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A Visit To FERNANDO Po PEAK, AND A NIGHT IN THE
Oren. By Ricuarp F. BurroN.

‘ FERNANDO PO (Portuguese, Ferndo de Pao),* an island

of Africa, in the Gulf of Guinea, between Point Bullen
(N. lat. 3° 10’), and Melville Bay (3° 44’), and E. long. 8° 22’
and 8° 54’. Extreme length NNE. to SSW., 40 miles;
average, 30. Extreme breadth, 32 miles; average, 15. The
Portuguese discovered and named it Ilha Formosa, in A.p.
1741; and, after a vain attempt to inhabit it, ceded it to
Spain in 1791 (March 24, 1778?). It was at once colonised
by the latter, and abandoned in A.p. 1791 (1781). In 1827
it was colonised a third time by the British, who built at the
north end of the island the settlement of Clarence Town.
Pop. 981, chiefly liberated Africans. In 1859 (1843-1856)
it was colonised a fourth time by the Spaniards, who converted
it into a local Cayenne for political prisoners, and the latter
soon died off.’

Such is the most authentic and modern information which
our gazetteers supply touching the island. But even the name
of the gentleman-of-the-king’s-household discoverer is wrongly
given; formerly it was written P6, and now Po6 is preferred.
Whether the ¢ beautiful island’ was explored at the time when
its sister islets came to light (A.p. 1470-71), or in 1486, when
Jodo Affonso de Aveiro was sent by D. Jodo on a special
-mission to the King of Senaar, which resulted in bringing the
first Malaguetta—QGuinea grains, or African pepper—is un-

# There is no such word in Portuguese. Pao would signify bread
(panis). Pho wood (palus or palum). The English official writings
call it Fernando Po, and popularly it has become F. Po amongst the
British, and ¢ Nanny Po ' amongst the Africans.
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2 A Visit to Fernando Po Peak.

certain.  Mr. Major * (The Life of Prince Henry of Por-
tugal, pp. 328-9) shows that Jodo de Santarem and Pero de
Escobar, when running along the Benin, or rather the Biafra
Bight, sighted on December 21st a lofty and tree-clad island,
which they named St. Thomas after the invocation of that
day. They gave the name of Anno Bom (Good Year)
to another which they touched on January Ist, 1471; and
they probably explored the Ilha do Principe on ¢ Antinmas,’
January 17th, 1471, because it was originally called Ilha de
Santo Antdo (St. Anthony).

The latest authority upon the subject of Fernando Po—I
will retain the old English corruption—is Mr. Thomas Hut-
chinson, then H.M.’s consul for the island, and now transferred
to the consulate of Callao, in Peru. During his residence of
ten years my friend and colleague published three books upon
the subject.t

After paying this much of homage to dry geography, we will
proceed to lighter matter.

The world can show few grander sights than the oceanic
panorama that awaits those who approach the equator, hugging
the mud-covered, monotonous and wmelancholy West-African
coast, all mire, malaria and mosquitos. Parted by only nine-

* This most useful and laborious work requires only a few correc-
tions in detail. For instance, Padréo, primarily a model or a pattern,
secondarily, a memorial pillar, does not form the plural in Padriios
(p. 325), but in PadrGes (see Constancio). Terra de Bacalhao should
take the place of Bacalhuos (p. 374). We do not say ‘cod-fishes’ but
¢cod-fish ’; moreover, the dictionaries give a totally different meaning
to the plural Bacalbaos, viz., ¢ tiras de lencaria que trazem pendentes
sobre o peito certos officiaes civis e magistrados,’ certain linen bands
which magistrates wear about their necks.  Algidlia (p. 328) is cer-
tainly not amber; the dictionaries give it civet, but 1 have heard it
applied to ambergris. San Domingo (passim) should be Santo Domingo.
¢ Samoudri Rajah (the king of the coust) a name which the Portuguese
afterwards converted into Zamorin ' (p. 400) abounds in errors. Sa-
mudra-Rajah would signify sea-king, but, as I have shown in ¢ Goa and
the Blue Mountains,” Zamorin is a corruption of Samiry, the P. N. of
the Calicut dynasty. And I cannot help thinking that from Jacob the
Indian, who related that Alcuzet is a land multwm viciosa, Diego
Gomez did not understand a ‘ very vicious’ but a very luxuriant land.
Such is the meaning of the Portuguese vigoso and the Spanish wicioso
(vitiosus, but signitying luzurians, ferux). Hence we had in Solis (to
mention no others) ¢ Tierra muy viciosa es.’

t+ 1. ¢ Narrative of Niger Expedition, &c.” London: Longmans, 2.

. *Impressions of Western Africa.’ London: Longmans, 1838. 3.
¢Ten Years’ Wandering among the Ethiopians.’
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teen miles of a sea that resembles a Brazilian river-mouth, tower
gonomon-like two sister peaks, compared with which the Pillars
of Hercules and the Gate under the Pleiades (Bab el Mandab)
are tame uas the southern shores of England. To the left, or
upon the mainland, rises, 13,760 feet high, the Mongo ma
Loba or Mount of Heaven, the south-western buttress of an
unexplored inland. I cannot but hold it to be 8:ov Exnua, or
Vehicle of the Gods—first log-book’d by the first Lion-King—
and I resent the modern usage, which has dwarfed the name
to ¢ Shrimps’ Mountain.’* Its lower folds are black-green with
the densest and hugest vegetation, with domed tree-heads
overtopping one another like umbrellas held by a mighty
crowd. All are distance-dwarfed, and none appears to excel
its neighbour. The crowning mamelon, when not clad in
sullen clouds, wears a golden gleam, the effect of the thin
grasses, or a glittering coat of candied hoar-frost; while
sometimes, after a tornado, a rosy sheet of virgin snow, soon
to disappear from the sight of the sun, looks down upon the
‘red equator.” I was the first European who planted foot
upon this Alp (December 27, 1861); and since that time my
prediction that the volcano is not extinct has been verified by
residents at Fernando Po.

The Island Peak measures some 3,000 feett less than its
sister ; while, therefore, the bare apex is comparatively
stunted, and has never, I believe, been seen to bear the
Alpinas nives, yet the surface has all the varieties of tem-
perature belonging to the tropical and temperate zones, whilst
hoar-frosts on the wave-crest which rises above this ocean of
arborescence approach its growth of shrubs and graminacez
to those of the polar regions. The low lands are rich in lignum-
vitee and tamarinds, bananas and guavas, oranges, and palms,
especially the Eleis Guineénsis and the Raphia vinifera, the
Devil’s Date of Zanzibar, whose leaf is the largest of the vege-

* The river from which The8n Ochema derives its trivial name is
called ¢ A pescaria dos Camarones’ (shrimp-fishery, half Portuguese,
half Spanish) in the map of F. Pigafetta (a.p. 1578-1587), Rome 1591,
copied by Mr. Major (loc. cit. p. 334).

t According to Captain Owen, Captain Vidal, and Lieutenant Bedford
(1836-8) the Camarones peak numbers 12,357 feet; the hydrographic
charts give 13,760, and I reduced it to 13,129. Fernando Po is given
by No. 1 authority as 10,250; by No. 2, 10,700—an altitude also
assumed by Messrs. Pellew and Mann. I found the thermometer
showing 195° 30/, temperature 69° (F.), which would diminish the
height to 9,400 feet. It is usually assumed at 10,000 feet in round
numbers, and this calculation is probably correct enough.

B 2



4 A Visit to Fernando Po Peak.

table kingdom, whose flower resembles a peony, and whose
fruit spike, six feet long, must be carried by two men, like
the grapes of Eshcol. The Bombax is the monarch of trees,
exceeding in majesty even the African cedar whose bole is
often ninety feet before it parts with a single branch. The
minor growths are the African cork (Musanga Smithii), the
Kola tree ( Sterculia acuminata), with its carmine-coloured nut ;
the scrubby oak of Sierra Leone (Lophira alata), whose fruit,
with light red wings, adorns the ears and necks of the wild
people, the African oak, miscalled teak, the African mahogany
( Oldfieldia africana), the sulphur tree (Marmora lucida Ben-
thamii), the grand eriodendrum, the Monodora grandiflora, with
its splendid foliage, and the erythrina, with its glowing masses
of bloom suggestive of the Brazilian floresta florida. Llianas
bigger than ships’ cables romp from bough to bough; orchids
clothe the broad shoulders of the branches; moss streamers
" hang like giants’ beards; whilst a huge growth of pink-fruited
gacchara, amoma, panica and other herbaceous plants, fifteen
feet high, roll down in masses to the water-edge, and clothe
the sands with eternal verdure. The torrid zone extends from
the shore to 1,500 feet of altitude, the temperate to 5,000,
and the frigid to the summit. I will treat of the two latter
when we reach them.

Throw in between these two giant portals, an expaunse of
mirrory blue sea, glaze earth and ocean and air, with the soft
sensuous haze of an African climate, whose ‘rapture of repose’ is
seldom broken in ‘the dries’ save by that mixture of thunder
and lightning, flood and deluge, called a ¢ trovoada,” our cor-
rupted tornado, and you have before you the picture at once
grand and powerful which met the eye of Admiral Hanno, and
which still charms the sight of the coasting mariner en route
for the Equator.

The ¢ Madeira of the Gulf of Guinea’ has been too often
described to leave room for fresh description. I may however
observe, that though the island is only a hundred miles in circum-
ference, the greater part of the interior is absolutely unknown.
No European, and of course no emancipated negro, has ever
ventured to tread the primeval forest, and none can say whether
the aborigines number 4,000 or 40,000 souls. The Spaniards
have had the common sense to supply their colony with a
ganitarium, and to stock it with convicts—the latter indeed is
the only proper use of African possessions. We are the
only European exception to the rule, and the two objec-
tions popularly urged against the step are equally futile.
Whilst the ¢white’ philanthropist shudders at the idea of
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banishing felons to the deadly regions of West Africa, the
‘black’ philanthropist trembles at the consequences of intro-
ducing criminals amongst the innocent blacks. So long ago
as the winter of 1863, when garotting was the fashion, 1 was
allowed by the ¢ Times’ to propose Ambas Bay and the Ca-
marones Mountain as a convict station,® and I remarked that,
although not recognised inthat category, I found Western Africa,
with an occasional ticket of leave, not so dark as it is painted.
We are wisely re-introducing corporal punishment for brutal
injuries to life and limb ; presently we shall have the sense to
allow life-long hard labour and banishment to rob the gallows.

But the peak of Clarence, or, as it has lately been sanctified
to Santa Isabel, the northerly apex of the chine which with
a rhumb of 45° bisects Fernando Po, has not escaped visitation.
The first known ascent in 1840 was by the late Mr. Consul
Beecroft ; the cold, which sank his thermometer to zero, killed
two of his servants. The second, in 1863, was by ¢ Don Pel-
lon,” Special Delegate of Public Works, accompanied by
Herr G. Mann,t Botanical Collector for the Royal Gardens,
Kew. After failing in the first attempt, they again set out on
March 23rd, and reached the top on April 3rd, 1361. The
third, by Judge Calvo and Messrs. Laughland, Wilson and
Mann, very shortly followed the second, and the fourth is that
which I am about to narrate.

And now to plunge at once in medias res.

Tuesday, March 4,1862.—This is the end of the hot season,

* So also vol. ii. p. 229, ¢ Abeokuta and the Camaroon Mountain.’
London : Tinsleys. 1853.

t In 1863, when I published my account of Abeokuta, &c., Dr.
Joseph ITooker complained by letter to the late Sir Roderick [. Mur-
chison, that his protégé, Mr. Mann, had not received due honour at my
hands. It is well, therefore, that the whole truth should appear. On
December 10, 1861, I met Mr. Mann at Victoria (Ambas Bay), and
we agreed to attempt the mountain together ten days afterwards. I
returned in H.M.S. ¢Bloodhound,’ Lieut.-Commander Stokes, two
days before time (December 18). To my surprise, Mr. Saker, the
resident Baptist missionary, informed me that Mr. Mann had set out on
the 14th with much merriment, boasting that he would devance me.
On December 19, Judge Calvo Iturburu and I caught up Mr. Mann,
and the ¢ poor herbalist ’ naively declared that he had done his best
to be first and had failed. An account of the trip was published in
the ¢ Journal of the Proceedings of the Linnean Society,’ vol. vi. 1862.
A paper by Mr. Mann, describing his expeditivn to the Camaroon
Mountains, communicated by Sir W. J. Hooker, F.R.S., F.A.S8,, &c,,
was also read June 5, 1862, and printed in the ‘Journal of the Pro-
ceedings.’
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if the latter term can be applied to such tropical places as Fer-
nando Po and Zanzibar. Here tornados still last, showing an
excess of electricity, and presently furious large-dropped
showers will severely try the best waterproofs.  All the
better, we shall escape the sun. The rains, as formerly in
Rio Janeiro, display a remarkable periodicity, beginning every
day a little before noon.

It was a beautifully bright and clear evening, which allowed
a grand view of the Peak, as at 5.30 p.M. we marched, escorted
by a number of friends, up the Calle de Armero, the Regent
Street of ¢ Nanny Po” We crossed a torrent bed with pools,
where sable nymphs of Arethusa were dashing to pieces dirty
linen, and passed over two rickety bridges spanning Cockburn
and Hay Brooks, the latter falling into Back or Goderich Bay.
After a walk of 1 hour 5 minutes (=24 statute miles), we
reached the little bungalow near Banap4, where my hospitable
friend, Major Teodosio Noeli y White, had asked us to dine
and pass the dark hours. It 18 close to Banap4, the lower of
the two native villages, and the aneroid showed 760 feet
above sea level.*

At Major Noeli’s the party was duly formed. It was com-
posed of three whites, Commander P., his coxswain Deane,
and myself. They had their Kruboys, answering to the names
of Ben Jonson, Friday and Jack Richards. I brought part of
my gig’s crew headed by the coxswain, Black Will, No. 1; and
Messrs. Laughland and Wilson had ¢ loaned > me a small detach-
ment, consisting of Black Will No. 2, Grande No. 1, Grande
No. 2, Tom Bushman and Tom Pepper; whilst Spyglass, who
had accompanied the last exploring party, was sent as our
guide. The ten blacks were formally placed under the com-
mand of my steward and factotum, Selim Agha, who had been
brought up in Scotland and who spoke English with a truly
northern lisp and burr.

These Krumen have been called ¢ crew boys,” probably upon
the principle which converted the East India sip4hi or soldier
to ‘sea-pie.” They are not pleasant compagnons de voyage, but
they are inevitable, so we must make the best of them. All
amply merit the African titles, ¢ King Lie’ and ¢ King Chop’
(glutton), but the worst are perhaps those in the Government
service. They cannot be trusted inside a house, so nimble are
their fingers. On the road, despite the daily dilemmma of ¢ dash

* Before setting out, my aneroid ( Cary, London) showed at the
consulate 29275, and after return, 29:500. I have therefore assumed
29-387 as a mean, and applied a correction of +0-112.
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or dozen,’* they throw away their axes and hatchets, they lag
behind, and they steal everything, provisions and even tea,
till at last you are driven from brandy to trade rum, a villanous
compound. Corks are their deadly enemies till they pick them
out with their sheath-knives; even the water-kegs should be
placed in locked boxes, and then they would doubtless smash
them.

Wednesday, March 5, 1862.—We passed a pleasant night
at Major Noeli’s, where, during the last three weeks, the min.
thermo. (F.) showed 67° and the max. 89°. At 6 A.M. it was
74°, that is to say, a warm ‘ muggy’ morning. We set out,
after breaking our fast, up a greasy path of ochre-stained clay,
wet with the heavy dews distilled by the gigantic grasses and
paved with the palm kernels, whose precious contents are here
wasted. In March begins the Elzis season, when the men
bring home the nuts, whilst the women make and sell the oil.
The industry might greatly be increased throughout Western
Africa, where it 1s still only in its infancy. I venture to hope
that a Liberal (opposed to a liberal) Government will not, out
of territorial considerations for negro chiefs, miscalled kings,
leave our traders exposed to every manner of difficulty by re-
moving the ships of war.

Despite the nuts, this path is slippery as the London clay
about Beulah Spa, and even the naked-footed indigénes, though
grovided with that third leg, the Alpenstock, constantly fall.

Ve met many upon the way, who offered us excellent palm-
oil, fresh and milky. The industrious were cleaning their
grounds, which had been planted in February with koko
( Colocasia esculenta), here the prop of life. ¢ The yamfields can
hardly be considered as cultivation,’ says Mr. Mann, but I
would ask him, Why not ? He is right, however, in saying that
the best grow about the north-west bay; the eastern yam is
larger but not so good. For Africans, the islanders are not a
lazy race; many of them, women as well as men, set out, fire-
stick in hand, for distant plantations, whence they return graveo-
lent in the evening. And they keep their toy-fields very neat
and clean; with a little fancy the koko-ground may become a
vineyard.

After crossing two brooks, then dry, but soon to roll turbid
streams, we entered the village of Basile, the highest ¢ town,’
or rather ¢ toon,’ on the ¢ Clarence side,’—the east part of the
island. It consists of scattered hovels buried in the herbaceous
growths which here, as in the Brazil (Capoeira), always take

* ¢Dash’ is African for a present, ¢ dozen’ is intelligible English.

\
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the place of felled forests. The material is mostly the Raphia
vinifera, a palm ever preferring the lowland swamps; its
fronds form the roofs, whilst the foliage mats the floors.

Here our friends the Bubés, whose war-drum we had heard,
although we knew that there was to be no war, held a parade,
followed by a ¢ sweet-mouf palaver.” They offered a curious
spectacle as they squatted before us in the public ‘speak-shed,’
wondering what our intentions might be and thoroughly sus-
picious, as the savage nature is wont, about anything and
everything. To the excessive scandal of our friends, the ex-
cellent missionaries at Banap4, RR. Padres Campillo and
Garcia, both sexes wore nothing beyond the T-bandage of mon-
key skin and the Tola pomatum, which coloured them like the
so-called Red Indians. Their headdress partly resembled the
Wazeramo of East Africa: the hair was plastered with red-
ochreish earth and palm-oil, which gathered in knots like
bilberries. But these people added thereto a monstrous and
huge-flapped hat made of plaited bamboo and ¢ country rope;’
it was covered with the skin of some small deer, a tail streamed
down the owner’s back, and the chief ornament was a ball-like
bunch of fowl’s feathers. This hat acts umbrella, but its
special object is to ward off falling tree-snakes; the latter are
often poisonous in Africa, and a Bubé looks above not around
him, when he walks the forest. The favourite decorations are
bracelets, necklaces, and broad leather-lined gaiters of ¢ wam-
pum,’ here chipped circlets of the Achatina shell, also acting
money; a dwarf dudgeon is thrust into a bit of skin surrounding -
the left arm, and the men rejoice in the portable dressing-
case. This is a crescent-shaped sausage of goats’ fat in a bit of
diaphragm, hanging below the throat like an officer’s gorget in
the olden day. It serves, when wanted, to ruddle the body for
full dress. Each has his head-scratcher, which sometimes runs
through and secures the hat; itis a splint of wood like that used
by the Somal, and it is somewhat longer than the bodkins with
which the fair Trasteverine stab one another.

E Bubé means O man! opposed to E Apotto, O stranger!
hence the racial name, usually confoundec with the English
¢booby.” The brecd was originally produced, not from the dust,
but out of the mountain top, where precisely there is a crater.
The language is South African, as we may judge by the har-
monious phrase ¢ Ko-hodi uwe lobu, lobu.’—I love you much,
much. They cannot pronounce certain letters, supplyin%zhfor
instance, S for T, and saying Sibakka for Tobacco. ey
pronounce their few words of linglish far better than the coast
people, but they have of course preserved the coast slang, e.g.
¢ drop that custom,” and so forth.



A Visit to Fernando Po Peak. 9

The Bubé, a poor and timid race, is not a bad people. They
have neither human sacrifice, nor, I believe, infanticide. For
adultery they cut off the woman’s hand, except about Melville
Bay, where intercourse with civilization teaches them to ¢ go in
for damages.” They never steal, and are exceptionally honest ;
pure ignorance made the old travellers declare them to be ¢ the
worst blacks of all Guinea.” With the most ancient of philo-
sophers, they believe in a Deity who is far too high and too
far to hear prayer and petition, or to work except by second
causes. Their ¢ Rupe’is a rude form of the Hindu’s imper-
sonal Brahm, who rules his logical and material triad, Brahm4,
Vishnu and Shiva, the Creator, the Saviour, the Destroyer,
and of the Persian Akdrana-Zamsn (Boundless Time), who
presides over the moral duality Hormuzd, the good god, and
Ahriman (Ahura Manushya), the bad god,of whom the Hebrews
made Satan. It has been conjectured, and not without reason,
that the philosophical dogma was buried in the mysteries of
Greece and Rome; it is found in the original worship of the
Scandinavian All-Father, before Odin was associated with
Freya and Thor, and the ever-increasing acceptance with
which it now meets has lately found bold expression in the
¢ Martyrdom of Man.’
~ The main characteristic of the Bubé after his eternal sus-
piciousness (the desconfiun¢a of the Brazilian Caipira), is an
attachment to the manners and customs of his forefathers
which savours of a somewhat rigid conservatism. Even a
chief would be put to death were he openly to advocate
¢ progress.” The women rejccted with disdain the bright
shirts offered by the missionaries, and persisted in flaunting
their bulky charms before the face of day. The men who
accompanied us refused blankets, and preferred to sleep naked,
when nearly 10,000 feet above sea-level. Kasily enduring
hunger for two days, they lived on roots and berries, not
daring to taste beef or ham, pork or rice. Of course they
retain their own names for all the sites upon the island.

At Basile, the last inhabited place, we were kindly permitted
by the chief to engage two guides, and we carefully chose
those who were not suffering from the endemic herpes, which
in some cases resembles leprosy. The ¢big man’ was Neno
Katutté. His forehead is gashed in a double set of threes,
whilst similar ornaments extend from his ears down his cheeks ;
his brow is sub-Semitic; his nose is not flat, and evidently he
is not closely related to the traditionally exaggerated ¢ Sambo’
of the tobacconist. His beard is the ragged ¢ goatee’ of the
Bedawi. His chocolate-coloured skin is coarse as that of the
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hippopotamus, and especially about the hands and feet it is
scaly as that of a black fowl'’s leg. His form is peculiarly long-
backed; the breasts, as in most of the males, are placed very
low down, and the trunk ends in the short stout legs of the
true mountaineer. Au reste, he is a ‘gentleman,’ as we see
by the slow way in which he sips his liquor.

Neno Katutté was presently joined by a ¢ small boy,’ a poor
relation or dependant known as Kaboteulla. He is not a pleasant
companion ; a single glass of spirits upsets him; he then reels
about and quarrels, cries, and swears that we want to ¢ cut,’
that is, to kill him. His favourite position is at squat, warm-
ing his hands before the scantiest of fires, whilst a wealth of
wood lies all around. This is the habit of the Bubé, as it is of
the North American opposed to the Brazilian ¢ Red Indian.’

Neither of these guides is at all professional. As usual in
Africa, they follow instead of preceding the party, and, as is
not usual in Africa, they are ever forgetting to bar the
wrong path with a twig or a bit of ‘tie-tie’ (lliana). It
appears, indeed, their interest to delay us as much as possible,
and to base upon waste time claims for trade muskets. Our
only remedy is to cut their tobacco, and worse still for them,
the rum, when they behave extra-badly.

During a total march of 1 hr. 20 min. we passed two yam-
clearings and four brooks, one apparently trending north-west,
whilst the rest flowed to south-east. We then reached the
site afterwards called Santa Cecilia. Here at a height of 400
métres (the aneroid gave 2,500 feet), the maison caserne
intended as a Sanitorium was opened on November 30, 1863.
A little above it ¢ Don Pellon’ of the Woods and Forests built
his frame house, ¢ Buena Vista,’ where I lived for some weeks,
and which I duly commemorated in ¢ A Mission to the King
of Dahomé.’* 1 still remember with pleasure the cool clear
nights, the murmurs of the pretty brook singing the song of
Undine, and the freedom from the vegetable exhalations which
vitiate the air of the lowlands. The growth near the sea
is enabled to resist the furious winds and deluges of rain by
its gummy and oily nature. The volatile organic matter,
concentrated by superior atmospheric weight, doubtless takes
a considerable part in forming the subtle evil which we call
malaria.

The path was by no means easy to find: here it is soon
¢killed,” as Africans say, by the bush. Presently turning
between east and north-east, we came upon a deep gully

* Vol i. chap. i.
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running north-south, and we swung ourselves down by the
trees to the brook that splashed and murmured below. It was
a Diana’s bath, a crystal-clear rivulet of the coolest water,
bounded above and below by miniature rapids, and set in a
stony marge overgrown with ferns, and especially with the
Trichomanes which flourish between 1,000 and 5,000 feet,
which gave it a northern aspect. The place was charming for
breakfast, the time not quite so fitting, as 11.30 o.M, indulged
us with a heavy shower.

We then entered the true forest, which is pierced, however,
by Bubé paths, where the wild hunters track their ¢bush-
beef’—a term mostly applied to deer and monkey. In the
clairiéres we had glimpses of the nether world—Clarence
Town a mere patch, and Point William dwarfed to the size
of a man’s finger: above us rose the green curtain of hill
folds, below us fell ridges and valleys all robed with domed
trees, and suggesting a marvellous feracity and luxuriance of
nature, a mine of wealth in the days to come, whilst the sea
finished and completed the panorama. Six dry torrent beds,
a little bush-cutting with matchets, a steep pitch at 1 p.M., and
a second shower at 2 P.M., which left a pleasant freshness in
the sparkling air, were the only incidents; and at 3.45 p.m.
we came to the clearing which we called ¢ Laughland’s Camp.’
Our total that day had been 5 hrs.” 30 min., a short march,
but hard work at the beginning of an excursion. We lost no
time in building a hut with cut branches, which was rendered
tight by the gig awning, and comfortable by the stick bed-
steads, which the Krumen rig up. The worst of No. 1 camp is
that water lies far off.

Upon this march we saw little animal life, although the
Bubés assert that it abounds. There was sign of monkey
and porcupine, flying squirrels jumped from tree to tree, the
pigeons were too wild for shot guns, and the butterflies were
those of the Camarones coast. The most remarkable of the
fauna were the Philantomba (Ogilby), the antelope, and the
Touraco jay. The former is the Fritamba of Sierra Leone,
popularly called the ¢tree-deer,’ because it walks along the
fallen trunks. It is a small bush antelope, which gives the
best flavoured ¢ beef;’ the back is dark grey and the belly
light; in parts its earths are everywhere scattered, and we
found one with its legs broken by the usual Bubé trap, a
noose and a spring. The Scansor contrasts greatly with the
pets of our youth, which so often come to a bad end; it is
probably the ¢ wild peacock’ of which my friend and colleague
Hutchinson speaks. The head is small, the tail long, and
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the ground colour is a vivid metallic green with the liveliest
crimson about the wings. The Touraco is a remarkably
stupid bird, it erects its crest and stares at the stranger with
out-stretched neck, and allows a second, and even a third shot,
to those who want its bright plumes for hats. The chatter is a
loud hoo-hoo-hoo, which has caused sundry travellers to describe
it as barking like a dog. The nest is rough, and the white
eggris somewhat bigger than a pigeon’s.

he height of Laughland’s Camp is about 4,750 feet, yet at
6 p.M. the thermometer showed 74° Fahr., a perspiring tem-
perature. We spent a merry evening, though our hands and
faces had been flayed by the sun, and though the rumbling of
thunder all around us foretold a storm. The bivouac assumed
its usual picturesque aspect; it is the only domestic scene
which the traveller truly enjoys, and it wanted only the horse.
Fireflies sparkled through the outer gloom, and the music of
the screech-owl, which I have long learned to enjoy, was as
resonant in the virgin forest as in the so-called ¢ gardens’ of
Damascus. The Krumen, as usual, played and sang, and
bitterly ¢ chaffed ’ the Bubés in the worst of nigger English.’

Thursday, March 6, 1862.—This was the first of our bad
days. We had been cautioned against losing the way, and
yet we lost no time in so doing. We set out at 7.15 A.M.
with the thermometer at 67° Fahr., and the birds singing
free from the topmost boughs, whence they were saluting the
sun. An excellent path led for the first forty-five minutes
through an open forest which had notably changed its aspect.
Palins were unaccountably wanting. The tallest trees, Com-
positee and Araliacez, were not fifty feet high, in fact mere
dwarfs ; there were fine Cyathi@, clustering columns thirty
feet high, a quantity of Ericinelle, Clematis, Liliacez, Salvia,
Rubus (apetalus), Acanthacez, Trichomanes, Aspleniums, Her-
bacee and Grawminacez, which no longer numbered fifteen
feet of stature, whilst a variety of epiphytes, Lycopodium, and
mosses, orchids, ferns, and DBigonias, converted the tree tops
into dry timber.

‘We then entered a dense jungle, and worse still we found it
pierced by three parallel paths. The first or easternmost,
the English trail, ran up the ridge crest and gave a charming
view of the lower slopes; it was still broad and well defined,
having been laboriously cut by Mr. Laughland’s party, and
besides being the most direct it has the best camping-places
and the nearest springs. The central line is the old Spanish
track, taken by Mr. Beecroft, and leading to a height called
¢ Buenos Ayres;’ it had not been used for years, as the Bubés
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reported after creeping through the bush. The third or
westernmost was the lowest and the most encumbered with
herbaceous plants, yet Spyglass insisted -that this path had
been preferred by Mr. Mann.

At 8.30 A.M. we began to make what the Brazilians call a
picada, and after 1 hr. 30 min. of hard work, we came upon a
fine broad trail, which we followed for same distance, delighted
with the European aspect of the forest and treading upon the
crisp foliage. We hurriedly breakfasted at a place some
5,700 feet ahove the sea-level, the thermometer at 10 a.M.
showing 74° (F.); and we derided the doubts about our losing
the way expressed by former expeditionists. About noou we
struck up the fine path leading to the Buenos Ayres ridge;
but presently we found ourselves upon the edge of that moun-
taineer’s curse, a deep barranca ; its pathless sides were pain-
fully steep, and our clothes were sopped by the water dripping
from the thick jungle. A Kruman reported from a tree-top
that the peak lay to the south-west, whilst we were progressing
to the north-east, a rhumb which presently would have led us
to the track at Cape Horatio. Spyglass however persisting
that the path would presently turn to the right direction, we
descended the deep ravine by a ladder of tree-roots, only to find
that there was no such bend, whilst rain began to fall, accom-
panied by thunder.

Vexed by the contretemps, which dashed all our expectations,
we retraced our steps, and were assured by Neno Katutté that
all would be right if we struck to the south-west. He led us
by an easy road down a shallow valley, where the bush was
unusually thin. At 1.45 P.M. we struck a trail which presently

laced us at a Bubé hut (No. 1). We fondly imagined it to
Ee that where Mr. Mann had passed the night of March 29th;
but here we were at the height of 5,700 instead of 8,500 feet.
The hovel stood in a little clearing fenced by tall herbaceous
growths backed by a ravine which promised water, but which
did not keep its promise. It consisted of mats and uprights,
wholly wanting side walls ; and half a cocoa-nut proved it to
be of African build as surely as a silver spoon would have
shown it to be not.

After a rest of fifteen minutes, we began again at 3.40 p.m.
to explore the true line, which still lay far to the south-west.
A ravine filled with the densest growth, here beginning to be
extra thorny, led us to a cunette—a deep trench bridged by a
pingela—a fallen tree, wet and slippery. There was much of
this work to be done, making us greatly envy ¢ Le Blondin.’
Tree-blazings pointed up hill; they were however old, and
probably Bubé work.
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After a time, we came upon a regular and very distinct
trail, trending north-west and by north, and apparently con-
necting two villages. We followed it for some distance, skirting
on our left prodigious masses of vegetation that clothed the
slopes between the projecting ridges; fallen trees barred the
path, and many appeared shattered by lightning. Our course
through. this sea of verdure was rather of descent than of
ascent, and we instinctively felt that it was not in the right
direction. Black Will and a Kruboy were sent to see where
it debouched. After return, they declared that they had
sighted the mountain-top : we therefore resolved to follow them
on the next day, and at once returned to Bubé hut (No. 1).
Our hard work had produced only 1 hr. 15 min. of direct
advance.

Spyglass and others were sent on purpose to find water.
They did not find it, and the dinner was neither copious nor
gay. Yet there were no sand-flies, the pest of the lowland
forest, and we could see our breath—a great delight to the
traveller in the tropics. Our camp was visited by swarms of
bees, like those which we found upon Camarones Mountain,
and the angelitos (little angels) described by Humboldt. Col-
lected by the damp, they sometimes disappear; at this season
they awake at 7 A.M.; and now and then, frightened by being
entangled in our dress, they use their stings, which are of the
mildest. About midnight a rushing wind announced torrents
of rain, accompanied by thunder and lightning; we caught a
guant. suff. in our waterproofs, and at once made merry. After
this we stopped the leak in the canvas which we had spread
over the Bubé hut, and slept soundly till 6.30 A.M.

Friday, March 7, 1862.—Saint Friday was not our friend
this time. After cocoa had been served out, Factotum Selim
walked up hill, and saw the summit clear of clouds. He then
started with a small party to explore the path, and returned at
9 A.M. with a good account. We struck a fair trail through
unusually thick masses of vegetation, which here face the rainy
and windy north-easter.  Crossing three chines, parted by
torrents of verdure, at 10.30 A.M. we came upon a stream-bed
where basalt clothel the ground, whilst ferns clothed the
basalt. Water appeared in sundry distant pools, and the place
got the name of ¢ Deane’s Brook.” The weather was charming
—it had become an English July. Some day, in this Paradise
of pure cool air, about 6,780 feet high, there will be a sanatorial
settlement. :

Leaving Deane’s Brook at 11.45 A.M., a quarter of an hour
placed us at the old clearing which Spyglass called the Spanish
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Camp. Here also we found a basaltic bed, with some fifty
pools, one of them 20 feet long by 3 broad, scattered over a
couple of miles. A third ‘fiumara’ and sundry ascents and
descents showed us a broad arrow blazed upon a tree, and
pointing to the left. The path then became very bad, the
deep slides and climbs were stiff, stiffer, and stiffest; the sur-
face was of the densest bush where the patriarchs of the forest
lay fallen, not felled. Then there were thickets of blackberries,
nettles stood in walls of stingers 8 feet high, and Northern
thorns formed a queer plague in intertropical Africa. The
Salvia was exceptionally sweet, and the fruit of more than one
species, waxing smaller as it rises higher, almost makes us feel
faint with the perfume—we did not neglect to gather it for
juleps. We remarked the pretty heath Bleria spicata—one of
the seventeen plants already found to be peculiar to Abyssinia,
the Camarones and Fernando Po, and the Hypericum, con-
necting Bourbon with the other three—a plant with beauti-
fully green foliage and rich blossoms, at a distance resembling
dog-roses. The legions of flies that followed us like wasps
were not so misplaced as the nettles. The labour, which caused
us to halt every thirty minutes, was rclieved by the view. On
the right we had glimpses of Father Ocean, framed in a mass
of clouds; from the left the Peak of the Camarones frowned
upon the insects that had violated his virgin head, whilst far
below the deep folds falling from our feet lay a distance-
dwarfed crescent, one of whose cusps was Cape Bullen, the
north-westernimost point of Fernando Po.

