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ALPTNE REPORT 1972

As reported below, the Alpine meet was held last year in the Bregaglia-
Bernina area. Although an enjoyable meet, indifferent weather and an
accident early in the holiday meant that there are few achievements to
record. For Gordon Wright the season must have been particularly
frustrating. Having attended the club meet, he went on to attempt the
Eiger by the Mittellegi ridge with his son Brian and the Shreckhomm
from the Strahlegg hut with three members of the Bangor University
Climbing Club, but bad weather foiled both attempts. He went on to
climb Gross Zinig, 2771 metres, from Matrei in Ost-Tirol with Pauline,
while waiting for higher peaks to come into condition, but deep snow
failed to clear and foiled his two attempts on the Gross Venediger.
Full marks for trying, nevertheless!

Elsewhere, Colin and Uschi Hobday visited Grindlewald and their
report follows, Dave Guyler, Pete Scott and Chris Radcliffe visited the
Tre Cima di Lavaredo in the Dolomites where Chris and Dave climbed the
N.E. ridge of the Cima Grande, but Pete and Chris had an abortive attempt
on the Comici on the same mountain. Deciding to cut their losses, they
moved over to Chamonix and Pete and Chris managed to climb the Walker
Spur on the N. face of the Grandes Jorasses (4208 m.) in a period of fine
weather. After this, however, it deteriorated and while Pete and Sue
left to visit the crags at Fontainblwou, Chris and Dave did a couple of
walks in the Chamonix area before leaving to call in for a day's climbing
at Freyr in the Belgian Ardennes, joining the Burgess', Oakdens' and
Carnells who were returninz from Vicosoprano,

Undoubtedly the best weather of all was enjoyed by Gordon and

Margaret Gadsby shose idyllic holiday in Norway is also recorded in this
issue.
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My thenks are due to Sh' lagh Bridges, Uschi Hobday and Sue Scott
for their help in typing this issue of the Newsletter.
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At the A.G.M. I shall be retiring from the position as Editor
of the Newsletter. All being well, Paul Bingham will be taking over,
S0 any future contributions should be sent to him at 135 Brisbane Road,
Mickleover, Derby.

I shQuld like to take this opportunity of thanking all who have
helped me with the chores of typing and collating, and especially all
those who have contributed.

Chris Radcliffe
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ALPINE MEET - 1972
JULY 23RD - AUGUST 3RD, BREGAGLIA - BERNINA J. Ashcroft

Campsite.. VICOSOPRANO - to be thoroughly recommended.

Present. Derrick Burgess and family
Don Cowan and fanily
Jack Ashcroft and family
Andy Oakden and family
Pat and Derek Carncll
Trev. Bridges and fanily
Colin Pritchard and family
Gordon Wright and friends
Peter and Karl.

The meet got off to a bad start with an accident due to a stone
fall on the lower third of the East Ridge on the North face of Piz Palu
(3905 n.). About 5.15 a.m. on 25th August, Peter and Karl were swept
off E, flank of E. Ridge by stone fall, Peter had to be rescued from
burgschrund very seriously injured. Karl was seriously injured. Both
had to be evacuated from mountain by helicopter. Derek Carncll and
Trevor Bridges received minor injuries, but were able to walk back to
Diavolizia Hut.

Peoks and passes attained and attenpted.

NOTE: Weather was gencrally unsettled from 26th August on.
Snow down to 2500 m. nmost of time.

HOUNTAIN/ROUTE CLIMBFRS AND COMMENT

1. Cima di Rosso 3366 m.

N.W, Face _. D. Burgess
D. Cowan

S,W, Flank T, Bridges
C. Pritchard

2. Monte Del Forno 3214 n.

South Ridge J. Asheroft
G. Wright

Interesting with verglas!

3. Pass Da Casnil (¥) 2975 n.

Forno Hut to Albigna Hut J, Ashecroft
: G. Wright

Done same -day as ascent of lMonte
Del Forno. Intended to pull in
Piz Casnil, but unfavourable
weather on pass - also late in day.
Pleasant walk over pass, but
recommended in reverse direction
to way done.



4. Pass Di Cacciabella 2895 n.

Sciora Hut to Albigna Hut J. Asheroft
G. Wright
T, Bridges
C. Pritchard

Went up to Sciora Hut with either
Dentro or Cima Della Bondarsa in
mind. Storm changed our minds and
we simply traversed Pass Cacciabella
in inclement conditions.

5. Colle Viale (Vial) 2160 n.

Sass. PFuprH Hut to Sciora Hut D, Burgess
D. Cowan

Went up to attempt N. Ridge, Badile.
Storm put route out of condition.

Conclusion.

Sad report. Best conditions and weather were experienced
personally on visit to Torino Hut - by cable car on journey hone!
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BIBULOUS BANQUETING IN BREGAGLIA Derek Carnell

I peered unsteadily through a blood-red haze. The pounding,
beooming sound in my head slowed and became words: "You'll have a dimmer
won't you I've ordered you a dimmer. Yes ah yes twoo dimmers please
sure you won't have one Gordon it will be very good youknow. And beer
yes beer we ought to have beerdidntwe?". Thus did our mono-lingual
leader set about organising us and the staff of the Formo hut, his
actions interposed with Churchillian gestures to ensure the quantities
were clear.

I slumped heavily (how else) on to the seat, ate three Coedine and
felt decidedly 40%; up to a hut two days after heading a large block into
goal on the Piz Palu was a little too soon it seemed.

Jack clucked around us and waves of other conversations washed over
ne., I squinted around in the half light --- God, they start 'en young
these days --- the place was full of twelve year olds, mostly girls. I
drank some coffee and tricd to perk up a bit. The electric lights,
already low, dimmed still further and lightning crackled round the hut.
The metal flagpole outside was encased in thick blue spirals of St.

Elmo's fire and the inside of the hut smelt of a mixture of ozone and
unburnt Calor. Gordon opened another can of ale, gquoting checrfully about
how nuch cheaper it was to buy it in the valley than at the hut (he was
the only one who'd carricd any up!) and Asheroft in retaliation bought ne
one from the hut warden. As I lowered it from my lips, I was able to see
the Warden's daughter stagger in with our first course - the Soup -
contained in the hut bath. A4t two gallons apiece, it looked as though

oy bladder was in for a distended night.




Jack dipped the acconpanying bucket into the steaming lake and we
played the 'numbers game' as the pasta swirled to the surface, We never
did reach the bottom because, after the ninth bowlful, a dustbin lid
piled high with the total cabbage production of a couple of Alps was
wheeled in. Sguatting on top, like some poor man's 'Cingue Torre', were
a couple of blocks of greasy bacon and the whole cullinary delight was
accompanied by a large bowl of what can only be described as 'Sheepsh' -
dark brown in colour and having a consistency akin to a Kinder clough
after heavy rain !! Two large oranges for dessert arrived and, in the
face of the other stuff, I promptly ate them! The detritus was boldly
(?) attacked by Asheroft, burbling happily about his delight of
Continental cooking and I nade a nental note to have a ward with Janet
about the hedge clippings - I was sure he'd find them fantastic.

I peered throuzh the zop in the cabbage mountain in front of nme
and watched fascinated as Jack's glasses steamed up each time he raised
his spoon. "Enough of this", I thought and strode firmly out into the
driving snow in search of the Bog. 4 bolt of lightning anchored itself
to the nearby weather station and a corona of blue light appeared round
the toilet chain --- Well, would you have stopped to pull it?? "It's
snowing", I announced, fastening ny flies umder cover of the table,
"and Burge isn't here, so we can't blame hin this time." Ashcroft
lowered his head and chomped nore cabbage. The pile didn't appear to
have got any smaller while I had been away and the 'Sheepsh' was
untouched.

"We'll go up to the Forno", he said. "It's a snow plod, 23 hours,
you'll LOVE it Derck."

