in the 10th Century, before it was
engulfed in the Muslim tide3 The turbulent history of the area continued
through the eras of Seljuk and Ottoman domination, with the odd Western
traveller pausing to pass comment. Marco Polo, in 1272, hoted that 'in the central
part ofArmenia stands an exceedingly large and high mountain .... The circuit
of its base cannot be compassed in less than two days. The ascent is impracticable
on account of the snow towards the summit, which never melts, but goes on
increasing by each successive fall,.4

The 19th Century brought a series ofexplorers and climbers. Parrot made the
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first ascent in 18295 and was followed in turn by Wagner, Abich, Khodzko,
Freshfield6

, Bryce7 and Lynch.8 Erudite men, with a breadth of interest seldom
found in the modern mountaineer, their accounts of the region are still the most
comprehensive available. By 1934 there had been 30 successful ascents and the
early climbing history is well documented both in this journal9 and in a number of
books. Indeed, could one be transported back to the late 19th Century, one would
have no trouble in collecting sufficient detailed information to mount a confident
attack on the peak. It is sad that, although Ararat is a mountain with an
impressive past, it has comparatively little in the way ofa present.

Between the First World War and the fifties, travel to Eastern Turkey was
extremely difficult. The area was fought over in the period leading up to the
formation of the modern Turkish state in 1923, and in 1930 became the centre ofa
large Kurdish uprising. 1O During the Second World War the mountain was used
as a haven by Kurds running guns into the Soviet Union, though they were
eventually flushed out by the Turkish Army.

The first foreign ascent of the mountain for 30 years took place in 1949, when
Dr John Smith, a former missionary from l"! Carolina, reached the summit with
three companions. In 1952 a French expedition, led by Fernand Navarra,
climbed the mountain while Ark-hunting. The expedition set the unfortunate
style for others in the future. Full of bizarre ideas, closely followed by a sensation
alist press, the accounts of the members were strong on gallic passion but low on
facts. I 1, 12 Less clamorous ascents were also made, though access to the mountain
remained extremely restricted. Denis Hills, the writer and journalist, had a sense
ofhumour and contacts in the Turkish government, both essential in gaining the
requisite permits, and he climbed the mountain from the South in 1957 and 1958,
and from the East in 1959. The second of these ascents was made alone over a
period of five days - a fine achievement. I:J

The sixties and early seventies brought the only real easing ofaccess problems
since Victorian times. I t became possible to gain permission in the area of the
mountain itself and local guides were able to provide advice and pack animals.
This coincided with the tremendous growth of interest in climbing in Western
Europe and the opening of the overland route to the Himalaya, which passed
below Ararat. The combination of these factors led to a considerable increase in
the number of ascents. For the first time groups of Turkish mountaineers were
also attempting the mountain.

Mountaineering came late to Turkey, and the thought of climbing mountains
for pleasure is still viewed with incredulity by the average Turk. The Army had
probably made ascents for strategic reasons for many decades before the sixties,
and is certainly responsible for some workmanlike tent platforms high on the
Dogubeyazit route. Some of the local people had'been climbing as gu.ides for many
years on the mountain and were also well at home on it. Apart from these there
were virtually no Turkish climbers who were active before 1960. One exception
was Dr Erpor Bozkurt, who accompanied D. C. Hills on his 1957 trip, and who
was instrumental in setting up the Turkish Mountaineering Federation in 1966,
subsequently becoming its Presid~nt. The Turkish Alpine Club was established
in 1962, and a number of University Clubs followed. The latter are still one of the
main focal points for Turkish climbers, who tend to come from the middle classes
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of the big cities of Western Turkey. There are 96 members of the TMF and
probably 200 or 300 climbers in the country as a whole. Equipment is in short
supply and beyond the means of younger climbers. One ice-axe, found aban
doned on a rare visit to the Alps, had been lent out to 15 different people in a
couple ofyears.

