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AIGUILLE DE PEUTERET, FROM THE CuL DU GEANT,

From a Sitcteh by MMons. G. Loppé.
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ALPINE JOURNAL.

AUGUST 1878.

Two NEw PEAKS; THE AIGUILLE DE PEUTERET AND JU-
MEAUX OF VALTORNENCHE. By Lornp WENTWORTH.

AT a quarter before twelve in the night of August 4, 1877,

I left the Hotel de ’Ange at Courmayeur with the two
guides, Emile Rey, of La Saxe (near Courmayeur), and Jean
Baptiste Bich, of Valtornenche, to attempt the ascent of the
Peuteret. We climbed up the rocks of the Fauteuil des Alle-
mands near the waterfalls by moonlight, arriving at the plateau
known by that name soon after four in the morning of the 5th.
Here Rey’s brother, who had come so far as porter, left us,
and after a halt for breakfast we went on, ascending some
avalanche snow-slopes to our right as far as the foot of the
rocks, then for three-quarters of an hour up rocks and patches
of grass to the lower end of a broad slanting couloir of rock
leading in a straight line to our left in the direction of the
highest peak. Soon after entering the couloir we came to a
small cavern in two chambers, evidently much frequented by
chamois, which would make admirable sleeping quarters. This I
propose to call ¢ La Balme des Chamois.

After going up the couloir for two hours with no difficulty,
we arrived at an absolute precipice at the foot of which we
had to search for two hours before finding a chimney, or rather
a succession of chimneys, up which we climbed with some
difficulty ; one place in particular was somewhat unsafe, a
slanting ledge of rock with imperfect hand and foot-hold.
This place I would call ¢ Le Mauvais Pas. By about midday
we got to the level of the ridge separating the Fauteuil des
Allemands from the Glacier de la Brenva, whence we turned
away agnin to the left and ascended, with no great difficulty
but with many very long steps, till we reached a sort of shoul-
der, on our right an extraordinarily steep snow slope falling
down to the upper Brenva glacier, to our left a vertical preci-
pice dropping down to the Fauteuil des Allemands. This crest
might be called ¢ La Neige de I Epaule, it is distinctly shown in
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2 Two New Peaks.

M. Loppé’s beautiful sketch of the Peuteret Needle, being,
except the very summit, the only point of our route visible in
his drawing, which is taken from the Col du Géant, while our
course lay within the vast rocky hollows over the Fauteuil des
Allemands. We went along it for about fifty yards till our
progress was stopped by the final peak. Fortunately we per-
ceived some ledges to our left that traversed the face of the
great abyss. 'We crept along them with little actual difficulty,
though hanging on over sickening precipices. This place I
would call ¢ Le Passage du Grand Gouffre’ Thus we got to
the side of a small snow-slope near the top on the sout%l-east
face; thence looking up we saw the two summits, the lower
one to our left, very difficult, probably impossible of access,
the higher to our right perfectly easy, and we reached it soon
after two in the afternoon.

We immediately set to work to plant a flag, the St. George’s
cross of England, and to baptise this point, which, according to
the aneroid, was 2,600 métres above Courmayeur. Inamedit,to
distinguish it from the lower or southern summit, ¢ diguille de
la Yola, after Madame Caccia Raynaud, an intrepid and
accomplished Iialian Alpinist then staying at Courmayeur.

The summit, on which there is plenty of room, consists of
two short ridges at right angles, one in the direction of Mont
Blane, the other toward the lower summit.

The view of Mont Blanc, and of the glaciers of Brenva,
Fresnay, and Brouillard is magnificent. These form together
the principal feature of a superb panorama. I saw the track of
Mr. Eccles’s party on the steep snow-slopes below the precipices
of Mont Blanc, which he had scaled a few days before, I
believe.  Another charming part of the view is the glimpse
down the valley of Morgex.

At three yards from the summit of the Aiguille de la Yola
I noticed a mountain rat, which slipped into a cleft of rock as
goon as it saw me. Equally close to the summit I gathered
some moss with pink and white flowers, then in full blossom.
Fifty yards lower I found some ranunculuses, also in flower, at
the height of upwards of 12,600 feet.

After a stay of a little more than an hour we started on our
way down, and before night we had descended all the difficult
places. At 9 P.M. we reached a little ridge (3,000 métres
above the sea) with-some snow lying on it, and jutting out
from the great couloir three-quarters of an hour above the
¢ Balme des Chamois.” Here we passed the night, and I propose
to call it ¢ Le Reposoir.’

Next morning, August 6th, we started at 4.30 A.m.
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and reached Courmayeur at nine. In descending we used the
rope in five difficult passages, two of which were below the
Fauteuil des Allemands.

This ascent is the most difficult climb up steep rocks with
which I am acquainted, though the Matterhorn would be far
more formidable without its ropes ; but of danger there is little
or none with good guides to a practised climber.

From the Fauteuil des Allemands there are seven hours of
rock-climbing to the summit of the Yola, and quite as much
for the descent. Some might, perhaps, do it in less, but others
would take longer. It would be best to sleep in the Balme
des Chamois, whence the summit can be reached easily in rix

hours.

On Thursday, September 6, I left the Hotel du Mont Cer-
vin, at Breuil, at a quarter to two A.M., with the same two
uides. In a little more than an hour we came to a chélet,
which, like some others in Valtornenche, is a very long vault
of masonry immensely thick, and with a great mass of earth
on the roof. The interior is like the tunnel of a railway, and
in its great length must hold 100 cows. There was no one
there ; it felt quite warm within those walls, thick as a mediseval
castle. We lit a fire in one end, where the cowherds have their
beds (ou la couche de Thonnéte homme, de la paille, vide la
Périchole), and make cheese. We waited for an hour, for
Bich eaid we should get to the rocks otherwise tuo soon; we
must have daylight, not merely our lantern. Leaving this
cow cellur (as I must call it, rather than stable) before four, we
went up some steep grass slopes and rocks to the foot of the
first cliffs, where we arrived at five, just as the day began. It
was bitterly cold till we warmed ourselves by drinking rum,
but clear and lovely weather—a few autumnal mists in the
valley and the last tiniest scrap of a moon in the midst of the
dawn, so clear that I saw the man in the moon in the black
part of the moon. There were some sheep here that followed
us over a patch of snow to the foot of the cliff, up which we
went, slanting to the right for several hours easily—here and
there a steep place—till we crossed a couloir, and for an hour
went straight up extremely steep, smooth, difficult rocks, till
we came to a towering wall, which forced us to turn to the
right into an extremely steep couloir, which ascended first
stmi%lht, then slanting round to the left behind the lofty wall.
Up this couloir we went, over steep slippery slopes of rotten
rock, and now and then a few steps on a steep patch of snow. By
ten o’clock we got to the top of this horrid couloir, and found
B 2
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ourselves on the ridge which divides Valtornenche from Val-

elline. Here we were at the foot of the Punta Sella of Les
3 umeaux (which had been before ascended by Corona), over
which we intended to go to reach the virgin summit of the
Punta Giordano. We ate some breakfast and then started
for our two summits, which are so nearly the same height that
I do not know which is higher; we were, at our eating place,
only 100 métres below them. First for a short distance up a
little ridge and slope of snow, as we thought, but it turned out to
be ice hard as rock; fortunately Rey had only to cut perhaps
twenty or thirty steps, the rest of the ridge was easy rock up to the
top of the Punta Sella, which we reached at eleven, and found the
names of Corona and his guide and a little flag placed by them.
Corona has twice been up the Punta Sella, but both times
failed in his object—to scale the Punta Giordano. There is a
fearful abyss between the two, but Rey went down first a little
way to look, and finding a place, which though perfectly ver-
tical for six métres, had some corners for hands and feet, called
to me and Bich to descend there after him. Then we went
along a ledge for about ten métres, overhanging a gulf almost
as terrible as that of the Yola; then we turned a corner and
went down to the left or west of the ridge, down another steep
rock, and we were in the col between the two Jumeaux, and
up we went to the summit of the Punta Giordano, finding
only one difficult place, a vertical rock four meétres high, which
we turned in descending. I arrived first at the summit. I
may add that Rey thinks it is eight or ten métres higher than
the Punta Sella, but of this I do not feel quite sure. The
first thing we did was to break off the highest point, which was
very difficult, it was so hard; but at last we succeeded, and it
fell into my handkerchief.

Then we fixed the English flag, which Bich had carried with
much difficulty, for the pole always caught in difficult places
in the rocks. When the flag was fixed tight, the pole leaning
coquettishly on one side towards the valley, and a boisterous
wind blowing it out, it seemed to us the prettiest banner we
had seen—the guides also exclaiming how charming it looked.

Bich baptised the point ¢ Punta Giordano,’ with the full and
proper formula, pouring wine instead of water, and then we
had to hurry back. In an hour we reached our breakfast
place and lunched there very pleasantly; at two we began de-
scending the dreadful couloir. Rey was last; in one place a

reat rock gave way under him and crashed down close to me;
%was able to spring into shelter; it cut the rope between Rey
and me, he had to hold on for his life by his fingers, as his feet
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were in the air; had he fallen, Bich and I could not have saved
him, for the rope was broken. Lower down, just before we got
to the narrow mouth of the couloir, down there swept through
it a volley of blocks of ice, which made us tremble as we passed
through it five minutes later.

After leaving the couloir, we found a steep cleft to the side
of the smooth, difficult, steep rocks by which we had mounted ;
80 we went down this cleft instead, and found it much better.
When we had passed the last bad place, so thick a fog came
on that we had the greatest difficulty in finding our way down
the lower cliffs, which however, with the help of occasional traces
of our footsteps in the morning, luckily we did, and we reached
the snow, where the sheep were in the morning, by 6.30.
Thence, we went down pretty quickly; as we were going
down, our friends the sheep kept throwing stones down upon us,
but we were not hit. We reached Breuil at a quarter to eight,
where the hospitable and obliging landlord gave us an excel-
lent supper.

My two guides deserve the highest praise for skill, courage,
and all the other virtues of their profession. Rey, though only
thirty, is the best guide I am personally acquainted with. I
feel that I must explain to my readers the egotistical character
of this account of the ascent of the Jumeaux. It is taken
almost verbatim from a letter I wrote to a friend two days
after, with no idea of its being ever published. I wrote
nothing else about it at the time, and can only send it as it
stands with a few corrections that occur to me in the course of
copying. But I hope it may contain all the facts likely to
‘interest the climbing world.

I may take this opportunity of mentioning an ascent I made
of the Grand Paradis in July 1877, with Laurent Lanier and
Emile Rey. Our route is perhaps already known, but I have
not been able to learn. We went in an almost perfectly
straight line from the glacier of La Tribulation, up the rocks
and ice wall to the summit, about half-way, I think, between
the other two routes I have heard of from the Plan de la
Tribulation. It is, I think, shorter than any other, and though
perhaps steeper, probably easier.