"You only want me as a2 bloody steanroller." I sncercd and Jack
subsided, hurt that people could view mountains like that. In truth I
was feeling unwell again and preparing to brave the elements outside in
preference to the waves of nausea I was getting in the stuffy hut. I
shanbled to the door, bent over like Quasimodo. "God, I must be ill" I
thought, then discovered outside that I had oy shirt trapped in oy
trcuser flies, I straightened up and tottered through the crowd of
people who were trying unsuccessfully to photograph the corona round
the flagpole and out into the falling snow,

"Stick the Forno" I thought through my misery and, as if to answer
ny blaspheny, a large slab of wet snow leapt off the sloping roof and
smashed me to the ground alongside the tap I'd had ny head under,

Squeezing water from my 'pully', I thought of those other words of
J. Galsworthy (1867 - 1933) on 'in ilpine Pass':-

ssees Take heed all travellers in plight;
Be brave against the awesome sight

Of nountains grim, and snow that clogs,
And falling down too near the BOGS,

Hold fast the nisght, comc fill your belly,
For those outside are wet and Snmelly....!!

In the early morning, the weather had inmproved, but I had not, so
Jack and Gordon left to climb the Formo. They were followed to the pass
by the youthful, singing 'Wanderweggers' who were crossing to another hut.
I tailed up behind the last of thesc to the col, then returncd to chat
up the warden and his daughters. I was 'rescued' fronm this by the return
of the sunmit team, the strident voice of the leader demanding 'Teewasser'
to assuage his thirst. With his charisma glowing, he amnounced success



and indulged in an orgy of photography as only he can. Gordon opened
another of his hoard of becer cans and, as I looked at their glowing,
boyish faces, I was moved to rcmember the words of Kipling once again:-

Be well assured that with the best
Our challenged Mountains fight,

Though headlong wind and soaring crest
Can nake Our Sport a fright;

Through force of weather, not of war,
In jeopardy we steer,

Then welcome Fate's discourtesy
Whereby it shall appear

How in all times of our distress

As in our triumphs too,

The Game is more than the player of the gane
And the Tean is nore than YOU.
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GRINDELWALD 1972 C. Hobday

This year our holiday was to be a family one, We decided to hire
a chalet which proved to be a very difficult task, as everything seemed to
be booked for the most popular months of July and August. dAnyway at long
last we succeeded and on July 28th we were battling our way down the
various Motorways having to put up with the usual traffic jamns and
frustration, including the heat and the radiator boiling over, but we
were not the only ones. We arrived in Grindelwald in the early evening
whexrc Uschi's parents were already waiting for us.

At the time, we were quite pleased not having to camp as it was
quite cold and damp and the canpsite scemed rather sodden. Our chalet
was situated right on the outskirts away from all the tourists and roads.
To get to the front door, you cven had to walk a few hundred yards through
a neadow., The parorame from here was magnificent, Looking to the North
one saw the Wetterhorn and Fiescherhorn, to the South the Eizer and
Jungfrau and far below, the little village Grund with the Biger canmpsite.

The following days the weather was very mixed with lots of cloud
and outbursts of heavy rain, so we spent the time walking through the
woods to various high level alps where the cows and pipgs are kept,
climbing a small peak near the Faulhorn (2500 m.). We never saw the
sumpnit of the Eiger for a whole week. During this week, o big rescue
operation was under way, trying te bring down two Japanese climbers
who had fallen to their death somewhere on the wall,

On the 1st Aupust, it was the Swiss National day and everybody
turned out at night, all the children with lanterms 1lit by candles. The
programne contained a lot of folk music and dancing and finished off with
o big firework display.




Our first day on our own was to be a walk up to the Gleckstein
Hut. The weather looked reasonable in the early hours, so we set off
hopefully. We left the car at the Wetterstein Hotel, from where we
walked up to the Milchbach. There you normally pay a fee for using
sone nagnificant wooden ladders to get to 2 high viewpoint. Just after
clinbing those ladders, you more or less crawl through a hole in the
rock which brings you to the Oberer Grindelwald Glacier which you have
to cross to get to the Gleckstein Hut. As the glacier has shrunk such a
lot in the last few years, the only way of getting on to the glacier is
by abseiling down a rock face into the bergschrund and then clinbing
out on to the glacier. It was vexry broken and we had a job finding the
way across. The weather deteriated, it poured with rain and great clouds
of mist kept sweeping over our heads. Anyway, we got off the glacier
alright and climbed from there another three hours to the hut. By that
time it was snowing heavily and in no time at all, the path was completely
covered and we never saw the hut, until we stood right in front of it.
The people in the hut were quite surprised to see us, they had watched
us crossing the glacier whilst they were coming up the nornal route and
of course, were up a long while bhefore us., We only stayed half an hour
as we didn't want to get snowed in. Late in the afternoon we got back
down almost soaked to the skin in spite of all our waterproofs.

On one of the first good days, we took the chair lift up to the
First (2200 n.). It is a superb vicwpoint, one of the few grcen peaks
in the arca., We took the path to the Bachalp See about an hour away
fron where we had a long and gradual descent across meadows, through pine
forests, along quiet rock pools, back into Grindelwald - a day trip which
I would recommend to anyone.

It got increasingly hot and the next day we walked up to the
Pringstegs (1391), (grandparcnts and children went up via cablecar)
fron where a high level route partly with fixed steel ropes took us to
the Stieregz Hut. The walk takes you nainly along the Lower Grindelwald
Glacier, but high up in the rocks. At the Stieregg Hut, the children
refused to go any further it was so hot. From here there is a beautiful
view of the Ochs and the Fiescherhorn. Normally you carry on to the
Strahlegz Hut, another two hours away. On our return down the valley,
we were furtunate to see a Steinbock (Ibex) only a few yards away on a
rocky ledge below the paths, completely unmoved by all the onlookers and
photographers.

With the weather still holding good, Uschi and myself set off early
the next day, took the short cuts across the neadows down to Grund
Station and caught the first train to the Jungfrau Joch (3454 m.), the
usual first stop being the Eiger Fenster where everybody dashes out for
a glinpse and a photograph of the Eiger North Face before arriving at
the Jungfrau Joch Station at 8.46. A quick walk down the Spinx tummel
brought us out into the dazzlinz sun and snow of the glacier. (I still
don't know how "Digger" could have possibly got lost up there and taken
the wrong exit for the MBnch). Anyway we soon got up to the Ober Mbnch
Joch fron where the actual climb starts. Here we roped up. The ridge
was vexzy broken at the start, but we soon found ourselves on steep snow on
the left hand side of the ridze. We had not bothered to fit crampons and
felt a bit uneasy now, So it took us quite a while making steps before
regaining the ridge. Pleasant scrambling followed, then changing into a
steep snow arete, so we fitted our crampons. Also it turned very cold and
we had to put all our available woollies on. Far below, the Jungfrau
Joch was shrouded in cloud with Jjust a few supnmits around us peering out
above, bathed in sunshinc, After this arete, the angle of the ridge
eased and a pleasant snow ridge led us to the sumnit of the Mbnch ?4099m).



I+ was even colder on the top and we were disappointed not being able to
stay longer apart from the Sunnit nhotograph and a quick breather. Our
descent was trouble-free and no sooner were we back on the Jungfrau Joch,
we were enveloped in thick nist, so therc seemed little noint in

hanging around. A train was waiting in the station, but there were 80
nany people that all clinbers were transferred to the guards van, which
neant we were all sliding to one corner the moment the train moved
downhill. We stopped at the Kleine Scheidegg for a celebration beer.

Towards the end of our holiday we had another good walk from
Alpiglen back to Grindlewdld vid™ the Unter Grindlewald Glacier. I had
been earlier in the week with Uschi and we liked it so much that this
time I took Stephen and grandparents who used to be good climbers in
their day. The walk takes you alomg the face of the Eiger and you
descend via fixed ladders, where we put Stephen on a rope.

We had a final day swimming and shopping in Interlaken before
another frustrating drive back to Munich. The holiday we finished
off with a visit to the Olympics, which was very worthwhile.

All in all we found that Grindlewald is an ideal area for walkers

and climbers alike and we should have liked to stay another week at
least, to do all the things we had planned.
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THE A66 "IMPROVEMENT"

Just before Christmas, Mr. Geoffrey Rippon, Secretary of State
for the enviroment, approved the A66 proposals - nine months after the
ending of a mamouth 7 week public enquiry and one of the hardest fought
actions by conservationists.