During the sixties and early seventies there were an average offive or six parties
making the ascent each year, including Germans, Austrians, Italians and the
occasional Briton. Sonmez Targan and Dr Bozkurt achieved the first Winter
Ascent on 22nd February 1970, making a long dash from a camp at about 2500m.
Sidney Nowill recorded an ascent in 1969 by the East Face,14 but the only British
names in the summit book for the early seventies are Len Smith and Andrew
Russell, who will no doubt thank me for immortalising their illegal ascent in 1975!
That is not to say there were no other British ascents- the summit book seems to
wander at will about the top 300m of the peak, and in 1982 was under several
meters ofsnow. For each ascent, recorded or unrecorded, there are undoubtedly
several unsuccessful attempts. The approaches are considerably longer than they
appear from Dogubeyazit, and cold and altitude take their toll.

In 1975 things changed for the worse. All foreigners were barred from the
mountain and for the next six years the only ascents made were clandestine ones.
There is no evidence that anybody has yet been jailed for climbing Ararat
without permission, but the Army is very sensitive about the area and the Turks
do not have a reputation for leniency in such matters. Although the mountain's
perimeter is not guarded in any real sense of the word, there is some risk of
encountering soldiers training on the mountain. More problematic are the
various Kurdish camps and villages scattered about the lower slopes where, in
addition to the fierce dogs, unauthorised parties may encounter blackmail or
theft. Some groups have reduced these risks by accepting local offers of assis
tance, but these are often expensive and unreliable.

The reasons for the sensitivity of the area are immediately evident from a look
at a map. The eastern slopes of Little Ararat actually lie within the Ayatollah's
border, and the intersection of the frontiers of the USSR, Turkey and Iran liesjust
to the north-east. From there the Soviet border runs north-west along the Aras
River at the base ofthe N slope ofthe mountain, between 19 and 25 miles from the
summit plateau. The N side of the mountain was Russian for most of the 19th
Century, when the summit itselfformed the junction ofthe Russian, Persian and
Ottoman Empires, and the whole of it was occupied by them during the Russo
Turkish Wars of 1828-30, 1855 and 1877-78, along with a great deal more of
Turkey. The peak itself still dominates the view from the rooftops of Erevan, the
capital ofthe Soviet Republic ofArmenia, which, with a population of 750,000, is
a bigger city than any in Eastern Turkey. As has been mentioned, the mountain
has great significance for the Armenians on the Soviet side of the border and the
local name for the region is the 'Ararat Plain'. With ·the exception of a short
section in N Norway, this is the only place where the Soviet Union borders
directly onto a NATO country and there is constant nit-picking by the Russians
concerning any real or imagined violation of their national privacy. A Turkish
soldier was recently shot without warning when he inadvertently took a few steps
into Soviet territory. They must feel uncomfortably aware that opposite their own
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lme of substantial watchtowers there is a rather better vantage point, lOoking
straight down into the capital of their A~menian Republic from a height of
4400m. One can be sure that the mountain is under constant observation from
their side of the border and that they apply the maximum pressure to keep the
numbers on it to a minimum. Indeed, it may be that the most comprehensive
record of recent ascents is in the possession of the Soviet authorities, though it is
unlikely to be released to students of local mountaineering history in the near
future.

M y own first sight of the mountain was in 1974, while on an overland journey
to the Himalaya, but I had not time to stop. Determined to make an ascent the'
next year, I was unable to gain any information about access, but returned with a
large family party. On arrival it was immediately obvious that the mountain was
off-limits and we turned our attention to the less elusive attractions of the area.
Over the following years I made sporadic enquiries about climbing but received
little new information. By the spring of 1982 I had just about given up hope, when
a letter arrived informing me that the Turkish Government had changed its
regulations and that foreign climbers would be allowed to attempt the mountain,
subject to certain conditions. Attempts would have to be made by the Southern
(Eli) Route from Dogubeyazit in the company of a recognised Turkish climber
and would have to be organised by a recognised Turkish Tourist Agency, to whom
the permits would be issued. While such conditions would obviously restrict our
freedom to explore the mountain and also leave us very much in the power of the
organisation holding our perinit, it was at least some improvement on a complete
ban. Contact was made with the two agencies currently in the business or'
arranging climbing expeditions in Turkey, both of whom quoted prices of be
tween £250 and £300 per person, to include pack animals, food and, ofcourse, the
'recognised' Turkish companion. The prices seemed stiff, especially considering
that travel to Eastern Turkey was excluded, but there was little alternative.
Arrangements were made.