6 The History of the Buet.

Tre HIsTORY OF THE BUET, wWiTH sSOME NOTEs ON
EArRLY MOUNTAINEERING IN THE PENNINE ALPs. By
the EpITOR.

HE curious little monument to the founders of the Love of
the Alps, which stands opposite the inn on the Montanvert,*
and is now devoted to the orgies of Chamonix mule drivers,
still bears on its front the original dedication ¢4 la Nature.” It
was originally proposed that on the other three sides should be
placed the names of De Saussure, Bourrit and De Luc. De
Saussure is still known throughout the world; Bourrit’s fame
survives only among students of the Alpine literature of the
last century, and, although it has recently been burnished up
by Mons. Durier in his admirable book on Mont Blane, it is
still dull in England; De Luc is even less known.

It is a sufficient reason for choosing a peak in some respects
so insignificant as the Buet for the subject of the first chapter
I add to Mr. Longman’s papers, that it enables me to vin-
dicate the fame of the two early mountaineers who were the
less known members of this mountaineering trinity. But the
history of the Buet also claims attention in its telation to that
of Mont Blanc, to which the lesser mountain served as a step-
ping-stone ; and the narratives in which the first attempts on it
are recounted are exceptionally characteristic and amusing in
themselves.

In dealing with the mountains of Savoy, we do not have, as
in central Switzerland, to look into remote authors. There is
scarcely any mention of the Mont Blanc range in books
prior to the seventeenth century, and maps show that so small
was the knowledge of this region that Mont Blanc and the
Buet were often lumped together as ¢ Les Glaciéres,” and that
nobody knew exactly whether the great mountain seen from .
Geneva was north or south of the valley of Chamonix. The
history of early mountaineering in this region is the history of
the little band of explorers of whom De Saussure was, by his
accomplishments, the most prominent, and Bourrit the most
persevering.

The Buet was, I believe, the second glacier peak in the Alps to
be climbed, its predecessor being the Titlis. Its first ascent de-
serves to be followed in detail, for it was the beginning of moun-
taineering in Savoy ; and it is recorded in a very picturesque
and detailed contemporary narrative.f It was made in 1770

* I follow the usual incorrect spelling. Mont-en-vers, the pasturage
at the back, is the derivation.
t ¢ A Relation of a Journey to the Glaciers in the Dutchy of Savoy,’
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from the Sixt side by the brothers Jean André and Guillaume
Antoine de Luc. They were the sons of a Geneva watch-
maker, known by his religious and political writings, and a
friend of Rousseau, whose influence i1s constantly evident in
their writings, Guillaume was the author of a few scientific
tracts. The eldest brother, Jean André, was an adherent of
the popular party, and was sent as envoy to Paris in 1768, and
on his return elected a member of the Great Council of his
native city. His inclinations led him, however, to give up

litics for physical science. In 1762 he submitted to the
E’(:n‘is Academy his ¢ Researches on the Modifications of the
Atmosphere,” which was recognised at once as the best work
which had yet been produced on the use of meteorological in-
struments. De Luc, however, spent ten years more on his book
before publishing it. He now entirely gave up his trade, and
coming to England was made a member of the Royal Society
and obtained a permanent post as reader to Queen Charlotte.
One of his works, a series of ¢ Lettres physiques et morales sur
les Montagnes et sur 'Histoire de la Terre et de 'Homme,’
was dedicated in 1778 to the Queen of Great Britain. It is
described in the preface as the outline of a work on cosmology,
or nature and man’s place init. The letters describe the Lake
of Geneva, Interlaken, Grindelwald, and Lauterbrunnen—the
descriptions being interspersed with many reflections on the
happiness of a country life, and the simplicity of Swiss pea-
sants. Rousseau, who is often quoted, is evidently the source
of most of M. de Luc’s cosmology.

De Luc died at Windsor, at the age of ninety, in 1817. As
a scientific student he would appear to have deserved respect,
but he was also a courtier and a universal philosopher, and
in consequence he sometimes rather amuses than edifies the
modern reader, particularly when he is led by the  ecstasies in
which he often finds himself on the mountains,’ into a long
assault on materialism, and apologises in a proportionately long
foot-note for introducing ¢ discussions too far removed from the
objects of attention of a QUEEN.’

It was in August 1765 that the two De Lucs started to
attempt the Buet for the first time. From the neighbourhood
of Geneva, Jean had observed to the north of the ¢ pikes in
the form of obelisks > which rose in a forbidding fence round
the mighty dome of Mont Blanc, a mountain whose summit,
although always covered with ice, seemed to him accessible and
proper for his experiments.

translated from the French of M. Bourrit, Precentor of the Cathedral
Church of Geneva, by Cha. and Fred. Davy. 2nd Edit. Norwich, 1776.
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¢ He endeavoured then to inform himself of the name of this
mountain, the place where it was situated, the road necessary
to be taken to arrive at it, and whether or not it was to be
ascended ; but no person could be found that knew it, nor could
he gain the least intelligence with respect to any of his ques-
tions ; he was obliged, therefore, at all events to take a journey
in search of it and endeavour to find it himself.’” Such a
passage and the following narrative give a curious idea of the
state of ignorance in which Geneva lived of objects within its
daily horizon, even after ¢ the discovery ’ of Chamonix. With
many doubts as to the right road, anxiously looking out for
any glimpee of the snows, and seriously disquieted when they
lost sight of them, the two De Lucs arrived late at night at
Sixt, where ¢ their guide gave them no hopes of finding any
accommodation.” Fortunately, despite the lateness of the
hour, the convent opened its gates and received them most
hospitably. The peasants of the village could still give no
information as to the snow mountain they were in search of|,
but offered to lead the travellers to some chélets, where a
hunter who knew more might possibly be met with. This plan
was carried out, the chilets reached, and the hunter secured.
But they followed him with uneasy minds, for their frozen
summit had entirely disappeared. When after some rough
scrambling they reached the ridge of rocks known as the Gre-
nier des Communes, which had long formed their skyline, ¢ they
perceived themselves upon the brink of one of the most fright-
ful precipices, which separated them from the summit they
came in search of.’

There was nothing for it but to return, after having gazed
¢ with admiration as well as horror ’ at Mont Blanc, which ap-
peared before them in all its majesty. An accident which
happened to the most important member of the party, the ther-
mometer, compelled them to return to Geneva.

It was not till 1770 that the De Lucs again attempted to carry
out their design. Led by an ¢apprentice to a hunter’ they
climbed ¢ from one jutting point to another up the clefts of an
immense wall of stone which was almost perpendicular,” only
to find themselves ¢ upon the very same precipice they had been
five years bhefore.” They consoled themselves by scrambling to
the highest point of the ridge, the Grenairon, although at one
place they had to take the lead from their poor-spirited guides.
The conduct of one of these men was most reprehensible.
¢ Fatigued with the labour he had undergone, and in a fit of
laughter at the folly of taking all this trouble to boil a little
water, he threw himself unluciily with all his weight on Jean
De Luc’s foot and badly sprained it.” The ¢ author of the mis-
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fortune’ then abandoned his employers, in order to go down
and milk his cows. De Luc was equal to the occasion both as
a philosopher and as a mountaineer. He candidly imputed
the man’s behaviour to his mistaken sense of duty to his master
(the owner of the cows) rather than to want of feeling. Further,
he contrived to slide upon his back ¢down 1,500 perpendicular
feet.” Night then came on, and they were compelled to sleep
out, making a barricade to prevent themselves from rolling
down the steep. Next morning De Luc’s foot was less painful,
and he was able to descend to Sixt.

On the following day the village fair was held, and the De
Lucs learnt from some of the assembled peasants that the snow
dome they were in search of was known as the Buet, a name
derived, they were told, from Bovet, an upper pasturage near
the snow.

A month after, in company with a hunter, they ascended to
Les Fonds, now well known from the description of Mr. Wills,
who has built himself a house in this lovely spot, and has
written of it with an owner’s appreciation. No raptures, how-
ever, can exceed those of De Luc on this ¢most superb am-
phitheatre,’ ¢ delightful plain,” ¢ romantic solitude,” which ¢ they
could not cease admiring.” Rain drove the brothers back to
Sixt, but at the instance of the monks they waited until a
fine day enabled them to return with better prospects to Les
Fonds. Next morning they were off at daybreak, and by 7 a.m.
had reached the ¢Plain de Lechaud,” where they saw three
of the ¢ native burghers’ of the country, that is to say, chamois.
Proceeding, ‘they enjoyed for two hours this sensible succession
of new subjects without any other inconvenience than that of
walking up an exceeding steep slope, which was nothing to
their spirits and resolution.’

In plain language, they were drawing near the snow, and
the upper slopes were still hard from the night’s frost. Having
before experienced the inconvenience of crampons, ¢ which were
apt to turn upon the foot and deceive them,’ they had provided
themselves with thick woollen socks to put over their shoes, by
means of which, and their staves pointed with iron, they ¢ pre-
sumed it possible to step with the utmost security. Their
shoes, however. were absolutely improper for such an under-
taking.” Happily the guides had broad soles and hobnails,
with which they crushed footsteps through the frozen crust. It
was about noon when they gained the summit of the glacier,
¢ which commanded in a manner at one view all the straightes
of the Alps, of whose pikes there were but few which raised
their points above them.’

¢ For long they were absorbed in contemplation of the scene
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before them. When their attention returned upon themselves
they found that they were standing only upon a mass of con-

ealed snow which jutted over a most frightful precipice.’

heir first impulse was to retreat with all speed, ¢ but soon
reflecting that the addition of their weight to this prodigious
frozen mass which had been supported thus for ages could have
no effect to bring it down, they laid aside their fears and went
a§ain upon thatghorrid terrace.” After a halt of three-quarters
of an hour, and two experiments, they retired to some rocks a
couple of hundred feet below the top for another hour and a
half. During this prolonged stay, ¢they were forced by the
absence of any disagreeable sensation to remark what a won-
derfully adaptive machine is the human body, whose equi-
librium remains undisturbed within while the atmosphere
without is so changed in density.’

The descent was easy. The De Lucs observed with envy,
but did not venture to imitate, the mode of progression of their
guides who glissaded, as we now say, that is, slid leaning on
their poles down the slopes. They found out, however, another
method which they thought very agreeable. It consisted in a
series of jumps, made ¢ with regularity and due deliberation,’ and
would seem to have been modelled on the gait of a kangaroo.
At the foot of the snow they were saluted by the whistles of
marmots, which suggested the signals of banditti. Sixt was
regained after nightfall.