This is what it means:

Converting the Cockermouth-Keswick-Penrith road into a major
route linking the industrial West Cumberland development area
to the M6 near Penrith,

Dualling the road along the west side of Bassenthwaite Lake
using the former railway track and constructing an embankment
90 feet into the lake for almost £ mile.

Building a by-pass on the north side of Keswick, with a vast
interchange, carving through the slopes of Tatrigg hill and
crossing the Greta on a 100 ft viaduct.

Dualling, levelling, embanking, new bridging, intersections
and roundabouts to provide a faster route.

The objectors make the following points:
A major highway carrying industrial traffic should not be brought
through our prime national park at any cost, and that the whole

policy of roads within national parks needs thinking through.

The vast construction and engineering work is completely alien
to the close and intimate Lake District setting.

(Continued on the back page)




ARCTIC NORWAY 1972 Gordon Gadsby

It was 1.30 p.nm. on Sunday, 18th June as the 5.5, Blenhein sailed
into the harbour at Kristiansand. Suddenly the leaden coloured sky
opencd and torrential rain swept the upper decks, sending hundreds of
passengers scurrying for cover. What a welcome to Norway! and Welbourne
had assurced us it would be hot. ' The rain continued unabated for over
twenty-four hours and then scttled into showers and bright periods, vexry
similar to the weather we had left behind in England..

On Wednesday, after two and a half days steady motoring, we
unpacked our tent from a grossly overloaded Morris Traveller and set up
canp in the silent grandeur of the Okstindan Mountains, twenty-five niles
south of the Polar Circle. Iy aunt and uncle, Albert and Mndzge Hankin,
both in their seventies, we had installed in a log cabin type chalet near
the Swedish Border at Umbukta, scventeen miles away. Fron there they
hoped to enjoy their sport of cycling on the almost traffic free roads,
their bikes having been carried on the roof rack fron England.

The Okstindan glacier covers an area of seventy-six square
kilonetres and is capped by the highest peak in North Norway - Oksskolten
1915m, a horse-shoe ridge which contains a hanging glacier., The eusiest
approach to the peak is fron Kjennsvass Lodge which is reached by a very
rough car journey of twenty-two miles from Umbukta. We camped after
seventeen niles, the road being inpassable further on due to deep snow.
On Thursday, we walked to the Lodge (which was still closed fron last
auturm) and scrambled up an un-naned peak on the way. e returned to a
mognificent sunset over Lake Akersvatnet and sighted a golden eagle on a
dead tree near the tent.

The following morning we were awakened by a series of grunts
outsidec the tent and I peercd out to see we were almost surrounded by a
large herd of reindeer with several small white ones that appeared to be
only a few days old. In the cnsuing rush to find the camera in the back
of the tent, I nust have made a lot of noise and I emerged just in time
to see the last of the deer galloping madly into the nearby birch forest.
These turned out to be the only wild ones we saw during the whole three
weeks holiday, although we often heard their calls whilst in the arctic
hills. We decided to cash in on this unexpected early call and soon
Margaret and I were making our way up the main valley alongside sone
thunderous waterfalls. The wenther was still a little unsettled and
although we were in hot sunshine, nost of the time the possibility of a
violent storm was always therc. Two and a half hours hard walking brought
us to an un-naned lake at 765n. The lake was almost completely frozen
over and the far side lost in low cloud. Above us we could sce several
peaks merging into ominous black clouds. You could almost feel the
renoteness and charm and the haunting silence,

We decided to go for the ncarest peak, a satellite of Oksskolten
called Stolltind 1216 metres high. We traversed the perimeter of the
lake ard then ascended a long snow slope, followed by a broad but rocky
ridge to the cairned sumnit. Just as we reached the cairm, a wind sprang
up, followed seconds later by driving rain and runbles of thunder, so I
snatched a quick photograph and then we hurried back down the way we had
come. Ten minutes later the mountains mocked our caution as the whole
range was bathed in glorious sunshine, whilst a delicate rainbow appeared
over Oksskolten's hanging glacier! This was the last rain we were to see
for nearly three weeks.



Barly Saturday morning we packed up camp, picked up Albert and
Madge and in glorious weather notored north over the Polar Circle and
into Arctic Norway., The famour arctic highway (E6) which we had
followed all the way fron Oslo was still a good metalled road with the
luxury of a yellow line for nost of the way. Soon we reached the first
ferry terminal of the journey at a small place called Sommerset. The
distance from Kristiansand was 1,025 miles,

The crossing was smooth and swift and in twenty ninutes we
landed at Bomnasjoen. The North Cape road from here on was rough,
gravelled and potholed. The sun was scorching down whilst every car
that passed left a gréat dust cloud and showered us with gravel chippings.

Forty miles on we set up canp at a place called Tommerneset to the
East of the Arctic Highway. In the West we could see a fabulous group of
peaks called Vaggfjella. Behind them the sky was streaks of purple and
gold filled with red as the evening sun hung above this arctic land.
Looking South-West, the snow capped peaks of Stordalstindan werc bathed
in a delicatec alpen glow. Hours later at nidnight the sky was even nore
glorious as the sun, now hidden bechind the mountains, sent thc heavens a
deep blood red.

Aftor a leisurely morning spent around the camp site (a large
field with several log chalets and o small shop) we packed our rucksacks
and Margaret and I set off for the Veggfjella massif. The first problen
was to climb a steep escarpment guarding the plateau from which the
mountain group rises. The only weakness in this cragszy ranpart seemed to
be at the lowest point where the river Lielva plunged over the 800 ft.
drop in a series of three spcectacular waterfalls. We climbed this with
some difficulty about 50 ft. right of the waterfall, the terrain being
very sinilar to parts of Tremadec but without the larger crags. Here
and there the numerous birch trees hung dizzily over the cliffs seemingly
having their roots in the solid rock. After a two hour battle with dead
trees, lush vegetation, bropbles, snooth slabs, mosquitos and cleggs, we
thankfully reached the top of the plateau and the welcome shadc of sone
large boulders. The sun was scorching down from a clear blue sky. Away
in the distance we could hear cuckoos rivalling each other in song, near
2t hand the sound of grasshoppers and the constant drone of flies and bees
filled the air. Was this the Land I'd read about in Ton Wier's "Camps
and Clinbs in Arctic Norway" when cvery climb they did seened to include
water squelching in boots and cold cloudy days with little sunshine!

After dabbing our arns and nccks with evil smelling nosquito
repellant (on sale in every snall shop in the arctic), we set off across
the four miles of scrub and birch forest that separated us fron the
Veggfjella peaks. This was the life! No tourists, sign posts, cairns
or tracks, nothing to indicate that nan had passed this way at all. About
halfway across on top of a rocky knoll we found a fine set of reindeer
antlers, bleached white by the arctic weather. The peaks secned as far
away as ever and as we tramped on, I thought about the only other
recorded visit to these mountains by an Oxford University Expedition in
the ea:ly 1960s - had they in fact traversed this plateau or had they
approached by the seaward side? According to their report, all sumpits
over 1,000m. had been climbed during a six week stay in the area, but
pany ridges and faces were still virgin.
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_~We had now reached the edge of a ravine separating us fron the
pountain proper. A good spot for a halt and a decision on which line to
take, The nost obvious route was alnost directly in front of us, a huge
curving whaleback of a ridze which narrowed considerably near the very
sharp looking sumnit. Climbers visiting this area would I'n sure have
chosen this as the finest route to the top. Anxious to brezk new ground
if possible, I decided we would try and scale the face between this
ridge and the easier looking north-east ridge. This I hoped would bring
us out via the upper snowfiecld to a notch on the south ridge just below
our intended un-named sumnit, Point 1051m. It was just after 5.00 p.nm.
as we emerged out of the far side of the ravine and set off up the first
rocks of the South-East face. By careful route finding, we reduced the
ascent to a mere scranble only putting on the rope for the last two
hundred feet to the sumnit. This was reached in three hours froa the
ravine and nmade a fitting clinax to one of the best days ever spent in
the nountains, The view from this airy spot was magnificent, the
arctic sun was still full of power and the sharp shadow of our peak nade
an-inpressive sight across the landscape far below. Looking South we
could see range after range of nountains as far as the eyc could sce,
dominated to the nost part by the spectacular pesk of Krakmotind 924n,