We subsequently made our rendezvous with the Agency's representatives in
Erzerum but, instead of departing for the mountain as agreed, we were held up
for a total of five days. The first excuse for this was a delay to our permits due to
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the situation in the Iran-Iraq War, though this did not appear to have changed
appreciably over the recent period and, as we were to see, was having little effect
in the Ararat area. This problem was then eclipsed by Jim Irwin's accident.
Irwin, an American astronaut, was leading an Ark hunting expedition and, after
making, an ascent of the peak, had fallen several hundred metres down a snow
slope, sustaining broken ribs and concussion. While Irwin's condition remained
in doubt, it seemed, so did our permits. Sir Mark Sykes described Erzerum as 'a
town meaner than a village, with bazaars like dung-hills, gardens like swamps
and nothing so cheerful as the graveyards ... .' 15 Though matters have im
proved somewhat since 1900, it takes an unhurried morning to view all the main
attractions and our five days passed slowly. Ya§ar, our friendly and honest
translator, did much to make our stay more tolerable.

Eventually we departed, somewhat surprised to find ourselves accompanying
a party of30 Turkish climbers on a trip organised by the Turkish Mountaineering
Federation. Erzerum University's ancient bus treated us to a spectacular excur
sion along the Kara Su, down to Igdir on the Soviet border. The NW side of
Ararat, scene of the American Ark Hunters' adventures, towered above in our
first view of the peak. Turning South, we crawled over the western shoulder,
obtaining a series ofviews of the western SCa,p before dropping down to the town
ofDogubeyazit. The obvious centre for ascents from the south, this little town has
changed out of all recognition over the past few years. It now boasts two good
hotels, the Ararat (predictably) and the Eryilmaz, in contrast to the earlier
horrendous fleapits, and a restaurant at the former as good as any in Eastern
Turkey. Off-duty climbers should not miss the beautiful Izak Pasha palace,
perched high above the town, or the meteorite crater. Contrary to what one might
expect, travel to Dogubeyazit is quick and easy. Turkish coaches are fast,
comfortable, punctual and cheap, and the network covers the entire country.
There are several departures daily from either Erzerum or Van, and the journey
takes about 6 hours. The latter two centres can be reached from Istanbul either
by air (2 hours) or by coach (24 hours non-stop). Air travel within Turkey is
cheap but flights get booked up several days in advance. Flying is not
recommended at the present time for those with an aversion to loaded guns.

After a night in Dogubeyazit our party moved on. The road to Iran runs east
over a wide scrubby plain, and after following it for about IOkm we branched off
to the left along a dirt road into the large Kurdish village ofGanikor. Here there
was much formal greeting and embracing, for this was the home of many of the
mule-drivers, and, as relations between local Kurds and visiting Turks do not
always run smoothly, there was a need to start offon the right foot. From here we
continued towards the mountain on a dirt road which cuts straight across the
plain, climbing gradually. After about 10km it begins to climb more steeply,
winding up into a more rugged landscape oferoded lava, to reach the village ofEli
in another 3km. The road ends at the scattered collec::tion of houses and tents
which gives its name to this, the normal route from the South. Here we were met
by the mules, and the heavy equipment was loaded onto them before we set off
towards the Green Meadow site, which was to be our base. It was a hot climb in
the afternoon sun, with the path picking its way through outcrops oflava and over
sparse grazing areas. Lord Kinross describes Ararat's 'arid loins' and the only
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vegetation as 'grass the colour ofa dead man's hair,.16 Other authors make much
of the 'Zone of Spiders'. the 'Zone of Snakes' and the 'Zone of Bears'. In fact the
extensive lower slopes, though not exactly lush alpine pastures, are pleasantly
green and make for reasonably easy walking. There is an interesting variety of
flowers and bird life but, in common with the rest of the Anatolian Plateau, little
in the way ofanimals. Shooting bears is considerably more popular than climbing
mountains in this part ofthe world and the bears probably gave up the fight some
time ago. Snakes and spiders are not much in evidence either but the real
problem in this zone is the lack of surface water. Streams draining the high
snowfields tend to sink below the boulders, reappearing only occasionally and in
different places from year to year. Though there is usually water at the Green
Meadow site, there was none this year and it was a IQ minute walk to the nearest
spring. I t is as well to fill water bottles at Eli as there is no reliable source ofwater
between there and the camp. Once the snow is reached at about 3500m the
problem disappears.