A second ascent® of the Buet was made in 1772 by Mons.
De Luc, his brother, and M. le Ministre Dentan, from the
chilets of Anterne by a different route, recommended by their

uides. De Luc’s object was to make further observations.
%nluckily, in the chalets he broke his thermometer. The
account of the accident is a specimen of the naive enthusiasm
of these early observers. I looked with emotion for my
thermometer; it was broken. I gave a cry which shook the
cabin.” Happily, the hygrometer survived to reach the summit,
and afterwards to be honoured with a place in Queen Charlotte’s
apartments. The climbers took eight hours to reach the top,
and on their return they were benighted and caught in a
thunder-storm among the cliffs of the mountain. From this
unpleasant situation they were rescued by the mistress of the
chilet in which they had passed the previous night. Her
courageous conduct and refusal to accept any recompense
suggest to De Luc some of his usual reflections on the virtues

® ¢ Lettres sur les Montagnes,” De Luc, Geneva: 1778, in which a
published account of the expedition by M. Dentan is also referred to.
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of the mountaineer, and he concludes his story with the ex-
clamation, ¢ Je me reprocherois toujours si Anterne pouvoit
devenir un lieu fréquenté !’ Elsewhere, however, with a not un-
common inconsistency, he pronounces the Buet to be ¢ the most
¢ engaging to a man of taste of all the mountains of the Alps,’
and expresses a hope that some of his readers may undertake it.
The history of the Buet now brings a new person on the
stage, the enthusiastic Bourrit. De Luc was an enthusiast
in his love of the mountains, but he was a cool and some-
what affected lover in comparison to Bourrit: his homage, if
genuine, is scarcelﬁspontaneous, and his roar was always made
up somewhat in Rousseau’s vein. He indulges in long and
shallow generalities about the plan of the universe or the vir-
tues of the mountaineer; while Bourrit gives a truly-felt pic-
ture in words or a few homely touches. By the side of the in
every way larger intellect of De Saussure, the rich man with
the finest house in Geneva for his home and unlimited means
at his disposal, the man of scientific grasp who used his advan-
tages to attain definite and worthy aims, and wrote with the
calm and measured precision of a man of science, if with some
lack of imagination, Bourrit, perhaps, is no imposing figure.
Yet in his own day he was a well-known character; his
works obtained for him the title of the ¢ historian of the Alps;’
and his enthusiasm drew from De Saussure the avowal that
¢ M. Bourrit mettait encore plus d’intérét que moi & la con-
quéte du Mont Blanc;’ and from Goethe the description,
¢ Ein passionirter Kletterer.” His ¢ Voyage aux Glaciers’ was
translated into English and German, and every visitor to Cha-
monix was familiar with his name. Brought up at Geneva as a
miniature painter, he does not seem to have found his vocation
till the age of twenty-two, when a visit to Lies Voirons suddenly
awakened in him a passion for the mountains. Portrait-paint~
ing was henceforth given up. He obtained through his friends
a post as precentor in the cathedral, which gave him enough to
live on, and his abundant leisure was spent at the feet of his
beloved mountains. He painted and sold his pictures, or illus-
trated his books with them, remarking complacently on their
fidelity as compared with those of Gruner, whose artists ¢ were
rather men of faste than draftsmen;’ or with ¢a plate of Mr.
Vivaré, in London, representing the icy valley of Montanvert,
in which there is hardly so much as one stroke taken from
nature.” Bourrit dropped now and then his mite of observa-
tion into the hand of science. But in truth his pictures and
his science were a pretence, or at least secondary. He goes
to Chamonix and wanders up and down the flanks and side of
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Mont Blanc, because to him high mountains were a feeling.
In spirit he is the type and ancestor of the modern climber,
who feels a passion which he can hardly explain for the free
air of the heights and the glories of the eternal snows. He
was the first victim of the true mountain mania, which has cf
late years become so common a disease. In the flesh, perhaps,
Alpine clubmen would scarcely acknowledge him as a fore-
runner. Despite his six ascents of the Buet, Bourrit was
clearly no great climber. His guides seem more than once to
have made some excuse for leaving him behind. On the Cher-
montane Glacier he and his dog Loulou were sadly put out by
some commonplace crevasses. Despite all his endeavours, he
never stood on the crowning ridge of Mont Blanc, although,
if we may believe his own estimate in such a case, he came
within ten minutes of it. His disappointment was aggravated
by the fact that one of his companions, an Englishman, Mr.
Woodley, afterwards Governor of the Leeward Islands, reached
the top. The third traveller was a Dutchman named Camper,
who gave up before Bourrit, after having been nearly blown
away. According to his own story it was only the skill of his
twenty-two guides and the stoutness of his coat-tails which
saved him from being carried up to heaven at once in a whirl-
wind. Bourrit’s chief feat was the discovery of the Col du
Géant, unknown to the Chamoniards of his time. The con-
tradiction between Bourrit’s own feelings and the language in
his day hallowed by custom leads him constantly into amusing
phrases. We hear of horribles beautés.” At one moment
rocks are ¢beautiful’ and glaciers ¢ superb’; at the next we
are told of the head of Val de Bagnes, the meeting-place of
three glaciers, < L’aspect de ce lieu est horrible.” In his own
enumeration of the pleasures of the Alps we recognise his
capacity to appreciate them, while elsewhere we smile at the
imagination which ascribes the sentiments of a disciple of
Rousseau to the shepherds of the Rheinwald.

In another matter Bourrit was, let us hope, a worthy fore-
runner of the Alpine clubman. Petty rivalries had but a
small hold on his soul. So long as Mont Blanc is ascended,
so long as his beloved mountains are visited and worshipped
as he would have them, he is content not to be himself the
first conqueror. Once only do we find traces of jealousy in
his writings. A certain Mons. Bordier, on the strength of
having seen one glacier, ventured to publish a ¢ Voyage Pit-
toresque’ while Bourrit’s was in the press. This was too
much for the good man, and in his list of the men of scientific
renown at Geneva poor Bordier only comes in with some others
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as an author of works not worthy of particular mention. It is
perhaps owing to this quarrel that the earliest statement of the
glacier theory subsequently known as Rendu’s was so effec-
tually passed over that it escaped for many years the notice
even of Professor Tyndall, generally an eager rehabilitator of
neglected merit, and was not published at all in England until
it appeared recently in his ¢ Forms of Water.” Yet Bordier’s
one glance had taught him more than the ¢ historian of the
Alps’ learned in all his rambles. )

The motion of the ice was a problem rather shirked than ex-
plained in the old Swiss school of Scheuchzer and Hottinger.
These physicists had marked the advance of the ice as shown
by the progress of glacier-tables, the different layers of snow,
less compressed, as they lay nearer the upper surface, the
moraines. But they made lttle progress in putting together
these scraps of observation, or in forming on them a rea-
sonable theory, though here and there a half haphazard guess
reads like a start on the right track. Sometimes we are
told that the body of the glacier is formed by a collection
of many winter coats, frozen one on the top of the other.
We must assume that some wonderfully hard winter at
some unknown date supplied the foundation. If this does
not satisfy the inquirer, he is asked to bear in mind that the
freezing of water in the crevices will increase the volume of
the mass and lead to its extension, and also, that in consequence
of the diminished pressure of the outer atmosphere, the air shut
in the hollows of the ice will expand. Other writers, Altmann
and Cappeller, tell us that the advance of the whole body is
due to the weight of the upper snow-fields pressing upon what
lies below, which is loosened from the rock. by the constant
melting of the under surface. But the nature of the advance,
its steadiness, and, with certain qualifications, ite uniformity
were still undiscovered.

At the root of the old writers’ difficulties, keeping them
far from the right track, lay the firm conviction expressed
by Sebastian Munster in 1543, and repeated constantly after-
wards, that glacier ice ¢is not very different from crystal” He
stated that ¢ glacier ice is neither snow nor ice, but hardened
ice, which never melts on the mountain-tops, but, having for
two or three thousand years clothed the heights and filled the
hollows, has grown almost as hard as stone.’*

* This remark, I may point out, is some evidence ugainst the
supposed sudden growth of the glaciers, and the consequent destruction
of the Viescherjoch and other passes.
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In 1618, it is true, a sceptical Frenchman, encouraged by
the retreat of the glaciers in his time, attacked the prevailing
belief in some exceedingly dull verses:—

¢ Ecrivains qui couchez dans vos doctes esprits
Le crystal étre glace, oli I'avez-vous appris?
Si le crystal est tel, pourquoi dans les vallées
Les montagnes de glace en ce temps écroulées
Fondent-elles au feu?’

And so on for many pages. But the superstition was too
strong to be slain by such a blunt weapon as his verse.

Yet if the old authors were ignorant of some of the pro-
perties of €glacies inveterata’ to which we attach most im-
portance, they had an eye to its practical uses. Wagner, a
Zurich doctor, who was inspired by the teaching of the In-
ductive Philosophers, ¢inter quos magnus ille Anglie cancel-
larius Franciscus Baconus Baro de Verulamo facilé principem
obtinet locum,’ to put together a medley of facts about the geo-
graphy and natural history of the Alps—including, of course,
some Phenomena and Lusus Naturz—tells us ¢ nonnulli e re-
frigerant suum potum estivo tempore.” It was also used me-
dicinally in fevers and dysentery, and, according to the personal
experience of a certain Schreeder, was proved efficacious ¢in
odontalgid pertinacissimi.’

When we turn from such gossip as this to Bordier’s little
pamphlet we find ourselves in a completely changed atmo-
sphere :

¢ Au premier aspect des monts de glace une observation
g'offrit & moi et elle me parut suffire & tout. C’est que la
masse entiére des glaces est liée ensemble et pése I'une sur
Pautre de haut en bas, 4 la manidre des fluides. Considérons
donc I'assemblage des glaces non point comme une masse en-
tiérement dure et immobile, mais comme un amas de matiére
coagulée ou comme de la cire amollie, flexible et ductile jusqu’a
un certain point.’

There is a gulf fixed between such language and the old
talk about ice being a form of rock-crystal, or even the crude
theory of the dilatation of the ice (started by Hottinger and
Scheuchzer, afterwards named after its expositor Charpentier,
and lately recalled from the dead by the distinguished French
architect Mons. Viollet-le-Duc), which rather shirked than
explained the advance of the glaciers.

- Mons. Bordier’s sentences quoted above may only be the
statement of an unproved hypothesis. But at a date when De
Saussure and all his contemporaries were hammering along the
old track he boldly started off in a new direction. He dis-
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covered in a moment of happy inspiration the direction in
which the key of the problem was to be sought, and gave a
suggestion, which was worked out by Rendu and Forbes, and
has deservedly gained him a place and a name among the
questioners of Nature,

As an Alpine artist Bourrit deserves, in my opinion, our
high esteem. He was the first draftsman of his time to draw
mountains as they are. His predecessors, like the “high ®sthetic
critics’ of the present day, looked on them as rude masses,
whose lines require to be reduced to simplicity and symmetry
by the *Man of Taste’ I know not whether any of his
paintings still exist; they were numerous, and one of them
was in the ¢ cabinet’ of Louis XVI. at Versailles. The four-
teen sketches intended to have been etched as illustrations to
the English edition of the ¢ Journey to the Glaciers’ are said
to have passed into the hands of a gentleman in England. All
we know about them is from Bourrit himself, who in the pre-
face to the English edition of his ¢ Voyage aux Glaciers’ tells
us how they came to be made.