Resuming our march at 4.55 Pp.m., after a total march of
4 hrs. 40 min., we came upon Bubé hut (No. 2), at an altitude
of 8,100 feet. We had seen on the right a dwarf green peak,
which the guide declared to be the true head. Excited by the
assertion, Commander P. and I, after a few minutes’ rest, set
out with him, ordering the others to build a camp and to await
the stragglers, We presently reached another Bubé hovel
(No. 3),1n an old plantation of Koko-yam. There the prospect
of Clarence Peak, gleaming yellow and opening suddenly to the
left, robbed us of all our prudence. At 6.15 p.M. the gloom
began to deepen, the moon was hidden, and night came upon
us as a shroud. My companion, who squeezed sage-juice into
his mouth, and feared lest thirst might take away his senses,
tried a little walking, till some heavy falls convinced himn that
it was labour in vain. He spoke roughly to Spyglass, who at
once became, as the Hindoos say, ¢ ghabrd’ (wild); he saw
¢ suffing ’ (romething), and the whirring flight of a ¢debbil-
bird ’ (bat) completed his discomfiture.
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My companion wore a waistcoat and no coat, I a coat and
no waistcoat. Neither of us had tobacco or ¢pocket-pistols,’
and both suffered from a terrible thirst, cold feet, and wet
nether garments, whilst fire was not to be thought of. For-
tunately we found a tree with a hollow facing east, and warding
off the cold and noxious south and south-west land breeze.
We disposed ourselves with our backs to the tree, with our
heads covered by my coat and with our feet upon the Kruman’s
naked body, which acted as a warming-pan. It was a queer
night in the open, at more than 8,000 feet of altitude. Distant
shots and shouts fell upon our drowsy ears till 10 p.M., fol-
lowed by a dead silence. At first we dozed in the crisp dry air
of early darkness ; then we walked about and stamped to warm
our stiffened limbs, loud gusts swept high over head, and
shortly before the greying of the dawn we fell into a lethargic
slumber.

Saturday, March 8, 1862.—We awoke somewhat surprised
to find ourselves so well. Spyglass was still confused by
remembering the bat; but, after losing the way two or three
times, he led us at 7 A.M. into camp, where we wasted no time
in relieving our physical wants. Little could be done after
such a night, especially as the day was rich in tornados, which
for a time dispersed the bees and flies. The men were sent
everywhere to reconnoitre the best path to the Peak ; all went
wrong in the labyrinth of tracks, except Deane, who returned
with a highly satisfactory report. At 2 P.M. a party of four
Bubés, headed by Obotapella with two muskets, a woman and
a child, brought up a basket of koko and a Touraco jay for
their friend Neno Katutté—decidedly a good deed. We con-
tented ourselves with shifting our ground to Bubé hut No. 3,
an operation which took us only twenty-five minutes.

Sunday, March 9, 1862.—After a showery and thundery
night and a slight breakfast of cocoa, we set out en masse at
8.15 A.M. to breast the last wooded hill whose trees were hung
with the largest and vastest mosses. It was much like scaling
a ship’s side, and at times we perforce zigzagged to the east,
the west, and the east again; still we were cheered by the
gight of the Yellow Peak now standing clear above us. Pre-
sently, we debouched from the forest upon a growth of her-
baceous plants, ericas and others, eight to ten feet high, mixed
with bramble and the homely nettle, and pierced by a network
of paths. Another angry zigzag, a succession of furious
showers and fierce sunbursts enjoyed only by the shivering
Bubés, and we came upon the end of the ¢ bush.” Grass now
appeared in a sharply cut line extending to the summit ; it was
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'disposed in long stripes amongst the lava beds. The principal
growths, which run up to 400 and 500 feet below the summit,
were Senecio, Bleria spicata, Leucothoe, Helichrysum, and
Veronica; the Hypericum showed its remarkably light and
vivid green, the Cytisus appeared to have been rained upon
with gold, and we especially remarked a Myosotis with her
eyes of blue. There were sundry rocky ravines in which rain-
water had long been standing, as we saw by the number of
tadpoles, whilst dragon-flies flitted over the surface. The
Spaniards of the last century utilised this fine grazing country
by introducing black cattle, which soon succumbed, however,
to the Bubé musket, and it might still be made a first-rate
rabbit warren. But the wild people are in the habit of firing
the surface, and this causes the denizens of Fernando Po to
quake with fear lest the crater may have broken out once
more.

Around Clarence Peak (Pico Santa Isabel) is a campus
Phlegreus, a Katakekaumene, a pays brilé, abounding in
cloughs and cafions, and in crevasses and calderas;’ we did
pot, however, succeed in discovering as in the Camarones
Peak traces of soffione or soufriére. It was useless that day
to attempt the ascent. The laden men had lost the road, and
few had accompanied us; our provisions were running short,
there was neither bread, meat, nor cocoa, and when the
Kruboys’ rations of rum gave out they lagged behind to
scrutinise the contents of our baskets. So we resigned our-
selves, and built a screen to defend ourselves from the south
and south-west winds, and styled it * New Camp.” The only in-
cidents of the night were the hooting of the owls, the pacing
of the deer, and the bush-dog whining for a firestick. I could
not but admire the hardness of the old Bubé, who slept at
squat, rising at times to trim and feed the kindly flames.

Monday, March 10, 1862.—We spent the day in collecting
the dispersed bearers and in wandering down the ravines an
over the outlying hills. The sky above us was tolerably clear,
but thunder rumbled below our feet and dense cumuli and
wool-pack prevented our seeing the whole island spread like
a map under our eyes. In the deeper gullies rose walls of
cut vegetation and the dorsa were clothed with sweet briar and
hypericum, mint-and clover, cytisus and a chamomile like im-
mortelles, nettles and yellow grasses. We set out at noon,
and working up a ¢ fiumara ’ in places three hundred feet deep,
we pitched upon an eminence, which we called ¢ Ridge Camp.’
The Peak bore to WS. of us, and we observed very distinctly
the vast crevasse seen from Camarones Peak, which lies to
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the north-east of the Fernando Po apex in the clear and
grassy pyramid capping the virgin forest.

Tuesday, March 11, 1862.—This day we at length reached
the summit.®* At dawn the thermometer stood at 43°, and
about the same place Mr. Mann found his minimum represent-
ing 39°. The sky was exceedingly clear as we set out (6.25
-A.M.), over grass slippery as glass under heavy dew; buf at 7.45
the air became hazy and clouds banked up, obscuring the
horizon of land and.sea. I spare the reader all reflections
concerning the frequency of such disappointments in travelling
as well as elsewhere. After 1 hr. 15 min. up hill to the north
ridge, we turned to the west and stood upon the highest point,
which is the western lip of a crater some 350 to 400 feet
deep—I wonder how Mr. Mann found it to be 40. OQutside
the cone there is good and deep soil, a degradation of basalt
extending to the summit ; inside the beautifully-modelled and
unbroken cup about three-quarters of a mile in circumference
there are a few ribbings and tiers of bare rock, a compact grey
basalt ; hanging woods of huge heaths ; tussocks of sharp and
wiry grass and, at the bottom, signs of sinking water in the
smooth soils: it must at times form one of the tarns or
mountain lakes so frequently found in volcanic highlands.

Reaching the apex or southern point of the western rim,
we boiled our thermometers, which showed 195° 30’ with a
temperature of 69° (1.) Here also were two cairns, containing
bottles and other memorials of those who had preceded us.
Many craters yawned around us, and we easily counted four
to the north-east and six to the west. For the most part they
were regular sugar loaves rising clear and glassy from the
abysm of forest. Some were egg-shaped or otherwise eccen-

* Synopsis of Marches. hrs. m.

1 Tuesday, March 4, 1862, Clarence Town to Major Noeli’s 1 5
2 Wednesday ,, 5 , to Camp Laughland . . 530
8 Thursday , 6 , ,,  Bubé Hut (No.1) . . 115
4 Friday w T 5 »  Bubé Hut (No. 2) . . 440
5 Saturday , 8 , ,  Bubé Hut(No.3) . . 25
6 Sunday w 9 5 » ‘New Camp’ . . 30
7 Monday , 10 , ,, ‘Ridge Camp’ . . 25
8 Tuesday , 11 , ,,  Peak . ; . .20
Total 18 20

We returned in two days, the first a march of 4 brs. 35 min.; the
second of 6 hrs. 10 min., being a total of 10 hrs. 45 min. Rainy
weather in Africa generally entails half marches, and thus we found
that Mr. Mann took 12 days to ascend the Peak, setting out on March
23, and reaching the summit on April 3.
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trically-disposed ; and bearing north of the main craters was a
huge feature some thousand feet high and about one mile and
a quarter in circumference. Like all the others, it showed
signs of having long been extinct; the basalt was old and grey,
and in places it had degraded to a quantity of humus.

We passed the night at Ridge Camp, in very cold dry air:
and success made us all merry, although we had wasted eight
days upon a march which downwards occupied only two,
although we had lost our way a dozen times at least, and al-
though our heads had been bumped against branches, our
faces had been stung by hees and nettles, our hands and
wrists had been stabbed by thorns and tora by brambles, our
knees had been barked by falling over roots and tripping
llianas, our shoes were slopped, and our clothes were in tatters.
Such is African travel, and yet to-morrow I would return to
it. (N.B.—Not to-morrow, as I set out for Iceland.)-

Wednesday, March 12, 1862.,—The down march is prover-
bially easy. The Krumen, who complained ¢ all him body walk
for cold’ (i.e. of cramps), walked their sharpest, looking for-
ward to ¢ Nanny Po’ as homeward driven asses to their stables.
Selim Agha was now the guide, way-losing had ceased, and
the track asit descended appeared easy after the steep gradients
above. As usual in these altitudes, it was Scotland in the
morning, and the tropics at noon. I find in iy diary the fol-
lowing simple notes:—

Started 7.20 A.M.; covered sky, ending in furious rain,
thunder overhead from east and west, but no lightning seen. In
a few minutes highest Bubé hut (No. 3). Covered succes-
sively Tree Valley and Nettle Valley. Reached Bubé hut (No.
2), and spring. Made up camp. Total march, 4 hrs. 35 min.,

leasant night. Next day set off at 7 A.M. Crossed Deane’s

rook, and other basaltic fiumaras, Lowest Bubé hut (No. 1).
Zigzagged up very steep ridge to Buenos Ayres. Camp
Laughland at 2.35 p.M. DBrandy stolen, salt and mustard in
locis. Perspiration begins. At ‘ Don Pellon,’ about 3.30 p.i. ;
too unclean and ragged to enter. Reach Basile at 5 p.u.
already dark. Banapé, 5.20 p.m. Noeli’s house shut. The
Padres gave us ecclesiastical refection, bread and Spanish wine,
Started in the dark, smoked our pipes, the Krumen tailed
off, and the nymphs of Arethusa, who were retiring to roost,
cried out, ¢ Good night, Sar, berry co’! Slipped, after a march
of 6 hrs. 10 min., through the back-door into her Majesty’s
Consulate, Fernando Po.
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THE DistrICT OF ArROLLA. By A. B. HamivTON.

IT has been suggested to me that I may usefully supplement
the account of an ascent of Mont Colon, which lately
appeared in the ¢ Alpine Journal,” with some details of my own
experiences in the same district. My acquaintance with the
little inn at the head of the Val d’Arolla and the neighbouring
mountains is a tolerably close one. During the summers of
1870 and 1871 I made there lengthened sojourns amounting in
the whole to thirteen weeks. Other and older members of the
Club, imbued with something of the spirit of Ulysses, and ac-
customed to wander on for ever from pass to pass and from
range to range, will, I know, after this confession, look on
me with compassion, if not with contempt. I try to console
myself with the reflection that the position of a rolling stone is
not always preferable to that of a ¢ bloc perché,’ and that in the
former capacity I should never have gathered even such moss
as serves to form the matter of the present paper.

At the village of Les Haudéres, about an hour’s walk above
Evoléna,* the Val d’Hérens splits into two branches. The
eastern mounts steeply to the great Ferpécle glacier and the
Col d’'Hérens, the other branch, steep at first, but subsequently
more level, and penetrating far deeper into the heart of the
Pennine chain, is the Val or Combe d’Arclla, so named from
the abundance of the species of fir, so picturesque when old,
known here as the arolla, and in the German Alps as the
arven.

The Val d’Arolla offers in perfection the usual scenery of
a high Alpine glen. A torrent, broken slopes and knolls
crowned with weather-beaten trees, which tell in every limb of
their hard six months’ strife with winter storms, are always at
hand ; and it is seldom that some rocky pinnacle or icy crest
does not show against the sky, and, in the eyes of the moun-
taineer at least, give a finishing touch of interest and sugges-
tiveness to the landscape. At the first group of ¢ mayens,
called Satarne, just clear of the wood through which the path
mounts, and at the junction of the stream from the Glacier
des Ignes, with the main stream of the valley, the wanderer

* I follow the customary spelling, although the names are always
pronounced in the valley Evoléne and Arolle. A good deal of infor-
mation on the nomenclature and traditions of Val d’Hérens will be
found in an Article ‘ Uber einige Ortsbenennungen und Sagen des
Eringer Thals, von A. Ritz,’ in the Jahrbuch of the Swiss Alpine Club
for 1869-70.
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from the direct path, who mounts the hillside on the left bank
of the former stream, will soon light upon one of the loveliest of
Alpine tarns, the Lac Bleu, a transparent, deep-blue gem,
shining out of a setting of green moss and darker pines.

But as Dr. Johnson and the advertisements tell us, ¢ the most
beautiful landscape in the world is improved by an hotel in
the foreground,’ and I must hurry on to the point where the
majestic Mont Colon is seen for the first time abruptly closing
the valley.* On this spot, a little over 6,000 feet above the
sea, the landlord of the present inn built in 1865 a ¢ mayen' or
chdlet for summer use only, to which he could retire in the heat
of August. Travellers arriving from the Col de Colon or
some other glacier pass, and seeing a new chélet, insisted upon
sleeping there, and, consequently, in 1866, my friend summoned
sufficient courage to try and convert his summer palace—
though not on quite the same scale as that of the Chinese
emperors—into an hotel. I can vouch for its having contained
at least one comfortable bed, though I believe the complaints
sometimes made of the further sleeping accommodation have
not always been without foundation. %‘he question has, how-
ever, only an historical interest, as the old inn will be super-
seded in the course of the present summer by a new hotel of
similar proportions to the one at Evoléna. When the plans
were being drawn out, I pressed strongly on the landlord and
architect the necessity of constructing sufficiently solid walls
between the rooms to deaden sound, and I have consequently
some hope that sojourners at Arolla will be spared the un-
pleasantness common to most mountain inns of over-hearing
at night their neighbours’ candid opinion of their persons or
intellects, and the still greater inconvenience of being com-
pletely aroused in the early hours of the morning by every
enthusiastic mountaineer who may be leaving his bed in order
to attack some peak or glacier pass.

During my first visit to Arolla in 1870 my chief occupation
was endeavouring to shoot a chamois, but alas! fate was against
me, and I was obliged to content myself with the ¢ pleasure of
pursuing’ and with the thought that I was at any rate enjoy-
ing true sport. My guides were my landlord and a friend of
his. The former, being the local magistrate, is coramonly known
as the ¢ judge,’ and the latter, being the local Poole, is honoured
with the title of ¢ the tailor.’

The penalties inflicted on poachers by the laws of the

* The view of Mont Colon engraved for a frontispiece was taken
from the slopes behind and above the hotel.
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canton Valais are severe, fifty francs being the fine for shooting
without a license (which costs ten francs), or for carrying
even an unloaded gun before September 1st, the commence-
ment of the proper hunting season. This fine is doubled if the
offender is a public officer, and the latter is considered an
¢ accomplice after the fact,” and is liable to a double fine, if he
does not report anyone he may see poaching. Notwithstanding
such, at first sight, fatal hindrances, I have heard of English-
men who have found no serious difficulty in hunting in
August, although to preserve appearances they were at
times driven to tricks of a transparency somewhat ludicrous.
For instance, one of my friends, while engaged in unlawful
pursuit of chamois, was forced down from the mountains by
pouring rain which destroyed all hope of seeing game. In
order to give the weather another chance, they proposed to
take shelter in some cattle chilets,—but the chief cowherd
was a ¢ garde de chasse.” His companion, however, was ready
with a means of evading the legal difficulty which did credit
to his acuteness. He simply took the lock off my friend’s rifle,
and when it was discovered by the garde,” remarked that
Monsieur had wanted an alpenstock, and in default of a better,
had taken the gun, after removing the lock !

During the wlhole of August 1870, we had hardly more than
one fine day, so that even had we been immoral enough to
indulge prematurely in murderous intentions against the
chamois, they would have been sufficiently thwarted by clouds.
One lovely morning in September we sighted about 7 A.M.
on a height called Mont Dolin a herd of twelve or thirteen
head, which subsequently took to the rocks leading to the
ridge called the Mont Rouge. After reaching the Col du
Riedmatten (to the top of which, I may here state, ladies can
ride on mules), we followed the rocks of the Mont Rouge to
our right, keeping as close to the top as possible for the purpose
of getting occasional glimpses of our game, but on the north
side so as to be concealed. Presently we came upon an extraor-
dinary chimney, being literally a four-sided shaft in the rock,
with two sides coated with the most brilliant clear ice. Having
ascended this, we had to cross some rather dangerous couloirs,
narrow, but full of quite fresh snow into which one sank up
to the waist. We could not help feeling svme fear lest the
whole mass should give way and carry us off bodily in an ava-
lanche on to a small glacier beneath. Arriving at 2.30 p.M.
at a Col called the Casiorte, the judge and 1 (the tailor having
gone to the other side of the herd) concealed ourselves, and
anxiously awaited the report of our companion’s gun, which it
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had been arranged he should fire for the purpose of driving
the herd towardsus. If the chamois came my way at all, they
would necessarily pass within very short range, so I was armed
with an enormous shot-gun, much longer in the barrel than the
rifles, and loaded with a very large charge of powder, thirteen
slugs (each slug the quarter of a bullet), surmounted by a whole
bullet. This murderous weapon, pronounced infallible at close
quarters, was playfully called ‘la mitrailleuse,” but, as the
sequel will show, when the decisive moment came, it like the
weapon from which it received its cognomen failed to do the
meditated execution ; and, if the case had not been too great a
disappointment for words, might well have provoked the excla-
mation,  nous sommes trahis.” About 5 o'clock the welcome
sound of the tailor’s gun was heard, and shortly afterwards I
perceived four chamois coming leisurely towards me at a walk,
evidently considering themselves free from all danger. When
the leading chamois was barely twenty yards off, I pulled the
trigger, the cap simply snapped ; I put on a second, again the
same result; and away scampered the chamois. It was evident
that the powder must have got damp when crossing the snow,
and there was nothing more to be done but to consider the
moral : after crossing soft snow, always draw your charge.

My sporting failures were, however, partially redeemed by
some mountaineering successes. On the whole the most satis-
factory expedition o% the season was our ascent of the Aiguille
de la Za, an extremely sharp tooth forming part of the chain
called ¢ Les grandes Dents,’ and lying between the Dent Perroc
and the Dents de Bertol. I had looked at this point with
longing eyes for about six weeks, but a few remarks I had made
about attempting the ascent had not been encouraged. The
only previous ascent had been made three years previously by
a party of guides, three of whom reached the top. They had
reported it too difficult to be attempted by travellers, and con-
sequently no one had tried it since. About this time two
members of the Alpine Club visited us with Oberland guides,
and one of them much wishing to attack the Aiguille a joint
party was arranged, but bad weather prevented the execution
of the plan. On September 16th I started with my usual
guides (neither of whom had been with the first party) though
the weather did not promise well. 'We crossed the chain at a
Col de Bertol to the north of the Col which is taken when
going to Zermatt. Here we encountered a most bitter south-
easterly wind, which, though too intensely cold to allow us any
hope of seriously attempting the Aiguille, yet softened the snow
and made it heavy walking. Pushing on with the idea of at
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any rate reconnoitring our peak we were rewarded on reach-
ing its base by a burst of warm sun and a sudden fall of wind.
After a hasty meal and a shortly-abandoned attempt to ascend
from the south-east, we set to work seriously at the north-east
corner ; the rock was very smooth, and boots had almost imme-
diately to be discarded. This expedient is, I am told by ex-
perienced mountaineers, one seldom or almost never resorted
to in the high Alps. I can only say that personally I found it
a great help on really difficult rock. It was adopted in the
present case at the suggestion and following the example of
my companions. The occasional advantage of bare feet is, I
believe, more felt by chamois-hunters, accustomed to move
without the security of & rope over smooth faces of rock, than
by ordinary mountaineers, who seldom encounter serious diffi-
culties where there is no snow or ice and are naturally unwilling
to expose their toes to frost-bite on the latter. Chamois-hunters
pique themselves upon being able to pass wherever a chamois
can, and I have known a hunter arriving at a very difficult spot
to throw his boots down it first, and thus increase the necessity
for descending by that route, and at the same time add to his
physical powers. I may perhaps venture also to quote in sup~
port ‘;.f the practice, the following story, current in the Italian
Tyro

A hunter pursuing with reckless energy a wounded chamois
was led on to the top of a tower of rock, where he at last over-
took and captured his victim. But to his horror, on attempt-
ing to return, he found it beyond his power; the footholds
by which he had climbed were not of a nature to serve in the
descent. Maddened by the horrible situation in which he found
himself, thus left to choose between slow starvation and a sud-
den death, the wretched hunter cast on all sides eager glances
after some mode of escape. The reward of his search was little
calculated to diminish his alarm. On a ledge close beside him,
which had at first escaped his notice, lay, or rather crouched, a
still half-clothed skeleton, grasping a gun. The story of a
hunter having long ago disappeared from his village, flashed
across his mind, and he saw before his eyes a prophecy of his
own fate. Inspired with the courage of despair, the still living
man tore off his shoes, and gashing his feet with his hunting-
knife in order to gain all possible power of adhesion to the
crag, made a final but successful effort to descend the rocks.

n the present occasion, we were not, I am glad to say,
forced to resort to the last expedient of the Tyrolese, and to
use our pocket-knives for any such unpleasant purpose. The
crags proved sound, and afforded a fair number of small crevices
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into which the tips of the fingers could be inserted. We
mounted chiefly by V-shaped ¢cheminées,” and in these the
toes, not being fettered by a hard boot, played a most
grominent part. An hour’s wriggling, if I may so term it,

rought us to the top. The peculiarity of this panorama, when
contrasted with the views from the neighbouring peaks, is the
Glacier d’Otemma, which, looked down on from this point, has
the appearance of a gigantic high road. The precipice on the
west side of the Aiguille is very fine. The descent of the rock
occupied an hour, and no sooner were we off it than the sky
clouded, the wind rose again, and we only reached home just in
time to escape a storm. The ascent has been made twice during
the last year by Englishmen.®* This ended the season of 1870.

In 1871, though I still failed to get a chamois (my com-
panions, in consequence of the number of visitors, being seldom
at liberty to accompany me in their pursuit), I enjoyed several
most exciting ¢ hunts,” and made some very successful mountain
expeditions.

One great disappointment I endured in the matter of chamois
deserves to be mentioned, as showing the character of the
guides. An Oxford doctor of divinity, who was recruiting
his exhausted powers in an Alpine tour, wished to go up the
Point de Vouasson. When I came down and found both
judge and tailor preparing to go, I, considering this ascent not
sufficiently dangerous to require two out of three of the party
to be guides, said, ¢ No, it is not worth making *“ Le Monsieur”
take two guides; you (to the tailor) go after chamois, and I will

0 to maie a third on the rope.’” Chamois-hunting had not
%een as yet very successful ; however, the tailor acquiesced in
the arrangement without a murmur, and virtue was rewarded
by his getting in less than two hours, in a place where cattle
go, a chamois with the finest pair of horns I have seen, which,
as the largest known in the valley, were subsequently pre-
sented to me, and now adorn my room.

On August 22nd, I had a severe lesson of the imprudence of
attempting any difficult ascent with only one guide. The
tailor was away, but the weather was fine, so the judge and I
determined to go up the Mont Blanc de Cheillon,t the second

* The time now occupied in the ascent is, to Col de Bertol, 3} hrs. ;
to foot of Aiguille, 1 hr.; ascent, § br.; less time being required now
that the route is known. )

+ More correctly Seilon. The mountain takes its name from the
Alp Seilon, at the head of the Val des Dix. This pasturage was once
ro rich that every cow at milking-time filled her pail. Hence the
name Seilon, meaning milkpail. o

papapey 4
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in height of the surrounding peaks, and one which he bad not
before ascended. At the Col de Cheillon we, or rather I,
made a light meal, and decided to make the ascent, my learned
friend, who had been complaining of indisposition, pronounc-
ing himself better. One hour cleared us of the ridge of
rocks running south-east from the Col, and about forty
minutes more across very hard snow, still in the shade, where
occasional steps were required, brought us to a dip in the
aréte which joins the Mont Blanc de Cheillon and the Rui-
nette. Now came the real business of the ascent. The aréte
was formed of a very steep slope of ice, thinly covered
with frozen snow, blown at the top into a corniche over-
hanging the precipice on the other side. Keep below this
corniche, and you ran no positive danger; cut your steps on it,
and of course the danger was very great. Unfortunately, my
companion, who was now seriously out of sorts, and in whom
the exertion and illness combined produced a sort of blindness,
chose, despite my remonstrances, the latter course. It was not
till we got to the summit (in 24 hours from the dip) that I
found how ill he really was, and I was not sorry when we had
retraversed the aréte, especially as in the worst part there was a
glimpse of daylight to be seen through two of our steps, which
were in all 300 in number.

At the Col de Cheillon we had a discussion as to whether
we should return to Arolla, or descend as we had intended,
upon Mauvoisin. The judge, though he could not eat any-
thing, wished strongly to do the latter, so I took the knap-
sack, and we descended by the Glacier de Giétroz, my com-
panion remaining at the eattle chilets on the Alp. I can
strongly recommend this passage from the Val d’Hérens to
the Val de Bagnes. The Glacier de Giétroz is quitted (when
descending to the Val de Bagnes) on the left bank just above
the fall. While crossing the Alp several fine views of the
ice-fall, and down the Val de Bagnes, are obtained, and six
hours’ walking takes one from the inn at Arolla to the inn at
Mauvoisin. At Mauvoisin the only travellers were one of the
¢ Sanitary Commissioners of the Lancet’ and his wife, who
were purposing on the morrow to go to Prarayen en route for
Zermatt ; I, however, persuaded them to go with me to Arolla
instead by the Col de Mont Rouge. At the chilets we found
the poor judge, who had eaten nothing the previous evening, or
that morning, but pronounced himself capable of getting over,
which we did in eight hours (gaining three hours on our friends,
who had no reason for hurrying), a wonderful performance on
his part, as he had only touched a morsel of food once since he
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left Arolla. All’s well that ends well, and rest and chlorodyne
restored the invalid to health in due time.

On August 31st Mr. Rickman and I started with the judge
and tailor for the Dent Perroc,® which had never been ascended,
a party of guides who attempted it having been driven back by
bad weather. At the base of the mountain we stopped to break-
fast, and I may take this opportunity of recommending to the
notice of travellers the black bread of Arolla. To those who
have not tried black bread and cheese for walking on, I say,
Try it; and those who can speak contemptuously of mountain
fare as being composed of ¢coarse rye-bread and acid curds’
(vide ¢ The Switzers’) are, to my mind, to be pitied. Black
bread varies like other things, but, as a rule at least, that
found in the highest chilets, which has generally been kept
three or four months, is most nutritious, and for mountaineer-
ing purposes very portable,

From this point the ascent required all our energies, and
we were glad to put on the rope. The view of the Aiguille de
la Za with a hanging glacier below it is very fine, and is best
seen when a little above the aréte connecting the Dent Perroc
and the Aiguille. The tailor once or twice exhibited some
really wonderful powers when endeavouring to find a prac-
ticable route, but though great care and attention was required,
when putting down one's feet, to avoid sending stones on to
the heads of those below, the rocks afforded better holding
than we could have hoped, looking at their general steepness.
There were several places which we, the amateurs of the party,
could certainly not have ascended without the aid of a rope,
even had mattresses been kindly held beneath in case one fell,
and the descent was considerably harder, occupying 3 hrs. 40
min., as against 3 hrs. 30 min. of ascent. The view was mag-
nificent,embracing the Oberland, the Weisshorn, Dent Blanche,
Monte Rosa, the majestic Matterhorn, and the precipitous side
of Mont Blanc. Immediately below us was the junction of
the Glaciers de Ferpécle and Mont Miné. The expedition is
very stony, and will therefore probably not become popular,
but the view is worth the trouble of the ascent, and the climb
itself is also good practice for those who appreciate rock-work.
We left Arolla at 4.30 A.M., and got home at 6.40 .M.,
having spent two hours in building our stone man at the top.

The next day, whilst 1 was basking in the sun, and resting
my shoulders, which were stiff from the effects of alternately

* Dent Perroc, or Pirroc = stony tooth, pirra being the local pat.is
for a stone.
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clinging to rocks or pulling at the rope, the guides came to say,
that they had been talking the matter over, and that as I had
been the first traveller up the Aiguille de la Za and the Dent
Perroc, they considered that if it were possible I ought to se-
cure the remaining peak of the chain, the Dent des Bouquetins,
but that they would go on only one condition—namely, that
they should not be paid for the expedition. Such love for their
craft was not to be checked, and on the morning of September
6th we started along the familiar route of the Col de Bertol.
An hour’s walk from the Col, passing on the way the glacier,
which comes down from the point marked in the Federal map
3,783 métres, carried us to the base of the central peak, the
highest of the three. About twenty minutes of rock brought
us close to the base of a small glacier, and here we deposited my
axe and our provisions, with the exception of zke bottle of wine.
This glacier abruptly terminates in a wall of some forty or fifty
feet, from the upper edge of which depend large hanging icicles.
‘We were obliged to pass under the drippings from these, which
was not very pleasant, as the sun was melting them, and on a
prior survey we had been much impressed by the number of
falling icicles. Soon after we cut steps across a snow couloir,
and had to run the gauntlet of a few falling stones. Higher
up, our route led us to the edge of the glacier mentioned
before, and to avoid the loss of time incidental to cutting steps
on the ice, we passed what I found rather an awkward
place. The rocks retaining the side of the glacier had a
fault in them, and a section some eight or nine feet deep
of the glacier was presented ; the ice gave bad holding for the
hands, whilst the small portion of moraine which remained
on the steep slope of the rock, seemed to afford but an in-
secure foothold. With this exception our task resolved
itself into rather stiff rock-work. The final ridge was three
or four feet in breadth, but formed of large loose stones, which
we were afraid, if once disturbed, would carry others away
with them. The precipices on either side, especially on that
of the Glacier d’Arolla, were splendid. The finest objects
from the summit were the glaciers descending from the
Dent d’Hérens. It is not, however, so good an ¢all-round’
view as that from the Dent Perroc, the neighbouring Italian
ridges being only brown, burnt-up, grass-covered Alps. Look-
ing down on the Mont Colon, one regrets that it has been
as if were ‘ nipped in the bud,’ having splendid proportions
down below, but being ruthlessly cut off above, and having
been left like an unfinished pyramid, with, roughly speaking,
a large table summit. We managed our descent quicker than
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we expected, and were glad that the sun had left our side of
the mountain in the shade so that we were freed from falling
stones. My guides considered this expedition the most difficult
of the three above described; and certainly at times our chance
of success looked most hopeless; but one’s powers were not
on the full stretch for so long a time as when on the Perroc.

I will add in conclusion a few remarks on the expeditions
mentioned in the Alpine Guide. In crossing the Col de Cher-
montane, the Glacier de Vuibez should not be descended unless
a local guide who has traversed the pass that year advises it,
as the route is not easy to find, and in the afternoon there is
considerable danger from falling seracs. In ascending, you
take the right bank of the northern stream, work gradually
across it, and when about half-way up the fall, return to the
right bank again. In descending by the Glacier de Piéce, it is
best to keep to the right bank till the lower part of the glacier
is reached, then cross it, and keep under the rocks (called
¢ Luet quonda’), on the left bank. Some years one can
keep to the left bank all the way. In crossing the Col de
Colon the route is somewhat altered, and you now follow the
lower part of the Glacier d’Arolla as long as possible, then
take to the moraine or ice at the foot of Mont Colon, and skirt
round it until the Col is reached. The best route from the
¢ flat, stone-covered plain’ mentioned by Mr. A. W. Moore in
his account of his first passage of the Col de Bertol, to the
Glacier de I’Arolla, is quite clear of the rrecipitous ravine
through which the stream descends, and is a little to the south
of it. There is more or less of a path, and though rather steep
and consequently trying to the knees, no great care is required,
as is the case if the stream is followed. ln going to Zermatt,
the Glacier d’Arolla must be left before the fall, and the
bank ascended at right angles to the glacier. Last year, a
very celebrated guide kept too much to the right, and trying
the Glacier de Bouquetins instead of the Glacier de Bertol, and
being overtaken by bad weather, failed altogether to effect a

passage.
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ON THE RECENT RETREAT OF THE LOWER GRINDEL-
WALD GLACIER, WII'H 80OME REMARKS ON OTHER
SimiLAR OsciLLATIONS DURING MoperN Times. By
F. F. TUckeTT.