a trunckated volcanic pluz of solid rock, similar in appearance to

Half Dome in the Yosemite National Park. No ascents have been recorded
on this unusual peak except by the casy East side. Eastwards the Jagged
peaks of the Stolotindan 1195m. took the eye, thouzh not nearly so
inpressive as when we had first caught sight of them from the rocky
terrace half way up the face. Beyond the Stolotindan massif, the silent
snowfields of arctic Sweden beckonzd us as they slowly turned a delicate
shade of pink in the evening: sun. I thought what a vast and lonely land
this is, forests and mountains cverywhere, a myriad lakes. shining like
jewels all round us, severdlakes joined like pearls on a string below
Krakmotind and all this great wonderland virtually untouched. I was
brought back to reality very quickly when Margaret said "Can we go downm,
it's nearly half-past eight!". Half-past eight, I could hardly believe
it, we'd been on the go for ninc and a half hours and still had to get
down. The descent went nuch better than expected thanks to a few small
cairms we had built at cruicial spots and we were soon striding back
across the plateau, disturbing as we went numerous Ptarmigan fron their
nests in the heather and serub. It was 12.15 a.m. when we arrived back
at our Tomnerneset camp, the sky was a glorious deep red and the tourists
were out along the banks of Sagfjorden with their cameras and tripods,

I thought of the day we'd had and what they had nissed, then helped
Margaret prepare a welcone neal by the light of the Midnight Sun.

The following day was so hot we spent the tine exploring and
sunbathing by the Rotvatnet Fjord and its environs, also photographing
the nunerous namificent waterfalls from the river Lielva, a testinony
to the hot weather and fast nelting snowfields. In the evening we
downed canp and set off for the ferry terminal of Bognes to catch the
late boat to the Lofoten Islands. The sca crossing took one and a half
hours and afforded us some wonderful views of that incredible  oblisk
Stetind 1381m. across the waters of Tysfjord, ILittle did we realise
that o week later when we sailed back across this fjord that the air
would be filled with the acrid snell of wood smoke from thousands of acres
of hirch forests on fire all along the coastline., The fires werc caused
by the hottest spell of weather in living memory and in a three week
period, destroyed over 40 ycars of rcindeer grazing land.
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Later the boat approached the town of Lodingen on the island of
Hinnoya in the northern Lofotens; the time was almost 10.00 pem. but the
sun was still glaring down fronm a cloudless sky. A photograph I took
directly into the sun to get the island skyline was exposed at a
thousandth of a second at F16. As I drove the car off the boat and on
to the quayside, I felt the car bunping on the concrete. The gravel
roads had taken their toll, our first puncture! - not bad really after
well over a thousand miles with a heavy load. We all got out and were
inmediately surrounded by the younger nembers of the local population;
these boys and girls were all brandishing notebooks and scraps of paper
and it was soon evident that we would get no peace until we had all
signed our nanmes and addresses nany times over. Two of the older boys
helped me change the wheel and they escorted us through the town to the
only garage, where they chatted up the owner to allow me to use the free
air equipnment to increase the tyre pressure. At 11.15 p.nm. we soid
goodbye to our new found fricnds and headed north on a good metalled
coast road. Four miles on we turned left and motored North-wWest into a
glorious evening sky, passing after two miles the coloured county stone
pnarking the border between Nordland and the most northerly arca of Norway-
Troms. We soon reached the highest point of this mountain road, with its
breathtaking views on all sides. The southern aspect was best, ridge
after ridge of saw-toothed peaks black and purply blue against the
nidnight sky, the narrow slit of thc famous Raftsund Fjord just visible
about ten miles away. In front of us were a score of rocky peaks and
snowfields and behind then the najcstic spires of Moysalen 1266n, the
highest sunmit in these arctic islands.

We camped below the former at a place where the road curved round
the head of Gullesfjord, having first obtained permission from the owner
of a small group of fishing chalets and a rather battered looking cafe.
It was an idyllic spot, our tent was on a lush green promontary by the
water's edge, cowslips and buttercups growing all around with here and
there a wild hyacinth or two. Behind us the edge of the birch forest and
beyond the forest the whole area was ringed with peaks., It was 1.30 a.m.
when we finally crawled into the tent having received sone hel) fron the
landowner's teenage children. No one seemns to go to bed before 2,00 a.n.
- the children told us the sunmecr is so short they have to make the most
of it while they can. My Aunt and Uncle were nearby in a fishernan's
log cabin all to themselves. Sunner visitors to this part of the world
are few, but in the winter months of February and March, these islands
are thronged with fishermen from many countries, the cod fishing bheing
the best in the world. The main bulk of the catch is hung up to dry for
several nonths on huge franes, particularly at the nain part of Solvaer.
Then it is exported to places like Spain and Latin American countries
where it is in great demand.

As a precaution, after hearing of exploits of others in this
region, we had brought with us a large mosquito net for the front of the
tent. Before finally retiring for the night, I fixed this up for the
first time on the holiday. 4t 6.00 a.n. next morning, the inner tent was
like a furnace as the sun blazed down. I opened up and therc behind the
outer net, dozens of flies and mosquitos were already buzzing around
attracted by the extra heat inside. Morning and evening were the worst,
but this was an exceptional year for them. I shudder to think how we
should have managed without John Welbourne's net.

We spent several lazy days around the canp site environs and
swinning in a nearby lake. We also made an abortive attenpt to elinmb a
fine looking peak called Vestbotind 936m, but were turned back by =z
conbination of excessive heat, flooded rivers and tanglcd undersrowth.
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After sceing us return from this latter expedition, one of the local
fishermen told us: that three Italian nountaineers had spent three weeks
here, earlier in the year, and had not climbed a single peak - I was
beginning to understand why.

The continuance of the very hot weather made it difficult to
overcone the lethargy this brings and also destroys any keenness to tackle
the nidge infested birch firests, but after much surveillance through
binoculars of the various peaks and possible lines of ascent, we set off
to try and climb two peaks on the West side of Gullesfjord called Konstind
and Karstind, In the early norming, we battled with the birches and
undergrowth disturbing nunerous ptarmizan in the process. Then up easy
angled boiler plate slabs, rcoiniscent of Skye, to the shade of a large
rock overhang, the time was 12,30 p.n. We stayed under herc for two
hours while the sun boiled away outside. At half past two, we started to
scranble up a steep rocky buttress interspaced with several large snow
patches, This soon brought us to the crest of a broad ridge and from this
point, a short walk castwards on snow took us to our first peak in the
Loftens, the nodest sunnit of Karatind 568m. The view down the length of
Gullesfjord was an impressive sisht, the caln waters reflecting perfectly
the low hills of the eastern part of the Hinnoya Island., North and South
we could see the sharp sumnits of a dozen or so peaks, nost of then
un-naned, all of them shimnering in the hot afternoon heat haze. In the
West the upper snowfields of our main objective, Konstind dominated the
scene and a long sharp ridge curved up the left hand edge of this from
where we stood., Konstind from this angle bore a atrong resezblance to
the Lagginhorn 4010m. when seen fron above the Weismies Hut in the Valais,

It wasn't long before we were scrambling up this delightful ridge.
It was easier than it looked and the rope was only necded over two short
tricky sections. Soon the ridge nerged into the upper snowfield and at
5.00 p.n. we stepped on the hishest point of a finc snow dome at an
altitude of 929m., a ninor peak by alpine standards, but in thesc islands
a very worthy summit., We also visited a cairned rock suanit about a
hundred yards away, where the north ridge reached the base of the snow
done, We lingered here for about an hour, the sun not quite so hot now,
as we sunbathed and took in the namificent surroundings of our peak.
Fron the top of the snow dome we had looked down on the tottering
pinmacles of the West ridge, a route still awaiting its first traverse.
At the far end of this dragon's back was & splendid chisel shaped peak
8till unclinmbed the locals said and no wonder! - sheer on all the sides
that we could see, it did look virtually impregnable., Behind this
bastion, were range after range of nountains disappearing into the heat
haze. We too reluctantly disappeared from the scene and left the arctic
sunnits for the last time on this holiday.