He observes ¢ that the first time he went into this romantic
country the number and immensity of the objects which struck
his sight at the same time presented difficulties it was impos-
sible %or him then to surmount, not having formed the least
idea of them before he set out. His second attempt was more
successful, when he not only determined his choice of the
prospects, but was enabled to invent a new method of taking
them with greater exactness.

¢ His end thus answered, he brought back fourteen sketches,
which those who are pleased with these subjects, as well
foreigners as natives, have judged worthy the attention of the
curious.

‘ He takes upon him to assure the public that not only the
larger masses are designed in these views, but that he has
made out even the smaller, and that nothing is added from
imagination only, as in almost* all the drawings of these places
he has had an opportunity of seeing. That he had examined
the print from a plate of Mr. Vivaré in London, representing
the icy valley of Montanvert, of which he affirms there is hardly
as much as one stroke taken from nature; and that another of
the valley of Chamounix is equally false (he means the thir-
teenth plate in the account of the glaciers of Switzerland, by

# The author has excepted from this censure two views of Cham ounix,
drawn with great care and exactness by Mr. Jalabert. [Original note.]
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Mr. Grouner); all which will not appear extraordinary, when
we are informed that those gentlemen who had hitherto gone
over the glaciers* were rather men of taste than draftsmen.
He has experienced besides that one journey is insufficient to
render drawings of this sort perfect. That he found it highly
necessary to attend to the peculiar state and condition of the
air and weather, of which we never can be secure, and which
may prove very unfavourable to the designer upon a single
visit or in one season only, though the completion of his
sketches must depend upon their clearness and serenity. We
go to the valleys . . . . are struck with admiration . . . .
trace out some loose lines in haste . . . . add a few revising
touches by way of memorandums, and at our return imagina-
tion does the rest.

¢ He makes no scruple to say that it is after this manner most
of the views which accompany the description of the glaciers of
Switzerland have been executed, and that of the seventeen
plates which adorn this work there are only three to be relied
on for their exactness; though he acknowledges, at the same
time, they are engraved with taste.

¢ With respect to the species of engraving for his own draw-
ings, he gives the preference to etchings (if they may be called
engravings), as more in the style of a painter, and he appre-
hends the biting-in with aquafortis will have a freer effect in
these subjects than the strokes of the graver. He adds
another reason for the preference of etchings in this instance,
which had more weight with him perhaps than the former—
namely, that the etchings could be finished by himself. A
love of truth and exactness seems to operate very powerfully
with our author, and these could not precisely be attended to
by a person who had not at least been present at the taking his
designs; the engravings might have had an elegance and force,
but a real connoisseur, as he very justly observes, will in this
case give the preference to a plate of inferior merit in which he
can depend upon the faithfulness of the representation.’

A catalogue of the sketches which were to have been
etched follows this preface. One of them is oddly described as
¢ View particularly interesting to a Genevois, taken near the
summit of one of the Needles,’ probably the summit under
the Aiguille de Charmoz, from which Coxe tells us ¢ a Gene-
vese unfortunately fell and was dashed to pieces.’

Book illustrations are at the present day all the material we

* Glaciers are beds of ice accumulated upon the declivities between
mountains. [Original note.]
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have to judge from ; but from these it is evident that if Bourrit
was the ancestor of the tourist he was also the ancestor of the
Alpine artist. As might be expected from a miniaturist the
plates in his own book are laboured, and the foreground is
beautified in the landscape gardener’s style with ¢bosquets.’
He would seem to have had a failing for painting reflections
in water, and in one instance he could not refrain from turning
the Arve into a glassy stream. But the mountain outlines are
generally firm and correct. For the period this is no slight
praise, as may be seen by contrasting Bourrit’s plates with the
more ambitious illustrations to Albanis de Beaumont’s folio
¢ The Pennine Alps.’ In the drawing of Chamonix in that work
Mont Blanc itself is ignored, and the D6me and Monts Maudits
reign in its stead. hen we turn to the plates which Bourrit
furnished to De Saussure we are astonished at the accuracy of
topographical detail attained in such difficult subjects as the
chain of Mont Blanc from the Allée Blanche, and still more
at the power and vigour shown in many of the blotted-in
sketches of individual peaks. The rock structure was all
important for De Saussure’s purposes, and doubtless the con-
nection between them was most advantageous to Bourrit as an
Alpine artist by necessarily fixing his attention on facts and
forbidding any indulgence in prettinesses of the imagination.
Such was the knight who advanced to the attack of the Buet
from the side of Val Orsine—the first inventor of that lately
somewhat hardly-pressed resource of climbers the ¢ new route.’
Bourrit was by no means the man to take an easy peak by
surprise ; his approaches were always made in due form. He
summoned a council of the inhabitants of Val Orsine, which,
as they did not know the name of Buet, naturally led to no
result. Vexed at his failure, he rather hastily set off to make
the tour by Cluses to Sixt, but meeting at Les Ouches the
former curé of Val Orsine he was induced to retrace his steps.
Accordingly asecond council was held, and a hunter made the
brilliant suggestion that possibly the peak Bourrit called the
Buet, might be the Mortine of V{ll Orsine. Accordingly a start
was made by the Valley of the Eau Noire, but a cloudy day
discouraged the climbers and induced them to return. The
impulsive Bourrit set off the second time for Geneva, got as far
as Sallenches, and then found a clear sky irresistible, and rushed
back to his mountain. This time all went well, and eight
hours after leaving Val Orsine the party found themselves on
the desired summit. Bourrit did not under-estimate the im-
portance of his success, for ¢ from this moment he conceived the
greatest hope for the history of the earth as well as for physical
VOL. IX.—NO. LXI c
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science.” The view he describes with rapture; but the best
proof of his enjoyment is the fact that he repeated the expedi-
tion no less than six times in subsequent years. His memory
still lives in the name of ¢ Le Table au Chantre’—the Precen-
tor’s Table, given to a huge boulder under which he rested
some distance below the summit on the side of Val Orsine.

His hopes for physical science were in some measure ful-
filled by the ascent of De Saussure in the following year,
1770. This expedition does not present from the mountaineer’s
point of view any features worth record, although it furnished
opportunity for a lengthy review of the structure of the granite
peaks of the Mont Blanc chain and a digression on the rare-
faction of the atmosphere.

It is worth notice that De Saussure on this occasion empha-
tically remarks that those only who have given themselves up
to reflection on Alpine summits know how much deeper, wider,
and more luminous their thoughts become on these heights
than when the frame is confined within the walls of a study.
Modern philosophers are inclined to take the opposite view, and
M. Paul Bert, haviog in the course of his ingenious experiments
introduced himself suddenly into a compartment of air rarefied
to represent the atmosphere at 15,000 feet above the sea-level,
found himself obliged to write under 7 x 13 ¢ too difficult.’

Bourrit, whose relations with De Saussure now and then
recall Boswell’s with Dr. Johnson, had the satisfaction of sup-
plying the savant’s work with a panorama of the view from
the summit. It is drawn in the old fashioned circle, but is
fairly correct. The Bietschhorn is recognisable in ¢ la Fourche,’
Monte Leone in the ¢ St. Gothard,’ and the Weisshorn in the
St. Plomb (sic). Bourrit very properly drew in the centre of
his illustration the singular icicle-fringed wall in which the
gsnow-dome of the Buet formerly broke away towards the
north.* De Saussure thereupon went out of his way tosay in
a note that M. Bourrit was solely responsible for this feature,
of which he had no recollection. The man of science in this
instance proved himself less observant than the artist. 1 was
inclined to think Bourrit had at any rate exaggerated the fea-
ture, but on reference to an old photograph I found he was more
than borne out. Bourrit was generally, but, as I think, some-
what unjustly, accused of habitual exaggeration by his contem-

* Owing to the recent diminution of the glaciers, the cornice on
the Buet has, within the last ten years, disappeared, and rocks have
come to light in many places where before there was a sheet of snow
or ice. ,
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poraries. As a writer there is some colour for the accusation,
though not so much as has been made out. If he saw a statue
of Neptune in a crevasse on the Bossons Glacier, it does not
require an exalted imagination to discover such freaks of nature.
Many other people have fancied the haze of the S. horizon the
Mediterranean. The first Frenchman who got up Mont Blanc
went much further, and characteristically distinguished Venice
floating like a halcyon on the waves of the Adriatic!

At the close of the century the Buet was the scene of a
fatal accident. A young German (other accounts call him a
Swede), Eschen by name, having incautiously ventured alone
on the glacier fell into a crevasse and was killed. A judicious
préfet, < afin que ce malheureux accident servit de legon aux
curieux qui vont visiter les glaciers de Faussigny,” had a kind
of urn or obelisk with a suitable inscription erected to his
memory.

A M. Exchaquet discovered a third route to the top of
the Buet starting from Servoz and passing by the Col de Salen-
ton, which seems to have been the most used at the beginning
of this century. Albanis de Beaumont in 1806 tells us that
several ladies—his own wife among the number—had ascended
the mountain. The ascent has now become a tolerably fre-
quent excursion from Chamonix or Sixt. By the combina-
tion of De Luc’s and Bourrit’s routes travellers can pass
eagily in the day from one place to the other.

1t has been reserved for M. Loppé to point out the best use
of this noble belvedere. From no other Yoint can the glories
of sunset on a lofty summit be seen so easily. It is possible to
run down in an hour to the little inn at Pierre-2-Bérard from
the top, so that no one need have any fear of lingering to see
the last rose tints fade off the cupola of Mont Blanc. Only
those who by design or accident have reached a high peak
or pass late in the day know how infinitely more beautiful the
effect of the panorama grows as the shadows lengthen, and the
poetry of evening supplants the prose of midday.

Mr. Longman, in his chapters on early mountaineering
in the Pennines has kept his readers’ eyes fixed for the most
part on Mont Blanc and Monte Rosa. Considering his limits
he has dealt with Mont Blanc with remarkable completeness,
and his account can easily be supplemented by reference to
M. Durier’s excellent book by those who wish for fuller in-
formation. I may, however, take this opportunity to give a
short account of the only early ascent of an Aiguille, and to
say a few words as to the first glacier passes discovered in the

c2
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Mont Blanc chain, as well as to add some notes on early ascents
in the less frequented portions of the Alps of Canton Valais.

In the Mont Blanc group the chronicler of early mountain-
eering finds his task comparatively a simple one. For the
next eighty years the surprising success of Balmat and De
Saussure rather confined than stimulated adventure. There
are some legends of early ways across the glaciers to be sifted ;
but in pezﬁ-climbing it was long before the visitors to Cha-
monix showed any enterprise.