IN the introductory chapter to the interesting volume ¢ Das

Hochgebirge von Grindelwald,” by Dr. Aeby, Herr von
Fellenberg, and Herr Pfarrer Gerwer, the last-named gentle-
man has devoted some pages to the local popular legends or
stories bearing upon the question of the former oscillations of
the glaciers of the central mountain knot of the Oberland ;
and still more recent changes, which I had an opportunity of
examining last July, have directed my attention to the history
of similar phenomena. I venture in the present paper to lay
before the readers of this Journal some of the results of my
investigation, merely premising that they lay little or no claim
to origina]ity, and can be only regarded as a somewhat super-
ficial attempt to bring together a certain class of facts, in the
hope that they may receive from others some of the attention
which they appear to me to deserve.

In the church at Grindelwald there is still to be seen a small
bell, weighing about sixty pounds, bearing on its upper mould-
ing the inscription, ¢ O! Sancta Petronella, ora pro nobis,’ and,
on the lower, the date 1044, with wide but regular intervals
between the figures. It is believed that the inhabitants of this
district were first converted to Christianity in the tenth or, at
earliest, in the ninth century, and it is asserted that the bell in
question originally belonged to a chapel dedicated to St. Petro-
nella, which was erected in a cave still accessible, and situated
near what was at that time the end of the Lower Glacier, and
on its left or west bank. It is added that this chapel, and a
similar one at Viesch in the Valais, marked the beginning and
end of a frequented pass across the ridge of the Viescherhorner,
or Walcherhorner, as they were formerly called. No less gene-
ral is the belief that on several occasions, and amongst others
in 1578, children have been brought over this high pass to be
baptlsed at Grindelwald with the Protestant rite. ¢ We,’ says
Herr Gerwer, himself at that time the pastor of the village,
¢ have carefully examined the local registers, and find only the
following entry : “ 1576, den 10. Junii han ich iij Kind taufft,
eins Jodeas auf Sengg von Wallis uss Sauss,” without further
remark, which would scarcely be the case if the youngster had
inaugurated his earthly pilgrimage by a Club-tour over the
Vieschergrat. A Valaisan peasant, converted to the reformed
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faith and residirg  auf Sengg” in the Litschenthal, may very
well have brought the child to be baptised.” One is tempted
to suggest that if the chapel dedicated to St. Petronella (Peter’s
daughter) formed any part of the attraction at Grindelwald,
the most appropriate glacier route that a Valaisan peasant
could have selected would be that over the Petersgrat.

Our author proceeds as follows: ¢ Other grounds compel us
to dissent from this widely-spread belief. It was precisely
during the last quarter of the sixteenth century that this
Lower Glacier advanced so considerably that about the year
1575 it destroyed this very chapel of the ¢ Nellenbalm,” ac-
cording to a very probable tradition. An old MS. chronicle
says: “Im 1600. Jahr ist der ynder (innere, thaleinwiirts gele-

ene, obere) Gletscher bei der undren Biirgebrigg in den

drgelbach getrolet und hat man miissen 2 Hiiuser und 5
Scheuren abraumen, die Plitz hat der Gletscher auch einge-
nommen. Der under Gletscher ist gangen bis an Burgbiel
unter den Schopf (Fels) und ein Handwurf weit vom Schissel-
lautnen Graben, und die Liitschine verlor den rechten Lauf
und war vom Gletscher verschwellt, dass sie durch den Aellaui-
nen Boden auslief. Die ganze Gemeind wollt helfen schwellen,
aber es half nichts: man muss die Kilter (Gehalt, Gebiiude)
abraumen, 4 Hiuser und viel andre Kilter; da nahm das
Wasser Ueberhand und trug den ganzen Boden wig und
verwustet es. Im 1602. Jahr ging der Gletscher an zu
schwienen (abnehmen) und hinter sich zu rucken.” From this
it is clear that between 1600 and 1602 the glacier attained its
greatest recorded extension in historic times, whilst in the year
1750 it had returned to its extreme upper limit, and the grass-
grown terminal moraine, a stone’s-throw distant from the
¢ Graben ” (ravine, or couloir), through which the ¢ Schiissel-
Lauine ” descends into the valley, to this day confirms the
accuracy of the writer, and indicates the precise limit attained
by the glacier. Yet only twenty-four years before an infant,
forsooth, was brought over the Vicschergrat—a simple im-
possibility !

¢ It is no doubt true that at a former period the direct inter-
course between the Oberland and the Valais was much more
frequent than at present, but communication »id the Viescher-
grat must be relegated to the mythic period rather than sought
for in the sixteenth century. It appears to be proved that in
the year 1712, on the outbreak of the last Swiss war of reli-
gion, some Protestants of the Valais fled across the glaciers
to Grindelwald; but it is stated that it was at the cost of great
labour and hardship, and that the party reached Grindelwald
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in a half-dead condition.” Thus far Herr Gerwer. Let us
now turn to another class of record bearing upon the proceed-
in%s of the Lower Grindelwald Glacier.

n the third volume of the ¢ Jahrbuch’ of the Schweizer
Alpenclub (1866) there is an interesting paper by Herr von
Fellenberg,® of which I venture to offer the following transla-
tion :

¢ From writers of the last century we learn that in former
times coloured marble was quarried in the valley of Grindel-
wald, and worked up into objects of art, although in the valley
itself almost all recollection of the fact has died out. During
the past summer 51865) the extraordinary melting of the
glacier has strangely revived the old tale, and confirmed in
the most striking manner the notices of Gruner, Altmann,
Walser, &c. Let us first hear what Altmann says on the
subject: {

¢¢ Near the glacier we found a fine marble quarry ; here
there lay about many pieces of the most beautiful quarried mar-
ble of varied colours—white, yellow, red, and green—awaiting
transport by sledges in winter to Unterseen, and from thence
by the lake and the Aar to Bern, there to be manufactured.
This marble owes its extreme loveliness to the variety of tints
in it, so that I doubt whether there exists elsewhere any other
in which the colours are at once so beautifully blended and con-
trasted. The slabs for tables and mantelpieces manufactured
out of it are exported to foreign countries. One notices that
some of the colours, such as the green and red, are harder than
others, which is owing to the varieties of earthy matter of
which it is formed, and their different hues.” One page beyond
Altmann continues : “ We must not forget to note that, as we
ascend, the formation on which not only the glacier, but also
the entire Eismeer above it rests, changes in character. Below
it lies on the most beautiful variegated marble ; but higher up,
and nearer to the surface of the ice, one sees that the marble is
black, intersected by white veins, and continues thus up to the
point where the level Eismeer commences, so that the Eismeer
itself and the water beneath it may be said to be contained in
a great basin of marble, whose beauty all the skill and might
of man would vainly try to describe or imitate.”

* ¢ Ueber den alten Marmorbruch von Grindelwald’ (‘ On the Old
Marble Quarry of Grindelwald *).

+ In his ¢ Versuch einer historischen und physischen Beschreibung
der Helvetischen Eisgcbirge.” Dritte Abhandlung, p. 33. Ziirich,
1751.
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¢ Gruner says : * ¢ This glorious mantle of ice overlies a foun-
dation of fine black marble which, as the gpecimens washed
out below indicate, is principally filled with the most beautiful
and brilliant cubical pyrites. All around, too, it is enclosed by
a band of marble. On the Mettenberg side, hard by the
glacier, is one of the most beautiful varieties of marble any-
where to be seen, with red, yellow, bright and dull green, blue,
and black shadings, which 13 quarried on the spot and trans-
ported to the capital, where itis used for a variety of purposes.”
Again, farther on: “On the north side towards the Eiger,
above the plain already alluded to, the finest black marble
traversed by white veins is met with.”

¢ Later writers for the most part repeat the statements of
Altmann and Gruner, as, for instance, G. Walser.t In an
enumeration of Swiss minerals, he remarks, under the head of
marble : ¢ In the Canton Bern, on the slope of the Mettenberg,
close to the glacier, the most beautiful marble anywhere to be
seen is found, with red, yellow, bright and dull green, blue,
and black shadings.”

¢ Gruner, too, t describes the hand specimens of Grindelwald
marble collected by himself, as “1. Flesh-coloured, clouded
with grey (‘grau genebelt’); 2. Ash-coloured, with dark
grey clouding; 3. Reddish-grey, spotted; 4. Dark yellow,
with light yellow veins; 5. Grey, with dark stripes; 6. Rose-
coloured and yellow, spotted with various colours; and, 7.
Variegated marble of various colours between the Wetterhorn
and Schreckhorn, and black, with white stripes, from the
Gletscherberg to the Eismeer at Grindelwald.”

¢J. Wyss § repeats these statements, but gives no fresh in-
formation, as at that period the marble quarry had long lain
hidden beneath the twilight of the glacier. There is little
doubt that it was between the years 1770 and 1779 when the
advance of the glacier was very considerable, that the quarry
was filled up with rubbish and covered by the ice; and that
this took place very suddenly we may conclude from the fact,
to be presently further alluded to, that there was evidently not
even time sufficient to remove stones already hewn to a place
of safety.

* In his work on ‘Die Eisgebirge des Schweizerlandes.” Erster
Theil, III. Abschnitt, page 88. Bern: Wagner, Sohn, 1760.

t In his ¢ Kurzgefussten Schweizer Geographie, sammt den Merk-
wiirdigkeiten der Alpen und hohen Berge." Ziirich, 1770.

1 In his ¢ Anzeige der Schweizerischen Mineralien.’

§ In his ¢ Beschreibung des Berner Oberlandes.
VOL. VI,—NO. XXXVII. D
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¢ Konig, Wyttenbach, and Kulm * are equally silent as to
the occurrence of marble in this locality.

¢ During no year of the present century was the retreat of the
Lower Grindelwald Glacier so rapid and continuoua as in the
summer of 1865. The landlord at the Gletscherhiitte, who
tunnels out the grotto in the ice, and had to commence a
second about the middle of August, as the first had become
demoralized by the continuous melting, noticed one day, on a
portion of moraine just brought to light, a block of rose-coloured
stone of remarkably regular form. On a closer inspection, he
was in the highest degree surprised to observe that the block
of flesh-coloured marble had been regularly and rectangularly
hewn on all six sides; and,after having been washed and dried,
there was distinctly legible, amongst the cavities produced by
the pick, the mark L 150, quite clearly inscribed with some
dark material. The block was removed to a safe position and
shown to strangers, who, for that matter, were much less really
interested in the remarkable specimen than the natives them-
selves.

¢ During a second visit to Grindelwald last year, I heard of
the discovery from Herr Pfarver Gerwer and Herr R. Bohren,
Iandlord of the ¢ Adler,” and at once called on Schlunegger, the
« Gletscherwirth,” who showed me the mysterious block, and
remarked that several others had since come to licht, most of
them hewn and larger than, thongh not so beautiful as, this,
which is two feet long, fourteen inches broad, and about seven
inches thick, and is of the purest flesh-coloured marble that I
have ever =een in the Alps. It is dense and very fine-grained,
traversed by some crystalline veins of limestone spar, with grey
and yellow specks. The six sides of the oblong parallelopiped
are all worked, and exhibit deep-pointed cavities, indicating the
action of a pick, whilst the surface is tolerably smooth, polished
by transport and glacier action. The letter and figures 1. 150
are plainly to be made out, although the colour is only recog-
nisable in the depressions of the dressing. It would have been
desiral'e to sceure this interesting specimen for a museum or
an architectural collection, but Schlunegger seemed to be of
opinion that he had found a lump of gold in this curiosity, and
demanded an exorbitant price.  We now proceeded to search
the moraine in all directions, and soon came to the large block
discovered by Schlunegger. Tiis is a magnificent specimen,
some three feet long by two feet five inches high, and about as
thick, alzo rectangularly quarried, and showing on the flat sur-

* Iu Lis article in Hoptuer's * Magazin,
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faces clear signs of dressing. At the lower right-hand corner
(in the position in which it was discovered) is a portion of a
blasting hole, about four inches long, a proof that at the time
powder was used in quarrying. The surface of this large block
exhibits far more glacier polish and rounding of the angles
than that of the smaller one, so that the tool-marks have a’m)st
disappeared. The marble is very irregularly tinted; red,
flesh-coloured, yellowish, grey, and white tints alternate.
Dense, fine-grained, and crystalline, it here and there passes
into a greenish claystone (* Thonstein ”). These green deposits
are somewhat characteristic of the marbles of the Alpine inter-
calated beds (“ Zwischenbildungen”), and appear to be a dense
mixture of chorit (sicin orig. chlorit ?) and claystone (** Thon-
stein ”), associated largely with crystalline grained limestone.
Schlunegger had seen this great block laid bare in the course of
a single afternoon at the end of September. At the time of
my visit twelve months later, it was already about forty feet
distant from the neighbouring ice.

¢ Our further search for other hewn blocks of marble was
most successful. One, which was about three feet long, two
broad, and one thick, in the form of a table, has one side com-
pletely dressed, and displays the figures IIII three inches high
and half an inch deep. Another smaller block, also, has
only one side dressed, whilst the remainder were still quite in
the rough. All are more or less rounded and polished, and
show striated surfaces. The fact that, with the exception of
those specimens, even the smallest of which are more or less
rectangular in form, very few blocks or fragments of coloured
marble can be detected in the terminal moraine of the Lower
Glacier, is a proof that the quarry or pit was worked in the
solid rock, from which the glacier was unable to detach much
material. The circumstance, too, that all the blocks lay on the
moraine of the right or Mettenberg side of the glacier, clearly
points to the existence of a marble quarry still concealed by the
ice which, if the glacier continues to retreat, must come to light
in a few years.

¢ There can, then, be no doubt that the blocks described
are from the quarry which Gruner and Altmann visited a cen-
tury ago, and from which various reddish, flesh-coloured, and
yellow mantelpieces and pier-tables, still to be seen in many of
the older houses of Bern, were clearly derived.’

Thus far Von Fellenberg.

Since the autumn of 1865—the date of the latest personal
investigation above recorded—the retrograde movement of the
glacicr has been very considerable, if not uninterrupted, and

p 2
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when I visited it at the beginning of last July (1871), it had
probably retired to about the same point as in the middle of
last century, when, as has be¢en seen, Altmann (1751) refers
to the quarry as being actually worked, and Gruner (1760)
speaks of it as ¢ hard by the glacier ’—a statement which would
fairly describe its position when 1 saw it, since the ice was
probably not more than 100 yards above it. About 1770 the
ice appears to have again advanced and covered up the site of
the workings, so that we have here interesting and trustwerthy
evidence of the amount and duration of a great oscillation,
which has covered a period of about 120 years, reckoning from
minimum to minimum—1751 to 1871. The bed of coloured
marble was not of large extent (I regret that I did not make
at least some rough measurcments), and the traces of any
old workings, which I suspect were very much limited to
the removal of portions of the suriace, were obscured by the
moraine débris scattered about, as well as by a commencement
of renewed operations, to which 1 owe the acquisition of
numerous specimens. The variegated marble appeared to
have a well-marked upper limit, both in the direction of the
Mettenberg and along the trough of the valley, and between
it and the ice cliff was a bed of what I take to be calcareous
schist.

Nothing could be more beautiful than the rounded surfaces
of exquisitely polished and variously tinted marble, every
irregularity of which had been bevelled down by the great
ice-plane, whilst strie, rivalling in fineness the work of the
most delicate etching needle, or engraver’s burin, scored the
surface with markings which, though as a whole they clearly
indicate the forward movement of the mighty graving tool,
frequently display cross-hatchings at a high angle, suggestive
of local displacements or eddies in the ice.

I spent an hour or more with my brothers-in-law, Messrs.
J. H. Fox and Eliot Howard, in examining this beautiful
feature of the rocky beach, which the great sccular tide of the
mighty Eismeer above had once more laid bare for our inspec-
tion, and we succeeded in procuring some remarkably fine
hand specimens from amongst the chippings scattered about by
the workmen. Almost every attampt, however, to detach
any of the marble in situ with our axes, or by dashing large
stones against the polished surface, proved unavailing, so dense
was the marble, and so completely had the ice ground away
every salient angle of which advantage might have been
taken.  Having, in the course of many years’ wanderings in
the mountains, been constantly on the look-out to secure
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specimens of glacier-polished rock, I can bear witness to the
extreme difficulty of obtaining them of good quality. If por-
tions of such rock be easily detachable, it is gencrally because
the material is soft or brittle, and, in such case, almost all the
finer details and strize will have been obliterated by weather-
ing ; whilst, on the other hand, if the rock be hard enough to
bid defiance to the slowly disintegrating action of frost, sun,
moisture, wind, and vegetation, it generally proves also too
tough for such appliances—not even excepting a geological
hammer—as a traveller can usually dispose of. Let me, then,
advise those mountaincers who may visit Grindelwald this year,
not to turn away with, perhaps natural, disgust from the
tourist-haunted path which leads to the so-called ice-cave of the
Lower Glacier, but following it to within a safe distance of
that modern travesty of the genuine St. Martinsloch—probably
drilled by some sainted progenitor of the present DBolkren
family—devote a short time to the examination of one of the
loveliest bits of glaciation, both as respects finish and material,
that they are likely to meet with, let them wander as long and
a8 widely as they may.

On the general question of the actual detarmination, or
cven estimation, of the periods of oscillation of glaciers, the
time has scarcely arrived to speak with anything like pre-
cision, so far as I can judge, the data being as yet insufficient
for a safe generalisation. Even a mere glance at the facts at
our disposal—such, for instance, as those recorded by the cele-
brated M. Venetz, ingénicur-en-chef du Valais *—-suffices, 1
think, to show that whilst therc exist ample proofs of the
occurrence of great changes of climate in historical as well as
in geological times, these changes have been by no means in
the same direction at the same epoch throughout the Alps,
the movement of many glaciers being retrograde, whilst others
have been, and are, contemporaneously advancing. Iiven when
some local custom or tenure, or legend, presupposes the fact
of, or at least the belief in, such oscillation, exact details as to
the year are in almost every instance wanting. Ilerein, it
appears to me, consists the especial interest and importance of
the evidence connected with one of the best known and most
accessible glaciers in the Alps, which I have endeavoured to

# In his interesting and valuable memoir ¢Sur la Variation de la
Température dans les Alpes de la Suisse,” 1821, published in the
¢ Denkschriften der allgemcinen Schweizerischen Gesellschaft fiir die
gesammten Naturwisseuschaften.” FErsten Bandes zweite Abtheilung.
Ziirich, 1833.



38  On the Recent Retreat of the Grindelwald Glacier.

detail with, 1 fear, somewhat wearisome minuteness. By way
of comparison and further illustration, I will add a few mis-
cellaneous facts, culled from various quarters, but for the
most part derived from the rich collection in M. Venetz’s able
memoir.

Under the heading of ¢ Faits qui tendent & prouver un
abaissement de la température,” M. Venetz states that from
Praborgne (Zermatt), there was formerly a much frequented
passage to the Val d’Hérens. At Evoléna families are found
which originally belonged to Zermatt, and vice versd. On
April 20, 1816, this last commune (Zermatt), bought up from
the cathedral chapter of Sion a quit-rent arising out of an
annual procession to that town, which the commune had been
in the habit of making by the valleys of Zmutt and Hérens.
The commune of Evoléna is also said to have deeds proving
that it possessed the right of free trade with Piedmont.’

The remains of an ancient paved track traversing the Moro
Pass have been seen by many of us, and are constantly alluded
to in guide-books, &c , but the following fuller information, col-
lected by M. Venetz, may not be devoid of interest: ¢ Accord-
ing to a sort of MS. chronicle of the valley of Saas,* this track,
as well as a similar one leading from Val Antrona to Saas, were
already “ancient” in 1440. ¢ 1440 wurde von den Saasern
und denen von Antrona die uralte Strasse iiber den Berg herge-
stellt : beyde mussten ihren Theil erhalten bis auf der Gipfel des
Berges ;7 and again: ‘ Auf Antrona und Makunaga passirte
man vor Zeiten hiufig mit Pferden, mit allerhand Vieh, und
vielen Kaufmannswaaren und wurden schon im Jahr 1440 uralte
Piisse genannt.” The chronicler adds that in 1515 a law-suit
arose between the inhabitants of Saas and Antrona. The
judge was of Luzern, but as at that time the Swiss had occu-
pied the Italian borders where the cardinal Schinner had ap-
peared in arms, the decision requiring the Antronese to keep
-up the path took no eifect. 1In the first half of the seventeenth
century the temperature fell considerably, and the passes
became very difficult, and it was at that period that the lake
formed by the glacier of Distel burst its barrier for the first
time. Sutsequently, during the eighteenth century, more par-
ticularly in the years 1719, 1720, and 1790, great cfforts were
made, and at considerable expeunse, to repair the track to An-
trona for the purpose of transporting salt and other merchan-

* ¢Die Geschichte des Thales Saas; aus etlich hundert Schriften
zusammengetragen.! Von Peter Joset Zurbriiggen, Beneficiat zu St.
Antoni von Padua.
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dise, but these repairs did not last long. We, however, know
several private individuals of Saas who were acquainted with
inhabitants of the valley, who have transported wine on the
backs of mules from Macugnaga to Saas. It is true that
latterly a glacier had to be traversed which has since so much
increased that this road is abandoned for home traffic, but the
spots may still be seen where the sumpter beasts were halted
for food. It is evident that this road would not have been
opened at great expense if a glacier had at that time existed on
the pass, for it would have been foreseen that at any moment
traffic might be rendered impracticable.

¢ The Glacier de Rothelsch, above the new Simplon Hospice,
is not old. M. Ischer, curé of Biel, and a native of the Sim-
plon, informed us that he had found documents at the Hospice
which prove that this glacier did not exist in 1732 ; whilst M.
J. A. Escher, innkeeper at Brieg, who, when young, resided in
the old Simplon Hospice, as well as many other private indi-
viduals of the neighbourhond, still remember distinctly that in
their youth there was only a small mass of snow.

¢ Whilst the new Simplon road was in process of construc-
tion, roots of trees were brought to light on the summit of the
pass. A spot near the summit level is called “im Lerch”
(*“ the Larches”), but no trees now exist there. The destruc-
tion of the timber at this point appears to us to be the work of
man, but the roots found on the actual summit mnust indicate a
_ fall of temperature, since trees are no longer met with at that

elevation, even in inaccessible positions, unless protected from
cold winds, which is not the case with the Simplon.

¢ Near the parochial church of Faerbel, in the valley of
Vidge, the estate named “ Zur Stapfen” owed annually to the
principal church of Vidge a certain measure of walnut-oil, pro-
duced from the trees which formerly grew in this elevated posi-
tion, where there now exists only a sickly cherry-tree.

¢ At Fribusi, between the two Pontis at the entrance of the
Val d’Auniviers, M. J. Salamin, an old inhabitant of Luec, has
seen vines growing more than fifty years ago, as well as a large
fruit-bearing cherry-tree at Luc, and a young walnut below
the last-named village. At the present day no fruit-trees are
found at that height, nor is any vestige of a vine to be scen at
Fribusi.

¢ Many writers on the Valais cite Bricg and Moeril as wine-
producing spots, and some even add that the wine is excellent.
Now, however, there are only a few isolated, or rather wild
vines, or some trellised ones before the houses, and the grapes
ripen with difficulty. We imagine that this error is duc to
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Simler, who asserts that vines commence at Moeril. Were the
vineyards of these parts famous in his time, or at Jeast before
him? One might suppose 50 from what has been stated, and
the name of « W eingarten ” given to a spot near Naters, and
to another near Gless, to a certain extent confirm this supposi-
tion.’

The famous disaster caused by the extension of the Glacier
de Giétroz in the Val de Bagnes, and the series of similar dé-
bdcles arising from the rapid advance of the Vernagt Glacier, by
which the Oetzthal has been repeatedly ravaged, and to which it
is still liable, give a practical importance to the question of the
periodicity of these oscillations which, at first sight, it may
scarcely appear to possess. The circumstances attending the
advance of the last-named glacier have been narrated in a
careful and detailed manner by Dr. M. Stotter in a very
interesting pamphlet of seventy-five pages,® and in a more
condensed form by Von Sonklar.t To these two publications
I must refer those who may desire to acquaint themselves with
the minutiee of a most remarkable phenomenon, and confine
myself here to a rapid enumeration of the leading facts.

At certain periods, then, the Hoch Vernagt and Rofenthal
Glacicrs, combining their streams, push forwards with accele-
rated speed until, in the course of from two to four years hav-
ing traversed a space of nearly a mile, they reach the stream in
the main valley below, cross to the opposite side, and pile their
masses to a height of several hundred feet against the opposite
slope called the ‘Zwergwand.” After maintaining this enormous
development for some time, the ice very gradually melts, and
the combined glacier slowly retreats until it resumes its mini-
mum dimensions after an interval of from twenty-five to thirty-
five years. Six such oscillations are recorded :

1. Commencement, 1599 End of advance, 1601 Lake formed.

2. . 1626 ’s unknown

3. ” 1677 " 1681 ”
4. . 1770 Y 1772 "
5. ” 1820 ” 1822

6. » 1843 ’ 1847 "

Of these the first, third, fourth, and sixth were of the first
magnitude and importance, and terrible damage was caused on
the bursting of the huge ice-barrier by the w waters of the lake

* ¢ Die Gletscher des Vernagtthales in Tirol und ihre Geschichte.
Innsbruck : Wagner, 1846.

t In his valuahle and claborate work ¢ Die Octzthaler Gebirgsgruppe.’
Gotha : Perthes, 18360.
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accumulated behind it. In June 1845 it was calculated that
2-297,820 cubic métres of water escaped in the course of one
hour, and raised the level of the alrcady swollen Inn at
Innsbruck to the extent of two feet.

The extraordinarily rapid advance of the ice is a fact which I
think deserves more attention than it has received from most
writers on the causes and modes of glacier motion. In 1770,
for instance—the very year, be it remembered, of the rapid
extension of the Grindelwald glaciers—the Vernagt Glacier is
stated by Dr. Stotter to have descended 474 métres in one
week, whilst in 1845 its progress from May 20 to June 1 was
at the rate of 117 mcétres per day, and on the last-named day
alone the space traversed reached the enormous amount of
4551 métres, or 1-89 métres per hour. The total amount in
cighteen months—from November 13, 1843, to June 1, 1845—
amounted to 13314 métres. The attention of the Government
had been called to the impending danger, and it is on the
long-continued careful observations of a specially-appointed
commission that these figures, as well as those of the following
tables, are based :

Métres

From Nov. 13, 1843, to June 18, 1841, amt. of daily motion, 2:035
5 dJune 19, 1844, ,, Oct. 18, 1814 ’ ” 1062
»  Oct. 19, 1844, ,, Jan. 3, 1845 ” ” 2:071
» dun. 4, 1845, ,, May 19, 1845 " ” 3305
» May 20, 1843, ,, June 1, 1845 ” » 11727

Setting aside the minor oscillations of 1626 and 1820, the
more important ones are seen to occur at intervals of 78, 93,
and 73 years, or 84 years on an average, and it would also
appear that the maximum development was only attained when
both branches of the glacier shared in the extension. To
whatever cause the original forward impulse of such an
enormous mass may be attributed—and the magnitude of the
phenomenon may be inferred from the fact that it is calculated
the protruded ice amounted to no less than 66:553,700 cubic
métres—it deserves to be noticed that the movement of its
tonguc was not slowest during the winter months, but precisely
in the warmest season of the year. Thus, from November 13,
1843, to June 18, 1844, the average rate of motion was 203
métres per day, but in the summer period, from June 19 to
October 18, it sank to 1'06 métres, and during the winter
months, from October 19, 1844, to May 19, 1845, rose to 2'85
métres per day. The configuration of the ground and consequent
variations in the amount of friction in its valley-bed at different
puints of the course followed by the ice-stream, may have had
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a disturbing influence, but in connection with the period of the
year it is to be noted that when the Sulden Glacier, at the head
of the valley of the same name, pushed down very suddenly
and rapidly between 1815 and 1818 to a distance, I believe, of
500 or 600 yards—to judge from the freshly-deposited moraine
matter which still marks the limit of its inroad—the movement
of its tongue at Christmas, 1817, was greater than during the
previous or succeeding summer. The advance of the Sulden
Glacier strikingly illustrates the remarks of M. Venetz in the
memoir already quoted: ¢ Les années froides de 1815-17 ont
réchargé les montagnes d’'une masse de neige trés-considérable,
qui a fait redescendre la ligne des neiges éternelles de plusieurs
cent pieds. A cette époque les glaciers qui se trouvaient sur des
pentes rapides, chargés d’une nouvelle masse si énorme, s’en-
fongaient d’une maniére ¢tonnante dans les régions inférieures.’

Whatever theory may finally be accepted in reference to the
cause of glacier motion, it scems highly probable that the motion
is at least regulated as to its intensity in the case of any given
glacier by the local meteorological conditions of the season,
especially in so far as they affect the pressure by the heaping up
of great accumulations of snow, not only in the regions of névé
but over the entire glacier-surface and on the bounding slopes
whence, as water, or in the form of avalanches, they finally
reach the glacier itself. To these considerations may be added
that of greater plasticity of the ice itself—taking that word to
imply power of adjustment, and of moulding itself to its bed—
owing to molecular changes being facilitated by periods of com-
bined warmth and humidity, or what we should called ¢ muggy’
weather, the influence of which, especially at considerable alti-
tudes, is, I suspect, far more energetic than that of mere hot
sunshine, so frequently followed at night by keen frost, the effect
of which is, as I believe, to arrest or lessen the onward progress
of the glacier.

If T have travelled somewhat widely out of my brief, my
excuse must be that the present seemed a suitable opportunity
to call the attention of our members to some of the collateral
issues of the questions raised by the reappearance of the old
marble quarry of Grindelwald, as well as to the very curious
and interesting mass of facts which have been collected by
various writers and observers in Switzerland and Germany.
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REVIEW.

SCHLAGINTWEIT'S HIMALAYAN TRAVELS.*

AFTER reading this book, I laid it down with a kind of regret that I
was not to be born some thirty years hence, when it is to be hoped
railways will have made the Ilimalayas almost as accessible to us as
the Alps have been before. In spite of the many feet that tread them,
our love for the Alps will never leave us; but adventure and explora-
tion and discovery have set up their prizes elsewhere, and stories of
conquered peaks and fresh passes, of glaciers explored and problems of
geography solved, must come for the tuture from the long ridges of the
Andes and Rocky mountains, and the enormous chains of Central Asia.
The volume before us is the second of a series of three containing an
account of the travels of the Lrothers Von Schlagintweit during their
scientific mission in India and Central Asia in the years 1851-1858.
Vol. L relates to the plains; Vol. IL., with which we are now concerned,
to the HMimalaya proper; and Vol. IIL., yet to appear, will give an
account of the almost entirely unexplored rcgions of Thibet, and the
gigantic chains of the Karakoram and Kuenluen mountains.

It is a fact not generally known that the Himalaya proper is not the
watershed of Ceuntral Asia, and is not even on the whole the highest
mountain chain there, though it certainly contains the highest as yet
measured summit in the world, the Gaurisankar, or Mount Everest. The
Karakoramn range, under which the Schlagintweits include the whole
chain, called by various names, which stretches north of the Himalayas,
and parallel to them between the 95th and 73rd degrees of east longi-
tude, where it merges into the Hindoo Koosh, is not only the watershed,
but, with the exception of Gaurisankar, contains the highest mountains
in the world. Atabout the 73rd degree of east longitude the Himalaya
Karakoram and Kuenluen chains meet in a gigantic knot or forest of
mountains some six hundred miles long, and four hundred miles deep,
in which are most of the highest summits and the highest passes in the
world, and the greatest part of which is utterly unexplored. At about
east long. 80°, the knot unties into three enormous strands, the most
northerly, the Kuenluen, runs directly east and west; the other two,
the Karakoram and the Himalaya, running parallel, bend to the south-
cast, and do not attain an east-and-west direction again till they have
reached an average distance of six or seven hundred miles south of the
Kuenluen. At about east long. 82°, a watershed runs across the deep
trench dividing these two parallel ranges, east of which flows the Sanpu
or Dihong, by far the mightiest feeder of the Brahmaputra, till at 95°
it turns abruptly to the south, and cuts clean through the IHimalayas in
a gorge which, even till now, I believe no European has ever seen. In
fact, the whole course of this river, for seventeen degrees of longitude,
with the mighty peaks and passes on each side from which it receives its

* Reisen in lidien und Hoch-Asien. Von Hermann von Schlagintweit. '
Sakiinlinski, Vol. IL.



44 Schiagintwe’s Himalayan Travels.

waters, arc almost entirely unexplored. West of the watershed I have
mentioned stirts the Iudus, like the Sanpu, still running in the trench
between the Himalaya and Karakoram ouly in the opposite or westerly
direction till about 75° east long., turns to the south-west, and cleaves
the Himalaya through a gorge, where the mountain-sides rise 18,000
or 20,000 feet above the water. Such is a very general idea of the
country which the three brothers Von Schlagintweit— Hermann, Adolph,
and Rohert—were rent out to explore. The natural difficulties, want of
roads, want of provisions, and difficulty of transport, were increased by
the abominable political condition of the country. Wars, suspicions,
despotism, hierarchical intolerance and protection,” ignorance, and
fanaticisin do their best to keep Europecans from anything like free
movement. Probably no frontier in the world, in spite of its enormous
extent, is guarded morc strictly than the Chinese, or the line of country
which is governed by the Buddhist Ilierarch of Lasa in Eastern
Thibet.

Hermann von Schlagintweit deseribes in this volume thie Himalayas
from east to west, as they were traversed cither by himself or his
brothers, Adolph and Robert. The most easterly state, Bhutan, was
visited by him in January 1856. This country is inhabited by a race
of Thibetan origin (Thibet and DBlutan having apparently the same
derivation) under the domivion in some parts, and in all parts under
the influence, of the Buddhist priest-prince at Lasa. Within the last
hundred years Bhutan had only been visited on political missions, but
Hermann von Schlagintweit obtained a sort of modificd pass, and a
Thibetan guide and interpreter, who interested himself in his plans, and
a route was devised betwecn them, following the trade road between
Assam and Thibet, through Taveng, the chiel town of the eastern part
of Bhutan, through Narigun, and across the Himalaya to Lasa on the
Sanpu in Eastern Thibet. On January 5 they left Udelguri, and
crossed the Terai, or belt of swampy jungle, that extends in varying
breadth alcng the south of the whole Himalayan chain, dividing it from
the plains proper. It was a favourable time of the year to traverse it,
for during the wet scason, or immediately afterwards, the miasma,
bred of heat out of decaying vegetable matter, is most fatal to Europeans.
He found it dry, and at tirst sight less overgrown than he had expected,
but a view from a small eminence disclosed a dense growth of jungle
to a height of forty feet, with plenty of tall trees rising to heights of as
much as 110 and 120 feet, among which they came across a laurel 85
feet high. Huge fullen trees, apparently sound, abounded, but, on
being probed, a ramrod could be pushed into the wood the whole of its
length without effort. In the wet season, the stream-beds are full, and
the whole ground like a sponge.  On passing the Terai proper, the
ground gradually rises, and outlying abutments of the main chain come
into sight, running north and south, in which direction alimost the only
lines of communication are found.