A few more days werc spent exploring around the islands when we
visited Harstadd in the north of Hinnoya and Sortland on the island of
Austavoy. The good weather ncver faltered., On the long journey back to
Kristiansend, we canped for throe days in the Jotunhein (Home of the
Giants) and climbed the North Peak of Skazastoltind 2168n, agnin in
perfect weather conditions. We were told this was the first really good
weather in Central Norway for nearly 2 nonth.

We finally said goodbyc to the nountains of Norway as we packed
our tent on an alp called Kinz Olaf's Hill about 800' above Turtagro.
Scattering the cold ashes of our last camp fire, we headed back down the
Somefjell road to Oslo, Kristiansand and hone, secure in the knowledge
that one day we would return te this magic land.

B WK N K K KK W
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Members of the Orcad have only had rare glimpses of the
activities of our latter daoy Livingstone, Reg Squires, in his recent
safari to Africa. Howecver, by enlisting the inventive mind of Tricouni
8ll was reveileodeesves

BIG REG TRICOUNT

It was Guring 2 short walk in the lower British hills, that
the steady plod of foot behind foot brought to mind those feet to cap
all feets the hooves of the mighty Se¢j Quires. Enguiries revealed that
they were last scen alive by Dennis the Gray, whose graphic and vivid
accounts of their activities revezaled to me the following adventure,
which can best be expressed to the tune of '"Big John'....

Every morning at the crag you could see him arrive,

He stood six fcot one, and wecighed one scventy fives

Kind of broad in the instep and narrow in the purse,

Full of hay-fever and inclined to slurp...Big Reg!
Chorus .

Big Re-egs Big Bad Reg

Nobody knowed where Reg called home,

He Jjust drifted ocround like a force fed gnome,
Breathin' Park Drive through a nicotine lung,

And preachin' the works of Mao-tse-Tung....Big Reg!

Chorus...

Some said he come from Africa-way,

Where he had some trouble with a man named Grays

So's Gray came back likc a scalded cat,

Leavin' Reg in the bush as thie club-king-rat....Big Reg!

Chorus...

Then came that day high up on a crack,

When a chock came out, and there was no way back.

Nylon was frayin' =and hearts beat fast,

And cveryonc thoupght as they'd breathed their last..e.'cept Reg!

Chorus..s

With all of his strength he gave a nighty shoveg,

And o climber yelled out, there's a boot jaumed aboves

And twenty men scrambled from a would-be grave,

And now there's only one left down there to 5aVC.s.+Big Reg!l

Chorus...

With Chuck and Prussik thkey started back down,

jhen thoy felt that tremour running through the ground,

And up czme Rez at a furious pace,

Skow'rin rocks to the ground, and with a bright red facc...Big Regl

ChoTUS e e
They never ro-led that worthless pitch,
They just placcd @ marble stand in front of ity
And on that stand they had these words puts
"At the crux of this cliwmb stood 2z Big, Big Foot....Big Regi!

I
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ODE TO A WELSH WALK PAUL BINGHAM

(July 7th-9th)

I've often hcord old members talk

Of the Ore~d club's annual Wclsh Walk,

Of the incredible mileage and innumerable boers
Consumed by it's members throughout the years.

With Jack Ashecroft I sped at a great pace, _
(Dropping Chris Radcliffe in Lichfield-with case)
Knocking hell out of his luxury car

To reach the New Inn in time for a Jjar.

We managed to make it beforc the pub closed,
And thore in the lounge bar the Oread posed,
Allen, Williams, Janes and eternal old Pretty,
Ogzling smort birds from Birmingham city.

On being cast out into the dark night

We drove very quickly to the bivouac site.
After pitching the lcaders brand new marguce
We 2all had o brew and then a last pees i

Crafty Pete Janes produced a camp bed

And crashed down between Jack Asheroft and Fred.
T'was thus on the old R.R. craylenc

Th=t we spent a good night, both dry and sercne.

At scven we awoke, bitten by clogs,

Willioms compleined, he'd forgotten the cggs.

Asheroft's proposals were rejected - "too far"
So the first two thirds wore traversed by car.

We finished the drive in 2 forest ncar Bryn,
Got out thc stove and picknicked again.
After helping the shepherd round up g stray
The actuzl Welsh walking got under way.

‘A8 soon as we started down came the rain
(Bvening was tho noxt time it cleared up again)
So on with thc 'ecaggys' and off up the track,
The start of the pains in my legs and my back.

Pretty bross monkcyed on a barbed wire fence
And walkod with a limp from that point hencc.
5till poured the water out of grey skies.
Right in the sphagnum up to my thighs.
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The first sign of trouble came at thc top
Whieh was the way to the essential tea shop?
Asheroft's curt order was to traverse on high
"Down to the valley" was Pretty's reply.

A11 cxcept Jzek did what Harry had said,

Anc spent 2 good hour in a forester's shed
Waiting for Digger's empty gas stove

To heat up the tea in this pinc scented grove.

Increcsing the pace so not to be late
hrough the dark forest und over the spate

Until we arrived at. our targetted caf.——
Asheroft had been there and hour and a helf.

We arcued the morits of both of the routes,
(Neither avoided waterlogged boots).

After a brew and a leer at the birds

Ag~in wo split up - this time without words.

The'A tcam' set off th climb up Plynlimon,

The party consisted of Jack, Digger and Bingham,
The'B tecam',in order the others to snub,

Went over the col to be first at thoe pub.

When we turncd up at the two stor hotel,

The 'B team' wore there, giving it holl.

Fred Allen cnnounced with berms of delight

That the wily old trio had booked for the night!

Ye nceded four pints to got over the shock,
And when eight-thirty arrived on the clock
The three of thom went for a bath and a me2l
Whilst we poor purists took to the field.

Not thirty yards from this immoral inn

We found 2 good burn and there cntered iNs

Plenty of hay would cnsurc a good kip

S0 we quickly cookcd meals then roturncd for 5 sip.

The six of us drank till the brass clock struck one
Discussing world problcms (with solutions to nong).
At last the old barm-:id called it a daye

Three to soft beds, threc to dry Lke,

We barn dwellers slept like threc drunken swine,
And none of us woke until half pust nine.

But we were just about ready whean Fred arrived
Just making surc that we all hagd survived,
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Five course breakfast remains in beard,
Pretty led off as the sunshine appeardd.

We followed the gorge down to Parson's Bridge
And then struck up left to regain the ridge.

The day progressed at o leisurely pace -
Nene of yesterdaoys blistering race.

Many stops and bitcs to cat

O what comfort to poor sore fect.

We ploughed through a bog to by pass the bull
(This port of the walk was o strenuous pull).
A strcam in the valley wis the Party's next goal
Which Haorry achicved doing a forward roll.

A group of girls walkoed on the othor side

'Drop 'em' scrcamed Janes, but not onc replicd.
Harry left us for tlhe short route Lome

Whilst we the gorze began to roam.

The gorge got narrow, thce water deep.

Along the rock walls we were forced to creep.
Just s the traversc got extremely thin

Poor old Fred put both feet in.

Our finnl exliisusting uphill flog

On steep heather followcd by bog.

A tuneful marc: on the forestry road
Buck to the cars we merrily strode.

Pretty (who'd taoken the short cut home)
Lrosc from his sleep likec a hairy gnomc.
We changed our clothes =nd packced the car
hen back to our wives - via thc bar.

Now this cvent wos my first Welsh Welk

How did it live up to tlc Wilmot t,1k?

Perhops shorter in miles, but onc things clear
I'm sure it wos cqual in bantcr and beer

To all you Orcads who stayed at honme
If you would likc o worthwhilc roam,
With ncver ending wit and beer

Book your hotel for the walk next year.
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LETTER TO THE EDITOR

SOUTH CAIRNGORES

With rcforence to the commcnts on poor attendance on meets,
onc mect in 1972 which Lnd no mention in the last Nowsletter was the
Easter Mcet ot Lin of Dee in the South Cairngorms.

Tis was attended by o large number of Oreads and in spite
of the inelcment weathur 2 great time was had by 2ll. During the weck-
end tke President visited "The Colonels Bed"* and a group of stalwarts
tramped up Meal Odeir in superb snow conditions. John Fisher had a set-
to with tho gnme-kocper, wiile Chris, Dove Ghyler and Mike Key traversed
Ben Moedhui, 4296ft.