The ¢ famous Mont Blanc,” ¥ as it soon became, was the one
object of ambition to the exclusion of all its neighbours. To
have climbed Mont Blanc was until quite recent days a feat
in the eyes of the world. Whereas to scramble on to a lower
crag, the name of which was unknown save to a few peasants,
could not but appear the height of folly to men touched with
¢ the last infirmity of noble minds,” rather than the true scram-
bling mania to which self-satisfaction is a sufficientreward. If
this was not enough, there remained the fact that Mont Blanc
was, at least in appearance, the only one of the neighbouring
peaks which was reasonably accessible. It was all very well
for a party of tourists at the Montanvert to joke about the
Aiguille de Dru, and pretend to start on a race for the sum-
mit;t but no serious attack on any Aiguille was made for fifty
years after Mont Blanc had been proved accessible.

At last a traveller appeared who was bitten with the passion
for the unknown. He fixed his eyes on the ‘needle’ most
conspicuous from the valley of Chamonix.

Most visitors to that village must have seen in shop windows
a highly-coloured picture representing a number of people
scrambling with the aid of ladders about some icy rocks, and
described as ¢Premiére ascension & PAiguille du Midi.
At the end of July 1856 the Count Ferdinand de Bouillé, who
had ascended Mont Blanc some years previously, and had, in
the preceding year, explored the approaches to the Aiguille du
Midi, arrived at Chamonix determined to make a serious
attack on this peak. The enterprise was generally regarded in
the village as hopeless. None of the Aiguilles had, at that
time, been climbed: moreover Jacques Balmat, the hero of Mont
Blanc, had, according to tradition, failed on this particular one.
The preparations accordingly were most elaborate. The head-
guide, Gédéon Balmat, was supported by three Devouassouds

;3Map to Bourrit’s ¢ Description des Alpes Pennines et Rhétiennes,
1788,

t ¢ Alpine Journal,’ vol. vi. p. 196.
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and a Ducroz. Two porters and a miner, provided with all the
tools necessary to fix irons in the rocks to serve as steps, were
added to the party. Having passed the séracs of the Glacier
du Géant with the help of their ladders, they reached the
upper snowfields. No rock was attainable which could shelter
them for the night. Accordingly they encamped in a broad
and shallow névé crevasse. After drinking much and eating
very little, they tried to sleep, but the fire lit on the snow
kept melting the bearth, and had constantly to be attended to.

At 3 A.M., on August 5, they set off. In half an hour the
Aiguille came into sight. At 5.30 they were at the base of
the rocks. The description which follows is, like the familiar -
drawings which illustrate it, in the most thorough Prealpine
style.

tyThe ladders and the miner proved practically useless. The

large party (eleven in all) clambered desperately up the perpen-
dicular crags, above bottomless abysses, into which the least
false step would have precipitated them, constantly harassed
by the stones they threw down on one another. They arrived
at last at a point only 80 feet below the highest peak. ¢ Stop
where you are,’ cried Ambroise Simond; ¢ there is the top,
only one more couloir and aréte: but beware of avalanches.’
Simond and Alexandre Devouassoud then went on by them-
selves. After an absence of an bour, they reappeared ¢ pale
and trembling.” They had reached the summit, and planted a
flag on it, which was visible from the valley, but they painted
in the strongest colours the perils they had overcome, con-
cluding, ¢ C’est pour vous comme pour nous, M. le Comte,
le drapeau y est, que voulez-vous de plus? Tout I'honneur
n’est-il pas pour vous qui nous avez menés 1 ?’

The Count took the view of the case so politely, and no
doubt judiciously, suggested to him, and the whole party com-
menced the descent together. It was of course not without
perils and hairbreadth escapes of its own.

The Count concludes, ‘I doubt if there will ever be a
second ascent. All my guides, and they were the bravest men
Chamonix possesses, declared that not one of them would ever
consent to expose himself to risks of death so certain as those
they had been brought thus near to.” *

rophecies of this sort have been frequently made, but
rarely fulfilled. In this case the ascent was repeated by W.
Abercromby in 1865,t and in 1869 by Messrs. H. Walker and

* ¢Les Fastes du Mont Blanc,’ pp. 121-132.
t ¢ Alpine Journal,’ vol. v. p. 44.
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Foster,* with Jacob Anderegg and Hans Baumann. The
following is their description of the rocks which foiled the
Count. ¢ We had a climb of about 700 feet to the summit.
Baumann’s verdict was that, though steeper than the Matter-
horn, they afforded better climbing; but this will account for
our not finding them altogether easy. Their main fault was a
tendency to run into large, rather rotten, slabs, taxing Walker’s
and my length of limb to the utmost, and exciting wonder as
to how Baumann’s shorter legs managed them at all. The
party descended the face of the mountain overlooking the
Glacier des Bossons. The whole of the descent was extremely
" dangerous, owing to the constant fall of snow and stone ava-
lanches, but the inn at the Pierre Pointue was finally reached
in safety.’

We have taken the Aiguille du Midi out of chronological
order, and in treating of the great pass across the glaciers we
have to go back to the days of De Saussure.

It has been generally assumed, I think, that the Col du
Géant was known in the country before it was visited by the
Genevese explorers of the last century. In support of its
antiquity there can be brought forward certain marks on maps
which have been supposed to indicate a pass, and a persistent,
if vague, report among the people of Chamonix, which was
mentioned to Pococke and Wyndham in 1741, and certainly
credited by Bourrit, the reopener of the Col. On the other
hand, it may be said that a diminution of the glaciers does
not necessarily make icefalls easier, indeed very often has
exactly the contrary effect, that the rumour of old passages of
the Col du Géant hangs together with several legends, some
of which are manifestly absurd; while as for the maps, M.
Durier has pointed out that the supposed track is nothing more
than the frontier line between the Valais and the Duchy of
Aosta. It may further be urged that the flanks of Mont
Blanc are much more easily turned even than the ice-fields
of the central Pennines, and that there was little motive, with
the St. Bernard and Col de Ferrex at hand, to adventure
on the glaciers. That the rumours as to the upper region
were far from being always well-founded is proved by the
assertion made to Bourrit, that the Glacier d’Argenti¢re was
connected at its head with the Mer de Glace. So formidable
is the ridge between them that it was not traversed till 1876.

Still it 13 to be borne in mind that the chamois hunters of
Courmayeur can hardly have failed to scale the mountain

* ¢ Alpine Journal,’ vol. v. pp. 145-154.
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slopes above Mont Fréty, and that a path may have been found
by them and used on rare occasions by their fellows, by smug-
glers or refugees. Such use would be amply sufficient to
account for the growth of a legend,* and I have no doubt that
to this extent the Col was used at some time in the seventeenth
century. But the old pass had been entirely lost by Bourrit’s
time. Professor Forbes has shown this in the following pas-
sage :—° The passage of the Col du Géant appears to have
been reckoned impracticable as late as 1781. M. Bourrit,
writing in that year, and speaking of the aspect of that branch
of the Mer de Glace of Chamouni called the Glacier du Tacul,
says, with respect to the crevasses :—* Elles sont si effroyables
qu’elles font désespérer de retrouver jamais la route qui con-
duisait & la Val d’Aoste.”t De Saussure, in the second volume
of his travels, speaking of the Glacier du Tacul, does not say
one word of this historical passage of the Alps, though he
seems to have thought it just possible that the summit of Mont
Blanc might be gained in this direction;$ and in the fourth
volume, written some years later, when about to give an ac-
count of his memorable residence on the Col du Géant, he
speaks of ‘“la route nouvellement découverte,” § from Cha-
mouni to Courmayeur. This was in 1788.’

M. Bourrit’s passage of the Col du Géant was made in
1787, the year previous to that of De Saussure’s famous
residence on the summit of the ¢ Grand Col.” The King of Sar-
dinia had heard a story which Bourrit tells us was ¢ assez re-
pandue’ both at Turin and Geneva, that a man had passed
from one town to the other ¢ through the gorges of the Alps’
in thirty-eight hours; and he questioned Bourrit on the
subject. For a King, Bourrit was naturally ready to confront
any dangers, and having come to the conclusion that the only

* See Bourrit’s ¢ Description des Cols,’ p. 187, for the arguments
in favour of the existence of an old direct pass from Chamonix
to Courmayeur. The chapter contains many doubtful statements and
false conclusions. The following passage, however, is noteworthy :
¢Quand jai décrit dans mon premier livre, publié en 1793 (he is
writing in 1803), les divers glaciers qui pendent le long de la vallée de
Chamounix, je n’en comptai que quatre, celui des Bossons, des Bois, de
PArgentitre et du Tour; mais depuis ce temps le thédtre a bien
changé de décoration, on en voit deux nouveaux qui sont ceux de
Griez et de Tacona; on voit méme celui-ci déja si bas qu'il fait craindre
aux habitans qu'il ne s'empare bientdt des possessions qui en sont
voisines.” He goes on to relate a story of a passage disused for fifty years,
having formerly existed over the Glacier du Tour to the Col de Ferret.

Boynrrit, ¢ Voyages,’ i. 106.
I Section 629. § Section 2025.
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possible short cut lay over the Mer de Glace, he determined
to try it. This is his own account. But if the desire to
satis{ly royal curiosity was the pretence of his expedition, its
real cause was doubtless some information obtained at Cha-
monix, that a pass had lately been found. It must strike
every reader as highly improbable that guides, in cloudy
weather, such as Bourrit describes, would have pressed on
boldly to the crest of the chain had they not been very cer-
t i of what sort of descent they would find on the other side.
And from other sources * we learn that Marie Couttet, one of
Bourrit’s guides, had in 1786 actually reached the Col from
Courmayeur in company with an Englishman, although no
attempt had been made to descend to the Mer de Glace.

Unlike De Saussure, who was compelled to find a way (as
the writer was in 1863) along the dangerous rocks of La Noire,
Bourrit and his son were led by their guides through the
séracs, ‘ forced to descend into crevasses so deep that they
could hardly see the sky. They a hundred times thought
themselves at the point of death. But, while four of the party
began to despair, Cachat le Géantt restored their courage by .
his exertions and his boldness, and they succeeded in sur- -
mounting all the dangers of their position.’ Bad weather
overtook them as they approached the pass; they were en-
compassed first by clouds, then by a drifting snowstorm. One
of their porters fell into a concealed crevasse, but fortunately
the ladder he carried held him suspended over the gulf. The fa-
tuity of the early explorers in their very partial and careless use
of the rope is astonishing. De Saussure as nearly as possible
lost one of his porters in the same place by a similar accident.

A happy change in the sky relieved their distress. The
wind drove away the storm, they saw close at hand the strait
through which they bad to pass, and soon had the satisfaction
of looking down on the Italian mountains and the town of
Courmayeur, lit up by a bright sun. They do not seem to
have found any difficulty whatever in the descent, and reached
Courmayeur by moonlight, after being out seventeen hours,
having started apparently from the Montanvert.