Our Turkish companions chose to make the climb to the camp in a long
crocodile, the senior man in the lead, but after a while we managed to extricate
ourselves, without giving offence, by gradually dropping our pace to a laboured
shuffle. Even the back markers eventually gave up and passed, leaving us free to
enjoy the walk in less claustrophobic circumstances. After 4 hours we reached our
goal, a pleasant sloping meadow at the base ofa triangular face ofboulders. After
setting up the tents we went into conference with the senior representative ofour
Agents, who, to our surprise, was fully occupied as deputy leader of the TMF
party. The Turkish method of attempting the mountain is to make a big push
direct from the 3200m base camp, a climb of2000m which can take between IQ

and 13 hours. We did not relish this mode ofattack, with its undoubted acclimat
isation problems, and wished to camp at 4000m, where we had read there was a
good site. Much was done to dissuade us from this course and we were told there
was no site for such a camp and no water. When we failed to be convinced our
'recognised Turkish climber' was reported as too sick to go higher (though 2 days
later he had recovered sufficiently to make a very speedy ascent of the peak).
Remaining unmoved, we were finally offered the services ofMr Halis, head of the
Kurdish mule drivers, who seemed curiously unperturbed by the reported horrors
ofa night at 4OOOm. One obvious reason for our Agents' reluctance to camp higher
was that they did not possess a suitable tent. With three people squeezed into our
own Vango Mk2 we would at least be assured ofa warm night.

Next morning we packed our sacks in good time, eager to make the climb to the
next camp in the relative cool of the morning. The appointed hour came and went
and we learned that there had been a difference ofopinion between Mr Halis and
the leadership - an 'ethnic problem', as Ya~ar succinctly described it. At some
cost to his dignity the senior man pursued the offended Kurd down the mountain,
no doubt eager to ensure that we did not have to carry the mounds of cooking
equipment down on our own backs. Faced with our own imminent departure,
with or without our 'recognised Turkish climber', the Agents' representative
pressed poor Ya~ar into service. Dressed in training shoes and sun hat, he led his
two awkward foreigners on to a mountain which was as new to him as it was to
them.
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The triangular slope above the camp is bounded by two ridges which meet
about 500m higher to form a broad buttress which climbs all the way to the
summit plateau. Ya§ar led up the left-hand side ofthe slope, but the going became
increasingly loose and unpleasant and we deserted him to move on to the crest of
the left-hand ridge. This proved a solid alternative, with interesting views across
the SW slope ofthe mountain, which holds a strange reddish subsidiary peak and
a waterfall. A long row of crooked ice cliffs ran along the skyline to hem it all in.
The ridge gradually narrowed, cutting off our view of Ya§ar on the face to our
right. Worried that he had inadvertently drawn too far ahead, I dumped my sack
and pushed on quickly, surmounting a zone of large boulders and then a little
gully, running up beside a sharp fin of rock. At the top of this the angle eased and
the crest of the buttress broadened out into great fields ofscree. The whole of the
route to the summit plateau was visible and, though there was no sign ofYa§ar,
this was obviously the place to camp. Sure enough I discovered a tent platform,
already levelled and cleared, then a second and, finally, a third. Spoilt for choice I
trundled back down to my sack. As I stopped to drink at a small stream, 1 caught
sight of a huge bird, the size of a dining table, quartering the slopes below. The
Griffon Vulture cruised on into the void, emphasising the strange quality of the
light. Far below him the landscape materialised and dissolved as ifseen through a
shifting gauze.

As I reached the sack Shiona appeared from below, accompanied by a series of
distant and plaintive cries. We yelled in reply and some time later a dishevelled
Ya§ar hauled himself onto the ridge. He had taken a tumble on the steep scree,
incurring various minor cuts and bruises, and seemed less than happy. Up at the
campsite we selected the biggest of the platforms, perched in an exposed position
on the edge of the b~ttress. After pitching the tent and weighting down the
flysheet with rocks to combat the steady breeze, we collected water from the
nearby snowfields and made a leisurely meal. From the tent door one could look
straight down to the lights of Dogubeyazit and Ganikor, 2000m below. Beyond
the slopes to the east the barren rocky pyramid of Little Ararat was visible,
glowing like steel in the sunset. As darkness fell the moon rose to touch the
summit snows, providing enough light to read by. Eventually the cold drove me
into our claustrophobic dwelling to join the others.