The most amnzing sight of the holiday, however, was to sce
Snzke Hips Radeliffe in full flight down the stecp lower slopes of Meal
Odair! Other skicrs stared opcn-mouthcd as thc immoculate a2ll-black
Christopher hurtlced past. Never a turn, nc attempt at o stop, just pure
unadulterated speed until finally crashing in a beautiful fountain of
snow and broken skis.

On the last evening of the holiday, 17 Oreads had a fine
muanl of Roinbow Trout and other Scottish fare 2t the Fyffe Arms in
Broeomar. Whot o story it would all have made if only the mect lcader
had not been in Malawi.

Orcads ond fricnds on the meet were Paul, Betty ond Douglas
Gardiner,Bhris Rndcliffe, Mike Koy, Dave Guyler, Chris and Halina Martin,
Frank and Shirley Goldsmith and fomily, Dave and Janet Penlington and
fanily, John Fisher, Dave Jacobs, Gordon and Margaret Gadsby, Anne Hayes,
Michacl an.. Peter Hayes, Frau Kall, Stuart ,Kath and Juli Bramwell, Paul
and Chris Craddock, Norman gnd Judy Millward, Kretia agnd friend, Tom and
Suc FFrost ond childrene.

* The Colonel's Bed is 2 cave like recess in tho rock wall above the Iy
burn ~nl on the path to Carn Linth 2676ft. Jokhn Farquharion, the Black
Coloncl of Invercy who razed Bracmar castlc in 1689, remnined hidden
herc for many months aftcr thc battle of Killiccrankic. The hill track
continucs past the bed to the ruins of Altanour Lodge, four miles on,
and from there to Ben Mhor 3424 ft. nnd Ben Intharn Bheog 3121 ft.

Gordon Gadsby.

FLASH NEWS ITEM

Will all interested parties consult pages 6 and 7 of the
Mothercare catalogue Spring and Summer 1972, where none other than our
ovn Sue Taylor-Scott in person, will be seen in a previously
un-revealed role, modelling bra's for that illustrious concern.
No-kidding,....take a look!
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TINSEL by SUE SCOTT

Tinsel would 2 model be ‘
For Radcliffe's school of photography.
This cameraman with film and flash
Would pay young Tinsel good hard cash
To pose in the altogethcr

And, braving Derby's winter weatler
Assume the role of Aphrodite

Goddess of love - but minus nightie.

Tinscl went into the hall

And on commzndy she showed her all

To the cameraman, whe raised z cheer
At a sight to daunt a mountaincer,
Dozed by dizzy pcaks to scalc.

But Tinscl's charms werce somcwhat pale.
Shc hed o sun-tan...but like = chump
She'd let her bikini shade her rump.

Rodders said with doleful voilce,

"Tinsel luv, I have no choice

But to sack thec on the spot,

I do agree you've got o lot

Of what it takcess but films lookeld faked,
Thy 'ot cross bum's cum out half-baked!"
A saddened Tinsel left the hall

To get 2 suntan overall

To Black Rock sands she wns persued,

And therc she sun-bathed...in thce nude,

To the joy of the loczl people,

Who climbed every hill ond stceple

To cateh o glimpsc of this marvellous show

Of suns roys melting tic mountain snow.

Her famo sprecd far in city and town

As Lier chorms sizzled softly from white to brown.

Today young Tinse turns downs vast foos
From Radders - who on berded knces

Begs her to be this months Playmate,
But Tinsel has = more luerative fotes

A Rock znd Ice maon sho has wed.

So, girls, it can bec truly said:

"If you wishk to cateh your man

First aquire n onc-~picce tanii®
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VEET REPORYS  JULY - DCE ZER 1972

There were a total of 20 meczts, but only 5 reports have been received
and T would appeal once again to meet leaders to subnit some kind of report,
however brief, to record the occasion.

Venues have been as vavied as usual: hard climbing on Cloggy, or hard
walking in the “hinegs. Off=beat places like {ymonds Yat, or ‘/hitestones
Cliff in Yorkshirc as well as the morc usuval arcas like Borrowdale or the
“/elsh Tut, Atiendance and enthusiasn has been like wise varicd. On four
nects (i.e. 20/%) the mect lcader wasn't present (mostly for a good reason,
but unfortunate nevertheless since the siccess or otherwise of the mect
often dcpends on the meet leader).

In Vales there werc small cnthusiastic groups on the walks in July and
October and at the Cloggy nect in Avgust. The Cader liect was well attended
and the J/elsh Hut Working Party mnanaged to achieve a lot by a fow. ot
nany attcnded the Jovember hut meot and there were fewer than usuval at
Christmas., Howcver in the Lakes only two nembers from the Derby arca actually
attended the Dorrowdale ncet in Sceptember. this was the only me:t in the arca
on the card although some nombers were up 2t Christmas; despite the ¥ 6
thero scems to be little cnthusiasm from members for the “birthplace of
Dritish rock climbing”, Anyonc any comments?

Of the other outlying arcas, I belicve a fow went to Symonds Yat but
there has becn no feed back. The Yorkshire mect, however, proved vory
enjoyable for all who went. '

Local ncots usually get o reasonable attondance, but the most successful
ncots - Agdon Rocher and Edalc - were those wherc an offort was nade to get
out for the weckend, Others, such as Heathy Lea and Stanage in July, Ravons-—
dale in August, losc a lot in my viow bocause pcople only come out for the
day so thot there is no real neot at all, Porhaps we should exciude all such
nmcets off the card altogether & roly on individuals to nake thoir own arrange-—
nonts, sinee this is vhat really happens in practicc. I belicve that if a
noct is on the card, it should be trcated as a weockend ncet and tho mect
lcader should drun up support on that basis: otherwisc vhat is the point of
having a necet?

More roeently, a for stalwarts put in a good coffort at a working party
at Ticathy Loa and there was a rocord gathering at the Hags Head prior to
the Wovenbor Dorbyshire Walk which then followed a traditionally arduous
nattorn.

Tt gocs without saying that the two bost attended mcots wore the social
high points - the Photo ilent and the Dimmer. Both wore highly succossful as
usual.

RAVENSDATE ¢th August 1272 Trovor Bridges

The nouts leader, alwaysone vho likes to be up to date, decided to
follow the lotest fashion started by the Viee Presid ont, by not turning up
on his cwm mect,

The weather organiscd for the occasion was impcccable by last yoar's
standard. Dry, waern and soncwhat sunny oven, it was a conplcto contrast
to sinmilar ncots carlior in the yeawr.

In 2ll ten clinbors turned up, well supported by wives ctce Clinbing
standards varicd considerably with sonc of the casicor routes being clinbed
as well as the favouritc harder routos. “he lattsr included fcphistophcles,
Via Vita Ploy & Dclusor.
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SDALE JGeptonber 13t to 3rd 1972 Chris Radecliffo

lcosonable vroathor end o good turnout moade this one of the nore
succeasful ucots of roeont nmonths. The vonue, as tho yoer bofore, vas
at Uppsr Booth, It ~ms disturbing to find on arrivel, howcver, thot
casual canping ig noir forbidden to all oxcopt cortain cxempt orgonisctions
guch a8 the Coravean Club or the Cemping Club of Great Britain., Oncc agedin
the prcassures on the anconitics in the arca have causcd the authoritics
to curb our frcodon in one nore sncll my. On this ocecasion sonc fast
tallting porsucded the farmor to let us canp so thet e appearcd to be
part of & nest run by the Conping Club of G.%, Howover, the nessage for
the fubvre is clear and the Committoc has approached the 3B.4.C. to ropro—-
gsont our interecsts in this sort of situation.

wiag fine we treklaed ovir to the Dovmfall Axca and clinbed soveral good
rouwtcs on indeor Buttrosn & Groat Duttress, both little visited crogs
nowvadayse Sy th  tine o rotvrncd to the conpsito nost othor people had
arrived and lator all had o convivial ovening at the ocgs Head.

oxt day parties visited Nothor Tor ond Uppor Tor, whilc othors wont
walking in the arcon,

Tred, Ron, Ton, Andy & nysclf arrivcd on Fridey night and as Saturday

Ll

Thonks to @1l vho attcndod - Fauvl, Betiy % Douglas Gardincr,
Dexricln, Janct & Gory Durpess; Frod, Bronda, Potor and tho twing; lon &
ath Chanbarg; Pote & Guo Seott; Dave & Pan estony Mun & Noroon Nodgo;
Vorman & Judy idlward; lov & Jath; Jocls Acheroft; Dtewart Bramiell & Pranlk

~

ke ey Andy Tanheosi; Yon Groonmgy & Milly Bovridgo.