In the middle part of the Richu valley, before the high peaks came
into sight, the views were exceedingly like the Alps, wide open valley-
bottoms connected by bits of stceper ground, with closer narrowing of
the tounding ranges, dense vegetation, rich green meadow-land, which
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was found most strictly preserved—for cattle are kept here more gener-
ally than in any other part of the Himalayas—aud groups of houses high
up the hill-sides; and the Buddhist monuments and temples which ap-
peared in many villages must have reminded the traveller of the shrines
and heaps of skullsso often seen in Alpine valleys. The way became narrow
beyond the first village, Amartal. In one dzy's march the main stream
had to be crossed eight times, often by swimming, when all the loads
would have to be taken off the horses. Narigun was reached in about
five days’ march. This is the seat of a Buddhist monastery, and though
Von Schlagintweit was allowed to remain here a few days, he was abso-
lutely forbidden to penetrate further, and returned disappointed to the
plains in little more than three weeks after setting cut. Sikkim he
visited nine months earlier, from April to Auguet, 1855. The Terai here
and facing Nepaul is the most dangerous in the Himalaya, principally on
account of the enormous amount of rain, which in places reaches six or
seven hundred inches in the year. The road to Darjiling rises gradu-
ally above the Terai to Pankabari, and all the hill-slopes are covered
with the richest and most varied vegetation. Tropical plants are
mingled with those of a colder climate, produced by the constant stream
of germs from the higher region which have been brought down for
thousands of years, and developed constantly fresh varicties. 'The road
goes for some distance on the top of a ridge, and the views of the great
chain are most gloricus, especially from the shoulder of the Sinchal
peak (about 8,000), or, better still, from its summit, where the great
shining glaciers of the gigantic Kinchinjinga group, with Mount Everest
far away to the left, contrast with the dark foliage of the middle distance,
and the profound depths of the valleys below densely wooded to the
water’s edge. In Darjiling (6,900 feet) Herr Schlagintweit remained
waiting for the answer to an application for leave from Tumlong to travel
in the interior of Sikkim. After much patience, the reply arrived, con-
taining, as in the case of Bhutan, an unqualified refusal. But on the
advice of Dr. Campbell, whose well-known journey with Dr. Hooker
ended in the imprisonment of both, he determined to follow till stopped
the top of the ridge called the Singhalila chain, running north and south,
which formg the boundary between Sikkiin and Nepaul, and to this de-
termination we owe the drawings of Gaurisankar and Kinchinjinga which
decorate our club-room. The weeks spent in waiting for a pass were
employed in visiting the deep valleys, the Great Rangit, and others,
and making many observations, much impeded by dangers from miasma,
and some risk from tigers, which are found in the Eastern Himalaya up
to 10,000 feet; proceeding westwards they diminish, and in Cashmir they
have disappeared for centuries. Leeches too were a great annoyance,
and the first question on waking in the morning used to be ¢ How many
leeches have you got?’ These valleys were found to be of enormous
depth, a characteristic of Himalayan valleys over the whole chain, caused
by the erosion produced by the tremendous rainfall.

On May 7, he started with a party of Lepchas (excellent fellows) as
porters along the top of the Singhalila chain. The earlier days were
constantly wet, and the winds and legs of all were severely tried by the
long uphill marches in hot steaming air, surrounded by dense forest,
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where the feet either sank deep into mud or slipped back as far as they
advanced. The top of the Tonglo peak was reached on the evening of
May 9, and huts of boughs were erected, where the party spent some
days, enjoying daily the most glorious views over the whole chain,
from the plains to the glistening distant summits, and down deep into
the valleys, over rhododendron woods crimson with blossom. Leaving
Tonglo on the 20th, they followed the range with the greatest diffi-
culty, caused by the dense forest, which even on the top of the ridge
could often only be penetrated by the axe, till, on the 22nd, they reached
the top of Falut (12,042 feet), where the party spent several days of
splendid weather, in full view of the great peaks, particularly Gauri- -
sankar, for which Herr Schlagintweit found a height of 29,200 feet,
190 feet higher than the usual figure. A little beyond Falut they were
turned back by a body of Nepaulese troops; and in fifteen days were
again in Darjiling, without once treading the upper snows. In February
1857, after his application had been considered for two years, Hermann
obtained permission to visit Katbmandu, which has been the capital of
Nepaul since the Ghorka occupation—a small dirty town, remarkable
for the fact that in about 1795 A.p. the Chinese rcached it from the
other side, and penetrated as low down as 1,641 feet; and in our own
war with Nepaul, in 1815, Sir David Ochterlony carried English troops
into it from the plains: so that the crossing of the Himalaya isan accom-
plished military feat. Herr Von Schlagintweit remained some time in
Nepaul, during which he made many drawings of mountain panoramas,
specially from the Karlia peak (6,977 feet). He had also to give and
receive visits of ceremony from the Raja and the more than liberal prime
minister, Jing Bahadar, who had deposed one Raja and set up another,
with unscrupulous removal of all obstacles, but who showed himself
wonderfully interested in science and in everything European.

The Himalayan chain in Bhutan, Sikkim, and Nepaul, has a character
of its own quite distinct from the north-westerly portion which follows,
in which the ranges deepen and groups of snow-peaks forming knots, from
which other ranges radiate in all directions north and south of the water-
shed, are the characteristic of the country. On the contrary, the snow-
range in Bhutan, Sikkim, and Nepaul, is on the whole a simple one, re-
minding us generally of the Caucasus rather than of the Alps. Beginning
from the east, the first important group of peaks, almost all of which have
mythological names, is the Dal-la, a twin summit, of which the higher
is 22,500 feet over the sea. It lies north of Tavong in Bhutan. The
Themerri (20,500) and the Oam-la follow in a westerly direction ; and
then for a space of 150 miles no very conspicuous summit appears till
Chamalari, about 24,000 feet, standing in front of the watershed, and
something in form like the Finsteraarhorn from the Unteraar glacier;
then follows the Donkia group (23,136); the Kinchinjhav summits
(22,750) ; and, following to the westward, the mighty mass of Kinchin-
jinga (28,156), forming from Falut the central point of the panorama ;
and only thirty-five miles distant, Kabru (24,015) follows on the left,
but six miles nearer the observer ; and the whole group is not unlike
the Jungfrau from the north. Pandim, still nearer than Kinchinjinga,
and 22,000 feet high, showed on its western fice an average iucline
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of 65°. Still further west comes the Sihsur peak (27,800), which is far
overtopped by Gaurisankar (29,200) by Von Schlagintweit's measures.
Gaurisankar is ninety-four miles from Falat, and looks not unlike the
Monch from Bern. It stands quite alone, towering far above its sur-
roundings on either side. The group furthest to the west to be seen
from Falut is the Sankdsi, which reaches in its highest point 23,570.
Seen from the Kavlia in Nepaul, the next summit to westward is the
Jibjibia massif, which reaches 26,306; then the Ydssa peaks, the
highest of which is 26,680 ; then Dhavalagiri (26,826); and six more
Nardyani peaks, all nearly as high. The most westerly peak in sight
in the Nepaul panorama was only 19,413 feet high.

The views were specially characterised by the enormous extent of
horizon occupied by the snowy range, and by impressions of depth
and height far surpassing anything in the Alps. The south slope of
the Himalaya is unusually steep, and the valleys very deeply eroded,
so that from a summit like the Falit the eye seéms to plunge at once
from the glistening summit of Gaurisanka or Kinchinjinga into valleys
whose depth is unexpected, and surprises one, as almost out of propor-
tion. The plains of India are at times quite invisible, owing to the
dust-clouds which rise from them and remain suspended in the air, and
when they are seen, the apparent horizon line changes as much as six
or seven degrees during the day. In every case in the Eastern
Himalaya, Hermann von Schlagintweit failed through political obstacles
to reach the regions of ice and snow. IHis brothers Adolph and Robert
were more fortunate in the west, in which direction Kamaon joins
Nepaul, and is followed still more to the west by the State of Gharval.
Adolph and Robert were in Nainatdl from the middle of April to the
middle of May, during which time they took panoramas from the Chiner
(8,737) and the Laria Kanta (8,342), both of which gave splendid views
over the Nanda Khit and Nanda Devi (25,600).

In the middle of May they set out by different routes for Milum,
from which place they intended to cross the watershed and penetrate
into Thibet. Robert followed the usual trade-road by Almora, which
was a constant succession of crossing transverse ridges, swimming rapid
¥ivers, and traversing steep slippery slopes of débris, and occasionally
patches of hard old snow, which caused the horses the greatest difficulty
and danger. Adolph turned away from the main road up a side valley,
the Pindari, in order to cross Traill's passes to Milum, which would
be like going to Zinal by entering the Zermatt valley, and then crossing
the Trift, Italy being Thibet. This is the first glacier expedition
mentioned in the book. The old difficulty about guides was increased
by the fact that Nanda Devi, the great mountain close to the pass, was
a goddess, and would resent any violation of her pure snow home; but
the promise of liberal offerings obviated this difficulty; and on the
night of May 29, Adolph found himself bivovacking on a beautiful
green meadow at the foot of the Pindari glacier (11,492). The next
day the party reached another lair (14,180), on a ridge separating the
muain glacier whose lower ice-fall was too steep to traverse, from a side
affluent which they had followed, and the névé of which was connected
abuve with the névé of the main stream. Towards cvening, the view
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from their lofty perch was most glorious, the mists which always cloud
the lower ranges of the western Himalaya after mid-day had all dis-
appeared, and the bright peaks of the Nanda Khit range on one side, and
the brilliant colouring of the long Pindari valley on the other, held
them long entranced. At two o’clock next day they started. Crevasses
prevented their crossing the actual head of the glacier, but a succession
of couloirs up the rocky ridge to their left landed them, after several
hundred steps had been cut in hard snow, at 8 o’clock, on the summit
(17,770). The Nanda Khat peak was still 5,000 fect above them, but
more than twelve miles off. Another great bay of névé, which took
two hours to cross, lay hetween them aud the real descent to Milum.
The sun was burning hot, and the snow deep and soft. From this
second pass the great Nanda Devi peak came into sight, and the offer-
ings to her were solemnly made by the natives. The way down by
the Loan glacier is easy, and after two days Adolph arrived at Milum
(11,265), still on the Indian side of the watershed, where he met his
brother Robert. Ilere they stayed some time, making various excur-
sions in this magnificent neighbourhood.

The first excursion was the ascent of an isolated peak east of the
Nanda Devi range, to which they gave the name Paju-bom (17,601).
They slept out above the village, reached the top over steepish rocks and
long snow slopes at 10.30. The Milum glacier, about eleven miles long,
was their next expedition. They climbed a Rita Dak, or Roth-horn
(16,744), which, like the Roc Noir in the Zinal glacier, rose out of the
middle of the ice, and erected a tent near the top. The next day they
rcached the head of the glacier, about 19,000 feet, having to pass a
broken ice-fall 1,000 feet high, which cost them much time and hard
work at this great height, and did not reach their tent on the Roth-
horn till nearly 9 o'clock, long after dark. Here they spent another
day, and then returned to Milum. The views in the whole of Kamaon
were very fine, the gorges aud valley scenery quite equal to the finest
parts of Savoy or the Oberland, and the contrast between height and
depth far greater. From Milum the two brothers penetrated into
Thibet by passes averaging 18,000 feet, which will be described in the
third volume. On their return, they recrossed the Himalaya chain,
close to the Ibi Gimin peaks, and made a new pass, the 1bi Gamin, the
highest as yet crossed in the world (20,459 feet). On August 16 they
started up the Ibi Gimin glacier from the north. It reminded them most
of the Aar glacier, but was much larger, and on the night of August 18
they pitched their tent on the moraine at a height of 19,326 feet. The
night was excessively cold and stormy, but as the next day was fairly
fine, they started to try how far up they could reach on the higher of
the two Ibi Gimin peaks. They started early, and climbed till nearly
2 o'clock, but immense crevasses wasted much time, and owing to
the enormous height, the work was very severe. They were stopped
at last by a tremendous north wind, which suddenly dashed upon them,
and by a gush of blood which burst from one of their people, and took
away all his strength. They had however reached the astounding
height of 22,259 feet, by far the highest point attained as yet by man.
The Ibi Gamin still towered more than 3,000 feet above them, but then
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it is about the tenth in height of the Himalayan peaks proper. Their
view was spoilt by dense clouds, which concealed all but the immediate
neighbourhood. The descent was rendered more difficult by the gra-
dually increasing wind, but by sunset the clouds had all disappeared,
the great peaks were perfectly clear, and every step of their track,
owing to the transparency of the air at these enormous heights, as
. sharply marked as if it were close at hand. On August 21 they
climbed a tributary glacier on the left, and slept again upon a moraine,
at a height of 19,094 feet. The top of the pass, after several unsuc-
cessful attempts, they reached at 2 o'clock, and found it 20,459 feet.
Two days later they were in Badrinath, a celebrated place of Hindu
pilgrimage. Adolph then, on September 5, turned back again to
Thibet. Robert travelled from east to west, crossed several passes into
the Jumna valley, which he followed down till he reached Mussuri,
where Adolph had arrived a day or two before him.

In the spring of 1856 the three brothers were together at Simla,
muking plans for journeys in the western Himalaya and the protected
Hill States. They arranged their routes so as to visit Kanawar, Balti,
Spiti, Lahoul, and Cashmir, and, if possible, to penetrate across Thibet
still further to the north. Want of space forbids a detailed account of
their travels here, which, at least in the Himalayas, passed over ground
which has been the subject of several papers in the ¢ Alpine Journal,’
and is better known than any other part of the chain. The contrasts
of depth and height are here not so marked as they are farther east,
and the ranges of the middle region assume a more prominent cha-
racter. The wood is not so dense, but the slopes are very steep, and
in places clothed to the summits with deodaras. The effects of erosion
are, as in the east, tremendous; the consequence is that the walls of
the principal rivers are cften absolute precipices for an immense height
above the water, and the road up the valley may be traversed for miles
without catching sight of the roaring stream below. The brothers met
once more in Cashmir, at Srinagar, reaching it from Luadak by different
passes, one of which is the Suru, passing the Nun-Cun peaks. The
celebrated valley of Cashmir is the bed of an old long-departed fresh-
water lake. The greatest length of the flat is over seventy miles, and
the breadth in places forty. The surface consists of more than 2,000
English square miles. (The surface of Lake Constance is only 200.)

They narrowly escaped unpleasnntness at Srinagar, as their collector,
knowing the value to them of a real native skeleton, cut down in his
zeal for science a man who was hanging on a gibbet for a warning to
evildoers; and when suspicion fell upon him, and the police came to
search, he put the body to sleep in his own bed, and escaped discovery.
The Laja was old, and his discourses turned principally on the moral
justification of extortion, which he had greatly practised, and now in
the evening of his days he seemed to delight in inventing ingenious
pleas for its defence. This was, I think, the last time the three brothers
were ever together. Shortly afterwards, Adolph set out again alcno
to cross the Karakoram and Kuenluen, and penetrated as far as
Kashgar, where he was foully murdered, in the full prime of health
and strength.
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There is much in the book which in such a notice as this must be
left untouched upon—discussions on Buddhism, on the complex nation-
alities and language affinitics, on the race, characteristics, history, and
political relations of all the countries visited. Then the geology and
climate and meteorological phenomena of every kind are never left un-
noticed. On one important point of interest, the rapid rise of the peaks
surrounding the Indus gorge, where the summit of Nanga Parbat towers
nearly 23,000 feet above the river bed, at a distance from it of scarcely
thirty miles, I find no satisfactory information. Such an enormous
difference of height in so short a distunce can scarcely be paralleled
elsewhere; but we shall perhaps have a description in the third volume,
which is yet to come. Meantime, I can only hope that many of us will
be induced to read the book for ourselves, and that real interest will
be awakened, which may lead to definite glacier exploration of the
whole country, and, it may be, to the ascent of many of the peaks.
The knowledge that there are in the same world with us glaciers fifry
or sixty miles long, as indced there are in the Karakoram, surrounded
with peaks of 25,000 to 28,000 feet and more, is enough to make us
long for the unconditioned, and chafe against the barriers of time,
space, and—must I add so sordid a check ?—pocket, which keep us
from their glories. We must hope better things for our children, or
even for ourselves, if in another state of being we are ever permitted
to fulfil some of the longings we have formed in this.  J. StoGpox.

ALPINE NOTES.

THE Pico b1 Naiauati, VENEZUELA.—MTr. J. Spence, a British resi-
dent in Venezuela, in company wich several savants, accomplished in
April last the first ascent of a mountain in the neighbourhood of
Caracas, known as the Pico di Naiguatd. The expedition appears to
be looked on in the country as a considerable feat. Not having as yet
succeeded in obtaining a translation of the Spanish account, kindly
forwarded by Mr. Spence, we must for the present conteut ourselves
with a quotation from a letter, in which a member of H. B. M.’s
Lcgation at Caracas expresses his opinion of the difficulties and import-
ance of the ascent in the following remarkable terms :—

¢ In again welcoming you back from the dizzy peak, and from the
thickets amidst which the tiger prowls, and the rattlesnake, the scor-
pion, and many another hideous reptile lurks, I cannot but express to
you my belief that it must have been most satisfactory to you, as it
most certainly would have been to me, to behold the Venezuelan friends
who accompanied you, devoting that intelligence, energy, power of
endurance and other great qualities, which so eminently characterise
their race, to the achievement of a really noble object and to the attain-
‘ment of a useful end, amidst the invigorating, healthy alluremcnts of
nature’s handiwork—nowhere more successfully carried out than here
—and forgetting, if but for a moment, the encrvating, exhausting,
poisonous allurements of civil wartare.’
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Motxtaiy ExprLoraTtioN IN AFRICA.—Under this hcading we hope
soon to insert some account, from the pen of Mr. Ball, of the explora-
tions in the Atlas range made by him, in company with Dr. Hooker,
in the spring of last year. Our late President may naturally be in-
different to any increase of fame, but the Alpine Club can ill afford to
lose the credit of his most recent exploit as a scientific explorer, and
we have felt bound not to allow another three months to go by without
putting on record so remarkable a journey. We prefer to effect this by
a mere passing allusion, rather than by borrowing from letters of Dr.
Hooker, which have appeared in the Proceedings of another society,
since we do not doubt that, sooner or later, Mr. Ball will render to the
Club the account of his doings, to which it has so long looked forward.

The following extracts describe how an adventurous missionary—the
Rev. Charles New—has succeeded not only in approaching Kilima Njaro,
but in ascending it to the lower limit of eternal snow.

¢ Arrangements were made for ascending the mountain, but my first
attempt was a failure, being driven back by the rain and fogs. A
second attempt was made, and the weather being very fine, we made
splendid progress. Next morning the clouds lay far beneath our feet,
but at noon we were prevented from proceeding farther by the mists;
we, however, made large fires to keep ourselves from freezing through
the night. The next morning (the third day) we again started, but in
half an hour after starting the men complained of benumbed feet and
hands. In an hour we came to a stand ; the Chaggas said they dared
not go any farther. I left them, going forward with only Tofiki for a
companion. Tofiki did very well for the first hour and a half, when he
sank, scarcely being able to speak. He bid me go on—that he would
wait there for me, and die if I did not return to him. I went on,
reached the snow; I found it lying on ledges of rock in masses, like
large sleeping sheep. I got Tofiki up to the point; the snow was
frozen like rock. I broke off several large pieces and descended with
them to the company below, at the sight of which they were amazed,

ially when it melted in their mouths. Thus, despite all the won-
derful things that have been said and believed, we know, from personal
experience, that the top of Kilima Njaro is covered with snow! Yes,
snow in Africa!

¢ The various regions passed through on my way up the mountain’s
side succeed each other as follows :—

‘1. The region of the banana, plantain, maize, &c. This is the
inhabited district, or Chagga Proper. The thermometer ranges be-
tween a maximum of 85° Fah., and a minimum of 59° Fahr. Black-
berries are abundant. The hills which are not cultivated are covered
with a beautiful thick, close turf, exceedingly rich in clover.

¢2. Beyond this is a belt of thick jungle; it may have been culti- .
vated in the past.

¢ 3. Above this is a vast forest of gigantic trees, with a dense under-
growth of great variety, all thickly covered with moss, which gives to
the forest the appearance of great antiquity. Here I met with such old
friends as the dock and common stinging-nettle. Wines abound in great
variety. On the higher verge of this forest the thermometer descended
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at night to 33° Fubr. In the morning a thick hoar-frost covered the
Jeaves

¢ 4. Higher still is a region of verdant hills, affording good pasturage
for cattle. Clover plentiful.

¢5. Beyond this all is heath, which dwindles away, till you come to

¢ 6. The region of bare rocks, and randy, wind-swept declivities, as
clean and as smooth as a sea-beach; then you reach

¢7. The everlasting snows, which thickly cover a magnificent dome,
as smooth in outline as the edge of the moon.’

The height of Kilima Njaro is, according to the most recent au-
thority, 18,700 feet; Mr. New unfortunately does not tell us what
elevation he reached. From a sketch of the mountain (lately published
in the ¢ Illustrated London News’) there can be little doubt that the
peaks are of volcanic origin. The two summits seem to resemble,
with curious exactness in their form and relative dimensions, the
greater and lesser Ararat. The range, which appears to be rather a
cluster of volcanoes than a continuous chain, is said to contain ‘a
higher but less massive’ peak, situated further inland, and called the
Doenzo Ngai.

A GuipEBOOK To THE SIERRA NEVADA.*—Readers who have had
their interest in the mountains of California aroused by Mr. Clarence
King,t will be glad to learn that Professor Whitney has condensed,
and published in a popular form, much of the information contained
in the ‘ Report of the Geographical Survey,’ of which he was the head.
‘ The Yosemite Guidebook ' is badly named, dealing as it does with
a great deal more than the one valley, and being neither in form
nor arrangement what is generally described as a guidebook. But it
contains much valuable information, and deserves careful study from
anyone intending to travel in, or even wishing to form a correct idea of,
the Sierra Nevada. The volume is illustrated by a number of weod-
cuts. While those of the Yosemite valley itself answer to our expecta-
tions, the pictures of the higher peaks are singularly disappointing.
They do not, cither in size or boldness of outline, compare at all favour-
ably with the giants of the Alps. This result, however, is probably
owing, in part, to the cuts having been unskilfully engraved from
photographs.  The following passage deserves to be quoted entire.

¢+ A comparison of the Swiss and Californian mountain scenery is not
easy. The much smaller quantity of snow and ice in the Sierrs, as
compared with regions of equal elevation in Switzerland, is the most
striking feature of difference between the mountains of the two coun-

* The Yosemite Guidebook. A Description of the Yosemite Valley and the ad-
Jacent Region of the Sierra Nevada. and of the Big Trecs of California ; illustrated
by maps and woodcuts. B. Westermann & Cv., 471 Broadway, New York.

t+ By a misprint in the last number, the height of Mount Shasta was given
as 11,000 instead of 14,000 feet. The reviower was also, probably, incorrect in
his explanation of Mr. King's ‘ mauvais pns’ on Mount Tyndall. On further
perusal it seems clear that when the misleading wonl *icicle’ has heen removed,
the difficulty of the passage entirely vanishes, and the nature of the obstacle
becomes safliciently clear. It was simply a rteep rock face in one of the ro-
ecsses of which the snow lay piled up pyramidwise against the cliff, furnishing
to the climber a natural lad:ler.
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tries. In the Sierra we see almost exactly what would be presented to
view in the Alps, if the larger portion of the ice and snowfields were
melted away. The marks of the old glaciers are there, but the glaciers
themselves are gone. The polished surfaces of the rocks, the moraines
or long trains of detritus, and the strie engraved on the walls of the
cafions, these speak eloquently of such an icy covering once existing
here as now clothes the summits of the Alps.

¢ Another feature of the Sierra, as compared with the Alps, is the
absence of the ¢ Alpen,” or those grassy slopes which occur above the
line of forest vegetation between that and the eternal snow, and which
have given their names to the mountains themselves. In the place of
these we have in the California mountains the forests extending quite
up to the snowline in many places, and everywhere much higher than
in the Alps. The forests of the Sierra, and especially at elevations of
5,000 to 7,000 feet, are magnificent, both in the size and Leauty of the
trees, and far beyond any in the Alps. They counstitute one of the most
attractive features in the scenery, and yet they are somewhat mono-
tonous in their uniformity of type, and they give a sombre tone to the
landscape as seen from the distance in their dark shades of green. The
grassy valleys along the streams are extremely beautiful, but occupy
only a small area ; and, especially, they do not produce a marked effect
in the distant views, since they are mostly concealed behind the ranges
to one looking over the country from a high point.

¢ The predominating features, then, of the High Sierra are sublimity

and grandeur, rather than beauty and variety. The scenery will, per-
haps, produce as much impression, at first sight, as that of the Alps, but
will not invite so frequent visits, nor so long a delay among its hidden
recesses.’ The climate, like that of the Alps, is bracing, and in summer
even occasional storms are rare. ‘ One may be reasonably sure, in set-
ting out to climb a mountain peak, of a clear sky and a temperature
which will make walking and riding a pleasure. One of the greatest
drawbacks to the pleasure of travelling in the Alps is thus here almost
entirely wanting.” Yet, putting aside the loss of one of those elements
of chance which conduce to the interest and variety of our favourite
sport, we may fairly doubt whether a monotony of the finest weather can
compensate the climber for the absence of the exquisite cloud-shapes
and magic effects of light and shade, which give half its charm to Swiss
scenery.

Panorawa oF THE ALps FRoM ToRIN.—Reproductions of panoramic
views, the beauty of which depends in most instances rather on atmo-
spheric effects, contrasts of light and shade, and delicate gradations of
colour, than on the form or outline of the objects visible, must of
necessity have more topographical than artistic interest. Whatever
careful drawing and execution can do to render such a work pleasant
to the eye, has been done in the case of the ‘Panorama delle Alpi
viste dall’ osservatorio astronomico di Torino,’ published by the Italian
Alpine Club.* Of its topographical value there can be no question.
Every peak and pass within the range of vision has been most sedulously
identified, and mountaineers who delight to recognise the exact spots of

* In England, by Messre. Longman & Co., Paternoster Row,
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bygone struggles and victories will gain great advantage from the
posscssion of this sheet. When we remember that fifteen years ago the
dwellers in Turin had never heard of the Grand Paradis, and were firm
believers in Mont Iseran, we are rather astonished at the rapid growth
of mountain knowledge than disposed to remark on the absence of a
complete table of heights—an omission which the exertions of the
Italian Alpine Club will, no doubt, soon supply.

A PockreT-Book FOR MoUNTAINEERS.—Herr Liebeskind, of Leipzig,
has lately publish:ed a ¢ Pocket-book ’ for Alpine truvellers. The volume,
which will be republished annually, contains a diary for the summer
months, with parallel columns for the entry of barometrical and other
observations, followed by an attempt at a complete digest of the tariffs
of Alpine guides, from Istria and Tyrol to Chamonix. Cogne and the
whole of the south-western Alps are, for some unexplained reason,
entirely omitted. Over the wide field which it embraces, however,
the list of guides and of tariffs seems very complete, and great pains
must have been taken to obtain at the first endeavour so satisfactory
a result. Such a compilation will serve a useful end, if by placing
the exorbitant prices of some Swiss tourist-centres ia conspicuous
contrast with the more modest requirements of Tyrolese guides, it
leads to a reduction of the demands which threaten to render moun-
taineering an expensive pursuit.

The volume concludes with a sketch of the history of the five Alpine
Clubs now in existence. The materials at hand for tracing the origin
and rise of our own Club seem to have been meagre, and the writer in
consequence has drawn rather largely on his imagination. It will be
news to most of us to be told that ¢ this Society was originally founded
under the name of ¢ The Englishman’s Playground ” in 1860.’

The little volume is bound in a convenient form, but its dimensions
might probably be easily and advantageously reduced by using smaller
type, and omitting the rules of the various guide corporations, to which
a traveller seldom needs to refer. If this is done, and any increase of
bulk by means of advertisements sternly repressed, the book will
become what it professes to be—a pocket-companion for mountaineers,
and will, no doubt, be generally used.

THE ¢ CouRONNE' AT AN DER LENE.—We have received from Sir
R. G. Osborn the following letter, complaining of a want of honesty
which used to be rare in Switzerland.

¢ Last summer, in the month of August, I inadvertently left behind,
at the Hotel de la Couronne, at An der Lenk, a rouleau of fifty Napo-
leons, the loss of which I did not discover till two hours after I had
started for Thun. I immediately telegraphed from Weissenburg to the
landlord, and sent back a trustworthy person to the ¢ Couronne,’ in full
conviction that the rouleau would be restored. On reaching Thun I
narrated the story to Mons. Knechtenhofer, who most attentively and
zealously gave me every assistance, and wrote by that post to the land-
lord of the ¢ Couronne’ a polite letter to the effect that I should return
to Lenk on the following day.
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¢On my arrival there, instead of the landlord appearing, the landlady
came out, and on my asking for her husband, coolly said that he was
‘“not at home,” but had “ gone to Kandersteg, and had left no message ; "
all this with the most indifferent air, no regrets being expressed for his
unavoidable absence, or facilities tendered for enquiring about the lost
property.

¢ Finding fair means unavailing, I put the Préfet of the district on the
track, but to this hour not one farthing of the money has been restored
to me. The whole tone of the landlord during the correspondence I
subsequently entered into was most offensive, and he ended by saying
that he did not believe my story, and that 1 had invented it.’

PROCEEDINGS OF THE ALPINE CLUB.

Tuesday, May 7.—Mr. D. W. FresurieLp, Senior Member of the
Comumittee present, in the Chair.

Licut. E. Clayton and Mr. A. E. Scott were balloted for, and elected
Members of the Club.

Mr. BracksToxE introduced to the meeting Mr. Wm. White, F.S.A.,
who exhibited a form of framework, invented by himself, and intended
to enable mountaineers to carry a knapsack with the least possible strain
and inconvenience.*

The Rev. W. H. Hawker read a paper entitled ¢ A Wolfhunt in the
Maritime Alps,’ and at its conclusion displayed the skin of a fine wolf
shot in the mountains behind Mentone. He subsequently added some
particulars of an ascent of Monte Viso, made with local guides of Castel
Delfino, of whose knowledge of the mountain he spoke highly ; and gave
a promise, which was warmly received, of several papers, historical and
orographical, on the south-western extremity of the Alpine chain.

Mr. FresuriELD observed that the capabilities of various portions of
- the Alps for sporting purposes might, perhaps, in the dearth of new
peaks, be more appreciated than hitherto by Members. In out-of-the-
way districts chamois exist in far larger numbers than is popularly
supposed. Bears are to be found in the wild mountains south of
Zernetz, in the Lower Engadine, where a year seldom passes without
one or more being killed by the hunters. Pinzolo, in the Lombard
Alps, is also likely to prove good head-quarters. An old hunter of the
neighbouring Val di Genova declares that he has killed with his own
gun seventeen bears, besides over three hundred chamois.

A vote of thanks to Mr. HAWEER was carried unanimously.
Tuesday, June 4. —Mr. W. LoxaMaN, President, in the Chair.

The PresiDENT, before commencing the business of the evening, said
that Members would share the sincere regret which he felt in announc-

* The ¢ Alpine porte-knapsack ' may be scen at Charles Price’s, 33 Murylobono
Street, W,
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ing the death of Mr. F. Walker. It did not seem fitting that a man
s0 well known and popular among us should pass away without sume
notice on the part of the meeting. In Mr. Walker the Club had lost
one of its oldest and most distinguished Mewmbers, a pioneer of Alpine
exploration, who, having first visited Switzerland at a time when
mountaineers were few, had, during the later years of his life, ascended
nearly every great peak of the Swiss Alps; had made the first ascent
of Mont Blanc from the Brenva Glacier when fifty-nine years of age;
and last year, at the age of sixty-five, and stricken with a mortal
discase, had reached with his daughter the summit of the Matterhorn.
The President went on to refer to another recent and most melancholy
event which would cast a gloom over a large Alpine circle: the death
of Mrs. Fowler, the sister of Mr. F. F. Tuckett, a lady esteemed by
many Members as a sympathetic friend and hostess, and well known
to all as the author of some very charming sketches and descriptions of
mountain travel. He felt sure that the Club as a body would wih to
join with him in expressing sympathy and condolence with the faumilies
and friends of those whose loss would be widely deplored.

The PresIDENT's remarks were received with every token of assent
by the Members present.

Mr. John P. Gubbins was balloted for and elected a Member of the
Club.

Mr. C. C. Tucker read a paper entitled ¢ A Week in the Graians,’
in which he described the first ascent of the Grande Tour St. Pierre,
and the passage of the Col du Grand Tetret from Ceresole to Val
Savaranche. Messrs. Niciors and RelLLY added some observations on
the relative positions of the two couloirs leading from the side of Val
d’Oreca to the névé of the Glacier du Grand Tetret, and on the revised
nomenclature of the peaks situated between the Grand Paradis and
the Col de la Croix de Nivolet. A vote of thanks to Mr. Tucker was
carried unanimously.

Mons. Loppé, the eminent artist of Geneva, and an Honorary
Member of the Club, having been introduced to the President, and
cordially welcomed by the meeting, expressed his warm appreciation
of the reception accorded him, and observed that he was indebted for
many of his ideas to suggestions of mountaineers, and that it was the
existence of bodies like the Alpine Club which encouraged artists to
work in the High Alps, and to endeavour to reproduce those glorious
scenes which might perhaps not be understood or appreciated by the
general public.