# Ebel’s Guide, French Edition, Paris 1823.

t This Cachat was one of the most famous of the early guides.
Bourrit's other guides were Charlet-Mercure, Tournier ’Oiseau, and
¢le grand Jorasse” The appearance and character of the last-named

ide are described in words which will remind many readers of one
of the best men now on the Chamonix roll :—‘ Le grand Jorasse dont
I'dme sentimentale et délicate contrastait avec sa figure gigantesque et
la simplicité de ses maniéres.’
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De Saussure’s sojourn on the Col du Géant has been well
described by Professor Forbes, from whom I again quote:—
¢ De Saussure and his son arrived at the Col du Géant on the
3rd July, 1788, accompanied by a number of guides and por-
ters, who carried two tents, and the utensils required for a
long residence, having slept by the Lake of the Tacul. On
the 19th of the same month he descended on the side of Cour-
mayeur, having remained seventeen days at this great eleva-
tion. It may be believed, that those guides who remained to
share the wretched accommodations of this truly philosophical
encampment, were not a little exhausted by the tedium of such
prolonged hardships. De Saussure states, that he helieves
they secreted the provisions appropriated to the day of their
descent in order to render impossixl:le a prolongation of their
exile from the world. The astonishment of the country people
on the side of Piedmont, whence the position of De Saussure’s
cabin is distinctly visible, it may be believed, was great; and
it naturally showed itself in the form of superstition. It is
still well remembered at Courmayeur that that month of July
having been exceedingly dry, the report arose, that the sor-
cerers who had established themselves on the mountain had
stopped the avenues of rain, and that it was gravely proposed
to send a deputation to dislodge them by force,—a task, pro-
bably, of some difficulty, for a few men could defend the Col
du Géant against an army.

¢ If we look to what was accomplished by these indefatigable
observers, we shall find that it was fully commensurate to the
efforts made to attain it. Scarcely a point in the “ Physique
. du Globe ” which was not illustrated by their experiments.
Geology, meteorology, and magnetism, were among the most
conspicuous.’ :

Professor Forbes tells us in a few words what was commonly
known twenty-five years ago of other passages across the chain
of Mont Blanc:—¢ There is said to be a passage which has
been effected from the Glacier de Miage, which penetrates very
deeply indeed on the south side of the chain of Mont Blanc,
to the valley of Contamines, by the glacier also bearing the
name of Miage, on the north side; but I have no accurate
information of its accomplishment, and the appearance of the
head of the glacier on the south side gives little encourage-
ment to the attempt.

¢ One other passage of the chain has, however, been made,
and that is by the Glacier of Le Tour, near the Col de Balme,
descending by the Glacier of Saléna into Val Ferret. This
was discovered a few years since by a guide of Chamouni,



26 The History of the Buet.

named Meunier. It cannot be very long, and is probably not
very dangerous.”

¢ Such are the only known passes of this wild country.’

As to the two passes mentioned by Professor Forbes, a few
words must be added. The Col de Miage was first crossed
at the end of the last century by a party of peasants, one of
whom perished in the ¢ bergschrund,’ or ice-moat, at the base
of the wall of rock which forms its N. side.t It was also
traversed by a hunter named Mollard in 1849, Like many
other glacier-passes, it has its traditions. ¢ Once upon a time,’
the inhabitants of the nearest village on the Savoy side are
said to have been in the habit of walking over the chain to
attend mass at Courmayeur, and so regular were they that a
part of the church was reserved for their use. This legend is
entirely unconfirmed by any good evidence. During the
French Revolution, an émigré is stated to have passed the
glacier with 10,000 francs in gold about him. The first au-
thentic passage by a traveller was made by W. Coleman (the
author of the beautifully illustrated work, ¢ Scenes from the
Snow-fields’) in 1858. He had reached the top from the Swiss
side in the previous year, too late in the day to cross. His
successful passage was made from the Italian side.

Professor Forbes, with his constant guide, Auguste Balmat,
and Michel Charlet, was himself the first traveller to cross from
the Glacier de Tour by the Glacier de Saléna to the Swiss Val
Ferret.} He descended a steep snow-wall from the Glacier
du Tour to that of Trient, and then, turning to the right,
passed through the gap since known as the Fenétre de Saléna.
Owing to mists the party found some difficulty in the descent.
Mr. Wills’s passage of the same glacier in 1857 is the subject
of the first paper in ¢Peaks, %’asses, and Glaciers’ (first
series).

Mountain exploration in the remoter parts of the Pennine
range was pursued at long intervals of time and with little per-
sistence of purpose until General Dufour’s map on the one
hand, and on the other, the impulse given to climbing by the
formation of the Alpine Club and its publications, led to the
systematic investigation of districts and the invention of new
¢ high-level routes.” If the following pages appear desultory
and fragmentary it is partly the fault of the subject. I shall

* There was a tradition of an old pass over this glacier, as well as
over the Mer de Glace. See Bourrit's ¢ Description des Cols,’ p. 187.

t Coleman, ¢ Scenes from the Snow-fields,” p. 38.

1 ¢ Norway and its Glaciers,’ &c. By J. D. Forbes.
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first give some notes on the early ascents of peaks between the
Lake of Geneva and the Simplon.

In 1784 M. Clement, curé of Champéry, reached the top of
the Dent du Midi.

Behind the dreary lake and hospice of the St. Bernard rises
a steep-sided mass of rock seamed with ice and capped with a
pure snow-dome—the Mont Velan. It had been attacked
before, but the first man to set foot upon its summit was a
Prior of the monastery, Murith by name. A description of
his ascent is found in Bourrit’s ¢ Description des Alpes Pen-
nines et Rhétiennes,” Geneva, 1781.

M. Murith set out on August 31, 1779, with two chamois
hunters from the Alp Tzouss, two hours from Bourg St. .
Pierre, and reached by rocks and grass slopes the Glacier de
Proz which surrounds the ridge of the mountain. On seeing
the formidable steepness of the peak the hunters lost courage,
and one of them separated himself from his companions. The
second, Genond by name, remained with the Prior, and they
attacked together the face of the Velan. After an hour and
a half they hoped they had left behind the greatest difficulties,
when a wall of snow, 40 feet high, shook their courage. With
the help of their iron-spiked sticks and crampons the obstacle
was overcome. Their way was still dangerous but less difficult.
After an hour’s further progress they drew near the top. But
before them a smooth vertical ice-wall presented no hold either
for hands or feet. The hunter declared he had enough, and
would go no further. Thereupon the spirited Prior produced
a hammer and knocked out steps in the wall. With this
assistance they both scaled it and found themselves only
separated from the snow dome by broken rocks. The climbers
were rewarded by a clear view, and M. Murith was able to
take observations with a thermometer and barometer on the top.

They looked in vain for another way down, and returned to
St. Pierre by the same route in seven hours.

In 182—(?) an Englishman climbed the Velan. In 1826 two
monks, MM. d’Alléves and Marquis made an ascent which en-
titles them to the respect of some of our members, for it is
the first recorded as ¢ without guides.’” They left the hospice
at 2 A.M., and climbed by the Valsorey valley and glacier to
the summit, which was reached about midday. Descending
to the ridge that separates Val d’Entremont from the Etroubles
valley they returned by 8 p.M. to the hospice. Since this date
the mountain has been frequently ascended.*

* Studer ¢ Uber Eis und Schnee,’ vol. ii. p. 263.
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It was not till 1851 that Herr Studer ascended one of the
lofty snow peaks which overlook the Corbassiére Glacier. The
summit attained was named the Combin de Corbassiére to
distinguish it from the true, and 2,000 feet higher, Grand
Combin, known in the Val de Bagnes as the Grafféneire. In
1856 he was followed by Messrs. W. and C. E. Mathews,
who, intending to attack the higher peak, were misled by a
local guide.

On July 20, 1857, three hunters from Lourtier, in the Val
de Bagnes, reached the upper ridge of the Grand Combin.
Whether they attained either of its peaks is somewhat uncer-
tain. On August 19 one of these men led Mr. W. Mathews
. to the saddle between the two summits. The local guide then led

up the N. peak, which proved to be the lowest. Such a mis-
take could hardly have geen made by a man who had previously
reached either top. The S. and (by 17 métres) highest peak,
distinguished by Herr Studer as the Aiguille de Croissant,
was not attained till July 30, 1859, by M. Deville, with the
brothers Balley of St. Pierre.

It is only quite of recent years that the topography of this
great glacier-group has been known with any approach to ac-
curacy. Writing in 1859, Herr Studer spoke of the Grand
Combin as on the boundary between Valais and Piedmont,
whereas, as was proved in 1861 by the discovery of the Col
du Sonadon, it lies some distance N. of it. The early ex-
plorers made the chilets of Corbassiére their base of opera-
tions. It has since been found that the Valsorey valley, near
St. Pierre, is the best starting-point for the ascent of the
Grand Combin, which has of late years been successfully at-
tacked from several directions. Several other ways over the
glaciers in this region were known to hunters or smugglers,
such for example as the Col de Collon, a track over the glaciers
from Val d’Herens to Val de Bagnes, and the Col du Mont
Rouge, first described by Professor Ulrich and crossed in 1856
by Messrs W. and C. E. Mathews.

Mr. Longman has told the story of Monte Rosa and its
neighbours, and we now make a wide leap to the Saasgrat.

The Ulrichshorn is called after its conqueror, Professor
Ulrich, who with Herr Imseng, Franz Andermatten, J.
Madutz, S. Biener, and Mathias zum Taugwald made the first
ascent on August 10, 1848, at the same time with a new
pass over the Ried Glacier from Saas to St. Niklaus. The
party climbed by a steep glen to the Hochbalen Glacier and
then over the rocks of the Gemsistock. In six hours from
Saas the névé of the Ried Glacier was reached. A steep
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snow-slope, 1,000 feet high, but in perfect condition, led to the
top of the peak, then known as the Kleine Mischabel. They
descended partly by the Ried Glacier, partly by the rocks on
its right bank to the Schalbetalp, whence a steep path leads
down to St. Niklaus.®

In the previous year, 1847, Professor Ulrich had crossed
the Tischjoch or Allalein pass, a glacier route occasionally
used by shepherds or hunters from the Mattmark See to the
Vispthal. In 1856 the Allaleinhorn fell before Mr. E. L.
Ames with Andermatten and another guide. From the pass
they ascended a long snow-slope which, narrowing as they
went, brought them to a saddle near the end of a southern
spur of the Allaleinhorn. Some stiff rock climbing along the
ridge led them to the peak in 24 hrs. from the pass.}

In 1856 an Englishman, Mr. Chapman, attained one of the
minor summits of the Mischabel from the Saas side.}

On the west of the Simplon pass rise the bold peaks
of the Fletschhorner, falling on the opposite side into the
Saas valley. They were among the first to attract Alpine
explorers. On August 28, 1854, the Rossbodenhorn, the
northernmost point of the group, was climbed from Simplon by
the Pfarrer, Herr Amherdt, with two of his parishioners.

In 1850 Franz Josef Andermatten found a way from the
Zwischbergen pass over the Thilihorn to Simplon. The
Weissmies, the highest peak of the range, is sail by Herr
Studer to have been reached in 1855 by a Swiss, Dr. Hiuser
of Ziirich, over the Trifthorn and glacier. He was followed
in 1859 by Messrs. L. Stephen and Hinchliff. The mountain
is now sometimes crossed from Simplon to Saas.

