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OREAD MOUNTATINGE

MONTHLY NEWSLETTER.

¥ol, 1§ NWojas] - May, 1954,

Editorial,
" KNOWING THE ROPES.

Easter brought what 'is by now almost the customary
tragic series of climbing accidents. (These included that
in which the unfortunate victim fell, according to the
papers, from Kern Knotts and landed on 3cafell - an extra-
ordinary lateral gravitation of some three miles.) In
one case a second man fell sixty feet and was killed, his
leader being unable to maintain a secure grip on the mediurm
weight nylon on which they were climbing, in spite of effort:
which resulted in serious laceration of his hands. On a
less grave occasion, I myself was deposited blunt end fore=-
most at the bottom of Black Crack at Cromford, although my
leader had a good deal of flesh stripped from his fingers
and palms in his attempts to hold me. We were climbing on
medium weight nylon.

Last year there were a disturbing number of instances
in which leaders fell, on the same kind of rope, and were
killed due to fraying of two strands of the rope, the re-
mainder being insufficient to withstand the stpain, Full
weight rope would have saved them.

The objections to medium weight nylon, on this showing
are twofold - its thinness and its smoothness. The former
increases the danger of snapping following abrasion by rock
flakes, etc., and in combination with the latter makes the
rope difficult to hold when any strain is imposed. The
advantages of nylon over manilla are many - lightness, ab-
sence of deterioration on ageing, negligible effect of
wetting, resistance to wear, and so on. But there appear ¢
be perils involved in the use of the medium weight variety,
and it is my humble opinion that the extra safety gained by
. the use of the full weight material is well worth the extra
welght and gxpense, False seccutiry is worse than noieat a'l

DO C. C.



LT JTART AT QAN
THi PEN-Y-PASS SAlG.

Zne~ Abdul A'Bul-Bul Amir. gords by G. Winthrep Yeung.
L. The “ounuolng of Youth have all vanishedy they say,
gut 1 knew—the lie eof thew stills ° ;
Just turn to the right at tae end el the day,
And stop at the top of -the hill..
1Tis there you will find it; 1ts beds and its brass,
When Christams lias come to your call,
For the mountains are waiting round dear Pen-y-pass
ind the grey sky is over it all.

2% -There are friends from the city for frolic and rest,

Arriv1ng by road and by railj

And friends from the bedutllul lsle in the west,

Who trust to the treacherous sail;

Ihere are friends of tine glamour and friends of the
" glass,

The seekers of Slab and of slope;

You may meet them and greet tinem at dear Pen-y-pass,

Your comrades of revel and rope.

3} There are days upon Lliwedd, beyond all desire,

And conflict with cavern and crack;

There is thought of the songs by tne smoking-room fire,
- And talks after twelve in the shack.

There i1s sunrise to hear of, &nd suliset to see,

And the pipe on the P.Y.G. pathg

Then the Beer from the Pewter, and after your tea,

The riotous rite of the bath,

% Our cairns for the bairns of the future may last,
As signs for the climbs of our day,
But we hear the cheer of our friends of the past
In the dark, as a mark of our way.
Thouga.memory ¢alls us, this memory of joy,
Ere sorrow joined fun in our sack,
And the thoughts that we shared with each other as boys
Are the thoughts that old Snowdon brings backe
And the wind from Cwm Idwal, Cwm Llydaw, Cwam Glas,
Come whispering over the scree -
"Come back, mountain friends, to your youtii on the Pass,
Come home, mountsin climber, to me'".
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Do we appreciate fully tne value of-hills and mountains
when we spend almost every week-end and holiday period
climbing over and around them? btay away from them for a
month or so and it is then that one begins°t®6 retognise
truly the pleasure that they can gives

Suppose that circumstances make it impossible for one
to see the very-slightest undulation in the countryside for
miles around ~ surely it is then that the full value of the
high places is appreciated. Suppose that tne circumstances
also throw one into contact with hundreds of people who know
nothing of tne joys to be gained from rock, ice and snow.
Then 1s tke:t:me when the strength of companionship of one's
fellow climbers is fully realised.

L]

To find a mountain 1ldver amongst a crowd of jazz, dance
and cincma-crazed men is.like coming upon an oasis in a
desert - stimulating and refreshing. The talk of days spent
on the crags, the pipe going well and a glass of ale ab one's
elbow serve to help bring back some of the bliss to be gained
in the high places, to sgt the mind &t sase and fill one with
the yearning that only the climber knows.

liay it be soon that the writer returns to his fellow
'Orecads'. _ i
> l?.WO Gl

i DAY OM DOW CRAGS, CONISTON.