June 14.—The summer dinner took place at the Crystal Palace,
when fifty-one members and their friends sat down; Mr. W. Longman,
President, in the Chair. Amongst the guests of the Club on the oc-
casion were Mr. Budden, Vice-President of the Florentine Section of
the Italian Alpine Club, Mons. Loppé, and Mr. George Grove.
During the proceedings a congratulatory telegram was received from
the Italian Alpine Club, to which a suitable responsc was despatched.
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TaE MOUNTAINS OF SpaIN. By JoHN OrMSBY.

S Spain is generally said to be, after Switzerland, the
most mountainous country in Europe, its mountains may
seem a rather comprehensive subject for a short paper. I
have no intention, however, of trying to condense a complete
orography of the peninsula into these limits; indeed, the
materials for such a work do not exist, so little has been done
in the way of mountain exEIoration or measurement. All T
mean to attempt is a rough general sketch of the mountain
features, and a few notes on some of the principal groups.

The Spanish peninsula is sometimes described as being all
one mountain, and to a certain extent the description is accu-
rate; but to get a correct notion of its conformation we must
go a little further into detail. The framework of the struc-
ture, as will be seen by looking at any tolerably good map, is
very simple. It may be compared to the letter T, the hori-
zontal stroke being represented by the line of the Pyrenees
(including the mountains of the Asturias and Galicia), and
the vertical by that long irregular range, called by some geo-
graphers the Iberian, which, branching off from the Pyrenees
near Reinosa, runs in a direction generally south down the
entire length of the peninsula to the Mediterranean. The
latter must be considered as the crest of the mountain, if Spain
is to be regarded as one mountain; and from it spring the
buttresses between which lie the basins of the Guadalquivir,
Guadiana, Tagus and Duero. The most southerly of these,
however, ought in strictness to be reckoned the continuation of
the crest, being a part of the primary watershed of the penin-
sula and of Europe—the long tortuous ridge which begins at
Tarifa Point, west of Gibraltar, and ends on the shore of the
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Arctic Ocean, east of the Gulf of Kara, separating the Mediter-
ramean basins from those of the Atlantic and I‘ﬁ)rthem Seas.
This is the Andalucian chain, the chief links of wbich are the
Serrania of Ronda, the Sierra Tejeda, between Malaga and
Alhama, the Sierra Nevada, and the Sierras Sagra and Segura,
enclosing the head of the Guadalquivir basin. The most in-
teresting of these, in respect of scenery as well as height, is the
Sierra l%evada., containing the culminating point of the penin-
sula, which, however, has been already too fully dealt with in
the pages of this ¢ Journal ’ to require any further notice here.
North of the Sierra Segura is the Sierra de Alcaraz, where
Andalucia joins New Castile and Murcia. From this the
Iberian range runs north, passing by Cuenca, as far as Molina;
there it makes an elbow to the west at Medinaceli, and then
another to the east at the Moncayo, after which it runsin a
NW. direction, separating the basin of the Duero from that
of the Ebro, until it joins the Pyrenean chain at the Pefa
Labra, just above the source of the last-named river. In
several places its continuity as a mountain-chain is, on the
western, or Castilian side, at least, nearly imperceptible to the
eye. This is due not so much to a falling off in height—for at
its lowest depression the ridge is still some 2,500 feet above
the sea—as to the elevation of central Spain. All that portion
of the peninsula which comprises the two Castiles, Estrema-
dura and Leon, forms one great table-land or plateau, with a
mean height above the sea-level of more than 2,000 feet, or
about three times the mean height of the continent of Europe.
1t is to this conformation that many of the peculiarities which
strike the traveller’s eye in Spain are due. The westerly and
south-westerly winds from the Atlantic are robbed of the
greater portion of their moisture before they can reach the
level of this elevated tract. While the districts along the
Atlantic coasts have an annual rainfall of from 40 to 50 inches,
and Valencia and Catalonia from 20 to 25, the central table-
land has one of from 8 to 10 only ; and even this scanty supply
is in a great degree lost. There are no woods or forests, and
hardly any coating of vegetation to catch, retain, and distribute
the rainfall slowly, and it rolls back off the plateau much as it
might off a house-top. Hence the ¢ tawny Spain ’ of the poets—
the bare, brown, sunburnt country that has been so often de-
scribed, with its soil of brickdust, and its glaring cloudless sky
overhead, its fierce noontide heat and chill night wind. Hence,
too, that grim monotony of landscape of which travellers com-

lain so unceasingly, from the time they lose sight of the
%yrenees until they descend into the basin of the Guadalquivir
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or the Huerta of Valencia. Central Spain is to any ordinary
hill and dale country what a block ofp marble is to a statue.
The raw material of hills and valleys is there, but the water
forces that should have carved it have been wanting. It is, in
fact, on a smaller scale just such a region as Mr. Shaw de-
scribes High Tartary, and from the same causes.

The Iberian range, which from the coast between Alicante and
Barcelona looks like a well-defined mountain ridge, is in reality
in many places merely the scarp of this table-land ; and, as Bru-

idre observes in his ¢ Orographie de I’Europe,’ the traveller
g-uom Valencia to Madrid is surprised, on reaching the crest of
these mountains, to find no descent corresponding to the stee
and toilsome ascent from the sea. The village of fﬁnaya, whic
is almost on the watershed, is 2,362 feet, while Madrid, which is
nearly the centre of the plateau, is 2,148. Near Cuenca, how-
ever, the character of the range changes. It there forms the
complicated knot of the Albarracin mountains, rising in the
Cerro de San Felipe to about 6,000 feet. Here are the sources
of the Tagus, the Jucar, the Guadalaviar, and several minor
streams ; and so intricate are the windings of the watershed,
that the Tagus, flowing west, rises south and east of the source
of the Jucar, which runs into the Mediterranean below Va-
lencia. From this knot, too, a secondary range, through which
the Ebro cuts its way above Tortosa,branches off to the north-
east and runs parallel to the coast up through Catalonia to the
Pyrenees, with which it is connected by the long Sierra de
Cadi, south of Puycerda. The most important summit, how-
ever, next to those of the Sierra Nevada, is the classic Mon-
cayo, the Mons Caunus of Livy and Calvus of Martial, at the
elbow which the chain makes to the east, near Zaragoza.
Owing probably to its commanding and almost isolated posi-
tion, its height has been generally very much over-estimated,
some geographers claiming for it as much as 10,000 feet.
Coello gives 7,696, which I have no doubt is as nearly as pos-
gible the true height. It is scarcely necessary to say that with
such an elevation not a vestige of snow remains on the moun-
tain in summer. But apparently it was not so eighteen cen-
turies ago, if Martial was accurate in mentioning (I. 50) the
¢sterilem Calvum nivibus’ as onme of the things to be seen
during a summer visit to the neighbourhood of Bilbilis. This
woul‘f argue a great difference of climate in central Spain, but
perhaps not too great to be accounted for by the denudation
the face of the country has since undergone. From the same
poet, passim, it would appear that all this mountain region was
in his day clothed with forests, of which the sole remains now

r2
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are the pine-woods of the Albarracin and those on the Guadar-
rama, above La Granja. Besides, we have it on record that
Madrid, which now stands on an absolutely treeless plain, was
surrounded by forest only three hundred years ago; and it is
not improbable that the whole or the greater part of the vast
plateau was thickly wooded in the first century, and that cen-
tral Spain had a climate no warmer than that of central
Europe at the present. But the Moncayo deserves notice for
another reason. It is not much of a mountain to look at, being
indeed rather a very big hill than a mountain ; but it affords, 1
think, the finest panoramic view of the Pyrenees to be obtained
from any point north or south. I confess to a weakness for
panoramic views of mountains, especially for those which, be-
sides their merits as views, help out the imagination, and
realise to the eye some great geographical feature, some map-
iden, 8o to speak. Such a view, for instance, is that grand one
of the northern slope of the Alps from the Feldberg in the
Black Forest, where the eye takes in at one sweep the loftiest

ortion of the great dorsal ridge of Europe, from the Dia-
ﬁlerete away into the Vorarlberg. The view of the Pyrenees
from the Moncayo will bear comparison with this. There is
nothing, it is true, in it so grand as the Oberland group seen
from the Feldberg, but it has its own particular charms, espe-
cially if seen, as I strongly recommend, at or shortly after
sunrise. The axis of the Pyrenees runs from WNW. to
ESE,, and to a spectator on the Moncayo the sun therefore
rises well behind the chain. Consequently, for a couple of
hovrs after sunrise, the whole range shows in silhouette of
a deep indigo tint against a bright sky. It is scarcely
any exaggeration to say the whole range, even using the
phrase in its most literal sense ; for, owing to the position of
the Moncayo with the broad basin of the Ebro for a fore-
ground, the entire line of the Pyrenees is in view, from the
mountains that separate the Basque Provinces from Navarre
to those rising on the north side of Andorre; the only part
wanting being the comparatively low portion between Puy-
cerda and the Mediterranean, which is, I imagine, hidden by
the projecting Sierra de Cadi above mentioned. So distinctly
traced is the outline of the chain, that the notch of the Bréche
de Roland, and even the Fausse Bréche and the truncated
pillur of rock to the west of it, are plainly discernible, although
at a distance of about 110 miles as the crow flies. But as the
sun mounts higher and the light falls upon the southern slope,
the view changes as completely and almost as suddenly as a
slide in a magic-lantern. The dark jagged profile projected
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strongly against the sky behind fades away, and in its place
stands the glittering crest of snow stretching from the Pic de
Néthou to the Vigneméle. The Pyrenees are unfortunately
a rather cloudy chain, and it is not every morning, when there
is a bright blue sky overhead in the valley of the Ebro, that
such a view as this is to be had from the top of the Moncayo.
But if there is a reasonable prospect of it, I think it is worth
trying for; and it can be easily managed vid Tudela and
Tarazona, from which latter place it is about five hours to the
top, or about four to the shrine of ¢ Qur Lady of the Moncayo,’
just below the summit where there is a sort of caravanserai for
the pilgrims, which will afford night-quarters, and, I believe,
even food. The rest of the range from the Moncayo to its
junction with the Pyrenees is very uninteresting, being little
more than a bare bleak chain of hills, rising at its highest
point in the Sierra de Oca, east of Burgos, to 7,555 feet.

So far for the central ridge of the peninsula. We now
come to the secondary ranges which branch westward from
the central stem. The first of these, commencing from the
south, is that which is best known as the Sierra Morena, and
which branches off at the Sierra de Alcaraz, separating the
basins of the Guadalquivir and Guadiana. It is more owing
to Cervantes than to nature that this is perhaps the most famous
of all the mountain ranges of Spain. Is elevation is every-
where insignificant. It is, indeed, rather the southern escarp-
ment of the central plateau than an actual range of mountains.
From the plain of La Mancha it seems hardly more than a long
line of hills; and though from Cordova, owing to the much
lower level of the Guadalquivir basin, it looks far more lofty,
still even there it is a very moderate mountain chain. It has
been credited by M. Bory de St. Vincent with a height of
about 5,500 feet at the Cumbre de Aracena, north-west of
Seville, but Coello’s map of 1863 gives no such elevation.
According to that authority, at the gorge of the Despefia-perros
(the part described in ¢ Don Quixote ’), the height is 2,427 feet,
and 2,142 north of Cordova. The Serra de Monchique, in
Portugal, which may be considered a portion of the Sierra
Morena, cut off by the sudden bend the Guadiana makes to
the south, contains, according to Coello, the highest point, the
Foya (3,828 feet), near Cape St. Vincent.

The next ridge is that which, branching off from the Cerro
de San Felipe, north of Cuenca, separates the basins of the
Guadiana and the Tagus, and which Bruguiére, in his ¢ Oro-
gra{)hie,’ calls the ¢ Oréto-Herminienne.” The range is scarcely
as lofty as the title. It is only to the south-west of Toledo
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that it shows a well-defined crest, and a little further west, in
the Sierra de Guadalupe, in Estremadurs, it reaches its highest
elevation, 5,114 feet, after which it loses itself in the hilly
region of Alemtejo, in Portugal.

The third range is called by Bruguiére the ¢ Carpéto-Vetto-
nique’; but a far simpler, apter, and more practical designation
would be the Castilian chain. It is the principal geographical
feature of the Castiles, separating the New from the Old,
Estremadura from Leon, and the basin of the Tagus from that
of the Duero. It springs from the central e near Medi-
naceli, where it has a height of about 4,000 feet. ~Further
towards the west it takes the name of the Sierra de Guadar-
rama, a name which puzzles Ford a little, being the Spanish
form of the Arabic ¢ Wad-er-raml,’ ¢ the river of sand ’—an
obvious misnomer for a massive wall of granite. But there is
a Guadarrama River, rising in the chain and flowing into the
Tagus near Toledo.* The river gave the name to the town of
Guadarrama, and that again, no doubt, to the Sierra at the
foot of which it stands. This is the fine bold range which
forms such a striking feature in the view to the north from
Madrid. The highest point there visible is the cluster of the
Siete Picos, overhanging the puerto leading to La Granja
and Segovia; but the highest point of all is the Pefialara
(7,874 feet) on the other side, over La Granja. On the
southern side, about 3,000 feet above the sea, is the colossal
palace of the Escorial, immediately west of which begins the

im tract of the Parameras, across which the railway works
its way. This curious break in the chain almost suggests the
action of some crushing pressure from above, which has broken
down the crest, and flattened out the range, so as to leave a
broad stony plateau, some 4,000 feet in height, stretching nearly
all the way from the Escorial to Avila.

West of the Parameras the range takes the nanie of the
Sierra de Gredos, and there reaches its greatest height. On
this point there has been a good deal of confusion. Most of
the authorities, even the most careful and trustworthy, such as
Keith Johnston, and Lavallée, in his ¢ Géographie physique,’
have given this group a height of more than 10,500 fget, while
Coello gives nearly 2,000 ?eet less—viz., 8,694 feet. I have
no doubt, however, that Coello’s measurement is the correct

®* There is also the river ¢ Jarama, which is no doubt the same
word. ‘ Rambla,’ indeed, is & common name in Spain for a very com-
mon feature in that land of general drought and occasional torrents—a
thread of stream trickling along a bed of gravel, such as gave its name
to what is now the principal street of Barcelona. :
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one, though I did not verify his figures here, as I was enabled to
do in some other cases afterwards. Another statement, which
has crept into such books as Malte-Brun’s ¢ Geography,’ is that
the Tormes, the river of Salamanca, issues from a glacier at a
Elme called the Palacio de Almanzor. These statements I

ave traced through Bruguiére up to M. Bory de St. Vincent,
whnose geographical facts in connection with Spain I have fre-
quently found to be largely adulterated with fancy. There is
no glacier in the Sierra de Gredos, nor are there the materials
or conditions for one. Permanent snow there is, but it is in
the form of isolated patches and banks in sheltered positions,
some of which, it is true, help to feed a chain of small tarns,
the highest, but not the principal, source of the river Tormes.
The highest part of the Sierra is a curious bit of mountain
scenery. The crest is scooped out and honeycombed into a
series of deep basins, around and between which rise a dozen or
so of granite peaks, some of them to the eye almost as sharp
and slim as a church steeple. ¢Palacio’ or ‘Plaza’ de Almanzor
I found to be names unknown to the natives, but the highest
of these peaks they called the Risco de Almanzor. ¢ Risco,’
in the Academy Dictionary, is explained to be ¢ a lofty, scarped
rock, difficult and hazardous to ascend’—the word is in fact
cognate with our ¢ risk ’; and this was entirely the view which
my guide took of it: for when we had reached the crest, or
rather narrow plateau, from which the peaks spring, he sat
down, rolled a cigarette, and, like a man whose troubles were
over, remarked that we were ‘here.” This truism, of course,
I had to cap by another to the effect that we were not ¢ there,
pointing to the highest peak ; to which he replied, with a pity-
ing whistle, that no man ever had been, or cver would be,
¢ there’ Unfortunately for his assertion and prediction, I had
just then with the telescoEe caught sight of an unmistakable

ole on the top of the peak in question, set up, I afterwards
Fearned, by the engineers the year before, which proved an
argument he could not get over. These Gredos peaks are
of a very curious formation. I suppose ‘there is a solid core
of rock in each, but all those that I examined had the appear-
ance at least of being built of huge detached blocks of granite,

iled and poised one upon the other. Disrupted granite is
mtelligible, but what force could it have been that piled up
these blocks in such a fashion ? Rocks of this sort are not the
very pleasantest or easiest climbing, but they have generally the
merit of being practicable, and a rough scramble brought us
to the desired point, rather, I think, to the disappointment of
my guide. It is hard, after you have,.at the coat of some
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trouble and hardship, explored some unknown region, to find
yourself unable to recommend it to future travellers; but I
cannot in honesty advise any one in quest of scenery or
pleasure, or with any object in view unless it be to study the
eccentricities of granite, to try the Sierra de Gredos. Nothing,
indeed, can well be more savage or weird than the scenery m
the immediate neighbourhood of the top, and I can easily
understand the wild legends Borrow heard (¢ Bible in Spain,’
chap. xi.) about the monsters lurking among these crags ; but,
on the other hand, nothing can well be more monotonous than
the general view. To the south there is nothing but the bare,
broad basin of the Tagus, backed by the Toledo and Guada-
lupe mountains, and to the north nothing but the, if possible,
barer plain of Salamanca, backed by nothing. To a Briton
the view is in one respect a highly interesting one. On one
side you have the hard fought field of Talavera, and on the
other, to the north, you may make out with the glass the twin
hills of the Arapiles, marking the site of the battle of Sala-
manca. To the naturalist, the Sierra de Gredos may be inter-
esting as the principal remaining habitat of the cabra montes,
the Spanish variety of theibex. Link, in his travels in Por-
tugal in 1798, mentions what seems to be the same animal as
being found on the Gerez mountains, north of Oporto, and it
exists, I believe, in small numbers in the Toledo and Guadalupe
mountains, and in the Sierra Nevada; but I have never heard of
it elsewhere in Spain. On the Sierra de Gredos it seems to be
not at all uncommon. I saw two or three specimens in the
course of my ramblings. One my guide (who had been re-
commended to me as the mightiest hunter of the Sierra) missed
handsomely at about forty yards, at which I rejoiced, for it
was a young thing not fuﬂy grown; but I shall never forget
the style in which another, a fine buck with a good pair of
horns, went up the face of what seemed at least to be an
absolute precipice. In size, form, and habits, it resembles the
bouquetin as closely as possible. In the Museum of Natural
History at Madrid there is a good specimen, by the side of
which stands an equally fine bouquetin, and to the eye at
least, there is scarcely any difference between the two, except
in the form of the horns. These in the cabra montes have
not the single scimetar-like curve so characteristic of the
bouquetin. They bend backwards, outwards, and upwards,
following very much the curves of Hogarth’s ¢line of beauty.’
They are, I think, too, more tapering and somewhat longer.
A pair that I brought back measure 21§ inches, following the
curve, just the length of the horns of the bouquetin men-
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tioned by Mr. Whymper as belonging to the Italian Alpine
Club; but I have seen several considerably exceeding this
length, and one or two which could not have been less than
two feet and a half. There is a fine specimen of this animal
in the British Museum, there described as ¢ Pyrencan Tur—

oceros Pyrenaica.’ To judge by the horns occasionally ex-
hibited for sale, the bouquetin of the Pyrenees seems to have
been identical with that of the Alps; but I remember seeing
in a curiosity shop at Cauterets a pair of the form I have
described which could scarcely have been brought up there
from Central Spain. If this variety did exist in the Pyrenees,
it is, I think, pretty certain that both it and the other have
now been for some time extinct. In Ramond’s time the
bouquetin was already ¢ devenu si rare que les chasseurs ne le
connaissent presque plus.’ I never met any smuggler or izard-
hunter on the Spanish side who had ever seen one, or knew of
one having been seen; and the veteran Chapelle of Heas, who
has killed more izards than any man in the Pyrenees, has
never come across one in the course of fifty years’ hunting. If
the King of Italy’s attempt to preserve the bouquetin does not
succeed, probably the last home of the ibex in Europe, except
Elbruz, will be the Sierra de Gredos.

The next link in the chain is the Sierra de Bejar, which
rises north-west, separated from the Gredos by the Puerto
‘de Tornavacas. EI Trampal, its highest part, not much
inferior to the Sierra de Gredos, is one of the most curious
mountain-tops I ever saw. The Gredos peaks are uncom-
monly like a cluster of skittles, but this is like the cor-
responding skittle-ground. It is a narrow flat, a couple of
miles long, and as level as a table, with nearly precipitous
gides all round. It looks as if Nature, having roughly
blocked out a mountain, had been unluckily called off to
attend to some more pressing job elsewhere, just as she was
going to carve the top into peaks, pinnacles, and ridges,
according to pattern, and either has not had leisure since
to return to El Trampal, or else has forgotten all about
it, which is not unlikely, seeing that the region is perhaps
the most out-of-the-way in all Europe. In the very next
g’roup of mountains, the Sierra de Gata, on the borders of

ortugal, is the valley of Las Batuecas, of the existence of
which nobody knew anything till the reign of Philip II.,
when it was discovered, so the story goes, to be inhabited
by a curious prehistoric people. A bishop, I believe, was
immediately sent to them, and they became extinct. The
last section of this Castilian range 1s the Serra da Estrella,
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of which, with its culminating point, also the culminating
point of Portugal, the Canariz (7,526 feet), Mr. Eden gave
an interesting account in the ¢ Journal’ (vol. v. p. 122).

The Pyrenean chain is the only one that remains to be
noticed. As far as Spain is concerned, it may be considered
as divided into three sections—viz., the Spanish slope of the
Pyrenees proper, from the Mediterranean to the valley of
Bastan; the continuation through the Basque Provinces from
the valley of Bastan, and the Bidasoa, to the Pefia Labra and
the source of the Ebro; and the western portion, from the
Pefia Labra to the Atlantic. This latter, which figures
in works on Spain under a variety of names, such as Asturian
Pyrenees, Cantabrian Mountains, &c., is perhaps, of all
the ranges in the peninsula, the one about which the least
18 known, and most mistakes have been made. It deserves
better treatment; for, on the whole, I am inclined to think
it contains finer scenery than any other. There is as may
be seen by any map which traces the chains, a remaikable
knot of mountains a little to the west of the source of the
Ebro, where the provinces of Palencia, Leon, Santander, and
the Asturius join. From the Pefia Labra the crest of the
Pyrenees rises gradually westward till it reaches its highest
point in the Pena Prieta (8,297 feet), a sort of nucleus from
which several spurs radiate north and south. Those to the
south form the wild and picturesque highland country, gene-
rally known as the Montafias de Leon, from which the
Pisuerga, the Carrion, the Esla, and several other affluents
of the Duero issue. These mountains are not high, but their
forms are exceedingly bold and abrupt. A more striking
little mountain than the Pefia Espigiiete between the Carrion
and Esla valleys it would not be easy to find in any country.
It is a very sharp and symmetrical lancet-shaped ¢ spike’ (as
the name implies) of pale blue limestone, in form something
like a shark’s tooth, or one of those flakes of flint which served
our ancestors of the Stone age for such a variety of purposes.
From many points of view it has a decidedly unscaleable
look, and for its inches—it is not quite 8,000 feet—it cer-
tainly gives trouble; but it is worth it, if only for the view
it gives of the Picos de Europa. These are a group of peaks
on the north side of the main chain, and joined to the
Pefia Prieta by the col called the Puerto de Remonio. On
the east side of this rises the river Deva, and on the other the
Cares, the two streams uniting near the coast, and encloging
between them a space some twenty miles long by twelve wide.
Almost the whole of this space is filled up by the Picos de
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Europa, a compact mass of limestone rising in most places
like a wall out of the valley below, and crowned by an array
of peaks the like of which I have never seen out of the
Dolomite country. Nor is the resemblance confined to form
alone, the pale colour of the rocks helping materially to give a
Dolomite character to the group. In Malte-Brun and other
authorities the height is put at 9,593 English feet, but Coello
gives 8,786 only. At first sight the former would appear
to be probably nearer to the truth. The peaks rise so high
and in such a lordly style above the valleys on either side,
that it is difficult to believe they can be much under 10,000
feet ; besides, without being actually snow-capped, they preserve
a good deal of snow all through the summer; and then one
is apt to fancy the valleys from which they spring much
higher than they really arc. But in this instance, as in every
other in which I had the means of testing them, I found
Coello’s figures to be trustworthy.®* To the eye, looking at
the Picos de Europa from any elevation, it would appear
about as hopeless to go in search of the highest peak as it
would to try to determine which is absolutely the tallest spine on
the back of a hedgehog. My first attempt was on the fine bold
crest which rises south-west of the town of Potes, in the Liébana,
and overhangs those great zinc mines about which there has
been so much talk of late. This, notwithstanding the assertions
of the Potes people, I soon found to be inferior to several
other ridges further south; and subsequently I learned that
the Government engineers had, after some hard work, dis-
covered the highest point to be the Torre de Lambrion, a
eak at the southern end, not far from the Puerto de Remonio
efore mentioned. My informant, one Eusebio, of Santa
Marina, in Valdeon, having been of the party himself, under-
took to show me the way, but he either overrated his memory
or underrated the intricacy of the Picos de Europa. The
interior of the massif is something in form like a very di-
lapidated honeycomb ; a labyrinth of crater-like basins sepa-
rated by walls bristling with aiguilles, all bearing the strongest
possible family likeness one to the other. As long as we
could keep the top of the Torre de Lambrion and the cairn
on it in view it was all plain sailing; but after climbing one
or two ridges, it became, so to speak, shuffled with a multitude

* I carried one of Cary's pocket aneroids, which whenever fairly
tested, gave very good results—as, for example, at Madrid, where the
mean of a week’s readings gave the height within two feet of the latest
measurement, I found it agree always substantially, and often very
elosely, with the heights given on Coello’s map.
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of other peaks, and Eusebio began to be at fault, at one
moment confessing that the track was strange to him, then
coming upon some landmark he thought he recollected, then
giving way to a conviction that he had equivocado—the
Spanish euphemism for being completely at sea. I must say
of him that, if his organ of locality was defective, he showed
himself to be as active and plucky a rock-climber as anyone
could desire for a guide. And there were abundant op-
portunities for proving his quality, for the rocks were often
difficult and—without being actually dangerous to anyonme
fairly furnished with head, heart, ang hands—were in places
decidedly ugly to look at. So, at least, the man carrying my
knapsack thought; for he, when the work grew serious,
fairly struck, declined to go farther, and owned to miedo—the
only time I have ever known a Spanish mountaineer to confess
bodily fear. Eusebio, however, persevered, and at last he
hailed me to come on; we were all right this time; he could
see the cairn, and it was only a little way above us. A
quarter of an hour’s stiff’ climbing brought us to the top, and
Eusebio sat down upon it and groaned. We had gone up the
wrong peak. Right opposite to us was the real Simon Pure
only 200 or 300 yards away, but cut off from us by a mighty
cleft some 1,500 feet deep. The very same accident had
happened to me in the Sierra de Gredos owing to the two
points being seen in the same line; but here it was irremediable,
as it would have cost a couple of hours to turn the chasm in
front of us, involving a night among the rocks, and altogether
too much honour for a mountain not 9,000 feet. Eusebio
tried to administer consolation by saying it came to very
nearly the same thing, as the other point was only thirty or
forty feet higher than ours. Taking a rough level, I guessed
the difference to be at least twice as much, and the verdict
of the ancroid was rather more than 100, assuming that the
height given on Coello’s map was that of the peak before us.
’.%o any one with an indomitable passion for scrambling, the
Picos de Europa may be safely recommended as a rich and
unworked field ; and whenever virgin peaks of between eight
and nine thousand feet come to have an appreciable value in
the climbing market, as I suppose some day they must, this
district should not be overlooked by the enterprising speculator.
In the meantime it is at least worth the notice of those who are
retreating before the advancing hordes of irrepressible tourists
and all tl%e plagues they bring in their train. The scenery is
as fine as scenery can be without snow-mountain or glacier.
The valley, or rather congeries of valleys, called the Liébana,
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in the eastern angle between the Picos de Europa and the main
chain, is as charming a retreat as any one in want of a retreat
could desire. Ford calls it ¢ Swiss-like,” but to my mind it is
far more like some of the retired nooks in the South Tyrol.
Among the more striking features of the scenery iun this country
are the deep narrow gorges, something like the caiions of
California, through which the waters of these upland basins
force their way. On the south side there is a very fine one
near Riafio, where the Esla has carved a passage for itself
through the limestone out into the great Leon plain. But the
finest, grandest, and boldest of all 18 that of the Cillorigo, by
which the Deva issues at the north corner of the Liébana.
The frontispiece shows the gateway by which the river enters,
but it would be difficult either by sketch or description to con-
vey a correct idea of the interior of the gorge. It is, perhaps,
best described as a mixture of the gorge of éondo and the Via
Mala, but in one respect it surpasses them and everything of
the kind in the Alps. It is longer than all the Alpine gorges
put together, being some fifteen miles from end to end, or
probab% , allowing for the windings of the road, more nearly
twenty. For the greater part of this distance the rocks rise
up like walls at each side, crowned above with fantastic battle-
ments and pinnacles that look sometimes as if the first brecae
must inevitably send them down on the head of the hapless

PICO DE PENAMELLERA.

traveller. The twin river, éhe Cares, escapes from Valdeon
on the west side of the Picos, by a similar gorge, equally beau-
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tiful, but on a much smaller scale. In the jaws of the broad
valley where the two streams unite stands the curious rock
called the Pico de Pefiamellera, the outline of which is given here.
I remember well the first time I saw it, waking up from a doze
in the little diligence which plies between Torre la Vega and
Potes. The sun had just set behind the Cobadonga Sierra, and
the whole valley was filled with a deep plum-coloured haze,
out of which rose up, exaggerated in the failing light, what
seemed to be the very ghost of the old Matterhorn. In the
rough sketch I made then the resemblance is most absurd, but
I prefer the one given here, as it was taken more carefully, and
in the prosaic light of noonday. Lest it should fire any mem-
ber of the Club to rush off to the Asturias in quest of fresh
laurels, I think it right to mention that the peak is probably
not more than 600 or 700 feet in height, and that it is not a
virgin summit, being, I fancy, pretty nearly every day reached
by the goats of the neighbourhood. Potes, the chief place of
the Liébana, is a very picturesque and very snug little town,
and affords fairly comfortable quarters. Indeed almost every-
where in the Asturias country the traveller is far better off in
the matter of comfort than in the other out-of-the-way parts of
Spain ; and the contrast between the clean, well-to-do villages
in the Northern valleys, and the miserable, poverty-stricken
hamlets on the Leon side of the mountains, 18 very marked.
There there is seldom any regular posada or auberge of any
kind, or anything in the way of fuod procurable, except black
bread and perhaps a few eggs. ¢Swarming with fleas and
children’ is the pithy description I find in my note-book of
the last Leonese house I put up at (that of Kusebio, above
mentioned, in Valdeon, which, by the way, is geographically
an Asturian valley, though it belongs to the province of Leon),
and if memory serves me, it is no exaggeration. The last-
named creatures, I remember, were so numerous that, the
house being dark and smoky, it was hardly ible to move
without treading upon one of them; in whicﬁo::se, I noticed,
Mrs. Eusebio always caught up the sufferer and stopped its
mouth by attaching it to her person in the place of the recog-
nised baby. So far as I could see there appeared to be no
limit of age ; all enjoyed equally the right to draw refreshment
from the maternal fountain.

No one should venture into these wilds without a trout-
rod and tackle. The trout are not large, but they are fairly
abundant in most of the streams, and on them not unfre-
quently the traveller must depend for his supper. In spring
and early summer there is salmon and sea-trout fishing to
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be had in the rivers that run into the Bay of Biscay, and
for shooting there are partridges, roe-deer (corzos), and it
is said an occasional stag; and on the Picos de Europa, the
Peiia Espigiiete, and wherever the mountains are high and
precipitous enough, the rebecco, as the chamois or izard is
called here, is to be found in considerable numbers; besides
which there are, in winter at least, plenty of bears, and in some
places wolves. The finest and grandest of the scenery is
round the Picos de Europa and the mountain knot I have
spoken of before; but all through the Asturias westward, as
far as the borders of Galicia, the valleys are very beautiful,
resembling not a little in character and richness of vegetation
those on the Italian side of the Alps. The chain from which
these valleys descend is not, however, particularly interesting.
None of the summits are remarkable for form, and west of the
Peiia Prieta there is only one which exceeds 8,000 feet in
height. Nevertheless, in almost every work which touches on
the subject, even in such standard works as Bruguiére’s ¢ Oro-
graphie,’ Malte-Brun, Keith Johnston, Lavallée’s and Mrs.

omerville’s Physical Geographies, and others of the highest
authority, we find this portion of the Pyrenean chain described
as containing summits very nearly equal in height to those of
the Central Pyrenees. This I have found to be, as usual,
traceable to the imagination of M. Bory de St. Vincent. I
own to a grudge against this ingenious gentleman, for to his
unscrupulous invention I owe two of the very hardest and
roughest journeys I ever made in Spain. On his authority a
mountain in the north-west corner of Leon, called the Peiia de
Peiiaranda, over 11,000 feet in height, has gained a place in
most maps and books among the mountains of Spain. There
was something fascinating in the idea of finding stowed away
in this remote nook of the peninsula a rival of the Pic de
Néthou, and I went at it with a will, notwithstanding that all
the natives professed entire ignorance of its existence. But M.
Bory de St. Vincent’s description was so precise and circum-
stantial, and the position he gave such a liEely one, just where
the long spur separating the Miifio basin from the Duero
branches oft southward, that I continued to believe until ocular
demonstration removed all doubt. The whole thing is a myth,
compared with which the Iseran case is a feeble instance of
invention; for here everything has been invented—height,
mountain, and name. The alleged site is a ridge of perhaps
5,000 feet in height, and the higiest points within a radius of
fifty miles are the Pefia Ubifia on the east, 8,202 feet, and the
Cueto Albo, 6,332 feet, on the west. Farther west, between
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Galicia and Leon, the same geographer has invented another
mountain, the Sierra de Pehamarella, with a height of 9,500
feet, which Mr. Packe’s sound instinct has led him to mark as
doubtful in the list of heights given in his ¢ Guide to the Pyre-
nees.” He must expunge it in his next edition, for there is no
such Sierra and no such height, the highest points at the part
in question being the Picos de Cuifia and Miravalles, which are
only a trifle over 6,000 feet. M. Bory de St. Vincent, in fact,
seems to have set down heights and mountains in his descrip-
tion of Spain in precisely the same bold, unhesitating way in
which the London correspondent of a Paris newspaper, writing
from ¢ Leicestére Squar,” describes the manners and customs
of English society.