The third and central peak, the Laquinhorn or southern
Fletschhorn, is one of the few Alpine peaks which has a legend.
The story relates that the Fletschalp had been promised as a
reward of his prowess to the first man who should climb it.
A peasant was found to attempt the deed, but when he got
high on the mountain, he was terrified at the terrible rugged-
ness and the vast ice slopes of the upper region. A ghostly
voice fell from the top commanding him to bring with him a
cat, a dog, and a hen. On the following day he did as he was
bid, but the animals one after the other fell over the precipices ;
whirling snow encompassed him, so that all farther advance
was impossible, and he only regained the valley after great

# Studer, ¢ Uber Eis und Schnee,’ vol. ii. p. 57.
t ¢ Peaks, Passes, and Glaciers,’ 1st series, p. 226.
1 Ball, ¢ Western Alps,’ p. 821.
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difficulty. Although greeted with jeering and contempt he
waited for a favourable day to again set forth with his three
animals. This time he got still higher than before, but again
the three animals came to a sad end, and a terrible headache
prevented the peasant from winning the summit. On a
glorious clear morning he was once more seized by an irre-
sistible desire to measure himself again with the mountain even
at the cost of his life. He bound an iron band across his
forehead (possibly to counteract the effect of the rarity of the
air), and since his heart was also of iron, he gained the very
top of the hitherto inaccessible peak, and the Fletschalp be-
came his reward.*

On August 29, 1856, a party of nine, Mr. Ames and several
friends, Herr Imseng and M. Andermatten reached the top
in seven hours from the Triftalp. The ascent was made by
a long rocky ridge, which was tedious, but nowhere very diffi-
cult to climb.t

Mont Leone is to the Simplon hospice what Mont Velan is
to the St. Bernard. Between 1840 and 1850 Professor Forbes
with a monk, Herr Alt, had climbed one of its spurs, the Wa-
senhorn. In 1850 Professor Ulrich, Herr Studer, and Herr
Siegfried reached the W. peak from the N. The higher eastern
summit was not gained till 1859, when it was visited by some
Swiss engineer officers, and a few days later by Herr Weilen-
mann, an adventurous Swiss mountaineer, known as the author
of some spirited volumes of Alpine adventure.

Readers who wish to learn more as to the state of the coun-
try between the Rhone and the crest of the Pennines, and how
much was known of the mountains before the Alpine Club
invented the high-level route, will find information in the
works of Simler, Altmann, De Saussure, Frobel, Engelhardt,
and Bourrit; or, coming to a later date, in those of Toppffer,
Brockedon, Forbes, Latrobe, Studer, and the early editions
of Murray’s ¢ Handbook.” A more exhaustive catalogue is
to be found in Studer’s ¢ Physische Geographie der Schweiz.’

I do not propose to enter into the early history of the Pen-
nine passes, but the following passage taken from Tschudi’s
¢ Gallia Comata,’ published about 1660, is worth quoting as the
original authority for the vague statements made in many
modern works :—

¢ Silvius Mons von Teutschen der Gletscher genannt von
wegen dass ein ewiger Firn und Gletscher auf seiner First ist

* Studer, ‘ Uber Eis und Schnee,’ vol. ii. p. 238.
t ¢Peaks, Passes, and Glaciers,’ 1st series, p. 206.
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bei vier Italischer Meilen breit, der nimmer verschmelzet
oder abgeht dariiber man zu Sommerszeit ohn Unterlags zu
Ross und zu Fuss wandelt ohne Sorgen. Dieser Berg ist
fast hoch, scheidet Seduncs oder Wallis, und Salassos, die
Augstaller, von einander. Ob dieser Berg-first thielet sich die
Strass zu oberst auf aller Hohe in zwei Thiler in das Augsthal
hinab zu ziehen, das eine, Valle Tornenza genannt, 1st zu
rechter Hand, gehet richtig hinab zu dem Stidtle Castellum
(Chitillon); das andere Thal, Aiaza genannt, zur linken
Hand gelegen, gehet nach Eporedia, teutsch Livery (Ivrea).
Ueber diesen Berg Gletscher kommt man in Wallis auch in
zwei Thiiler das emne zur Linken, Vren-Thal (Erin) genannt,
gehet richtig nach Sitten, das andere zur Rechten, das Matt-
thal genannt, darinnen das Wasser Vischbach (Visp-bach)
entspringet, gehet hinab gen Visp.’

It is I think clear from this passage that the St. Théodule
and Cimes Blanches and, perhaps, the Col d’Hérens were in
common use, and that horses were constantly taken over them.
Doubtless such an assertion will, as to the latter pass, appear
absolutely incredible to most readers. But my Caucasian ex-
perience leads me to the conclusion that the present perform-
ances of horses in the Alps are very far from representing
equine capacity at its highest development. I have actually
seen in the East horses cross a pass equal in difficulty to the
Col d’Hérens, and there seems no reason, therefore, why they
should not, before there were any good roads to make them
lazy, have done as much in the Alps.*

THE OETZTHALER FERNER IN 1875. By RUSSELL STARR.

AVING crossed the Stelvio in very good weather, we spent
Sunday at Nauders, where we had an interview with

Herr Senn, formerly the parish priest at Vent. He was most
polite and obliging, giving us much useful information as to
guides, routes, &c., and was quite delighted to find that my com-
panion was acquainted with Mr. Tuckett, who, he said, was his
¢lieber Freund.” His only regret was that he could not accom-
pany us in person, having arranged to spend a few days moun-
taineering with Dr. Petermann, of Frankfort—a regret we fully

* I propose in another paper to condense two accounts of earl
passages of the Simplon by English travellers. This will be followed
by chapters on ¢ The Alps of the Forest Cantons and Glarus,’ and on
¢ The Alps of Graubtinden.” Any curious information as to old books
or old ascents which members may have to contribute will be gladly
received.
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shared, for Herr Senn is not only an agreeable gentleman but
an enthusiastic mountaineer, well known to German climbers;
and it is chiefly owing to his unwearying efforts that the grand
scenery of the Oetzthal has been made more accessible. Foot-
paths have been constructed, bridges renovated, and above all
a warm welcome insured to all who claim hospitality at Fend.
To his kindness and courtesy Mr. Tuckett bears a warm and
well-merited tribute in the visitors’ book at his old house, a
home he regrets during the summer months, though, on the
whole, he prefers his present charge; for, as he says, the winter
at Fend was terribly tedious with no congenial companions to
vary its monotony.

z pleasant 2 hrs. walk through the grand gorge of Fin-
stermiintz, with a glorious view down the Engadine, brought
us to Pfunds, in the Innthal. Here, in consequence of a
church ¢ fest,’ and the inhabitants being generally on the spree,
it was late in the evening before we arranged with two men
for the next day, and later still before a convivial party who
occupied our destined bedroom left us in peaceful possession.
Old ¢ Johann,’ the great man of the place, though, as he said,
¢ an iron man,” was extremely stupid and rather drunk. Backed
by the collective wisdom in the room, he declared Herr Senn’s
route by the Glockthurm and Krumgampen Ferner to the
Gepaatsch House an impossibility for one day. Argument
was useless; and, as we were not inclined to carry our own
sacks and find the way alone, we had to submit and go by the
Radurschel Thal and Kaiser Joch, which way, after leaving
the pretty valley, is one monotonous grind over rocks and
rubbish-heaps, the débris of old glaciers, albeit with a fine view
of the Glockthurm itself.

‘We arrived at the house in 11 hrs., two less than the men said,
and old Johann looked somewhat crestfallen when Alois Enne-
moser,of Lengenfeld—the Wirthof the house,and recommended
to us as guide by Herr Senn—told him we could have come by
the Glockthurm in very little more time, and had the advantage
of a much more interesting route. Ennemoser is a capital fellow
and excellent guide. He and a maiden ministered to our wants
at a very moderate charge, fixed by the Austrian Alpine Club;
30 to 80 krs. for a bed, and very good fare at an equally rea-
sonable price. The accommodation is by this time increased
to some ten or twelve beds, though Ennemoser said last year
he should in future make Fend his summer head-quarters, as
he found expeditions pay better than hotel-keeping for others.

The convenient situation of the place, on a little fir-clad alp
at the head of the Kauner Thal, leading in a few hours to
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Prutz and Landeck, and by the way we had come to the Lower
Engadine and Stelvio road, together with its advantageous
position as a halting-place in the course of expeditions from
the main valley, should command for it considerable patronage.

The next day, August 17, a 104 hrs. delightful walk, in-
cluding somewhat prolonged halts, brought us to Fend or
Vent, in the more westerly branch of the main Oetzthal, called
the Fender Thal, which again forks on either side of the noble
Thalleit Spitz (11,172), one arm, the Rofen Thal, leading
up to the IPIoch Joch pass, and the other, the Nieder Thal, to
the Nieder Joch, both passes uniting at Unser liebe Frau, in the
Schnalser Thal, and terminating at Naturns, in the Vintsch-

u.
Crossing the lower glacier, a scramble up the moraine and
cliffs to the right brought us to the main stream of the majestic
Gepaatsch Glacier, where the guides and a hunter whom we
overtook became greatly excited by the appearance of a herd
of eighteen chamois bounding over the rocks and across the
upper névé, but out of the 300 yards’ range of our hunter’s
rifle. The slope of the glacier is very gradual, even over the
joch itself, where a noble stream flows for miles on either side
between the finest peaks of the western Oetzthaler Alpen,
which rise 2,000 to 3,000 feet out of these great snow plains, for
which the range is so remarkable. Passing down the Vernagt
Ferner to the Rofen Thal without leaving the ice, for this
glacier has no ice-fall, we reached the inn at Fend just in time
to secure beds, the snow having been in splendid order and the
weather perfect.

We were much surprised to find so few English names in the
visitors’ book at a place which can only require to be better
known to be much more frequented by British mountaineers.
The level of the valley, more than 6,000 ft., its pogition in the
heart of the fine Oetzthal range, and proximity to the still finer
Ortler, should cause it to share some of the patronage so
liberally bestowed upon Zermatt, the Aggischhorn, and other
cherished haunts of climbers in Switzerland ; indeed, the valley
is not unlike the Zermatt Thal without the Matterhorn. None
of the great peaks are visible from below, but a scramble up
the steep slopes on either side reveals a glorious group of peaks
and passes, tempting a closer acquaintance.

At 4 A.M. on the 18th, aided by a fine moonlight, we left
the inn for the Wildspitz, 12,390 ft., the highest of the Oetz-
thaler Alpen, Ennemoser and his ¢ knecht ’ Alois Praatzmeerer
acting as guides. The latteris a very promising young fellow,
and with a little experience will make a very good guide.
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The ascent commences immediately on quitting the inn, up
a steep footpath to the first alp, and across gradually sloping
pastures, rocks, and moraine to the Rofenkar Kees. On the
way we were gladdened by a splendid sunrise over the Hin-
terer Schwartz Spitz, opposite, promising us the glorious
weather experienced.