Qur leader Richard was a determined bod of massive
calves and a fixation that the weather was of no importance,
tivat vertical slopes should be taken at the double, and that
speed was essential. inyself, as second, was determined that
these things were subject to modification, and our third in
the party, Julie, was notable for ner indifference to vert-
1cality,. rain and mountaineers in general. hAnd in fact,
Richard and I were always in doubt as to her presence with
us at all, except to point out the errors of our activities.

But enoughs of these psycho-analyst meanderings; it was,
55 they say in all good accounts, a day in Lugust 1953, when



we left the Coppermines dostel, Coniston, to attend to the
zutter of Dow Crags. 1 ecanncl say The crd;n viewed our
iatentions with anything to & Jonan-like aspect, and wngt
is more he all but proved correct. iLs we crossed over the
soor and walked up the welna scar road, Lhe wind became
gusty; sooi, as we came to the bridge uuv ha L

e track turns
s

d”dv to Goats water, tnc railn became horizontal, a phenonemon

not unknown, 1 believe; hercabouts. iowever we continued.
Eichard by tnis time had bounded away into the mists. Julie

and 1 were accustcomed to tais ectivity and oloce“f‘d onwvards.

I was confident of i{ichard's return anon, since 1 carried
the food in my rucksacke

On our way up the track we werc asked by

twolocal lads
to carry up some slates to the Climbers' Hut, and [ being
an Oread mcnh'r conld not refuse; in fact my enthusiasm
resulted in the party proceeding with two slates apiece

gur 1nstwuct10ns werc that the hut was to be found a 1 drtpr
mile forward, and thinking how o would be able to use the
hut for a brew up, we carried thosg slates cheerily. A4Lfter
awhile we arrived in the area indicated. To our horror we
realised the hut required rested 200-ft. higher on a waste
slate heap. AT this point Julie enguired apropos of nothing
in particular why we had carried the slates to a hut
apparently resting on slabsg of the stuff.

But worse was to come. On the q:)or G the hut we

found the mystic legend 'ralV.TE - KEEP 0UL. L perfectly
good yale lock reinforced this dLClSlOH. ?y now, tThe wind
Bad increased to gale force. so had fichard's Language,

but ‘'lies Enfants', we proceeded. an inspcction proved that
the roof was off, und a tarpaunlin was used to make a shelter
and the brew-up procecded.

kfter gazing at tne brooding face of Dow Crags, mny
beart sank. (Nobody has yoet discovered what goas oir in
Julie's hearf,) Iichard appeared to ignore the elements,
and dashed about like a relcased flying saucer. aund so we
eamc to the foot of C Buttress, Ordinary iloute, 370-ft.,
Bifficult. We were,using, for the technical experts, onc
hundred feet of full welg 1t nylon and onc¢ huncdred fceet of
full weight manilla. So ulCdufd bagan the ascent and
mtters ploceeded much as usual. s feeling of un-
reality overcame me after the first
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hundred feet. Below, Goat's Water lashed itself into a fury,
the wind boomed around the crags, and the mist swirled in a
Danse dMacabre around the buttresses.. AT one point on an
exposed corner, Richard and I performed a Pas de Deux on a
sodden six inch grass ledge, with a cavern below us which
seemed to me to lead straight down to iiell. According to
Richard it was a slightly exXxposed position; alas, I feared
there was worse to come.

It was at this point a gust of wind rocked me on the
stance., ventioning this to ildichard, halfway up an exposcd
slab above me, he replied, "what wind?". I was consumed
with admiration at such indiffe.rence to the elements. e
arrived at kasy Terrace. Julie as tnird came as usual with
fluid movements and placld expression. The second (myself)
tottered away to a corner and 1it his pipe (only ten matches
this timeal :

We decided to descend by master Gully - "two moderate
rock pitches" (I quote). On coming to the first rock pitch,
iiichard became human and went pale. L. went pale also, but

this passed unnoticed since it is my naturel rock-climbing
expression. BRichard tiien tock to the grass &rxd rocks above.
This prowved desperats, thns we returned Lo cantemplate Kaster
Gully. Now I have an almost pathetic faith in guide books,
and this led me into some interesting positions. 1 became
determined that Easter Gully would goe Richard had by now
become convinced tnzt we were descenaing some unknown severe
placed at our feet by the loecal fates. Nevertheless, one
rock rib, smooth scoop and a little watercourse later, I
stood in the bed of the gully.