PROTO 3R October Tth 1972 Georga Huynoldo

Thig roport ic for thogo one or two nenbers who didn't attond,
“hore were over 90 ncnbors and fricnds proncnt ond T cven tricd © persuade
Princoss Anmic to attend cs she wes golloping by in Chatsiorth Parls during
the aft.rmcon,

A voual there was o lote start, bub once Iied ‘clly had scttled down
to the Orood bantor, it o a vory cnjoyabl: covening. T think thot Med
had e very difficult task. As uvsual the standard of photography as vory
high, but cccording to young Sinon Proity it was a pity that the boeor
was not of .the sanc standard (hu wes heard comploining to Uarry about
his bour being flaut).

It weg 2lso intorcoting
the ceormpotition.

The reoults wore

0 Suc gonc chonges in thoe nonbers wrinning

1l

0t = CGrohon Fostor
26 = Radders (vAth o slide rojeeted by lidlnor)
rd - Rog Squirce. :

At fone, Gonirals

At Tone, Action: ot - MNove feston
ni = Polte dcott
3rd - At greot oxponse: o.
Abroad, Actions 1ot = ‘addors (but ho had to usc an Nigor

Vordiond one).
2nd - Pote Secott
Frd Non Cowen (<o hod to be brovw beaton
to onter at 3 pn on Saturday
aftorneon).

(Continued on back page)
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It wos during o ghort wwll in tho lowor British i31ls that ny glance
chonced te éell on the gontls and rythnice undulationg of thL fonale
pogtericr in thr porson of Tath Chanbors vho by dosign oo prescding

ny adgecent of a vell kmowm "pap". That urges wore stirred within ny
gonile breast by the sighg,and by the incginction of the hidden
dclizghts of fomnle crchitecture concoclcd bonuath her nountein garb.

But how could this be the product of i'r., Damdns cvolution? as not

the nale the "poacock' of the aninel lingdon? Why should the endovmont
¢f tho hunen fonele be o prencuncod? Congideration of thic riost
fundencntol of probluns lod no at lost ammy fron the theorics of
evolutizn for the sake of purc gurvival, to the norc applicable theorics
of Yiorgon as oxpressed in ””h deoeent of wornan® (into what has novor
boon rovealed), Shottored wvas the nyth that vonen developod her charns
to ploasc her ncte. Vhy shouvld the- not hzve boon the dircet rosuls

of hir oom and her childrens dire ncods in on wnfriondly princval vvorld,
Aith a defincte toveh of the Ystuff you's" to the roproducu—-to-survive
Jumz?

The preblon i cosily resolved by unconditional acceptance of the
aquatic theory of cvoluticn first put foroard by Profescor Sir Alistor
Hordy in 1960, as o helf ay otep in the uovs fron the treos as nonkeys
cnd onto the ploing as non, Hardy arguocg thot wading in wator oxploing
nrt only our crnct posturc but h1“~ tho 1ncrcaucd pengitivity of the
fing » tips through foraging cbouvt buncoth the nurky surfocc. orcover
the boot way of kozping wamm in the wator io to duvelop a layer of
subentencous fat all over the grrface of the body. on alone anong the
prinates hops dovel ped this loyer. The morzc one thinks about it the
norce difficult it is to bolicve that vhen he started t~ hunt on the
ploing, non ridded hingelf of the fur whieh kept hin s in the troocs,
but at the gauc tine developed an inner fur coot of fat to ovirhoat
hin in the chisc.

Yarzonists convenicndy forget obout kids. Tt is nony nonths bofore
on anthrophoid baby can bs 1.ft clonc, phrtlcvlbrWJ in the trocos. Ita
fingers are strong snouvgh however to cling to its nethers fur ond so
leave her free to go absut hor businecss. Bubt it is OFLY in tho seoa thot
o nother covlé aford to dispoise with fur, for the baby would bo quitc
capable of renwining afluvat (aftcr proctice) +Milst clinging to its
nothurs long hair. Yhe fath.r had little tiuc forihis kind of thlnb,
nor the inelinntion, besides he hag o tunﬁ:ncy to baldnesgs. ‘hilst on
the subj et of bobios, lets tuko o lock at breasts .e... (sciontifically
of eovrnc ). A chinponzoc sucklos its young fron porfectly adequate
LAT breasts, but chinps arc hairy, The theory nost in foveur to
oxplain the <nl.rgsd broasts of the wonon ig that it accts cs a sexval
stinvlus to the malo, lot. Tt's lilc soying thot a wonon walks with o
igsle for the sane roason. In faet gh only - '1vﬂlr b..cangse heor kids
o 8o broiny thot the rosultent disproporti mate cnlargonont of tho
pelvie ring huo provented hor fron adopting fully o bipedelisn, I
ve congidor the cnlorgcd fonale breast fron a nore 1U510u1 ungl,, WO
mwat purely ctart frou the vicw point of the bencficinry, the child,

A hale ear q11rt nilk to its pupu, tut in the water your ncily
aquatie done dig trictly in the beginners class. She vades up to the
beach for the tun o'elock foed, sits vp straisht wdth wator dripping
fron hor nemoid locks, _ab'“s:ubuonlerumxﬁﬂlhﬂzmna
croolod in hor arm, and cxpoets hin to got on vAth it. That the stupid

‘3

(,‘

wvonian forgets is that tines hove chaﬂﬂod. She no longcr has a nice
covering of fur for the nipper to havl hingelf up on. Don't think it's

capy for the little porinhor ... oron t~o ohort to go rownd, nc hair,
and o pinte 9o ncer and yet so far. So what happons?
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Since the lkid and the nothor is roally vhat cvolution ic all about,
tvhat you necd you ultinately got ... two lovely pundulous breastos that
arc 2o casy T hols onto as Applcby's

So far, go good. Ve havo o fairly wetortight cxplonation for the
“endy Bottomly = Raqu.l Corden phonononen, but vhot of thoce apples of
:'re Bubong cya, the chucka?

The terzoniot cgoin argues for tho oxtentod buttock in the hunan
in terns of the mugcular control and pouver nccossary to the hunter both
in the chase and in the ncccupsity to accurately launch the spear. I
vould like to conpider the rosults rathor than thoe coausc.

In your fouxr footed friond, the “hoopsics are a pr teceted arca. The
tail neotly coverg then and thoy cre sluang nicely osut of the =y,
Indced, oven for o troo living tuo footer it's an officiont arrangeniont
ag long as he's ouall onough to crxl up on a branch or in & hole to 2o
y oloop. The big-tng, houuvor wore waable 'to find a branch big cnough
o curl up on and ingteed ch ooe the crook of o bronch, Tor 8 hourg a
nighé, 140-00 1bs supportcd through the chocks onto knoblybark sees
'7 days 0.wWook sesee D2 Weoks o yoor. Aftor sone dicconfort o nicc pair
f loothoery pO""'gI‘lCI p‘..du ere provided, often in brighi colours
(1 c. Babloon, Siphilug lionko y Yot

~

s ot

cr Jancs cte.)e TTov we can't be
xactly surc vhon the. fonale hono-map took to the watoer, but it wvao
C(,'I"L-'J.ll‘llj Pecr cho kad logt hor tail; or tho lkid "ould have vaod it

in nreforonce 2 her hadr; and gy we ean gowe thot she tor was equipped

mils - luns

vith protty (?) colovred chuck nutos But hers vos a difforont probl ile
.J1.,'I,1H-_ cn thz ped’leo and the rocks and the cvn.l and tho boarnacles

with a fost groving infant on her lap gt have bocn hell, l“oriuhtvly

this stoge didn't last long dve to two ueo.—bwr“ inprovenonts vhich wore

going on at this tiiw. The firstiap the layer of sub-cutonous fat. You
con bot thot ag she wws voing it to keop ..t.r_l an’. to kowp Jundior happy,

ghe vap alege laying dowm o pair of ch L.d‘ cuging just as foot ag cvolution
ould allow,