Of the two remaining sections of the Pyrenean chain little
need be said here. East of Reinosa and the source of the
Ebro the crest falls away in height, and all through the Basque
Provinces preserves a very moderate elevation, its highest
point being the Pefia de Gorbea, north of Vittoria, which is
only a trifle above 5,000 feet. What these mountains want in
height, however, they make up in extent and intricacy; and
no one who has ever crossed that picturesque, tortuous Basque
country will feel any surprise that regular troops should have
always found Carlist hunting a well-nigh hopeless task. The
Pyrenees proper, from the Bidasoa to the Mediterranean, have
been described nearly as often as the Alps, and from the
mountaineering point of view have been so fully dealt with by
Mr. Packe and Count Henri Russell, that, in a paper of these
limits, it would be, in the strict sense of the word, impertinent
to enter into their topography, however strong the temptation
may be to dwell upon the glorious scenery of the Spanish side,
of which so little is ever seen by the ordinary traveller.*

# Asone of the bugbears which help to frighten travellers from the
Bpanish side of the Pyrenees is, no doubt, the fear of brigands, it may
not be amiss to point out that the Spanish Government is by no mesns
g0 careless about the repression of brigandage as it is generally accused
of being. Five out of the scven men who made the attack on Count
Henri Russell, of which he gave such a graphic account in the
¢ Journal ’ for November 1871, are now in gaol undergoing a sentence
of ten years' imprisonment with hard labour. The other two, it was
supposed, had got across the frontier. At any rate, they had not been
caught last August. This, however, was not properly a case of
brigandage. Every one in the neighbourhood ridiculed the idea of re-
garding it in that light. The men, so the story goes, were simply
shepherds, whose cupidity was excited by a legend of a vast sum in
gold which Count Russell was said to carry about him. Of course, if
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The altitudes of the Spanish peninsula are in general so
incorrectly given in works which touch on the subject, that a
table of the principal heights, taken from the best sources, and
reduced to English feet, may not be out of place here. Where
no authority is mentloned they are taken from the map by
Don Francisco Coello, Madrld 1863 :—

Feet
Gibraltar . . . 1,407
Sierra Bermeja : Serrama of Ronda . 4,757
Sierra Pinar: Serrama of Ronda, W. of Ronda . 5,626
Sierra Tejeda: S. of Alhama . . 7,001

Cerro del Caballo: Sierra Nevada. (PACK'.E) . 10,430
Cerro de los Machos: Sierra Nevada. (PACKE-

CLEMENTE, 11,106) . . 10,788
La Veleta: Sierra Nevada. (Bo:ssmz) . . 11,432
Mulahacen: Sierra Nevada. (Bolssier) . . 11,701
Cerro de Alcazaba: Sierra Nevada. (Rosas

CLEMENTE®*) . 11,254

Pico Lobo: Sierra Nevada. (Bonr DE ST. Vmczm‘) 9,163
Sierra Sagra: between Granada and Murcia . 17,867

Sierra Segura: N. of S. Sagra . . 5,436
Sierra de Alcaraz: junction of the Sierra Morena . 5,905
Watershed near Mmays . . . 2,362
Cerro de San Felipe: N. of Cuenca . . 5918
Pico de Javalambre: S. of Teruel . . . 6,568
Pefiagolosa: E. of Teruel . . . . 5941
Moncayo: W. of Zarago:a . . . 7,696
Pico de Urbion : source of the Duero . . 6,712
Cerro de San Lorenzo: E. of Burgos . . 7,555
Sierra Morena: Despeiia-perros . . . 2,427
—————————: N. of Cordova . . . 2,142
La Foya: Sierra de Monchique, Portugal . 3,828
Altos de Cabrejos: eastern end of Montes de Tolcdo 8,792
Sierra de Guadalupe: Montes de Toledo . 5,114
La Cebollera: Sierra de Guadarrama .. 6,975
Pefialara: Sierra de Guadarrama . 7,874
Puerto de Navacerrada: road from Madrid to

Segovia . 5,833
Siete Picos: Sierra de G’uadarrama . 7,298

Las Parameras: between the Escorial and Amla . 4,448

you are robbed or murdered, it matters very little whether it was by a
professional or an amateur, but the chances of meeting such a fate are
much less if there are no regular practitioners about.

® Owing to an error in reducing Spanish feet to English, I made
Rojas Clemente’s measurements rather too high in a paper on the Sierra
Nevada in vol. iii. of the ¢ Journal.’ Corrected, they agree much more
closely with those of Boissier and Mr, Packe.

VOL. VI.—NO. XXXVIII. G
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Feet

Sierra de Gredos: Risco de Almanzor . . 8,634
El Trampal: Sierra de Bejar . . 8,023
Peifia de Francia: SE. of Ciudad Rodngo . 5,688
Canariz : Serra Estrella, Portugal . 7,526
Peiia Labra: W. of Reinosa . 6,563
Pefia Prieta: junction of Palencia, Lcon, aud

Santander . 8,297
Peiia Espigiiete: between the Esla and Carrion . 7,982
Picos de Europa: Torre de Lambrion . . 8,786
Picos de Mampodre : source of the Esla . . 6,831
Puerto de Pajares: road from Oviedo to Leon . 4471
Peiia Ubifia: W. of Puerto de Pajares . . 8202
Cueto Albo: source of river Sil . . 6,382
Pico de Miravalles: between Leon and Gahcza . 6,361
Pico de Cuifia : S. of P. de Miravailes . . 6,551
El Teleno: S. of Ponferrada . . . 6,238
Peiia de Gorbea: N. of Vittoria . . . 5,042
Peiia de Oroel : S. of Jaca, Aragon . . 5,418
Peiia Colorada: NE. of Jaca (9,186, PackE) . 9477
Mont Perdu . . . . . 10,994
Cotieilla: S. of El Plan . . . . 9,047
Pic des Posets . . . . . 11,047
Pic de Néthou . . . . . 11,168
Sierra de Cadi: S. of Andorre . . . 8,316
Monserrat: NW. of Barcelona . . . 4,386
Madrid. (MOBALES, ‘Geograﬁa ) . . 2,148
Valladolid . . . 2,230
Burgos . . . . . . 2,755
Avila . . . . . . 38,608
Salamanca . . . . . . 2,459
Leon . . . . . . 2,631
Segovia . . . . . . 8,147
Toledo . . . . - . 1,476
Guadalajara . . . . . 2,214
Cuenca . . . . . . 2,962
Pamplona . . . . . . 4,877
Zaragoza . . . . . . 603
Granada . . . . . . 2,198
Ronda . . . . . . 2,450

ABour ENGELBERG. By THOMAS BROOKSBANK.

OR a time, now so long as to be reckoned by years, there
has been from the mightier members of our Club

a doleful song
Steaming up, a lamentation ;

though, if it be also ¢ an ancient tale of wrong,’ their own broad
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shoulders must almost alone bear the weiil;t of blame. And
the burden of that song is that the peaks have all been scaled,
that every pass has been crossed, that not a valley recess has
been left unpenetrated—that Switzerland is, in a word, ex-
hausted. I cannot boast (I wish I could) that I am one of
this noble band, or have any right to join in this choric lament ;
a humble member of the Club only, I yet, in turning my atten-
tion to lesser things, have found consolation which perhaps my
betters would not find ; and holding, as for twenty years 1 have
now held, that Switzerland must be really inexhaustible to the
end of time, I am glad to have it in my power to speak of a
few glorious excursions in a well-known neighbourhood—that
of Engelberg, namely—which, though not one of them could,
perhaps, be called new when I made it, have been made but
rarely, and have not, I am pretty sure, been described up to
this time.

And whilst I am about it, I wish to say a few words in
praise of Engelberg generally, where it has been my lot to be
weather-bound on more than one occasion—once for twelve
whole days, and where, moreover, I have now and then spent
a day or two under less trying circumstances; and although I
have called this a well-known neighbourhood, I think that
considering its position so near to the Lake of Luzern, and to
the Briinig and St. Gothard roads, and the thousands who in
each year rush along them, the great number of tracks by
which it may be reached, its splendid and various beauty, the
infinite diversity of its lesser walks and strolls, its true moun-
tain air, and its excellent accommodation, the probably dis-
paraging epithet is hardly applicable. Indeed, until the summer
of 1871 there was but one ﬁotel of the size and character for
which in these later days of luxury the °tourist’ looks—I
mean the Hétel du Titlis ; the very house which, if one could
only choose where to be weather-bound, would be one’s choice,
with its billiard-room, baths, the ¢ Times,’ and plenty of French,
German, Swiss, and Belgian papers each afternoon, its mode-
rate charges, and numberless walks of two or three hours when
the day holds up for awhile—as in long spells of bad weather
almost every Swiss day, in my experience, does. Where are
there more exquisite walks than into the Horbis Thal to the foot
of its cirque of rocks; or, better still, to the head of that same
cirque on the track to the Blanken Alpe and the Rothgriitli ;
or to the Unter and Ober Schwand; or up the main valley
itself, past the Titschbach and the herds of Herrenriiti, till, as
you turn back, you look upon the Titlis face to face; or, most
charming of them all, to the Gerstni Alpe, on the path to the

02
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Joch, and thence, turning at right angles to the west, over the
littie plain and through the pine-wood till you come into the
Jochli track, and so return to the village? Yet three or four
hours are enough for the longest of these.

There is, indeed, a comparative paucity of visitors at Engel-
berg; especially is there a paucity of our dear fellow-country-
men, an English chaplaincy notwithstanding, and an almost
complete absence of French, Germans and Swiss constituting
the majority of the visitors, This is probably due to the fact
that there is but one carriage-road into the valley, which for the
last four or five miles is so steep, so ill made, and so ill kept,
that the Solider Post-Wagen himself comes no further than
Grafenort, and sends on his mails by a man on foot. The pre-
sent road above the village last named lies wholly on the
right bank of the Aa, on which bank the hill-side rises every-
where precipitously from the stream itself; but the Canton
Obwalden is about to construct a new road which will cross the
water just above Grafenort, and then, almost to Engelberg
itself, keep to the left bank, where the rise of the mountain is
far less immediate—in fact, along the outer side of the curve
which the stream makes. When this is constructed the chief
obstacle to a stay in Engelberg (i.e. the getting there) will be
removed, slthough those who can neither ride nor walk will
for all time have nothing for it but to sleep ultimately in the
quict Friedhof of its plain old abbey, or to return along the
way by which they came.

. If there is but a single carriage-road from Engelberg, how-
ever, there are few places which present to the robuster tra-
veller, who may have had enough of it, a greater choice of
mountain ways for his departure. Let me refer to these in
their order, starting eastward from the carriage-road. There
are (1) the Rothgiitli Pass already mentioned, leading to
Isenthal and the Lake of Luzern, which I was permitted to
describe in ¢ Alpine Journal,’ vol. ii. p. 365; (2) the Surenen
to Altorf, with ¢bifurcation facultative’ to Amstiig; (3) the
Erstfelder Joch, to the St. Gothard road, half way between
the two last named villages; (4) the pass between the Great
and Little Spannérter, which, as I believe, has been crossed
but once—namely, by Mr. Jacomb, and is noticed by him in
¢ Central Alps,’ ed. 1869, p.175, and see ¢ Alpine Journal,’ vol. i.
p- 453—high, long, and arduous enough to be worthy of such
a mountaineer ; (5) the Grassen, leading into the Mayenthal,
first made, I think, by Mr. Tuckett, and noticed in Ball’s
¢ Central Alps,’ ed. 1869, p. 138 ; (6) the noble Wenden Joch,
with its wondrous view of the Titlis hardly to be excelled by
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passes of greater fame, rendering it one of the most splendid
I have ever made—a pass of great usefulness, with its two
objective points, Meiringen and the Stein Alpe; (7) the Joch,
best known of all; (8) the Jochli, that deep cleft down into
the line of the hills south of the Widderfeld, a pass well worth
making into the rich and beautiful Melchthal, with a grand
view towards the Oberland from the chélets on the west, which
are unusually near its summit; and (9) the Storegg, which
leads to a point lower down that same Melchthal, and is, I
believe, only a lower Jochli with narrower views.

I have crossed them all except the fourth and the ninth, and
I can only say that I should like to cross them all again. Of
most of them it would be impertinent to add a word, but I
venture to think that of those which I have numbered 3, 5, and
6 some further account will be useful, and not uninteresting.

The Grassen.—Although Mr. Tuckett has stated the time
this pass took him (‘ Central Alps,’ ed. 1869, p. 138), no de-
scription of it exists. I crossed it on August 19, 1866, after I
had been so long Jaid up in ordinary at Engelberg; but I
went there expressly to make the pass, which 1 then believed
to be unknown, and having been disappointed of it in the pre-
vious year, I was resolved to wait till it could be done. The
weather, too, was so outrageous that one must have waited
somewhere. On that day we (Mr. Hayward Kaspar Blat-
ter, Fritz Ogi, of Kandersteg, and myself, with Leodegar
Feieraband, of Engelberg, to lead us to the top, where we
dismissed him) started at 4 A.M., and after crossing the Aa
Jjust above Herrenriiti, began our ascent, first over moderate
glopes of grass and gerBlT, then by steep rocks, often very
smooth and affording poor foothold, repeatedly crossing the
streams pouring down from the glaciers. When rather above
the level of the foot of the glacier on our right, we bent
towards the left, and there, on a narrow strip of bare rock and
earth between the snow and a lofty cliff, we halted for break-
fast; and while we sat here, our feet all but touching the
snow, chamois were at play on the higher ground on our right,
and many a time came to the edge of the cliffs to wonder at
us. But they were in perfect safety ; so far above us that we
should but just have seen them if they had not stood out so
boldly against the cloudless sky. Breaking up, we skirted the
rocks just beneath the word ¢ Scheidegg’ on the Federal map,
and ascended to the highest ridge, passing by the very spot
whence the chamois had looked down on us more than an hour
before. For another hour the ascent was toilsome, and even
dangerous at times; it was partly grass and partly rock, but
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the rock was almost always of a most detestable character,
smooth slabs at an incline too gentle to let the hand touch it;
and the was of a broad, coarse kind, from which the
masses of snow that had fallen so copiously in the preceding
fortnight slid off bodily under the pressure of our weight, while
on our left the slope was mostly so steep that after half-a-dozen
feet we saw nothing below us but the valley depths. At length
we trod upon the Grassen glacier as nearly as possible at the
boundary line between Obwalden and Uri, just an hour below
the col, and the rest of the ascent lay over it; its incline is
very gentle, and there were few crevasses; on our right and
behin(gi us stretched a brilliant snow-field, which seemed to the
eye unbroken to the very precipices of the Titlis. We gained
the top, and passed between the rocks called the Birengrube
(8,918 feet) in 5} hrs. of walking from Engelberg.

The descent is by a broad but short glacier, the Kiihpfadfirn,
80 called on the old lucus principle, I suppose, for no bovine
beast but a mad bull would use 1t as a path; it is steep, and
the snow was deeper and softer than on the north side. We
kept, by Feieraband’s advice, as much to the left as we could,
and reached the Kleinalpthal in 2} hrs. from the summit, and
Gurezmettlen in 40 min. more. Wasen can be reached from
this in about 14 hr., but our course was over the Susten to
the Stein Alpe. This made a long day, the ascents being in
all about 8,100 ft., and the descents 5,300.

The Wenden Joch.—On August 20, 1871, after five days’
enforced idleness at Engelberg, Kaspar Blatter and I left our
hotel for Imhof by this pass, which lies between that last de-
scribed and the Titlis, immediately beneath the eastern face of
the mountain, and, as a general indication, as near to that face
as you can keep. In 1 hr.5 min. we reached the bridge below
Herrenriiti, and the ascent forthwith began. For nearly an
hour there is a ¢ Wegeli,” which is hardly more than gentle,
but it ceases at the Ober Fiirren Alpe, a single wooden hut
built in an excavation in the hill-side, and rising little above
the ground. After this, the ascent becomes and continues
very rapid, chiefly over rocks interspersed on that day with
long and extremely steep fields of snow. A narrow tongue of
Ela.cier lay between us and the Titlis, which presents itself

ere as & wall of rock, unbroken save by one long precipitous
couloir that descends upon the glacier. Indeed, both m as-
cending on this side and descending over the Wenden glacier,
the mountain is a gigantic wall above you, which at the %ighest
int of the pass bends backward at a right angle, and when,
in exactly 4 hrs. from the bridge, we gained that point, the
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two walls themselves, converging towards us, were hidden;
their sharp junction only was seen, and the apex of the
mountain towered 2,000 feet above—a mere obelisk of naked
yellow rock, which, as the sun pierced thin films of mist that
now and then floated across it, stood in shape and colour a
majestic flame.

It was indeed a more than perfect day, for these mists, more
like slight puffs of steam than cloud, gave us variety, without
the smallest apprehension of worse. For nearly two hours we
rested on the %ass—Htihe in sunshine, at an elevation of quite
8,500 feet; on our left the Blackenstock, the Surenen Pass,
the Schlossberg, the Erstfelder Joch, the two Spannérter;
facing us the Thierberg and the Wasenhorn; on our right the
Eentle slope of the Wenden glacier in perfect purity of snow,

lending at once with the deep green of the Wenden and
Gadmenthiiler; athwart these valleys the Wetterhérner and
the Berglistock, and again, beyond them, the Schreckhorn,
the Lauteraar-hérner, and the Finsteraarhorn; and, still more
distant, glimpses of the Ménch and Jungfrau. The Wenden
glacier, in descending which we had a striking view, up a pure
snow valley, of the sharp black cock’s-comb of the Urathhorn, -
is as innocent as it looks ; its descent required about 40 min.,
but we kept too close under the Titlis, and were compelled to
work our way back to the left in order to get down the some-
what troublesome cliffs which the lamentable shrinking away
of the glacier has left bare. We finally quitted these cliffs at
about the centre of the glacier, and stood in the Thalboden
some 2} hrs. after leaving the col ; in somewhat more than half
an hour we reached the large and flourishing Wenden Alpe,
which has better sleeping accommodation than I have ever seen
in a mere chilet. V\yith quick walking, we passed the Biir at
Gadmen in three-quarters of an hour from the huts, and arrived
at Imhof in 2 hrs. 15 min. more, something before 7 o’clock.

On September 11 I had the good fortune to cross this
pass again, and n%in in very fine weather; this time in com-
pany with Mr. Hayward, and Kaspar and Jakob Dlatter.
The three weeks of bright summer days had diminished the
snow-fields by, I should say, fully one-half, and the ascent
required an additional half-hour. We saw not a single herds-
man ; the cattle had left the hill-sides, the Fiirren %ovel was
pulled to pieces, and in the excavation where it had stood
three weeks before its beams and balks of timber were care-
fully piled up side by side, parallel to the mountain slope ; so
that the snow and water might be beaten in their coming nine
months’ struggle to wash them down the hill.,
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The Wenden Joch is clearly the most direct route between
Engelberg and the Stein Alpe, and this time our course lay
thither. %‘rom the top of the pass we accordingly kept as
much towards the left bank of the glacier as possible; we
found no difficulty whatever; on the glacier there was still an
abundant depth of snow, and we left it easily for the hill-side
in less than an hour. Gradually mounting diagonally along
the face of the hill separating the Wenden and the upper
Gadmen valleys, we reached in some 2 hrs. from the pass our
highest point near a pool, which, notwithstanding its ridiculous
tininess, is yet immortalised on the Federal map; but the
greater part of our way was over very rough ground, alleviated
only by the magnificent view of the whole length of the Gad-
menfliihe,

Grey as the rocks which o’ertop Cenchree,

than which there is scarcely anywhere a grander line of rock.
The Titlis is greater as a wall, and as a wall the Selbsanft as
you come down the higher Linththal is greater than the Titlis
—possibly ; but a ¢ sierra’ excels a wall as much in beauty as
in variety, and I cannot recollect any sierra so fine as the
Gadmenfliihe, seen from the ridge we had just surmounted.
Fifty sharp minutes brought us from that ridge to the Susten
path, nearly at the top of the zigzags, and another hour’s
walking to the inn at Stein.

On the 12th we only crossed the Susten to Amstig, and
took up our quarters, not for the first time by any means, at the
¢ Golden Star,” which, after an absence of five years, we found
as clean and excellent as ever, though, alas! like all the good
things of this world, somewhat more costly than in the simpler
old times. We were bound to return to Engelberg, and our
object was to do so by the Erstfelder Valley, and the village
folks and inn Knechts vaguely surmised (for no one Anew) that
it was a twelve or thirteen hours’ walk, without rests; and
certainly the Erstfelderthal is long, and certainly the height of
the col above Amstig is over 7,000 feet; and so, I think, we
nursed ourselves into the notion that we were weary; but I
fancy that our real object was again to pass some hours by
that gem of gems, the Golzern See; and on its green bank,
opposite the Oberalpstock and the Bristenstock, rising above
the near foreground of swarthy pines, Wednesday, the 13th,
slipped all too swiftly by. But if there is one rule in the Alps
needing stricter observance than all others, it is to clutch at
each fine day, regardless of head, stomach, legs, or even lazi-
ness—most potent of them all; and on Thursday morning,
when we rose soon after three, we had a mauvais quart d’heure
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indeed, for our journey was to be across the E'rstfelder Joch,
while the whole Reussthal, and, as far as we could judge, the
universe itself, was filled with a mass of cotton-wool which
seemed to have been long exposed to London smoke before
it migrated to fairer scenes. But the guides, and especially
Trosch of Bristen (not the well-known Johann Maria, but a
much younger man, whose Christian names I have forgotten),
whom we had engaged to accompany us to the col, were to us
what Madame von Schulenberg—¢ Hanoverian improper fe-
male,’ in the powerful words of Mr. Carlyle—was to his late
Majesty King George 1I.—‘much of a comfort’—and und
voce they protested that it was only ¢ Trockener Nebel.” So we
started soon after 4.30, and bowled along the carriage-road
ankle deep in dust, at four statute miles per hour, till in some
75 minutes we reached Erstfeld Church. And here we were
compelled to make a halt of a long half-hour; for, like a greater
and a fairer climber of these recent days, we had with us on
these expeditions of 1871 a small canine gentleman rejoicing in
the name of Pilar, belonging to Blatter, and greatly cherished
by him ; and this gentleman had spent his leisure day, not in the
elevating contemplation of an ¢ imposante Natur’ (as the Ger-
mans have it), but in cultivating doggish friendships at Amstiig,
which did much delay his departure in the morning, and, in
fact, detained his good master hunting him up near an hour
after we had left our inn.

The long valley of Erstfeld opens almost immediately
behind the church, and, as in most valleys, there is a steep rise
before you get well into it. The stream was on our left hand,
but in forty-five minutes we crossed to the right bank. We
passed, but did not cross, a second bridge ; but by the third
which we saw we went back again to the left, and on this
side we continued for the remainder of the ascent so long
as there was any stream at all. The valley becomes narrower
and steeper, and near the last huts where Mr. Sowerby and
his friends®* must have slept before climbing the Great
Spannort it contracts to a mere gorge. Before reaching this,
however, our guides were justified; we climbed up through
the smoke-steeped wool, got clear of it, and found an unclouded
san overhead, the same dense fog still beneath us; but very
soon it vanished with the suddenness and completeness of a
dream—jyet no puff of wind was perceptible. Then first we
saw the whole of the varied and beautiful valley, the rocky
range on the north being especially grand and bold. Across

* See ¢ Alpine Journal,’ vol. iv. p. 53.
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the valley was a high and graceful fall from the Fiilen See,
on the copper-green waters of which we ere long looked down,
while beyond the Reuss the two Windgellen and the Scheer-
horn formed a most symmetrical group.

Near the huts the way might easily be missed; in fact,
being alone somewhat in front of my companions, I did miss
it, and was going laboriously up the slope straight before
me. But the true track leads over rocks into the gorge, up
the ascent into which the hands are nearly as useful as
the feet; and hereabouts there is a bridge over the stream,
by which Mr. Sowerby’s party must, I presume, have crossed,
as their way took them past the Fiilen See on the opposite
ledge. We, however, left the bridge on our left, and as we
rose in the gorge the Schlossberg glacier lay before us, de-
scending with 1ts tributaries from a wide amphitheatre of
snow-peaks, chief amongst which are the fantastic spires of the
Great Spannort, with the col right in front of us, between
them and the Schlossberg. In 3 hrs. 30 min. from the church,
4 hrs. 45 min. from Amstiig (actual walking) we touched this
glacier, and made our first halt—always excepting that which
we owed to Pilir—and when we had ¢strengthened the gastric
juices with lunch,’ the rest of our route to the Héhe was on
the glacier for upwards of 2 hrs., but the névé was con-
siderably crevassed, and the snow was soft and slippery. We
were much on the left side of the glacier, and some of us
thought it practicable to ascend to the col by the very centre
of the glacier from the head of the Erstfelderthal; but to
others of us that lower and narrower part of the glacier looked
very steep, very much split about, and unpromising.

The summit of the pass, which is immediately under the
Schlossberg, up whose precipitous sides a big chamois went
bounding as we approached, is 8,635 feet ; it certainly appeared
to me somewhat higher than the Wenden Joch, which Mr.
Ball puts at 8,694 feet; from it again the grand object is the
Titlis, but we looked through the gap of the Wenden to the
. Oberland, while all the upper valley of Engelberg was at our
feet. In descending bear much to the right at first, on which
side there is hereabouts no glacier ; the mountain is of exceed-
ingly steep but fine débris for full an hour; then comes another
hour of very steep turf, twisting to and fro so as to avoid
the cliffs which everywhere thrust forth their bare faces ; then
through a brief space of scattered firs, and the Engelberg Aa
is crossed a good 2 hrs. above the village.

It is said to be possible to go from the foot of the Schloss-
berg glacier to the left of the rocks which divide it, and
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thence, by descending on the west side of the Kronlet into
the Gurtnellen, or Gorneren, Thal, to return to the St. Gothard
road. And this must be the way by which Mr. Sowerby got
home, after his successful ascent of the Great Spannort.

A WEEK IN THE GRAIANS IN 1867. By C. C. Tucker.
Read before the Alpine Club, June 4, 1872.

HE limits of the central Graians are well defined. Bounded
on one side by the broad valley of Aosta, and on the
other by the deep trench of Val d’Orca, they are cut off from
the district of the Ruitor by the Val Savaranche and the
comﬁaratively low Col de la Croix de Nivolet, while on the
south-east they gradually sink into the plain which stretches
without a break from their lower slopes to the Adriatic.

This cluster of mountains has long been known to contain
valleys of exquisite beauty, and peaks the highest points
of which exceed in height the Eiger and the %Vetterhom.
It has not been neglected by the %nglish Alpine Club, the
names of some members of which are as household words in
the valleys which lie around the Grivola and the Grand
Paradis. Our countrymen are not, however, the only persons
who have taken an interest in this group. The Graians
of Cogne form one of the most noticeable features in the grand
panorama of peaks visible from Turin; and as soon as the
mountaineering spirit awoke in Piedmont, it was natural that
they should be among the first to receive attention, both from
their geographical position, and from the fact that Victor
Emmanuel had adopted them as his favourite hunting-grounds.
It is not surprising, therefore, that the one considerable
peak of the district which had escaped the ravages of earlier
travellers should become the object of careful study and
serious effort on the part of the Italian Alpine Club. Four
times at least was the Grand Tour St. F’ierre assailed by
members of that body, and four times did they encounter
a series of mishaps and bad weather combined sufficient to
damp their ardour. On the last of these occasions the ex-
plorers went so far as to bivouac on the Col di Telleccio,
on the eastern side of the peak, and less than (as will be seen)
3 hours’ climb from the actual summit; but on reaching the
aréte, and essaying to scale the formidable-looking bastion
which forms the final peak, they were met by a hurlyburly
of thunder and lightning, snow, and vapour, which wade 1t
impossible to advance, and difficult even to retreat. I need
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hardly say they adopted the least hopeless alternative, and the
Grand Tour survived till 1867.

In that year Messrs. Mathews and Morshead crossed the
Col di Telleccio, and cast a longing glance at the peak, then
fully, as they thought, within their reach. With such talent
in the neighbourhood the Grand Tour was again in a parlous
state, but time pressed and the enemy passed on. On their
arrival at Zermatt these gentlemen found a party consisting of
Messrs. Freshfield, Carson, and myself, with Balley of St.
Pierre as guide, just smarting under a repulse inflicted upon
us by the Dent Blanche, and not half consoled by the Lys
Jochs and the Weiss Thors, with which we strove to soothe our
wounded self-esteem. With the unselfishness so characteristic
of mountaineers our friends descanted eloquently to us on the
desirable nature of the mountains of Cogne in general and of
the Grand Tour St. Pierre in particular, with the result
that within twenty-four hours our party, reinforced by the late
Mr. J. M. W. Backhouse and his guide Michel Payod, dis-
appeared from the eyes of the Zermatt world by the Matter-Joch.

We found the Gouffre de Duserailles not less deliciousl
cool and the lower Val Tournanche not less Texan than usua{,
nor did we escape from the hotel beside the bridge at Chatillon
without experiencing the difficulties always thrown in the way
of those who prefer Jean Tairraz’s well-known establishment at
Aosta to the doubtful attractions of his Italian rival.

I never knew anyone who started from Zermatt in the
morning, and slept at Tairraz’s inn at night, who succeeded
in getting off at an early hour the next day; and we were all,
I rejoice to say, free from the dangerous modern conceit of
wishing to prove a good rule by becoming exceptions to
it. It was mid-day, therefore, before we tore ourselves away
from the too pleasant balcony and the late prolonged break-
fast, and in the full blaze of an Italian afternoon sun addressed
ourselves to the task of mounting the long and toilsome valley
that leads up to Cogne.

We had heard evil reports of the resources of that village,
and the same mule which bore our little all was also charged
with some of the luxuries which even in less habitable regions
than a Graian valley proverbially place men beyond the reach
of destiny. In spite, however, o? the fact that we bore our
burdens vicariously, and had practically secured ourselves
against starvation, it was not till the shadows began to stretch
across the valley, and some keenness to mingle with the sleepy
softness of the air, that we ceased to be depressed and contra-
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dictory, and became in a fit mood to do justice to the upland .
basin, which at last almost suddenly opened out before us.

The position of the village of (gogne is indeed one of
singular beauty. At first sight little meets the eye but a
stretch of sunny meadowland set about with bold and heavily-
wooded spurs, between which, like fingers radiating from
a central hand, lie the shadowy valleys which lead to the cold
and quiet world above. But the influence of such a scene is
not to be measured entirely by that which meets the eye.
The mind is affected by the knowledge of what lies beyond,
and the foreground, however cheerful, cannot banish for an
instant the thought of those high summits of which, though
far withdrawn, the presence is felt here and now. It may be
admitted, however, that the influence exercised by the moun-
tains in such a case is, though real, somewhat less direct ; and
it is for this reason that some of us, at any rate for a pro-
longed sojourn, would prefer an Alpine village where the
merest glimpses of the upper world are visible, to places where
the majesty of the mountains is revealed from base to cope.
Grindelwald and (as regards the Matterhorn) Zermatt are too
overpowering, because too much is disclosed. It is in the
sense of grand beauty, half hidden, yet constantly suggested,
that the spell must be sought alike ofy the Tyrolese Pinzolo and
of the Graian Cogne.

As we approached the village some excitement was visible.
Groups of peasants clad in their best clustered round every
door, and we began to think that the fame of the Alpine Club
had preceded us, and that an ovation might be in preparation
for even some of its most unworthy members. It was not so,
however; it was merely the expected visit of an Italian Count,
who was coming to inspect the condition of the royal hunting-
paths, that created such a furore; and, somewhat humbled, we
marched up the street to a sort of tea, coffee, tobacco, and snuff
establishment (we had been warned against the most obvious
public-house at Cogne), where, in spite of an unpromising out-
side, we found civil and clean people, a snug upper room, and
a plentiful supply of fresh meat. Whether the latter had been
provided in the expectation that the Count would prove carni-
vorous I know not, but in any case we felt it our duty to dis-
courage his savage propensities, and I have reason to believe
that on his arrival he found the cupboard bare. The only
feature of the house worth a passing notice was a huge gene-
alogical tree sprouting from a gentleman lying upon his back,
who, though evidently a great man, seemed somewhat scared at



86 A Week in the Graians in 1867.

the prospect of the tremendous family of which he was to
become successively founder, patron, and hero.

‘We then discussed our plans. The Grand Tour is, as has
been said, not visible from Cogne, and none of us, indeed, had
the slightest idea where it was, except that it lay somewhere
behind the massive promontory which divides the Combe di
Valeiglia from the Combe di Val Nonté. As we had therefore
first to find our peak and then to get up it, we concluded that
it would be advisable to sleep as near as possible to its base,
and a bivouac in the Combe di Valeiglia suggested itself as not
less romantic than necessary. Not quite sure that our guides
took the same view, we were relieved to find them firm believers
in the existence of a chélet at the head of the valley, and we
had too much consideration for their peace of mind to disturb
the blissful ignorance which was also advantageous to our plans.
As soon, therefore, as we had sufficiently defeated the carnal
expectations of the Italian Count, we marched off. In mount-
ing the main valley we kept somewhat too much to the left.
‘We did not, however, regret the slight détour, as it gave us the
opportunity of seeing that which can never be beheld without
emotion—the glow og a perfect sunset on Mont Blanc, lifted to
an immeasurable height of calm above the tumults and distresses
of a sombre earth. When at length we turned our backs on
the splendid vision, and plunged into the wild and darkening
glen which was to be our abode for the night, it was not with-
out feeling the momentary depression which attends the act of
leaving light and the homes of men for solitude and growing

loom.
g For some time we plodded solemnly on; the guides at first
good-tempered enough in the prospect of a hay chélet, then
dubious and discouraging, and at last—when reach atter reach
in the interminable valley was passed without revealing the
wished-for haven—positively sepulchral. Two-and-w-halfniours
from Cogne, at a spot where a small rivulet crossed the path, a
halt was called, and it was arranged that the men should employ
themselves in collecting fire-wood and making preparations for
a bivouac, while I made a last effort to discover the whereabouts
of the mythical chélet. As I had never been a believer in
its existence originally, it did not require a lengthened search
to convince me that it was not there; and in ten minutes I
returned with the report that within a few hundred yards of
the place where we had halted, the path, hitherto our companion,
vanished into nothingness, and that I had little reason in this
instance to doubt the truth of the phrase which associates the
act of going farther with faring worse. My conclusion was
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accepted as probable, and with various energy we set about
making the best of our situation.