Richard, on joining me, denounced all climbers who des-
cended by watercourses. I myselt was indifferent.  Julie
complained of the cold. As we stood in the depths of tae
gully, a shriék rang 1o our ears. Pulling Richard off his
knees, I assured him it was only the wind. I then ruthlessly
dispatched him to descend a simple cave-pitch. It mey well
be that out of the depths there came a cry, "Joe, hold me! "
1 218 56. Silence descended. “Julie and I gazed at each
othér, meditating on whether Richard had left us for further
adventures. But no, a series of groans, yells (and could
it be curses?) came from the deptns. Alas, the ingratitude
of man, fdichard was suspended one foot from the groundl
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This matter correeted, Julie joined him, and once more
Izbpairing cries rose from the depths. Was this Purgatoryf%
and then it was my turn. One look at the slimy wall that
went down to the bottom of the cave was enougn. In Vibrams
s last man, on an unknown pitch, I abseiled down to rewoin“
<y companionse. Richard now began to elaborate on reversing
eaterfalls as exits, and so we came to Goat's Water again.

My friends, do you realise tie point or this story?
mad we turned left at Fasy Terrace instead orf right, an-
easy rock staircase would have led us down to the foot of
Great Gully.' But we turned RIGHT, and thereby hangs a tale!

Jot]:‘ o :

GO RESPONDRNCER

Bear Folks,

You probably thought, if you ever noted my ansence,
thiat I had forgotten all about the Oread. UNotso, who
could? THowever as you were careless enougii to arrange

gour Lakeland meet. of 1953 for other than my free weck-
end, you did not have the pleasure of my company.

Now further and greater distancc separates us but
mountajneering is not forgotten. Only 30 miles away
is pount Camerooy, 13,350-ft., a tewaporarily quiescent
g0lcanoe. Two attempts since Christmgs,tqQ get up it have
been foiled. The first time four of us slept at 10,000-ft
but we had insufficient time, The second attempt saw me
prostrated with malaria at €,000-ft., leaving e with
plenty of time to watch the anties of the chimpanzees
giiile the others went $o the top. A aviempl tg 2rbaap 1
must be made fairly soon, otherwise the rains will be
starting in real earnest, and that will be the end for
Ehe season. We have dalready had guite & lot of rain but
when i% really gets going 200 inches or more is the usual

in about six months.

Cutting paths through the jungle is 95°F and 100%

bumidity makes one long for some of those zephyr bre=mzes
one gets on Kinder in January not to mention the cosy
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bivouacs and camps by Gardoms and‘Froggatt in February.

All the best, see you next year.
. Nerman Dobsone

Dear Charlie,

A note from Germany to let you know where I've got to

NOoWe There is little I can add to what Dave wrote about
e place - flat as a pancake and the highest thing around
here is the sausage in the coocknouse. The nearest rock
worth the name is a day's train journey away.

Moves are being made at Command level to establish a
branch of the HR.&F. Mountaineering Association over here
in 2nd T.A.F. It is hoped "to arrange trips to the Alps
and also provide tuition for any interested service chaps
over here. . '

Hope to be over in July-hAugust and stiall try to get
up to Skye with &£ric and 'Shower'. Think the Vice Pres.
will fritter his time away up tiiere if I don't come and
dig 2im out of hkis pit in the moirnings.

Good climbing to all the boys - let me know if anyone
does the 3,000 fourteen footersi

> Paul Gardiner.
(Paul's address is: 4131997 4Cs+ Gardiner. F.wWe,
93 Squadron, R.A.F., Jever, B.i4.0.R. .25.) .

o ———— ——

TH, OREAD JOURNAL

The Committee has appointed D.C. Cullum Editor of the
Oread #.C. Journal. neith axon has put in some good work
on this project, but has been unable to get the Journal. -
printed at a price the Club can afford. (It zemains to
be scen whether his successor will manage to do so.) 1In
spite of Keith's efforts the existing Journal Typescript
is rather undernourished and to some extent obsolete, so
you are invited to send along to the new Editor, any suitable
article, story, poern, new route, or c¢dher contribution.
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RECENT AND FORTHCOWING HEETS .
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Proggatt - Curbar Leet. Aprll 3rd/4th.

This nmeet was b&essed with fine weather and was well
attended by many -Oreads and their friends.