Firultencously another chonge wag talkking placs in the fomalo, “/hen
ohe begon to otand upright rather than on all fours, thce 90 dcr;. cayElo
wvotucon body and bre': legs wns increased to 180 dos. — An s to bo
cxpected this rcsultcd in the displicon.nt of a nunbor of her intornal

- g o
Ay et
sLOK VlE e L:10

vaginel passog. nsturclly noved forard and ot the sane tine

rotrooted Mrther into the bedy, probabTy o o dofonce agoinst abraigivo
sand and salt “mtor. T vhilgt after 21l those nove-n.del adjustnen
g

830 70 ot least zblc to sit about @ :i.th confortably, il:c 2314 non W

s

beginming to look on her ~Ath o prc’c'tv Jmndiced cye. Con you inagine
Handloy Ath L_ir‘ ?l knoum right hond thread being Cc...\.j'L vp on a desoert

islond full of morceous 1oft hond throads

OOTE ade? Look at it this sy the nomal
nrix:s:t‘; neting nunber cne position had boon fron behind for runy's the
yoar, but all of a suiden he wasn't getling any. She was getting to the
stago "3-;,---0 ;3115 fornd it haxd 4 supnort cven her ovm woight on all fours
Y

and hor leqss - ure groving go closce togetacr that at tincs ho couldn't
CVvin scoe J.\.}"ll’-,.-lc

Howr obwri"v“ly tow eld letcher vould begin to wonder whore it

all going o end, cnd vhethier in the finish she was going to fuse r.s'c,-]f
togethor into o gingle strcanlined colum like the onc old Senl h'm hod

A il 1

o put up with. Theon thore were the curves. I nean gho ad obvicusly
talzing it o bit far, I mean iuagine trying tc get ot your nate the old
woy shirovgh thoe gide of ¢« barrage ballion, Sc yeu sce we're led
incvitebly to the front:l apy: OD.Cu., an gpproach that is vnigue ciong loand
namielo, o the hwien tribo. 7o cll know tho accepted theorics covoring
thio pLunu:.un M ewess BhU 3UcCCO] au.ulll t¥y of the rwwle to incoriing pignols
fron cycs and lipg; og if ». Chinp u‘_l.li{'i my leso of his deorly beloved
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vife at the oenent of CJL_‘ll.ﬂ" than an ORTAD preogident at the initiation
of it's latost fonale nenbor. ALl agquetic nammals hovovor, ugce the
frontal opproccii.

phenoncnon thot o knowv of os the 'bhird' is a rosult of noccessity
rother thon of goxual cumning. hy then does she gtrut about wvaving
vhotever she bhag in the oir oo though she had just thovught it up?
Pcrsonally, if X'd dgveloped o bloody greot soolling on the bun,
o sudden collapu ~nl “onudenent of o porfuetly adoquate flat chest, logs
80 clogc togoethcr that you covld gtrilzc nwtches there at the trot,
cuc. o bloody great erop of fungus srowing out of the top of ny hog.d,

d bc nore intorcoted in hiding it thon choving it off, —--

S vhere Joous all this mot vs? I hove tried to showw thot the noderm

RITINOGS October 13th - 15th 1972 P-1l Gordincr

Owving to tho splendid roscorch and orgmisction on this ncct overy-
one found the rendovsus and got sonc slecp in on Fridoy night.

Gdght ' eloek on Satvrday norning roveolod goven walliing ncubers
throe wallking sucste cnd one lody in the svonort party »lus one child,
Pred arrived at the side just after ninc accoupenicd by “iendy ond  Pomny,
the lettor o to otrensthon the srpport sroup.

3y 9.30 o foir poace was being sot to nrds Dvlch Tyddiad, at which
plaes Velbourn hod to brc.'*" “":"1:3 for a hiatug which, in durction,

crd-

weo guite roiiniscent of lan’ley's bust.

Rhinog Pavr swmindit g recchod in "*ou ordexr, the wind s vory
trong fron the Host aad thore wos o ropid praduction of Hoddy hats,
rloves, cuvoits ctes for tho doscent (o 'thclﬂ and feot of it) to _;..lcT.

s Ardudiy,

< TR
Pron hoie Gordon Wright plunpes for the dircet aseent of 70

igl
hoather ond noss, o dolight which civght Welbourms® liver ot its worst,
venting wreth on the torredin, the poec, the wind (notveal), the vwind
(personnl), none of "hic’" ho could go enyons clac o toko sorioudly.
™o of our guosito pushod the poec clong to thoe uztont that at once stage
Aghcroft woo actuclly seen o talee his hont's out of hio pockets,
Lunch vag ’co.l-g,n in the loe of the top of Rhinog Fach and theun the
dusecort - al ast the tin lalkesn and so on to Y Llcthr. Beforo tho
back ““r"c:m ( l_i.- the neet leader vho oo £:r the nost pa
thoe
g

l .o.J ] W0

loading frml ar), could colluet their wvits ’c 1o poek srag off fo
Niffvys, the sun '1.11; appearing suddonly er wded by ot least four othor

puoplc,

A finol descont wes hade by the Afon Ganlan, a fino weoded walley,
now te nost of the party. The pace slovod due b the profvsicn of

blaekberrics the sizc of chorrius and contiet w.p nado wth the
gupnort group at 5 pi. for o strons curnwnal broiv.

Setwirday nichts' caupsite wes only o coufortable 200 yé staz-er
fron the ncarcst pub, surcly o frctsr contributing to iark Hayhurst
having the gercancrs and honkerg all night. —

sundey s finc, Yark roicined pit bound, Frod, ":To'my ond Peany
dopurted fir the Iidd 'Yeles Bloodstock salus anl the renainder, (ozoin
at o hot puce) sot off up the. Afon Fonmddnch, The uphill g‘rlnd wes feirly
rilentless but provided fine vicws of the RMhdnozs and Cador bofore lunch
wad collod for at 1.00 pit prnpt.
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Chris ond Non worked steadily thr

h the routos, Suc and Jo walkoed

cround the.foot of tho crag, the f‘"rr incrs went for o welk ond Rath

stoycd in bed.

Thenks for coning — sce you all noxt ycar.

Betty and HYovglag Gorlincr, Dexck lu

Ry CGollodse, Jo Fullor.

|
L Theso attonding:— Pote and Sue Scott,
|

Ron 4 Noth Chanborg, Paul,
raues, Chris ‘ladeliffc,

e 2 ok ok %k ok 3k 3k ¥k ok ok

PHOTO MEET (Continued)

Abroad, General:

18t - Reg Squires
‘ 2nd - Pete Scott (not again)

3rd = Trevor Bridges

Club Interest:

\ Overall Winners:

| _THE A66 "IMPROVEMENT" (Continued)

P O

supg. )rt ,-__..f.’u\’p d’ W R0
cv'"daj bi‘ ,5’ A

fron t’u, HOAToBUNT &7 Y &
hoving the Serdalicdy ~ o o 5

&
Sundey e :E‘:Lm,‘"“ S
dopurted for, the Jiid |
at o hot: peco)agot ofs
rqm-ﬁl'.cm but provided f:q’
wad colled fer at 100 pad
¥ sl 104t

A typical Burgess farce, but universal
acclaim went to Howard Johnson showing
Burge in the altogether.

1st = Pete Scott
2nd = Chris Radcliffe
2rd - Reg Squires.

I %3 k¥ e ok ook ok R ke k

The dual carriageway along Bassenthwaite Lake is intolerably
~“dntrusive and would destroy its natural setting.

“ak bypass, with its vigduct and large cloverleaf
~uld alter the whole character of the town -
= its traffic problems anyway.

~.route avoiding Keswick and
eep NE from Cockermouth
proved B53505 to meet

fed Sebergham route.
sosed route, including

:t with the purpose of the

Ag such schemes are massive
tble.They depend on massive
‘t is for us to decide on
4 and to demonstrate our

ook ok
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