My recollections of the hours which followed are none of the
clearest. I look back upon our quiet night in the Combe di
Valeiglia through a mist of Eastern experiences—bivouacs on
the flanks of Ararat—encampments in the still wilder recesses
of the Caucasus, which somewhat dim the glory of what we
then doubtless considered a highly romantic situation. There
was a moon, of course ; but I l%:ink it was quite of the ordinary
character. Our feelings, I fancy, were cheerful ; we had gained
much ground by our resolute start ; we had successfully cheated
the guides into an uncomfortable position (always a satisfactory
performance), food was plenty, the fire good, and the sense of
utter ignorance of even the whereabouts of a peak which had
been assailed with deliberation at least four times without
success, gave a feeling of uncertainty to our adventure which
was not otherwise than pleasurable. Seated on a soft path,
with our backs planted against an undeniably solid hill-side,
and our eyes amply filled with accommodating smoke, we oc-
cupied a position in which little was left to be desired ; and I
think, though I speak with diffidence, that I must have slept.
A slight feeling of monotony, perhaps unavoidable, induced us
to rouse ourselves at about 2 o’clock, and we were quickly
again on the war trail. The night had not agreed with all of
us, and the appearance of Freshfield in particular was inde-
scribable ; indeed, had I not known that his afternoon powers
are generally in direct proportion to his morning melancholy,
I should certainly have predicted for him the fate of our Italian
predecessors.

Before we quit the comfortable path which had served us so
well during the hours of darkness, it may be as well to say
something of the agency by which these valleys are, in point
of commodiousness at least, lifted high above their fellows in
the Alpine chain. I am told, and therefore I believe, that
there is no royal road to mountaineering. The next best
thing is to have royal roads to the mountains. The district of
Cogne is undoubtedly thatin which mountaineering is divested
of its most objectionable features. The peaks themselves are
scrupulously left alone; no ladders, no stanchions, no ropes
are there to banish the element of difficulty or to smooth the
path of the incompetent mountaineer; but the preliminary—
that horrid preliminary stage which ordinarily consists of slopes
of débris and boulders by the mile, unbridged torrents and in-
sidious stumps of ancient trees—is a thing of the past. In the
Graians we get an approach to that Walhalla of mountaineering
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where the best sort of work remains, where the excitement
is left unimpaired, where the moments of triumph are not less
frequent or less ecstatic than before, which was doubtless in
the mind of my old friend Frangois when he spoke in the
spirit of prophecy of the expeditions he and I should take
together ‘sur l'autre c6té,’ where porters should cease from
troubling and even moraines be at rest.

But I must not forget that we have by this time left the
path and are scrambling up the tail end of a considerable
glacier. When one sleeps high, a little time, even with slow-
going (and we had gone slowly), seems to take one a surpris-
ingly long way, and it was still early when we first caught
sight of the upper world we desired to explore. Again my
recollections are vague, but the impression left on my mind 1s
that of a largish snow-field, pretty flat and round, set about
with various peaks, very black and very sharp. The only
thing we did not see was the Tour St. Pierre ; for though some
one suggested that an unpromising-looking brute just opposite
was the peak we sought, not one of us at heart believed that so
truculent, and yet so ordinary a rock, could be the summit
with which the country-side had connected the name and
dignity of the great apostle of the Roman Church.

A huge bastion of rock and asmooth cataract of névé to our
right concealed the view in that direction; and after some
hesitation we decided upon surmounting the latter before we
plumped for any of the unprepossessing candidates that had
already presented themselves. This decision was judicious,
and a very brief space of time revealed to us the broad gap of
the Col di Telleccio quite away to the right, on the further
side of a higher snow-plain, and the grand mass of what was
indisputably the Tour St. Pierre, breaking steeply down upon
it. As we drew near the level of the pass the sharp peaks of
the Cottians cut the curving lines of the snow-ridge, and we
rejoiced in the thought that for to-day at least the Italian
side was clear. But we were not going to cross the pass, and
our work was still before us. Freshfield, still sad and wishing
to be slow, suggested a division of the party. Backhouse and
I, with Payodg, were to push on and secure the peak; the rest
would follow at their own pace.

The nature of the work before us was abundantly clear.
We had first to strike the aréte that runs in a northerly direc-
tion from the peak towards Cogne, as near as possible to the
base of the final tower, and then, turning to the left, to deal
with that on its merits. The first part of the business was soon
accomplished. 'Working our way upwards, now by couloirs of
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hard snow, now by ribs of rock, which we courted as long as
they proved accommodating, and as soon as they showed
temper threw over for the most attractive rival within reach,
an hour’s climb landed us on the crest of alternate snow-links
and rock-teeth which separates the Glacier de Monei from
that of Telleccio. A moment’s breathing space, and we turned
to the final peak with a will. A steep snow-bank led up to
smooth slabs, or rather (so solid was the mass) to a smooth
slab, of granite, tilted up at an excessive angle, and curvi
steeply over to great precipices on this side and that. The
climbing here might have beaten us after all had it not
been for the minute fissures, so kindly provided by most
granite mountains in critical places, and which, though not
so deep as a well or as wide as a church door, suffice for a

arty who are running a new peak to its last available earth.
gVe climbed fast, but still the bare ribs of rock rose above
us and in front, cutting off the view we chiefly wished to see,
till at last, the slope sensibly lessening, and the native granite
giving place to heaps of huge boulders, we felt the top to be
close at hand. In a few moments Italy lay at our feet. Not
a cloud! only tiny fragments of blue haze sleeping here and
there in the Kollows till some little gust would waft them from
their resting-place to die in the pitiless sunlight of the open
plain. And so away to the far Apennines cut clear against
the sky which vaults the Mediterranean.

The second party had speedily joined us, and we sat for
more than an hour dreaming the time away in the pleasant
nooks we had discovered for ourselves—perfectly happy, had
it not been for the dread ever growing in force o tﬂe in-
evitable suggestion that it was time to go. It came at last, and
we turned to descend. We cut our parting short, rendered
a brief homage to the snowy head and flowing outlines of the
Paradis, grandly seen across the glacier basin of the Grancrou,
briefly settled that the Pennines were everything that the
most captious could desire, bemoaned somewhat the discovery
that the beautiful Grivola was from this side little less than
hideous, and immediately addressed ourselves to our work.
That there was some real difficulty may be judged from the
fact that we were far longer in effecting our descent than
in ascending, and that we took the precaution (as far as my
experience goes, very rarely necessa.rytz of letting each man
down separately. Here we all agreed that it was, to say the
least, advisable, the smoothness of the rock and the distances
of the landing-places from each other, combined with that
unlucky force of gravity which exerts itself so energetically
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during a descent, making a slip too irrevocable to be indulged
in without serious consideration beforehand. From the foot
of the final tower it was obviously possible, by turning down
to the left, to reach the névé of the Monei glacier, and to
return to Cogne by the Combe di Val Nonté. We had,
however, left some of our effects in the Combe di Valeiglia,
and were reluctant to divide our party. Besides, we should
in all probability have ample opportunity of studying the Val
Nonté in crossing the Grancrou. In a word, we decided to
return by the way we came. We descended the snow-slopes
rapidly, and soon reached the belt of débris and terminal
moraine which it was necessary to cross to regain the pleasant
ath of the morning. Racing across this bit of rough ground,
g‘reshﬁeld, who was a little ahead, suddenly found him-
self face to face with a majestic bouquetin. Most fortunately
for my friend’s sporting reputation, he had no more deadly
weapon In his hand than an ice-axe. On the other hand,
con{?dent as are the wild animals in these parts, a € wild goat’
may be excused for not wishing to be ¢caught by the hair’
by an excited man armed with an instrument bearing a
strong family resemblance to a poleaxe. Before, therefore,
my friend could perform the feat described in the Laureate’s
early ballad, the bouquetin turned and fled. It was still early
when we reached Cogne, where our account of the happy
dispatch of the Tour St. Pierre was received by our hostess
with an air of pleased surprise, which she explained by saying
that all the earlier explorers who had started with a similar
object in view had been absent for several days at a time.
How in a shorter time we could have achieved a more decided
guccess was a problem too difficult for the good lady to solve.
Our night beneath the stars, followed by the long day’s walk,
had produced the usual result, and when M. Chamonin arrived
to congratulate us on our victory, he found but one of the
party awake, and prepared to ¢ reciprocate his felicitations.’

(To be continued.)

NEW EXPEDITIONS IN 1872.
WESTERN ALPS.

Mont Braxc, July 1.—Mr. T. 8. Kennedy, with Johann Fischer, of
Meiringen, and J. A. Carrel, of Val Tournanche, bivouacked on the
rocks on the right bank of the most southerly tributary of the Mi
Glacier, which descends between the Aiguille Grise and the Mont
Brouillard, at about 4} hrs. from Courmayeur. Starting at 8.0 a.x.
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on the 2nd, they reached the névé of the glacier, and thence climbing
directly upwards, struck the ridge of Mont Blanc towards the Bosse
du Dromadaire, a few minutes below the summit, which was attained
at 1.30 p.x. The descent was made to Chamouni by the ordinary route.

THE 8aAs-6RAT, July 2.—Lieut. E. Clayton and the Rev. J. W. Bell
adopted the following very ingenious method of seeing something of
the three principal passes over the Saas-grat:—Having bivouacked
by the side of the Findelen Glacier, they ascended to the Adler
Pass, skirted the base of the Rymfischhorn to the Allalin Pass, by
which they regained the W. side of the chain; and descending the
Mellichen Glacier so far as was necessary, finally turned up to the
Alphubel-joch, and so reached Saas. Guides, Franz Andermatten and
Biirgener.

Ai16uiLLE DE LfcHAUD, July 14.—Mesars. J. A. G. Marshall 'and T.
S. Kennedy, with Johann Fischer and Julien Grange, of Courmayeur,
ascended the Aiguille de Léchaud from that place. The ascent was
effected by the Glacier de Freboutzie and the ridge connecting the
Aiguille with Mont Gruetta; but the descent was made by an easier
route directly to the head of the glacier. The whole expedition from
Courmayeur took about 14 hrs,

MonTE Rosa FroM MacuGNaGa, July 22.—Messrs, R. and W. M.
Pendlebury and the Rev. C. Taylor, with Gabriel Spechtenhauser, of
Fend, and Ferdinand Imseng and Giovanni Oberto, of Macugnaga,
left their bivouac, 5 hrs. from that place, on a ridge of rocks locally
known as the ¢ Jiger-Riicki,” which runs down a little to the right of
the Hochste Spitze, at 2.30 .M., and ascended by rocks lying directly
under the summit, and visible from Macugnaga, which took them in
comparative safety through the most dangerous part of the ice fall.
From the point where these rocks sink into the snow they mounted as
straight as possible towards the summit, though forced a little to the
left, and finally reached the base of the rocks of the Hichste Spitze at
10.80. Thence they kept on, or near, the ridge to the summit, which
was attained at 3.80, after passing over the E. tooth of the moun-
tain, reached by Professor Ulrich's guides from Zermatt in 1848. The
descent was made by the usual route to the Riffl.

STRAHLHORN, August 10.—Mr. George E. Foster, with Hans Baumann,
of Grindelwald, left Mattmark See at 3.30 o.u. Shortly after reaching
the glacier they turned from the usual Adler-joch route towards the
Fluchthorn, and struck the connecting ridge between it and the Strahl-
horn, near the latter peak. After following the ridge for a short dis-
tance they crossed over to the southern face of the Strahlhorn by the
rocks, and reached the summit at 10.10, descending from it to the
Adler Pass by the usual route.

GRrAND PaARraDIS FROM CoGNE, August 19.—Messrs. F. Pratt Barlow
and 8. F. Still, with Jakob Anderegg, Laurent Lasnier, of Courmayeur,
and Elysée Jeantet, of Cogne, left a bivouac about two hours from
Cogne at 1.45 A.x., and ascending by the moraine, at 2.38 reached the

u2
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foot of the rocks dividing the ice-fall of the Glacier de la Tribulation.
These were found easy; and bearing always to the left, they got on to
the ice with some little difficulty at 5.15, and at 6.5 reached the foot
of the final peak, the snow being in very good order. The last ascent
was commenced by the third couloir to the right of the actual summit
of the Paradis, as seen from the glacier; and climbing sometimes by
couloirs, sometimes by the rocks hetween them, the party eventually
struck a very sharp snow aréte, which led them in about ten minutes
to the top, at 8.45 ax. They remained there one hour, and
descending by the same route, reached Cogne very easily at 5.0 p.x.
The first and only previous ascent of the Grand Paradis from the side
of Cogne was made on September 15, 1869, by Signor P. J. y
of the Italian Alpine Club, who left Cogne at midnight, reached the
summit at 6.30 P.u., slept there, and descended on the following day to
‘Val Savaranche.

ViLax, September 3.—Messrs. W. and H. J. Leaf, with Hans Bau-
mann and Daniel Bich, of Val Tournanche, left St. Rémy, on the St.
Bernard road, at 4.15 a.M., by a well-marked path which starts close
behind the inn, and after winding round the buttresses of the hills
above Etroubles, struck a ¢ Wasser-leite,” which led them, in 2} hrs.
from St. Rémy, nearly to the head of the Val d'Etroubles, at a conve-
nient spot for crossing its main stream. From this point they aimed
straight at the highest point of the Vélan, which they proposed to
reach by a well-marked and tempting couloir right in front. On
reaching it, after a steep climb, it proved to be so infested with falling
Btones, that they took to the rocks on the right, which were steep, but
nowhere really difficult, and finally reached the top of the mountain in
about six hours’ actual walking from St. Rémy. In descending to
the Glacier de Valsorey the aréte overlooking the Glacier de Tzeudet
was followed, from want of local knowledge. The rocks being rotten
and difficult, it became necessary to descend a very steep and well-
swept couloir—where, however, the snow was good—succeeded by
slopes of avalanche débris along the base of a line of cliffs to the left,
where their second guide narrowly escaped being carried off by a great
block from above. There was some slight difliculty in getting on to
the glacier, but the party finally reached St. Pierre in less than four
hours’ actual walking from the top, This line of descent ix, perhaps,
shorter than the usual route by the aréte overlooking the Val d'Ollo-
mont, but the abundant falling stones are a serious drawback.

CENTRAL ALPS.

Ciua Tosa (NEW ROUTE) aND Bocca o1 Tosa, June 22.—Mr. Tuckett,
with C. Lauener and Santo Siorpaes, left Molveno, and proceeding up
the Val delle Seghe, reached, after two hours’ easy walking, the foot of
a snow-filled couloir at the head of the NW. branch of the valley.
The smow being in bad order and very treacherous, 1} hr. was
occupied in reaching the basin into which the couloir expands beneath
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the NE. cliff of the Cima Tosa, and three-quarters of an hour more to
the Col, or ‘Bocea,’ which is almost as well marked and striking as
that of the Brenta, further to the W., whilst its height is probably
about the same. Striking oft' to the left, up rather steep slopes of
snow, where some step-cutting was necessary, and keeping close to the
E. side of a small overhanging glacier of the second order, the summit
of the Cima Tosa was gained in 14 hr. Returning to the Col in
twenty minutes by the new route, and proceeding down the valley on
the W. side of the pass, which it is proposed to call the Bocca di Tosa,
the party reached the beautifully situated malga of Val Asinella in
14 hr., mostly over snow, and Pinzolo in 3 hrs. more, taking it
very leisurely. For those who muy desire to ascend the Cima Tosa
from Molveno, the route just described is probably the best and quickest ;
but that followed by Mr. D. W. Freshfield is undoubtedly to be pre-
ferred when Madonna di Campiglio or linzolo is the point of
departure. For a traveller bound from Molveno to Pinzolo or Cam-
piglio, and desirous of taking the Cima Tosa en route, it is almost
immaterial whether the Bocca di Tosa route is adopted, both for the
ascent and descent, or the descent effected by Mr. Freshfield's line of
attack; but in the reverse case, the traveller starting from the W,
side would gain much time if he adopted the latter course for the
ascent, and then descended direct to the Bocca di Tosa, and thence to
the Seghe ravine and Molveno.

STUDERHORN, June 29.—Messrs. Moore and H, Walker, with Melchior
and Jakob Anderegg, left the Grimsel at 2.45 A.M., intending to cross
the Studer-joch to the Eggischhorn. The glacier leading directly to the
Fua seemed to be so dangerously exposed to avalanches, that after fol-
owing it for a short distance they turned up on to the ridge forming
its left bank, and followed it to the top of the Studerhorn, which was
reached at 11.55. They went straight down the snow-covered western
fuce of the mountain to the head of the Studer-firn; and eventually
striking the route of the Oberaarjoch, arrived at the Eggischhorn at
7.40 p.u.  Actual walking, 15} hrs.

GRross NEsTHORN AND GREpETSCH Pass, July 1.—The same party left
the Bell Alp at 3.5 A.M., and reached the summit of the Gross Nest-
horn by the usual route at 10.25. Having returned to very nearly
the lowest point of the ridge above the Gredetsch glacier (height about
11,275), they found an easy way down on to that glacier, and by it
descended to the head of the Gredetsch Thal in two hours from the
col, leaving the glacier (which is not well laid down on the map) on
the right bank. They followed the Gredetsch Thal to the village of
Mund, and reached Visp by a very bad path at 5.40 p.u. Actual
walking, 124 hrs. Owing to the enormous quantity of snow the
descent of the Gredetsch Glacier was quite easy, and at no time is
any very serious difficulty likely to be encountered. This route is
therefore recommended to travellers bound from the Bell Alp to Zer-
magt, combining the ascent.of one of the finest panoramic points in tl.e
Alpe with an interesting.pass. . . .. . . ., . . .

JuNaFRAU.—FaAULBERG TO WENGERN ALP, July 5.—Messrs. E. R.
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Whitwell and F. F. Tuckett, with Ulrich, Christian, and Peter Lauener,
left the Faulberg hut at 2.10 A.M., halted at 5.17 for breakfast till 5.45,
gained the Roththal-rattel at 6.30, and the summit of the Jungfrau
at 7.40. Quitting it at 8, and dropping down upon the first and
highest plateau on the N. side, they subsequently encountered con-
siderable difficulties owing to the aréte towards the Silber-liicke being
almost completely buried in smow, so that 8} hrs. cautious work
were required to reach that point at 11.15. After a halt of half an
hour on the second plateau below, the head of the Guggi glacier was

ined at 2.10, the usual point for quitting the ice at 3.45 (1% hr.
m , and the Wengern Scheideck at 5.15.

Passo p’Avio, July 11.—Messrs, Taylor, Hudson, and W. M. and
R. Pendlebury, with Spechtenhauser alone as guide, leaving the
Bedole Alp at 3 a.x., ascended the Adamello by the E. aréte, and
thence descended from a point on the W. ridge, just under the summit,
to the Lago d’Avio, and 80 on to the Val Camonica, The descent of
the precipice took 3 hours, much time being lost by a bail-storm and
other causes. The first part consisted of steep rocks and ice couloirs,
and was succeeded by much crevassed glacier.

Trtitz1 Pass, July 19.—Mr. P. L. Sclater and the Rev. Dr. Millard,
with Andreas Jaun, made a pass from Miinster in the Rhone valley
to the Grimsel by the Triitzi-thal. The route is the same as for the
ascent of the Léoffelhorn, until about an hour’s distance from its
summit. Here it diverges to the right, and after crossing the ridge
descends very rapidly to the Ober-aar glacier, and ends in the same
way as the Ober-aarjoch. This pass is a short and easy day’s work
of about eight hours, and at the same time very beautiful and in-
teresting.

MOxcE ¥rOM THE WENGERN ALP, July 28.—Mr. Moore, with Mel-
chior and Jakob Anderegg, made the third ascent (first by English
travellers) of the Monch from the Wengern Alp. Leaving the Hotel
Bellevue at 1.5 a.M., they reached the summit at 10.0, and Grin-
delwald by the Monchjoch at 6.10 p.M., Actual walking, 14§ hrs.
The first ascent from this side was made in 1866 by Herr von Fellen-
berg, of Bern; and the second, last year, by Herr Bischoff, of Basel.
The first-named gentleman passed three nights on the mountain be-
tween the Wengern Alp and Grindelwald ; and Herr Bischoff, baving
bivouacked the first night at a considerable height, was compelled
to pass the second night at the Monchjoch hut. This year the snow
was in such an exceptionally favourable state, that the ascent was free
from serious difficulty, and was several times repeated.

TscrIERVA Pass, Sept. 13.—Dr. Paul Giissefeldt, of Berlin, with
Hans Grass, Peter Jenni, and a porter, left the Misauna Alp in the
Roseg Thal on Sept. 12, to try and reach the very well-marked col
at the head of the Tschierva glacier, between Piz Bernina and Piz
Roseg. They crossed a very large bergschrund with difficulty, and
proceeded to cut ste‘Ee up the ice-wall above it, but found it i ible
to reach the top in the day, and accordingly returned to the Hp for a
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second night. Starting at day-break next morning, they resumed the
work which had been left unfinished, and reached the col at 12.830 p,u,
The descent on to the névé of the Scerscen glacier was found com-
paratively easy, and the party regained Pontresina, by the Sella Pass,
the same evening.

EASTERN ALPS.

MarMoLATA. NEW ROUTE, June 17.—Mr. Tuckett, with Christian
Lauener and Santo Siorpaes, after a reconnaissance of the S. and SW.
sides of the Marmolata, whilst crossing the Passo d'Ombretta, quitted
Campidello in Val Fassa, and effected an ascent of that peak by
Canazei, Alba, the glen of Contrin, and a broad couloir leading up to
a well-marked gap forming the lowest point in the ridge extending W.
from the Marmolata to the Vernel of Herr Grobmann, the height of
which last is very little inferior to that of the former peak. Owing to
the great quantity of snow and its hard frozen condition, it was pos-
gible to scale the smooth but masked rocks to the right of the gap, and
nearly follow the ‘ Kamm’ to the summit, but even under ordinary
circumstances a slight détour to the left would avoid the rocks alto-
gether, Time—Campidello to foot of Ombretta pass, 2§ hrs., thence
to the gap in the W. aréte, 14 hr. and to the sunmit 1 hr. more.
After remaining there 2} hra.,, Mr. Tuckett descended direct to the
W. end of the Fedaya Plateau, in 1 hr. fast going, and in 2} hrs. more
returned to Campidello.

LoFFeL JocH, June 20.—The Rev. C. Taylor, Messrs, Hudson, and
W. M. and R. Pendlebury, with Spechtenhauser, made a pass direct
from the Floiten Grund (in the Zillerthal) to the Ahren Thal by passing
over the ridge a little west of the Loffel Spitze, which was ascended
en route. This pass, spoken of by Ball as apparently hopeless, was
found comparatively easy. Time—Left Franzens Hiitte at 2.30 p.x.,
and reached summit of the Loffel Spitz in 7 hrs., halts included. Halted
on summit § hr., and reached first chélets in the Trippach Thal at
1 p.M., having waited # hr. more on the col to let the clouds clear up.

THURNERKAMP, June 25.—The same party, with the addition of a
local guide (Joull), made the first ascent of the Thurnerkamp. Leaving
the Waxegg Alp in the Schwarzenstein Thal at 8.30, the summit was
attained by the sattel on the west (between it and the Roasruck
Spitze), and the SW. face, in just under 5 hra. Later in the year the
ascent would demand far longer time. After returning to the above-
mentioned sattel, Mr. R. Pendlebury, with Joull, descended southwards
into the Weissenbach Thal and Taufers, thus making a new pass which
may be called the Thurnerkamper Joch. Height of the peak, 11,189
feet.

Becco b1 Mezzo Df, July 5.—Mr. Utterson Kelso, with Santo
Siorpaes, made the first recognised ascent of this peak. * Starting at
5 .M. from Ghedina's Inn, at Cortina, we reached the foot of the
4 Croda” (local for bare rock) after about 2} hrs. walking. The
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eastern face of it appeared impracticable, so passing round by the
morthern to the southern side, we found a little gorge opening out
opposite the Pelmo. Nearly at the top of this gorge Santo discovered
that the rocks were thence practicable to the summit, which we at-
tained at 9.45, after a short but steep climb, and there erected a
¢ Steinmann.” Height about 9,000 feet.’

Laxe KorFrL, July 11.—The same party, with the addition of Antonio
Kaslatter, of the Grodner-thal, made the second ascent of the highest
k of this mountain. ‘We slept at the Solchner chilet, on the
isser Alp, between Santa Maria and Ratzesbad. Owing to unfa-
vourable weather we did not leave our night quarters before 5.30 a.x.
In about four hours from the Solchner chélet we reached the foot
of the glacier, seen from the Seisser Alp, and went up a snow couloir
and rocks to the right of it, by which, afier some stiff climbing, we
gained a point upon the ridge, where we found Mr. Whitwell’s card,
left in 1870 ; but as the clouds broke wesaw a higher point, crowned
with a cairn and flagstaff, utterly impracticable from the ridge on which
we stood. We had consequently to return ; and when we again arrived
at the top of the couloir we descended slightly on its N. side, and
crossed a snow-slope and some steep rocks into a long, steep couloir
leading in a NNE. direction, from the top of which we reached the
summit of the mountain in about ten minutes, at 2.0 p.M., and found
there Herr Grohmann’s cairn, built in 1869. We left the summit at
2.30, reached the bottom of the rocks at 6.0, and Santa Maria
about 8.30.’

MaruaroLE, July 19.—The same party, with the addition of Mr. C.
J. Truman, a young German, son of the innkeeper at Landro, and the
guide Luigi Orsolina the younger, of Auronzo, succeeded in making
the ascent of the highest peak of the Marmarole, from the valley
of Auronzo, having passed the previous night in one of the hay-barns
of Stabiciani, on the road between the pass of the Tre Croci and the
village of Auronzo. ¢Mr. Ball says, in his guide-book to the Eastern
Alps, that the Marmarole was ascended in 1867 by Cav. Somano, an
Italian gentleman; but most probably not the highest peak, as we
were unable to discover any trace whatever of a previous ascent.
Upon a much lower point, however, stood a well-marked cairn, which
probably records the ascent alluded to in Ball. Indeed, Santo told us
of the ascent heforehand, while the people of Stabiciani denied that the
highest peak of the Marmarole had been previously ascended. There
could not be the slightest doubt that the point we had just attained
was the highest of the group. I had no means of registering its real
height; but judging from other summits around, of known height, I
should not suppose it above, at least much above, 10,000 English feet.
This ascent might be made in &ix or seven hours from Stabiciani, or
in less time by quick walkers.’

+ Kzsser KoGeL, August 31.—Messrs. J. H. Carson and C. C. Tucker
started from Campidello with Anton Bemnard as porter, for the ascent
of. the Kessel Kogel (the N. peak of the Rosengarten range). Leaving
Campidello at 4 A.x., they ascended the Duron Thal nearly to its head
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before they croesed the ridge which divides that valley from the glen of
the Antermoja See. Following that glen to its head, the party
reached the base of the actual peak in 8 hrs. from Campidello. By a
steep but short rock-climb a ledge was gained extending diagonally
across the face of the peak from right to left. The inclination of this
ledge was steep; and the snow lying but thinly over the rocks, caution
was necessary throughout. The upper part of the peak once attained,
the rest of the ascent presented no difficulty, and the top was reached
in about 5 hrs. walking from Campidello. The party descended to
Mazin, in the Fussa Thal, by the fine glen of Vajol, and returned to
Campidello shortly after 8 o’clock. Owing to bad weather no view
was gained from the top, and no opinion could therefore be formed
whether this peak, or the Federer Kogel, farther to the S., is the highest
of the Rosengarten summits. Young Bernard proved himeself a fair
cragsman, but was obviously nervous on ice and snow. The inn of
Al Mulino, at Campidello, is now both comfortable and reasonable, and
offers the best head-quarters for the district of the Seisser Alp and the
Rosengarten.

Cma b1 VEZZANA AND Passo b1 TravienoLo, Sept. 5.—Messrs. D. W,
Freshfield and C. C. Tucker left Paneveggio at 5 .M. for the ascent of
the Cima di Vezzana, the second in height of the Primiero dolomites.
An hour’s walk sufficed to reach the fine cirque at the head of Val Tra-
vignolo. A small but steep glacier descending from the deep gap
between the cliffs of the Cimcen della Pala and those of the Vezzana
offered the most obvious line for the attack of the latter peak. On
reaching the glacier the guides engaged at Paneveggio declined to
go farther, and Messrs. Freshfield and Tucker were compelled to
continue the ascent alone. Having crossed a considerable bergschrund
without serious difficulty, they attacked the steep and hard slope
leading to the gap or col above-mentioned. Much step-cutting was
necessary, and it took 2 hrs. of hard work to reach the col. Above
easy rocks and snow-slopes led up to the highest point, which was
attained at 11 o’clock. The peak seemed to be but little inferior in
height to the Cimon della Pala, and commands a superb view. Among
the nearer objects visible the town of Primiero and the Lake of Alleghe
were well seen. Returning to the col, the party descended by easy
snow slopes to the head of the ravine leading from the Primiero
plateau to Gares, and crossed the Passo delle Cornelle. By a tedious
traverse the high road was gained at a point considerably above San
Martino di Castrozza, and by it Paneveggio was reached at 6.30 p.u.

ALPINE NOTES.

FaTAL ACCIDENT ON THE JUNGFRAU.—On July 24 Herr Merz, school-
master of Moos-Affoltern, in company with Von Allmen, of Trachsell-
auenen, and the guide Johann Bischoff, left Trachsellauenen at 1.0 a.u.
for an excursion to the Roth-thal, intending, if so disposed, to cross the
Roththal-sattel to the Eggischhorn, Nothing was heard of the party
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until the 28th, when Merz was found at the Stufenstein Alp much
injured, and half dead with exhaustion. He gave the following account
of what had occurred :—* Our journey to the Roth-thal was prosperous;
arrived there, we were 8o fresh, and the weather was so enticing, that
we resolved to cross the Roththal-sattel. We had already a considerable
distance below us, and were in the couloir, which has been deseribed as
so difficult by Professors Obi and ZEbi, who made the passage in 1871,
when suddenly an avalanche from above fell straight upon us. When
I returned to consciousness, I found myself on a rock whither
I bad been hurled by the avalanche, the mass of which had carried
away my companions, The rope by which we were fastened must have
been rent asunder, otherwise I should have been hurried to sudden
destruction as well as the others. A loud cry from all of us—then
silence ; and of my unfortunate companions I saw and heard no more.
A second avalanche passed by me without injury ; I remained safe on
my rock, where also I passed the night horror-struck. Next day I
succeeded in descending to the ¢ Clubhiitte” in the Roth-thal, where
I remained the night with my feet frozen. A little chocolate, some
hard cheese-rind, and cold water, were my only nourishment during
these days. On Friday, painfully and with bare feet, for they could no
longer endure the pressure of shoes, I crawled a little way further to
the Roth-thal glacier. On Saturday I managed to leave the Roth-thal,
and to-day I came with unspeakable toil to the Stufenstein Alp.” On
news of the disaster reaching Lauterbrunnen, a band of guides set off,
and eventually recovered the bodies of Von Allmen and Bischoff.
Both of the unfortunate men left large families almost entirely unpro-
vided for.

The guide Bischoff, who was known to several English moun-
taineers, was well acquainted with the formidable pass on which
he perished, baving crossed it with Mr, Stephen’s party in 1864, and
with Messrs. Moore and Tucker in 1870. There must always be on it
a certain amount of danger from avalanches, as the ascent is made for
some hours by a couloir the head of which is filled by a very steep
hanging glacier, descending from the Roththal-sattel itself. In 1870
the final tongue of ice was found to be almost entirely dissociated
from the parent glacier, so that it was a mere question of time when it
might break loose altogether. Whether such a thing occurred upen
this occasion, or whether the avalanche was composed of the super-
ficial snow from the glacier, is doubtful. The latter supposition is,
however, probable enough, as the week in which the accident happened
was in Switzerland, as in England, signalised by intense heat, not only
during the day, but also at night; and the enormous masses of snow
which still encumbered the higher slopes of the Bernese Alps melted,
during its course, with astonishing rapidity.

With regard to this pass, which will henceforth have such a melan-
choly interest, thereis a mistake in the lately published ¢ Jahrbuch’ of
the Swiss Alpine Club, which it appears desirable to correct. As a

. prelude to an account of the passage effected on August 22, 1871, by
Professor Zbi and others, it 18 stated that the only previous passage
since that by Mesars. Grove, Macdonald, and Stephen in 1864, had
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been one by the German Professors Voigt and Licbeskind on August
21, 1871. This is certainly not the case, as the pass was crossed
on July 12, 1869, by Messrs. G. E. Foster and H. Walker, from the
Stufenstein Alp to the Faulberg; and on July 6, 1870, by Messrs.
Moore and Tucker, from the Stufenstein Alp to the Eggischhorn. On
each occasion the peak of the Jungfrau was ascended from the col.

THE ETYMoLOGY OF ¢ AVALANCHE.'—We have received the follow-
ing note from Mr. R. C. Nichols :—*T offer the following remarks as a
supplement to the interesting observations on the word Lawine, &c.,
by Mr. Tuckett in the May number of the ¢ Journal.’

‘Ebel, in his *“ Manuel des Voyageurs en Suisse ” (1818), heads his
article on this subject thus : * LAvaNGEs (ou Avalanches; en allemand,
Lauinen ou Lauwen).” Note.—“En Tyrol Schneeldhnen; dans la
Rhétie Lavine; dans le patois de la Suisse Romande Lévantre ou
'Valantre; dans les Pyrénées Congéres, ou Lydt de terre et Lydt de
‘vent.”

‘It seems evident that Lawine, Lauine, Labine, Lavine, Lavange,
Avalanche, and probably also Lévantre, Valantre (according to Scheu-
chzer, Levanze, Vallantze) are only different forms of one and the same
word. Lavange scarcely differs from Lavine, and Lavange, Avalanche,
bear the same relation to each other as Lévantre, Valantre. The only
question is whence the whole class of name is derived.

‘The conjecture of Berlepsch, which would derive it from Lau
(warm), will hardly be regarded as satisfuctory. The idea is too far-
fetched and only a shade less improbable, if at all so, than the sugges-
tion that the mythical Lowinn has stood godmother to the group.

