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manoeuvres in the gloom, and I'm there. It's a kind of pulpit-an excellent
bivouac in an amazing situation-a kind of 'theatre box', paradoxically looking
out from the 'stage' of the Eiger, down on to the 'audience' at Kleine
Scheidegg, and out over the lesser hills and mountains of Switzerland, beyond.
It's almost worth not reaching the top, just to bivvy here. Nearly finished now,
most of the worries over, and no dramatic tragedy has overtaken me. The
'Murderwand' seems absurdly innocent, after all.

But it's a very cold bivouac-my well-used 'lightline' is wet through by now
and I suffer my first bit of real bivouac discomfort on the route. This
encourages an early start, brewing up in the dark, and at first light I'm tackling
the Diagonal Abseil-actually a slide down a fixed rope. Next is a staircase
type feature of black slaty rock, up a distinctive square-cut gully. I get a little
shock when a solid-looking piece comes away in my hand. Easy now, the rope
packed away for the last time, I hope. Up the rest of the gully, to emerge into
sudden exposure on a ridge. More easy-angled climbing, but always a little
nerve-racking on this kind of rock-peculiarly holdless and sloping, as well as
loose. Cautious and slow, but with the mounting exhilaration of imminent
success. The Eiger, at last. I slump down on the rocks of the NE ridge. It's
about 1O.lSam.

Still not quite over yet-more ice up to the snow-ridge. Then sun, security
and easy dry rocks on its south side. A party is coming up this easy side. I sit
down, take off excess clothes. I wander along the arete. The summit. I sit down
on rocks nearby, brew up and make conversation with some Swiss climbers.
The descent is tiresome, tedious, nerve-racking and long. A disintegrating
rubble-heap. A very tired climber at the Eigergletscher station in the early
evening. A coffee at Kleine Scheidegg. A trip to the bottom of the face to collect
some stashed gear. A bivouac on the grass, near Kleine Scheidegg. In the
morning I pack up my gear and wander into the Eiger Nordwand restaurant. I
sit in the sun, with a cup of coffee and a view of the face. I start to write a
letter- 'I have just climbed the North Face of the Eiger .. .'
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