Froggatt Edge provided the main source of attraction
on both the Saturday and Sunday, but Curbar was visited
by only about half a dozen peaple. As usual the local
pubs were visited on the Saturday, the Grouse Inn bearing
the brunt of the asszult. The next day, spring flowers,
were to be seen blobming, on top of Froggatt Pinnacle, of
all plBoes, And curiously enough,_ they were growing in
a8 pot. -

a

As far as climbing was concerned, many fine routes
dere ascended including a fine lead of the Brain route
on Curbar by Ernie harshall. The piton climb was done
by Hat Allen, not a meumber of the club hut & Iriend of
some of the wembers. Also involved were Derricik Durgess
and Fete Janes. in expénsive business th 5 piten game,
for at least two pitons were left in the crack. .

All in all the meet was-highly succezsful, and we
left the Edges in the bright sunsnine of an early spring
evening. Tt was howgver a pity that Curbar was nct
visited by more people. This edge has muth to oifer,
so next year, I propose (if this is not unconst¢u4tlonal)
that there be a Curbar-Froggstt ameet.

® J.F.

Loniston, Lpril 16th/1% tu.

U}
a

Qur coach arrived at Yorver at about 2 a.m. on Good
Friday, and the mecet commented witn tue leader failing to
find the right traex for Tranearti, the hut belonging to
the Lancashire Caving and Climbing Club at which six of
the party proposed to stay. However, after excursions
by reconnaissance parties, the’®hut was located, the hut-
dwellers established tnemselves, and tae rem91nder lay
down wihere they stood o the hillside and went to’ slaep

»
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The trilling of larks roused us early, to a day of glorious
sunshine in which we basked until a late ur (see Vol. 1,
No.l. of this lewslettecr). AT length, unuolc to endure the
neat of sleeping bags any longer, people began to get up,
piteh tents, brew up and depart for the rocks. "

The prineipal activities of the holiday took the fora
of climbing on Dow Crag. The Hayhursts, with Keith uarren,
came up from Conistong iilke and Roger Turner, Jim Winfield,
Denis Badcott, John Ashcroft and Gerald Parsons emerged frou
the nut; the Cullums, snd Colin lorris and farry Cook with
their respective lady friends converged from various camp
sites. On ¥riday nignt Geoff Thompson and his brother
turned up, stayed for a day and then disappeared northwards
bound for Glencoe. mlke idoore, Lawrie Burns and John
welbourn, cemping in spendid isolation over by Gimmer, did
no% show themsclves among the comuon herd. At all events,
the main buttress routes were all climbed, together with
Giant's Crawl, Gordon and Craig's (a Jagn1¢1CLnt route)} and
a host .of snorter climbs,. The Crag was falrly swarming
with Oreads. . '

The weather was perfect, except for a few passing
clouds on Zaster Sunday; lambs, whose number increased
daily, frisked abaut the hillsides; the rocks were dry and,
in the sun, warm to the touchj the grass loasked deruqlolj
fresh and green, as did the pudain 1g larcies and rowansy
the nights were clear and starlit, with & radiant full moon.
These glad phbﬂOMbﬂu induced 1in qur] member of the company
a corresponding spring-time ligntness of spirit, which was
reflected .in. the gaicty (not to say frivolity) of the
gatherings in tents, in Yranearth, wherce the six HUL—QWbllerS
were ruyally enter uulf”d) and, let it be admitted, in the
inns of Ceoniston and Torver.

Apart from rock-climbing, one activity of note was a
"fourteen peaks walk" on the punddj, by iiessrs. Cullum (th
wale one), Morris and Parsons, who went to Scafell via
Coniston 01d iian, swirl ilow, .rynose Pass, Crinkle Crags,
Bowfell, Esk Hause, and all points west. The return route
went across lskdale, down uoasoole, the Duddon valley, and
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wur.-the Walna Sear Ltiracke. Thygy reached camp at 1.10.a.m.
a: Faster kionday. During the latter part of this excur-
zon, another of a different kind was taking place - a
gdering-up expedition up” tie 0ld wan, led by Len Barlow
i the L.C.C.C. nonday was, understandably a day of
rest and reflection.

2 .

When we departed, still in perfect westher, all
sgreed that it nad been a very happy meet. Qur only
regrets were that we had to go home, and that there had
ot been a larger nwnper of umembers to share in our

WHO/MENT,.

The hut-dwellers wish to tnank the L.C.C.C, for
-ecormodation at Tranearth, and for making their stay

wmch a pleasant one. ’ i
DC CQ C.
arsden - fowsley, day 15th/16th.

Last year's iarsden -~ lowsley walk, when Zetiy wrpight
“ecaime only female Cread to heve done this maration, was
2 great success, and s¢ it is being repeated. Toere is
a plan, incidentally, to start the walk at Colne for those
o found the original too easy. Zob Pettigrew is tne
wet leader.
[} >

& Silin, June, 5th/7th.