At 3am we woke and prepared for the ascent. Ya§ar had snored happily
through the night, sandwiched between us, and it proved difficult to wake him.
Once up, however, he insisted that he had scarcely slept at all! As we made a brew
we could see the lights of the TMF party climbing towards us. They had started
from the lower camp at about midnight and by half past three they had reached
our level. We joined their crocodile and started to climb the endless slope ofscree
above. To our right was a ,long snow slope, which might have provided a less
arduous alternative, but it was iron hard and any slip in the darkness would have
had serious consequences. As we crept gradually higher. the angle increased and
the scree became less and less stable. Our progress was punctuated by lengthy
halts while the leader prospected the route ahead. We found these more than a
little frustrating, especially as Shiona's pace is slow but steady, but the Turks took
it in good heart, chattering and singing. By our own, perhaps inflated standards
they were ill-equipped. Most had only jumpers or thin cagoules to combat the
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increasingly chill wind, and a few had only baseball boots. I admired their spirit
and will to climb and was reminded ofT. E. Lawrence, who deplored the Turkish
soldiers' hopeless lack of initiative but said that this 'made of them the most
dependable, tireless and tractable soldiers in the world'. I was more perturbed by
the unusually high ratio of climbers to ice-axes, which might prove problematic
on the ice cap above.

As the darkness gradually softened, a dark shape appeared at our shoulder.
Dividing the gloom, Ararat's shadow spanned the miles. By now it was cold
enough to wear a duvet and the altitude made the scree hard work. Eventually,
after weaving round a couple of outcrops, the angle eased and about 9am we
emerged onto an open sunlit slope ofice and gravel, where we were exposed to the
full force of the wind. We were just below the edge of the summit plateau and
could see the W peak (Inonu) immediately above, with the main peak over to the
right. To our amazement the party went into a huddle and then sat down. Two
large red bivouac sacks appeared and five people disappeared into each, while
still contriving to stay on their feet. We ascertained that the leadership had
decided that the wind was too strong and that the party would wait an hour to see
if it would die down. It seemed madness to me to stop in such a place when there
was good cover some lOOm or so below, and my experience ofclear weather high
altitude winds suggested that an hour was going to make very little difference to
conditions. Powerless to do very much we sat it out, while the ten-legged bivouac
tents shuffled back and forth like demented pillar boxes. After an hour I was
badly chilled and had had enough. While a trickle of Turks started down the
slope, I headed up the final60m to the edge of the summit glacier, thinking that
while the wind was obviously too strong for the large and relatively inexperienced
TMF party, a small group might be able to continue. As I came over the final rise
I was torn from my steps. The wind must have been 50km/hour stronger than on
the slope below and the leader and his companion were stretched full length to

avoid the blast. Forced to my knees, I could see the summit, l20m higher and
perhaps a kilometer or so away. To reach it required traversing a long gentle slope
below the West Summit and then a climb up the final crevassed summit cone. In
normal conditions it would have been a walk, but the gentle slope was hard
snow-ice and to the right it steepened to plunge several thousand metres down
the S face. The only means of protection would be ice pegs and the only way to
avoid being swept from one's steps was to do the whole thing on all fours. It would
take hours, if it was possible at all. Through his companion the leader asked me
why I had thought it necessary to come and cheCK the conditions myself. I could
only mutter that a good mountaineer learns to use his own judgement. We might
make the top-, but it hardly seemed worth the risks.