¢ Two other distinct etymologies alone present themselves, advallare
and ladi. That the Romansch form is Labine renders it extremely
probable that the word (under either supposition of Latin origin) has
come from the Latin through this channel, and from labi, to slip, not
from advallare, to descend.

¢ This is further confirmed by finding that the German Schnee-
schlipfen is synonymous with Schneelauinen ; the one being a trans-
lation, the other an adoption of the Romansch word Labine.

¢ Nevertheless one cannot feel certain that we have not here an in-
stance of those double derivations which are so puzzling to etymo-
logists. The word Lavange may have been assisted in its transfor-
mation to Avalanche by the suggestion of avaler ; or the word Avalanche
independently derived from avaler, advallare, may have the more
readily been converted to Lavange on account of the similarity of the
latter to Lavine.' .

STRANGE Discovery oN THE VERRA GLACIER.—On the morning of
July 16, Messrs. G. G. C. and T. Middlemore and F. Gardiner left
Ayas to make the ascent of Pollux and cross, the Zwillinge Joch to
the Rifl. At about 8.15 A.u. the large plateau of snow immediately
above the seracs of the Verra Glacier was reached, when the notice of
Johann Jaun, the leading guide, was attracted by what he at first
thought was either a dead chamois or a large stone. He mentioned it
to the other guides, one of whom (Peter Knubel) detached himself



100 Alpine Notes.

from the rope and descended to the object, when, to the surprise of
everyone, he called out ‘It is a dead man!’ The whole party then at
once went down and found the dead body of a young man of about
eighteen or twenty years of age, lying on his back, with his arms
stretched out at each side and head thrown back ; he wore a large red
woollen cap, a blue coat and waistcoat with white metal buttons,
trowsers of a large check pattern, no stockings, and leather shoes. In
his right hand he held a blue bag containing a quantity of clothing, a
large key, a prayer-book, and a religious paper, signed by the curé of
Chatillon, and with the name of Gorret Marie Ursule, which was pre-
sumed to be his name; also the portrait of a soldier. The key, prayer-
book, paper, and portrait were taken to help identification, and placed
in the hands of Monsieur Alex Seiler, of Zermatt. There was neither
money nor food found about his person, and he had no stick. The posi-
tion in which he was found was quite that of repose, and it may be pre-
sumed, that being tired, and probably hungry, he lay down to rest, fell
asleep, and was frozen to death. Judging from his dress and the papers
found in his bag, he must have been in the Italian army. It is impos-
sible to conjecture what he was doing in such a place without either
food, a stick, or any of the neceasaries for such an expedition.

TrE MarsELEN Sge.—The following letter, signed ¢ J. T.." appeared
in the ¢ Times,’ and gives an account of a subsidence of the Marjélen
See, a phenomenon «f not unfrequent occurrence, but which is not
known to have been before described by an eye- witness :—

*On August 2, a party of three of us descended to the glacier and
walked downwards along the ice to the savagely-picturesque gorge in
which the Aletsch glacier ends. Our way at one place lay along the
hollow, between the glacier and the mountain, which hollow three
hours later was to be filled by a furious torrent. We crossed a wooden
bridge which spans the Massa, and ascended thence, mainly along the
moraine of an extinct glacier to the Bel Alp. It was half-past 4 p.x.
when we arrived. The domestics drew our attention to a sound like
the roar of a cataract, which seemed to descend the Aletsch. Fora
time the sound was sub-glacial, but a yellow torrent at length appeared
at the opposite side of the glacier, smoking and roaring as it tumbled
down the declivities of ice. The front of the torrent soon appeared
opposite to the Bel Alp, carrying every movable thing along with it.
The ice-barrier which had dammed the Marjélen See had manifestly
given way, and this was the result. Wishing to get near the torrent,
I descended rapidly to the glacier, crossed it and succeeded in getting
quite close to the rushing water. Everywhere impetuous, it was
divided into spaces of tolerably uniform slope, separated from each
other by steep and broken declivities, down which the water plunged
with tremendous fury. At the base of one of these falls it was met by
a kind of reflecting surface, by which the rhythmic character of its
motion was finely revealed. The water here was tossed upwards in a
series of vast parallel fans, carrying with them ice-blocks and stones,
and breaking above into a spray as fine as smoke. A bend of the
glacier came in for the lateral portion of this spray, and over it the



Alpine Notes. 101

rounded blocks of ice and the stones were showered like projectiles.
The sound of the torrent had not abated at bedtime, but this morning
all is quiet, and no water is to be seen in the temporary channel. The
Rhone at Brieg rose, I am told, considerably, but no loss of life has
been reported.’

MonT IseraN.—In the ¢ Times’ of September 24 appeared a letter
under this heading, signed ‘ H. L. R.,’ purporting to give an account of
the first ascent of this mythical peak, which was demolished years ago
by Mr. W. Mathews and the late Mr. Cowell. The details given of the
ascent were of the most thrilling and exciting character, but could
leave, it might have been supposed, no doubt on the mind of any one
at all acquainted with the subject that the whole story was a hoax.
Not only, however, did the leading journal, ordinarily wide-awake,
and the confiding public, accept the tale as genuine, but a few old-
stagers, who ought to have known better, were taken in, and wrote
seriously either to the ¢ Times’ or the Secretary of the Club, contro-
verting the ingenious ¢ Mr. Ryder's’ statements; one sympathising cor-
respondent going so far as to condole with him on having been deceived
by his guides, and probably heavily charged for a new ascent. Fur-
ther comment appears unnecessary; but it is to be regretted that such
a considerable amount of literary talent and liveliness of imagination
should have been expended (evidently by a mountaineer—possibly by
a member of the Club) in a narrative of a fictitious ascent of a non-

existent peak.

KRUKELT Pass.—Mr. Sclater sends us the following note with refer-
ence to this pass, which is a very pleasant one, and deserves to be
more frequented. We have a promise from Mr. Sowerby of a paper
on this and the numerous other interesting expeditions which can be
made from the Maderaner Thal, with which he is probably better
acquainted than any other English mountaineer :—The pass leading
from the Upper Maderaner Thal to Unterschachen, in the Schachen-
thal, deserves to be better known, now that the Swiss Alpine Club
Hotel, in the former valley, is so much resorted to. In Ball's Guide it
is merely alluded to as a hunter's pass called ¢ Krukeli.’ I believe,
however, its correct name is Ruchen-kdli—i.e. ¢ Shales of the Ruchen’
—the pass lying close under the mountain known as the Greater and
Lesser Ruchen, and the descent into the Unterschachen-thal being
effected by the shales descending from the former. The whole pass,
from the Aljine Club Hotel to Unterschachen, may be easily accom-
plished in about eight hours. There is no difficulty for the practised
mountaineer, though the slopes high above the right bank of the Hiifi
Glacier, by which the ascent from the hotel is made, are rather preci-
pitous, and require a steady head. There is a good hotel at Unter-
schachen (Hotel et Pension Clausen).

Tue Peak oF Naiguard, VENEzurLA.—We have been favoured by
Mr. James M. Spence of Manchester with the following particulars of

the first uscent of this mountain, which was briefly alluded to in our
last number :—
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¢ The range of mountains which strikes off at right angles from the.
Andes, near Barquisimeto, is about 180 miles long, and presents two
peaks near Caracas, the capital of Venezuela. They are seven miles
apart, and lie to the north of the Valley of Caracas, near the sea. The
Silla of Caracas was first climbed by Humboldt, who gives an account
of it, though he does not even mention the higher one—viz., the Peak
of Niaguaté—which I was fortunate enough to ascend. On April 6,
7,and 8,1 climbed the Silla; and as the rise and track are well known
in Venezuela, I need not describe them, but merely state that I found
its summit was 8,833 f. above the sea. It was during this ascent that
I resolved to essay the Peak of Niaguaté, the view from the Silla being
intercepted by it. I had done many a day’s stiff climbing in Cali-
fornia, Arizona, and Norway, and here at last was a feat which promised
to be worth the trouble. Humboldt had ignored its very existence;
and well might the walled flanks of its ridges make it seem to him
more like a Titan fortress than a mountain. When I told my determi-
nation in Caracas I was laughed at, and the most experienced moun-
taineers said I might as well plan an expedition to the moon. But I
had carefully scanned it with my glass; and had conjectured, from the
form of its longest ridge, which was a high, jagged precipice, slightly
inclining towards the foot of the Peak, that by traversing this we
could get farther up than by any other route, and could determine our
course as we found it practicable. Gradually I succeeded in inspiring
a number of my friends with a desire to attempt this ascent. The
fact of the summit never having before been trod by human foot gave
a zest to our plans, and we decided to leave Caracas on April 27. My

consisted of General Terrero, M. Bolet, M. Goéring, M. Hbel,

Sefior Lisboa, Dr. Vaamonde, and our attendunts. We reached Dr.
Vaamonde's house, 8,000 ft. above the sea, the first evening, and
started at four o'clock the next morning. Striking N. across the
valley on our mules, and up a bridle-path on a shoulder of the moun-
tain, we arrived at the estate of Tocome, 3,325 ft. above the sea.
Temperature, 69°. By 6 a.M. we got another rise, and were 4,255 ft.
Temperature lowered to 62. We had frequently to descend to lead
our mules (which soon had to be abandoned) over the dangerous
gullies, and passed a precipice where a man had been killed a fortnight
before in his attempt to cross it. Ascending we caught a glimpse of
the sharp peak of the Silla, to the left, all roseate with rays from the
rising sun, while we were still in the last shades of the expiring night.
At eight o’clock we arrived at Cerro Duarte, a precipice which sepa-
rates Naiguatd from the Silla, and here we had made 5,375 ft. The sun
was now getting up in strength, for the thermometer marked 75° when
we were 6,650 ft. At ten o'clock we lost all track, and came upon a
spring which proved to be our last chance of obtaining water. Three
flasks were filled, which, alas! was too scanty a supply for such need
a8 we experienced. Now began our real hardships. We had to cut
and break down branches to get through an almost impaseable wood,
and the ascent all the time was steep and trying. When we got out to
the open the heat was intense, the thermometer indicating 78°. At
length we came upon the place where the great fire of 1868 had devas-
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tated this side of the mountain, and the dry grass which covered the
almost perpendicular rise made the climbing as difficult and slippery as
if on ice. At eleven o'clock my friends had breakfast; I preferred to
refresh myself with sleep. Half-an-hour after starting again we
arrived at the foot of the first rock, which had to be surmounted with
hands and feet, as there were no places where we could even stand,
unless we held fast to the rocks. We accomplished this—of course
using ropes—in an hour, and then had to descend through a wood,
where we found recent traces of tigers. Ascending again, by two
o'clock we had gained 8,175 ft., and the temperature was 83°. 340 ft.
higher we found the dry bed of a small lake, which in winter would
be filled with waters from the Peak, but was now covered with a deli-
cate straw. It was here we decided to encamp for the night, our
greatest hardship being the scarcity of water; and as we had no
prospect of getting any more till we returned to the well from whence
we had last drank, we offered a large sum to three of our attendants to
go back to La Fuente de la Vida and bring us a supply early in the
morning. We gathered sticks for firewood; and then, mounting the
highest point near, surveyed the jagged, rocky eminences around, as
well as the distant panorama, all of which are indescribable in a short
space, but were magnificent in extent and variety. The thermometer
had now fallen to 43° and we suffered greatly from the cold all
night. We slept by turns till six in the morning, and soon after
the men arrived with water. Leaving them in charge of all
blankets, provisions, &c., we did not need, we marched on. Vegetation
. Was now becoming scarce; quartz was very abundant, and here and
there in wild confusion lay enormous isolated masses of rock, which
gave a most fantastic appearance to the scene. At last we reached an
eminence from which we had to descend ere the next peak could be
climbed, and on our way had to leap a horrible chasm, over which I
had first to go ere I could induce anyone else to venture. At length
we came to a steep incline of solid rock which we supposed was the
object of our expedition, and the sight of it filled our minds with
despair. For a time we could discover no possibility of even scram-
bling up to the top; but at length descrying a sort of slope, in a
crevice of which there was sufficient vegetation to offer resistance to
our feet, while with sticks and knives we could make clambering prac-
ticable, we decided to attempt it, and succeeded in gaining the summit,
when we found that the veritable Peak was far ahead, formed of great
columns of rock, and looking at this distance like a gigantic ruined
temple. The barometer now marked 9,340 ft., and the thermometer
72°.  Fortunately this rock we had surmounted was the abrupt end of
a ridge which led to the Pesak; but we had to crawl along & kind of
gallery, flanked on each side by terrible precipices, and in no part was
the ridge wider than 3 fi., and it was with the utmost difficulty we
could become accustomed to its dizzy height. After we had crossed it
we arrived in a wilderness of rocks, jagged and tortuous in form,
bewildering and chaotic in extent; and we found growing in the
gulches great masses of a gramineous plant, which, being new to
science, has since been named the Chusquea Spencei. We climbed
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the needle by twelve o'clock, and discovered its height to be 9,439 ft.
above the sea, and apparently rising straight out of it, for down in the
port of La Guaira we could count the ships! In a limited space it
would be impossible to describe the magnificence of the scene. We
remained on the Peak but half an hour, for the thermometer was at
82°, and we were suffering intensely from physical as well as mental
exhaustion, During the descent I was in agony from thirst. We
could not speak, for our tongues and lips were swollen and hed.
Suddenly Bolet remembered his painting-flask, and approached me
with Samaritan eagerness. I drank, but could not swallow, for the
water had mixed with the turpentine with which the thing had
been painted a few days before. We pressed on to the encampment,
with aching limbs under a burning sky. I reached it but to fall sense-
less to the ground, though when water was given me I soon recovered.
There is much still in my memory to tell of that perilous ascent of the
Peak of Naiguaté, which I hope to do in a work I am now writing on
Venezuela. It may not, however, be unfit to mention here that the
President gave me the only decoration ever awarded by the Republic,
in recognition of being the first man who had ventured to the summit
of that terribly precipitous mountain.’

TrE P1z MuNTERATSCE OR JULIER.—Baron Albert Rothschild calls
attention to the merits, a8 a point of view, of this peak, which rises
above the Julier Pass to a beight of 3,380 métres. He states that it is
accessible in five hours from the pass, and has been ascended five or
six times, but never by an Englishman, although the panorama is
much finer than from the Piz Corvatsch, Piz Languard, and other
frequented points in the neighbourhood.
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A WEgEk IN THE GrAIANs 1N 1867. By C. C. Tuckkr.
Read before the Alpine Club, June 4, 1872.—( Continued.)

HE first half of our week in the Graians having been
turned to good accouat, it remained to settle our plans for
the Thursday, Friday, and Saturday—our imagination being
limited by the necessity of reaching Cormayeur on the evening
of the day last named. Two schemes were proposed, each of
which found its supporters. The first, and perhaps the most
generally-favoured suggestion, was to betake ourselves on the
Thursday to the chalets of Le Poucet, and to ascend the
Grivola on the Friday. The second was to cross the Col de
Grancrou to Ceresole, and find our way back to the Val
Savaranche by a new pass over a glacier marked in the map as
the Glacier du Grand Tetret. "There was much to be said for
the first plan. There was a specious air of nobility about it
which was attractive. We had Mr. Ball’s authority for hold-
ing the Grivola to be the first object of the aspiring mountaineer
in the district of Cogne, while the proposal appealed to the less
exalted side of our nature by involving a walk on Thursday of
three or four hours only, and thus making it possible to combine
ultimate glory with the present delights of a long lie in bed.
On the other hand, it was urged with undeniable force that
it was a shame to waste what promised to be a glorious day in
a somewhat dull walk to a mere chilet, while a fine view from
the Col de Grancrou was morally certain.  An ascent of the
Grivola, too, on Friday, would leave us no good expedition for
the Saturday consistent with reaching Cormayecur on the same
evening ; a new pass was quite as exciting as an old peak, if
not more so; after all, we nced not start so very early for the
Col de Grancrou, since Mr. Tuckett had started at 9 o’clock,
and had succeeded in making his way across (the special pleader
YOL. VIL.—NO. XXXIX, 1
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forgot to add that he had also succeeded in being benighted,
and did not reach Ceresole till the following morning). Lastly,
it was urged, the path of duty ultimately coincided with that
of pleasure, inasmuch as our rest-day would be spent at Ceresole,
which there was reason to believe was a land flowing with milk
and honey, and amply provided with that Asti Spumante which
was denied to the severer climate or more ascetic habits of Cogne.
An argument pushed to so fascinating a climax carried con-
viction with it; and at six o’clock on Thursday morning we
turned our backs upon Cogne and its Grivola, and trudged
steadily up the Combe de Valnontey. It was a charming walk
of some two hours to the foot of the glacier ; a perfect morning,
meadows steeped in dew, groups of timber, with the pure fall
of the Grancrou, and the massive shelves of snow and ice that
lead up to the Grand Paradis gleaming through every interval.

The Col de Grancrou is a long, but certainly a worthy pass.
The difficulties on the north side fall strictly within the limit
of mountaineering science. An icefall, much addicted to send-
ing down showers of falling stones; above, a labyrinth of
crevasses requiring careful steering; and close to the very
summit an icebank of exceeding hardness, defended, when we
were there (and I suspect always), by a formidable bergschrund,
are obstacles sufficient to try the patience and exercise the skill
of a party led by good guides.

It took us nearly seven hours, not including halts, to reach
the summit from Cogne. Time, however, might doubtless be
gained by keeping well to the left (i.e. the true right of the
glacier) all the way up. 'We had received a hint to this effect
from Mr. Tuckett, and so long as we followed his instructions
all went easily.

The difficulties on the otherly side of the pass are of quite a
different order, and resolve themselves into a problem of path-
finding. In order to reach Ceresole, which lies a good deal to
the west of the Col, it is necessary to bear constantly from left
to right, and to descend into Val d’'Orco at a point far higher
up the stream than would be reached by a direct descent. On
the other hand, all the lateral ravines descending from the
neighbourhood of the Col to the main valley trend from right
to left. The consequence is, that the traveller making for
Ceresole has to cross a series of spurs, and the walking becomes
fatiguing enough. ~ Our chief dilemma was at a place where a
broad and easy way plunged down through a gorge to our left,
and a toilsome-looking zigzag led up to a notch visible in the
high and rocky spur that bounded our view on the right. We
adopted the latter course, confident that a track so well made



A Week in the Graians in 1867. 107

(it was one of the king’s paths) could lead us into no difficulty.
‘We reckoned, however, without our host, for on reaching the gap
the path abruptly came to an end at a sort of Lunting-lair,
leaving us disconsolate at the top of some awkward-looking
rocks with the wished-for pastures visible far below. It was
annoying, but too late to turn back; and the rocks, on inspec-
tion, looked possible, 8o we chanced it. Suffice it to say that
we got down with less difficulty than we had expected, and
were soon racing over the pastures beneath the eye of a fierce
afternoon sun—Freshfield far ahead, followed by Carson at
top speed, followed at a respectful distance by Backhouse,
sorely grumbling, followed at a still more respectful distance
by the guides and myself. The lower end of the Scalare, or
ladder-gorge, down the steps of which the main stream of
the Orco tumbles from its mountain-reservoir, was quickly
entered. The shades of evening were already gathering in the
deep-cut channel, when, at a more moderate pace, we again
began to mount, and it was with surprised delight that when
we reached the top of the ascent we found the sun still sending
a slanting beam across the upper valley, rich with forest, and
grandly ruled by the triplecrowned Levanna. In a few
moments the ray had disappeared, and night had fairly set in
before we actually reached our destination—the little stabili-
mento of Ceresole.

When we were within a few yards of the door, I saw a
startling change come over the face of one of my companions,
who hag been till this moment in a state of supreme content-
ment at the success of our day, and the prospect of more than
Egyptian fleshpots at the end of it. A few steps more, and
the mystery was solved. Garlic is a plant to which I myself
am not over partial ; though, like everything else which I have
met with, I can eat it when I am hungry. But with my friend
it i otherwise. So exquisite is his sensitiveness to the most
delicate approaches of this particular herb, and so apparent are
his feelings on each such occasion in his face, that he had ac-
quired among us the endearing title of ¢ the garlic barometer.’
The storm-drum was not hoisted without a cause. Meat and
bread, knives and plates, glasses—and, I believe, even the
Asti Spumante of our aspirations—were all more or less tainted
by the subtle perfume, and I fear my friend went well-nigh
supperless to bed.

The few pale-faced invalids who were at the little mountain-
station for the benefit of the waters looked upon us as simply
incomprehensible, and made few advances towards us in con-
sequence ; but we found amusement enough in studying the

12
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garrulous little waiter—the figure which, when I try to recall
the distinctive features of Ceresole, presents itself to my mind’s
eye to the almost total exclusion of any other impression.
Whether this worthy thought to practise the art of conversa-
tion when he had a chance, or was merely glad of an oppor-
tunity of blowing off at our expense the steam generated
during months of silence, he treated us during our whole stay
to torrents of Italian dashed with ingenious combinations of
the four or five French words known to him, and in this fashion
managed, I believe,to express nearly all he had to say—(a really
remarkable achievement, and a comparatively easy task)—
and about twenty times more than we were able to comprehend.

The whole of the next day was occupied by a strcll to the
mineral spring to which Ceresole owes its being. We found
the water slightly effervescing, deliciously cool, and acidulated
—in short, better than mineral springs in general, and, as my
friend remarked, wholly free from any vegetable taint when
drunk in your own glass. The weather was again clear, but
all day long there blew a furious gale of wind, bending the
folinge of the valley, and whirling the snow from the horns of
the Levanna. When we went to bed it was still roaring over
the roof, and bursting against the windows, in a manner any-
thing but suggestive of a happy day for the close of our Graian
week. Meantime we congratulated ourselves that we had
been all day in the valley, and not fighting with the moun-
taineer’s most implacable foe among the wild ridges and couloirs
of the Grivola.

We had laid severe injunctions on the little waiter to
call us early. He dared not disobey, and rattled noisily at
our doors at about two o’clock ; but minded, if it were possible,
to secure our custom for another day, he mingled his ministra-
tions with a torrent of warnings against the tempest, which he
affected to believe was still raging outside. In the midst of
one’s dreaming it was difficult to believe that his ¢ vento orri-
bile,’ his ¢inutile di levarsi,” his ¢ impossibile di partire,” had no
foundation in facts; and it was only when Freshfield assured
himself by inspection that the storm-cloud was represented by
bright starlight, and the hurricane by a faint and refreshing
breeze of dawn, that we became conscious that our path of
duty was the mountain-side, and that if we wished to make a
new pass, and reach Cormayeur that evening, the sooner we
entered upon it the better. One more shock awaited us before
we left the inn. The waiter, unable to detain us, thought to
speed the parting guest with a graceful compliment, and pre-
sented each of us with his ice-axe, neatly branded with the
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word ¢ Ceresole’! Luckily, the hardness of the wood stood in
the way of a satisfactory impression, but, even as it was, I fear
the poor little man was somewhat chilled by the disapprobation
which greeted his humble effort to please.

Our programme for the day requires a few words of ex-
planation. From the peak of La Tresenta, lying south of the
Grand Paradis, there runs west and south-west a bold line of
summits, broken in more than one place by deep and well-
defined depressions. These summits, according to the latest
cartographic authorities, are the Cima di Charforon, Pointe de
Monciair, Pointe de Breuil, Mare Perci, Punta Fouri, and,
lastly, the Pointe de Nivolet, close to the comparatively low
gap of the Col de la Croix de Nivolet, the limit on the west of
the Graians of Cogne. A straight line drawn from the
Stabilimento of Ceresole to the head of Val Savaranche would,
we found, pass directly between the Pointe de Breuil on the
east and the Mare Perci and Punta Fourd on the west, and
would, if we calculated right, bisect the glacier of the
Grand Tetret from end to end. And yet this pass, com-
manding splendid views as it must, and on the map far the
shortest route to Val d’Aosta, had, till the year 1867, uni-
formly been rejected in favour of the lower, more circuitous,
and in every way inferior Col de la Croix de Nivolet. Fortu-
nately, mountaineers are proof against the superstition that the
longest way round is the shortest way there ; and we determined,
if it were possible, to dethrone the Col de la Croix de Nivolet
by a route more attractive to pedestrians, though not, perhaps,
so well adapted to the less enterprising mule.

By three o’clock we were away and marching up the valley
by the light of the fast-fading stars. DPast the church of
Ceresole, founded on a ¢ roche moutonnée,” and just at the spot
where a brawling stream comes down the hill side on the right,
we began the ascent. For some three hours the climbwas severe,
first along the course of the little torrent—where every stream-
gide flower was adorned by the night’s frost with delicate fila-
gree of crystals—and then away to the left to escape the
temptation of a well-made and enticing path leading in the
opposite direction. Soon we started a bouquetin, who had
been taking advantage of the hours of darkness to crop the
delicious herbage of the lower slopes forbidden to his tribe
during the day. The Levanna increased in grandeur as we
mounted ; and a little after six, having made good progress,
we sat down to enjoy the view, to breakfast, and discuss
our further route. We had by this time entered a recess or
shallow valley of smooth and water-worn rocks, intcrspersed
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with occasional patches of 8. Little tarns formed by the
meltings of the snow-beds that lay here and there filled the
hollows. A miniature glacier appeared on our left, and we
agreed that we were not probably more than an hour distant
from our Col, which could be none other than the obvious de-
pression which lay straight ahead. There were, however, ap-
pearances which caused me a slight uneasiness. The rocks
which bounded our valley on the left were indeed high and
rugged enough to stand for the mass of the Punta Fourd and
his fellows; but could the mild crest to our right, only a few
hundred feet higher than the level at which we were, really be
part of the main ridge, or the insignificant peak in which it
culminates * really stand for the comparatively lofty mass of the
Pointes de Breuil and Monciair? I had a horrid suspicion that
our real way lay somewhere over the great wall of rock and
couloir to our left; but in the meantime it was agreed to push
on to our supposed Col, and settle the question of identity with
fuller knowledge of the ground. '

In 4} hrs. from the baths we found ourselves on the top. It
is annoying to find on a wholly untrodden peak a substantial
stone man. More humiliating still is the sensation, on proudly
surmounting an original pass, of finding on the reverse side a
broad and well-made path zigzagging up to one’s very feet.
Yet so it was. It was evident at a glance to every one of us
that we were not on the north side of the chain at all, but
looking down on a glen curving back to Val d’Orco, and that
the secret of the Grand Tetret still lay untouched behind the
rugged ridge to the left which had aroused my suspicions
durmng the ascent.

Abraham Lincoln once, when asked his opinion of the
earlier and unsuccessful siege operations of General Grant
against Vicksburg, made use of a little apologue which will

* This peak, from which the panoramic sketch by Mr. Reilly is
taken, is the highest point of a spur which diverges from the main
chain in a SE. direction, and is called by Signor Baretti, in accordance
with local usage, the Cocagna, in his paper entitled ¢ Studi sul Gruppo
del Gran Paradiso,’ in the ‘ Bullettino del Club Alpino Italiano,’ vol. ii.
This name is erroneously marked on the main chain in the Sardinian
map, Mont Iséran sheet, nearly in the position occupied by the Pointe
de Breuil, but is repeated somewhat smaller on the spur, and nearly
in its true position, on the Cogne sheet of the map. The name of
Cormadun, which is also marked on the main chain in the same map,
and belongs to a lower point of the same spur, is similarly repeated.
The gap first reached by Mr. Tucker is now distinguished as the Col
de la Porta Nuova.—R. C. NicuoLs.
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serve to illustrate our present positior. A certain garden
suffered much from the dcpredations of a little pig, who used
nightly to make his way into the cabbage-bed, in spite of the
formidable worm-fence which had been erected to keep out
intruders. Puzzled at the success of the pig, the owner of the
garden made a closer search, when it was discovered that one of
the logs forming the fence was hollow, and that the pig, enter-
ing from the outside by a hole at one end of the log, made his
way. into the cabbage-plot by a similar hole opening inside at
the other. By a simple re-arrangement of the log, the owner
brought both the holes to the outside of the fence, and watched
the result. At his usual dinner-hour the little pig appeared,
his tail absolutely curling with excitement at the prospect of
the approaching meal, and entered his customary hole at the
trot. His look of blank amazement when he emerged at the
other end of the log and found himself still on the outside was
left by the veteran rail-splitter to the imagination of his hearers.
¢ General Grant,’” added he, ¢is always running in like the little
pig, but he always comes out on the same side.’

LEmulating the perseverance which finally enabled the Federal
commander to come out on the other side, we at once determined
to repair our error while the day was still young. Our posi-
tion with regard to the true watershed will be understood at a
glance on reference to Mr. Reilly’s admirable sketch. On
our left and right as we faced the wall of rock were two slight
depressions. We had a double inducement to select that on
the right. It was to be reached by a rock-climb, while the
other seemed to be defended by an ice couloir; it also dis-
pensed us from returning on our tracks, always an odious
necessity.* We accordingly descended a few feet into the
glen, and crossed some broad banks of débris towards the base of
the wall at the place where a funnel-shaped pile of snow seemed
to indicate a gully. As we approached the spot, we were
further encouraged by the sight of a couple of chamois, who
took to the rocks just at the point selected by us. The climb
proved stiff, although not sufficiently so to induce us to use
the rope, and in two hours from the false col we drove our ice-
axes through the corniche of snow which roofed the top of the
ridge, and clambering through the hole thus made, found our-
sclves on the névé of the Glacier du Grand Tetret. There was

* An Italian party subsequently crossed the gap we had passed by,
and thereby created a second Col du Grand Tetret, the most dircct from
the hamlet of Ceresole; our pass (numbered 1 in the woodcut) is pre-
ferable for those bound for the lower Val d'Orco.
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no mistake this time ; the ridge separating us from the Glacier
du Mont Corvé on our right, the Mare Perci, with its top
strangely pierced and showing a patch of blue sky through its
solid granite, on our left, and the broad and easy glacier
stretching away at our feet, with the chilets of Pont and the
green pasturages of the Val Savaranche just showing over its
white and ample folds.

Foreground and distance were alike enchanting. The rocks
among which we sat were a-blaze with pink stonecrop. We
had only to glance downwards to take in the whole length of
Val d’Orco, till its bounding ridges melted into the Italian
plain, or to raise our eyes to encounter the huge form of Mont
Blanc towering above the nearer ranges. We had thought it
impossible to have a clearer view of Italy than that gained from
the Tour St. Pierre, but the atmosphere to-day was so pure
that we could not only follow the golden threads of the rivers
in their windings to join the Po, but clearly distinguish hedge-
rows, and even single trces upon the plain.

Our descent was very rapid, half run, half glissade. When
we were half-way down the glacier, two chamois started from
the moraine, and crossed in front of us, circling round within
easy shot, or even stone’s throw, in their endeavour to take
refuge as soon as possible in the higher regions of the snow-
field. They were instantly followed by thirty-four others, of
every age and size, some indeed so young that one almost
fancied they might have been captured by a fast runner. The
guides were wild with excitement, and perhaps, in spite of
penalties and gardes de chasse, two or three of the herd would
have fallen,had Balley’s gun been in his hands instead of safely
stowed away with his eleven children in the cottage at St.
Pierre. Immediately afterwards we came upon the hones of a
bouquetin, apparently long dead. Further search was re-
warded by the discovery of the horns, lying some distance
below the skeleton, in one of the little runnels by which the
surface-water of the glacier is carried off. They were a good
deal damaged by the wet and exposure, but we were glad to
carry them off as a remembrance of the beautiful, and hitherto
unvisited, glacier of the Grand Tetret.

We quitted the glacier by its left bank, and reached Pont
in some hour and a quarter from the Col, by a good cow-
path. We walked sharply on to Val Savaranche, where the
absurd individual who kept—and I trust (for the sake of those
who study Nature in her most varied forms) still keeps—the
inn, was livelier even than usual. The poor man was aware
of the sobriquet of ¢ Marmot’ which he had acquired, and
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resented it greatly. He had, indeed, accused Payod on a
previous visit of having been the author of the ¢mauvaise
plaisanterie,” and complained that he could no longer go down
to Villeneuve without being chaffed. This, no one who was
acquainted with his manners (those of a rather superior and
very festive crétin) would find any difficulty in believing. He
had been warned of our approach by the porter whom we had
despatched the day before over the Col de Nivolet to secure
us a carriage from Aosta, and had provided a fair luncheon for
us in consequence.

Three hours more brought us to Villeneuve, where we
found quite a panic prevailing; a man apparently having
just died of cholera, and others lying ill. It is an ill wind
however that blows no one any good, and the commercial
spirit of the English saw in the unfortunate occurrence an
opportunity of transferring to their vehicle the available fruit-
stock of Villeneuve at greatly-reduced prices. The guides
however partook of the cholera scare, and, though offered a
share in the spoil, superstitiously refrained until the carriage
had surmounted the great step in the Val d’Aosta, and they
were full in sight of their native snows. Then their scruples
vanished, and with the scruples the larger portion of the pears
and apricots.

The glorious pass over the chain of Mont Blanc with which
we closed this chapter of our tour does not come within the
scope of a paper on the Graians. The latter are now too well
known to need a panegyric. Suffice it to say that, what with
the exceeding beauty of the region explored by us, the glorious
weather we met with during those expeditions—-and, I may add,
the good fellowship which prevailed amongst our party—mno
summer tour ever afforded (to me, at least) more pleasant or
brighter memories than are recalled by the title which stands
at the head of this paper. One member of that party (Mr.
Backhouse) died in England in the summer of 1869, almost
at the moment when Mr. Whitwell and I at Grindelwald
were making preparations for an ascent of the Eiger, which we
hoped he would arrive in time to share. 'We were on the way
to the Wengern Alp, wondering at his non-arrival, when we
received the news of his death. As one who took part in his
last considerable expeditions, and might perhaps have shared
in some of the more ambitious projects contemplated by him
at the time he fell ill, I may be excused for this slight reference
to one whose least claim perhaps to the affection of his iends
consisted in his being a genial comrade and a bold and success-
ful mountaincer.
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A DAy anNp NiGHT ON THE BIETSCHHORN.
By W. A. B. CooLIDGE.

FIVE years ago, as we stood on the summit of the Nesthorn,
we had gazed both admiringly and longingly at the Bietsch-
horn, whose magnificent outline and exquisitely-beautiful
details form one of the most prominent features of that perfect
view. At once we expressed a wish to attempt it, and were
not a little disappointed at Almer’s most discouraging reply
that it was too schwer for us. Though only too right, 