This rendezvous proved so popular last time, that it
#@s decided to hold tuis meet during a long weeck-end. At
amn Silin one may walk, climb, swim, fish or browse. The
Frights will lcad the meet, for which # coach will be run.
= don't forget White all for the last weekernd in raye.

—— — -

2

STOP PRESS - We have just learnt with regret taat the fatal
sgeident on Tower Ridge of Hevis at Haster involved party

of our friends the Polaris B.C. The body of lMMrs. Betty
mery was racovered by six Oreads (sutton, Pretty, Cart-
wight, Falkner, Pettigrew and Jones), witia members of the ¢
Jock and Ice Club and Polaris ii.C. We offer our sympathy
ta relatives and friends of the deud woman.
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LDE I1¥. SHORTS

oeveral informal meetings have been held in-the
Bell* in Derby. A1l members amd friends are welcome,
every Tuesday evening.

A fine display of .egging technique was given at
Froggatt on April L4th, by Nat Allen, aided and abbetted
v (among others) Ray Handley and Derrick Burgess. The
show, which was watched by a large and appreciative
zudience; provoked Pete Janes to utter a Quote of the
nth: "Just like climbing & lavatory chain, isn't ito¢

George Sutton has succeeded in arranging transport ,
Cor his expedition to South Georgia next winter.

The perennial question of a Club btadge s been
Fevivad once more. H:k.Bs (Hfoun) not Butlér) nes
rocucey un origpinai design featuring HNeolson's Moaw.sent
DR Bareho! s, &g Lim votlis was close on tils -question
2t the 4.GT7H., perhips you would care to communicate yaur
views to the E ito

Ciive wWoub was unfortunate enough to sprain his
ankle during the Froggatt meet. This is the second
meet in sutcession at which such an accident has occurred,
and members are urged to avoid further repetitionss:

Geoff Thompson, Clive Webby Ron Dearden, loger
Turner, Mike Turner, Bob Parslow, 0ld Uncle Phil Falkner
and all spent a pleasant day at Black Rocks and.Brassingten
on April 12th.

Coming out of a pub (it was closing time) in Coniston,
Jim Winfield was greeted by two young ladies who asked,
"Are you in the Orrid-Mountaineering Club?" The girls
names turned out to be Cyn and Virginia - an ill-assorted
pair, by the sound of things.

Many<Oreads spent kaster in Scotland, Messrs Gibson,
Cole, Webb, Dearden and Parslow camped in Glencoe, Harby,
Fisher and Burgess stayed at Lagangarbh; and-tlie South
Georgia party camped on Nevis. It 1s hoped to include
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reports in the June issue.

Remark by small boy lying at the top of Froggatt,
#=atching Ron Dearden following Marion Cook up a Cllmb.
®oh, look = there's another missus coming upd "

Have you paid your 3/~ for lewsletters yet? Better
sast it today, or you won't get any more. The address
is: D. C. Cullum, "Craigmore", 1l Cavendish Road,
Sorlton-cum-Hardy, Manchester 21.

— g ey —
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~ Ken was one of the earliest members of the Oread, and
aithough not a founder member, has the distinetion of belng
% first of the now famous “Hottinghan Shower". Since he
zde his first appearance, at the Windgather lleet in 135
En has done much to unite and strpngthﬂn the Club., Al chn
esmmittee 'man, he did much to help the Clud through the
gifficult period of 1952.

liis love of gritstone is well known and is only sxcesded |
O his pa351on for Shipstone (for foreigners - this is a
Witingham brew of ale). His gritstone associations
siarted rather late in life, when, after being demobbed
from the R.AF. he found his way to the 3lack Rocks about
13:6. Jy the time he met the Club in 1950, he was an
eszasional V.S. man, and several climbs on Tlrchan's owe
teir origin to KEn. :
: His associations with Bacchus started much earlier in
Iife in the Naafis of England, the wine shops of Cairo and
e beer cellars of Nuremburg. But do not get the impression
tiat he spends all his time in Public Houses; like other
@eads, he is never to be found in a pub unless the bar is
oen. Unlike mogst Oreads, however, Xcn does like exercise,
% is a keen swordsman and swimmer, and has a passion for
ssiling boats. .
In all Ken is a fine outdoor tyye but the nicest thing
sront him - and on this all Oreads agr ~ is his wife Betty.
~"Ezra'.