Our companions expressed their condolences and we expressed hope that
there might be a better chance the next day. We descended leisurely, stopping for
a sleep at a sheltered bivouac site on one of the outcrops at about 4900m on the
buttress. Just above our camp war broke out afresh. The Agents' representative
refused to let us spend another night at 4OOOm. If we wished to try again the
following day, we would have to do so from Base Camp, as they had no-one to stay
with us at the high camp. Tired of endless broken promises, and wishing
passionately for a cup of tea, I retorted that there was noway we were going down
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and, if our remaining alone broke Interior Ministry rules, It was their responsi
bility in not fulfilling their obligations to provide us with a companion. With that
we retired to our redoubt and brewed up. To our surprise we were then allocated
the TMF leader himself, who we knew wanted to have another go the following
day. As Head of Physical Training at Erzerum University, whose Department
had placed members on the summit each year on the anniversary of the Day of
Victory, he was bitterly disappointed to have failed on this occasion. My part in
things was over, however. The enforced halt in the wind had chilled me more than
I realised and by late afternoon I was unable to get warm and suffering fits of
shivering. At 6pm, with a strong sense of irony considering our previous protest
ations, I bailed out. Fifty frenzied minutes later I was down at Base Camp where
I spent the next 36 hours flat out. While my wife settled down for a night alone at
4000m with one of the finest male physical specimens either of us had ever seen,
I found my bed of pain invaded by three mule drivers looking for a floor for the
night. The next day a strong party of Turks, including the leader, raised the
Turkish flag on the summit, though Shiona felt unable to join them, given their
pace. Thus ended our efforts.

Others met with more success in 1982. A party of six, mostly Italian but
including one Briton, James Dymore-Brown, reached the summit in early
August. Jim hwin, Yucel Domez and others reached the summit from the
north-west before Irwin's accident forced the abandonment of their ark hunting.
Domez, formerly a local guide, reported this as his sixty-third ascent, and he must
have climbed the peak by all of the existing routes. In addition to the EIi Route,
currently the only one permitted, the mountain has been climbed in a variety of
ways. Most common before the First World War was the E Face or Mih Tepe
route from the eastern saddle between Great and Little Ararat, attained from the
north via the well at Serdarbulak, or more circuitously from Dogubeyazit. From
the saddle, at about 2600m, the route follows a stepped ridge leading to a
prominent rocky outcrop at about 4000 m, called the Ta~ Kilise. From here there
is the choice of following a long ice slope or an unstable rocky ridge to its left, to
reach the final summit snow slopes1i

. There have also been a number of ascents
from the north-west, starting from one of the Kurdish villages which border the
road from Igdir to Dogubeyazit. This seems to provide a long but straightforward
route, first across the vast Western Plateau towards the Lake ofKop, and then up
the rocky scarp to the summit dome. On the E and S faces the slopes, though
steep, are reasonably uniform and it is possible to pick a variety of routes, none
having any great degree of technical difficulty. The NW route, by contrast, is at a
much easier average angle and rises in a series ofsteps.

The most spectacular aspect of the mountain is seen from the north, where the
Ahora Chasm bites deep into its heart. This enormous rift is obviously the result
of a cataclysmic event some time in the ancient past and its shattered cliffs drop
away from just below the summit itself. In 1840 the Ci:J.asm was the source ofan
enormous explosion which destroyed the village of Ahora and the ancient
Monastery ofStJames, killing 1900 people and serving as a small reminder ofthe
mountain's 'dormant' status. The last of the four existing routes was made up the
steep ice slopes of the N face just to the east ofthe Chasm, but the main challenges
ofthe mountain remain to be taken up, the most obvious of these being a route up
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the headwall of the Chasm itself. The objective dangers provided by loose rock
and seracs might prove excessive but do not appear worse than on many existing
hard routes on mountains like Rainier. Feasible or not, it has yet to receive a
serious investigation. To those who have read that Ararat contains 'only one
small glacier', the W face comes as something ofa surprise. The summit ice fields
spill over in a broad mass approximately 3km in width, producing a maze of
seracs and ice slopes which should provide an intriguing alternative to the
treadmill of the ordinary route.

Ararat will never be a popular peak, given its remoteness and the difficulties of
obtaining permission, but it is a mountain which rewards those with the persist
ence to attempt it. Once free of the complications below, its vast mountain
fastness provides a timelessness and a peace seldom found on more accessible
peaks.

Editor's Note: Under new rules announced by the Turkish Government permits
are necessary to visit Mt Ararat, the Kachkar Mountains and the Cilo Sat range.
According to these rules, foreign climbers wanting to climb in these areas must
apply to the Ministry of the Interior via a Turkish Travel Agency using special
forms to do so. Applications for summer climbs must be received by I April, and
for winter climbs by I October. Permits will be granted 45 days later.
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