To the foot of the Spitz itself no difficulty occurs, though
the old route along the ridge separating the Rofenkar and
Mitterkar Kees was found by Messrs. Tuckett, Freshfield and
Fox—I believe the first Englishmen who explored this district
—to present considerable difficulties, and to ge much longer in
point of time than the present one. )

The snow was firm and even, though the slope was quite
smooth, having been swept by an avalanche a short time pre-
viously, which necessitated the only step-cutting of the day,
under an occasional discharge of stones coming down an angle
of about 50°. Across the chimney some friable rocks require
care, and hands have to do their siare up some steepish places
and round a few sharp corners; indeed, this part of the moun--
tain is a pile of jagged crags, broken into towers and pinnacles,
alternating with ledges sprinkled for the most part with frag-
ments splintered away by the weather; and the general ap-
pearance is decidedly rickety and tumble-down, though from a
distance this peak is the most commanding in the whole range.
The rocks passed, a scramble up the steep snow cone brought
us to the summit of the loftiest ¢ spitz’ in the Oetzthal Af ,
commanding a very fine view of the great range near, and an
illimitable sea of mountains away on all sides to the horizon,
nothing but snow-fields, peaks, and glaciers; no valleys, no
houses, not a green speck anywhere ; the spitz itself rising out
of the midst of large fields of névé, and overlooking some of
the mightiest snow-plains in the entire Alpine chain, viz. the
Vema%t, Gepaatach, and Hintereis Glaciers, crowned by the
mass of the Weiss Kugel and its neighbours.

The day was glorious, and we stayed an hour on the summit,
though the snow was too soft to venture to the real ¢ hochste
spitz,’ along a ridge of snow about a dozen yards to a point
some 30 ft., I think, higher than we were. The same cause
retarded our progress across the glacier in descending, the heat
being excessive, the sun blazing down on us all the way with
a vigour I have rarely felt equalled. Time—ascent, 6 hrs. ;
descent, 44. This was the second ascent of the season, the
first having been made by the curé the day before.

On returning to the inn we found old Benedict Klotz in a
great state of indignation because, on account of his age and
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slow ﬂace, he had been rejected as unfit to lead up the Wild-
spitz by a German who made the ascent the following day and
returned ¢ dead beat,’ after being 14 hrs. out, finding his four-
teen or fifteen stone made a strong impression in soft snow.
Klotz was formerly head guide at Fend. His injured dignity
took some time to subside, and vented itself in rather strong
language and sundry sounding thumps on the table to em-
phasise his contempt for the younger men who stepped into his
- shoes and the astounding folly of their employers.

The following day we rested till 4 p.M., when a 3 hrs.
walk up the steep east side of the Rofen Thal brought us to
the Hoch Joch inn,* our quarters for the night, previous to an
assault on the Weiss Kugel. The path was very good, though
there are several torrents to wade through, rushing down the
mountain side with great force; and the Thalleit Spitz was
resplendent with a gorgeous sunset.

(gur party was augmented, pro tem., by three English ladies
and two gentlemen, who kindly conveyed our baggage on their
pack-mules to Meran. The inn was crowded, at?g the nine
guides and mule drivers amused us with their national songs,
sung in stentorian tonmes for an hour before bed-time, Alois
leading off, and enjoying himself immensely in common with
all the rest, who had as much wine as they liked.

At 1.30 A.M., August 20, we were en route. A few minutes
brought us into the glacier, which was very clean and slippery.
Of the latter fact we had a practical illustration when passing
two Geermans who had left the inn before us. The younger of

_the two, in an effort to make progress, fell flat on his stomach,
looking like a great black spider in the moonlight. We left
him exclaiming against the trials of the way in piteous tones.

After 4 hrs. very cold walking in the bright moonlight, the
sun rose gloriously, shedding a flood of rich colouring upon
the everlasting snows which surrounded us on all sides, and
down the great Hintereis Glacier whence we had come.

Without local guides we should probably have made the
same mistake whi(;{l led the Englishmen already mentioned up
the Langtauferer Spitz, for from the glacier the Kugel is not
visible, and the Spitz appears the highest peak; one has to go
round the corner before the desired goal reveals itself. This
party of accomplished and ardent mountaineers were, however,
not to be denied, and, descending again to the snow-field, as-
cended the Kugel, went down the everlasting Matacher Thal,

* Completely destroyed by an avalanche the following spring.
According to the last ¢ Bideker’ it is again open.
» 32
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and on to Trafoi, a feat which will probably remain unique in
the annals of the Oetzthal.

A long pull up the snow-slopes to the right brought us to
the foot og our peak, nearly opposite the Innerequell Spitz
21::,889). A further and steeper slope, and we were on the

t ridge of rocks, which, while requiring care, are firmer,
and we thought easier, than those of the Wildspitz, though
our present peak is considered the most difficult. In certain
conditions, it would be, as the Wildspitz has practically no
steep snow-slopes, merely a widish chimney, while the slopes
of the Kugel are steep enough to require a considerable amount
of step-cutting. A neck of snow a footstep wide, with an
almost sheer precipice on one side and very steep slopes on the
other, leads in a few minutes to the second rocks, a narrow
jagged ridge continuing to within a few paces of the snow-
pinnacle forming the actual summit; in fact, they are for the
most part sharp enough to stride over.

Our German friends arrived in three-quarters of an hour.
The elder of the two, a veteran of fifty-nine years, as he in-
formed us, after a little refreshment, a snort, and a grunt, went
to sleep on his stomach till the descent commenced, a perform-
ance he repeated at every available opportunity. The younger,
with his straw hat secured by a handkerchief tied under his
chin, and another handkerchief with a gorgeous yellow border
matching his beard round his neck, his suit of black consider-
ably damaged, and looking altogether very much tumbled, sat
bewailing the trials and difficulties he had experienced in piping
tones, and looking through two enormous pairs of spectacles at
the splendid scene around.

The view must be one of the finest in the neighbourhood,
if not in the whole of the Alps, the Oetzthal range itself being
seen to much greater advantage than from the Wildspitz,
which rises N.E., king of the group both in height and gran-
deur of outline. Beyond to the right and left extend for about
twenty miles almost due north the two most important outlying
spurs of the central mass, divided by the deep trench of the Pitz
Thal, and flanked by the main Oetzthal (E.) and the Kauner
Thal (W.).

Turning to the south, one of the most striking features of
the range forms an almost unique picture. Valleys cutting
deeply into the heart of the southern and western buttresses
wind their way down to the broad and fertile Vintschgau, their
green slopes and mysterious shadows alternating with snowy
peaks and savage rocks, till they are lost in the depths, or lead
the eye acroes to the noble mass of the Ortler and its glisten-
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ing snow-fields. West lies the Bernina, asserting itself one
of the grandest groups in the Alps; then the eye ranges far
away past Piz Linard, across Switzerland to the Pennine
range, whence it turns back again to the Dolomites, Stu-
bayer, Zillerthaler Ferner, and other more distant heights,
fading away in an immensity of space, till we acknowledge
the whole to form a scene which, among the many glorious
and beautiful visions that reward those who seek them among
the great mountains, will ever remain ineffaceably fixed in the
memory as one of the most glorious and wonderful of all. A
little more than half an hour took us down over the rocks to
the fine snow-field lying between the Kugel and the Innere-
quell Spitz, whose Eghest point forms the Matscher Joch;
and some 4 hrs. more over snow and glaciers brought us to a
bleak, desolate gorge forming the upper part of the Matscher
Thal. Some milk at the first chilet and wine at Matsch—a
most romantically-situated little village, high on the western
slopes—refreshed us down the long but very interesting valley,
well wooded and extremely fertile, as we approached the Vint-
schgau, looking lovely as the rich hues of evening clad the
mountains beyond in a hazy beauty.

We arrivet{ at Schluderns at six. It being fast day no meat
was to be had, but plenty of fruit, macaroni soup, and ome-
lettes, with which we had to be content. Fast day had not
entered into our calculations. Fortunately we had been well
provided on the mountain ; not so the guides, who were strict
Catholics, and had had nothing but bread and cheese all day,
on which they had worked well. They, however, announced
their intention of getting a ¢ dispensation’ to eat meat the next
season.

Our walk had occupied 164 hrs., including 2 hrs. rests.

We shortly after drove on to Eyrs, en route for Meran and
the Dolomites, greatly pleased with our first, and I hope not
our last, visit to the Oetzthal.

ALPINE ART IN THE EXHIBITIONS.
¢*Juxtaposition is great.'—CroveH.
¢Man sagt: Studire, Kiinstler, die Natur! Es ist aber keine Kleinigkeit aus
dem Gemeinen das Edle, aus der Unform das Schéne zu entwickeln.'—GorTHE.

We are told from time to time, as an ‘obiter dictum ' by those who
git in the judgment seat, that there is no such thing as Alpine Art;
that the words contradict each other; that such an art is no art.
Happily for our peace of mind the judges have condescended to give
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reasons for their dictum. We are informed that since the world began
no great painter has ever cared to paint mountains; that, therefore,
they are proved unfit subjects for painting by the consent of the Masters.
This is a position anyone who cares to study the history of art in the
best way, by looking into pictures, can examine for himself.

The conclusion any such painstaking student will come to is, I
think, a startlingly different one to that of the critics. ~He will find
that every painter who has worked at all seriously in landscape, has
made use in his pictures of the mountains that have come within the
range of his observation. The old masters, from the men who frescoed
the Campo Santo at Pisa, down to Salvator Rosa, painted such moun-
tains as they knew. In Italy during the Renaissance the circumstances
of the time kept landscape art in a secondary place, and there were,
even among the greatest painters, some who scarcely went to out-
of-doors nature at all. But those who did, painted the landscapes
of their birthplace or home, and when that landscape was hilly or
mountainous they painted hills and mountains. Take the Venetian
school as an example. Titian is sometimes called the father of land-
scape art.”” Yet the ¢ Martyrdom of St. Peter,’ by Bellini, is almost a
pure landscape, a scene of North Italian rustic life, in which it is an
immaterial accident that one of the figures happens to be cutting down
a mouk instead of a tree. Bellini and Cima were always delighted to
paint their own hill-country, the lovely region round Conegliano and
Belluno, where, in city or fortress-crowned spurs, the blue mountains
break down into the luxuriant plain. Titian came from a home deeper
in the mountains. Consequently he gives us the scenery of Val di Mel,
the jagged ridges of Cadore, or a great Alp with a charcoal-burner's
fire rising from its side. ‘Landscapes of the half-imaginative memory,’
someone says. Certainly for the most part not to be identified as to
their precise locality by the exact topographer, but true in every line
to the scenery of the Dolomites, not ignoring their most fantastic freaks.
I half suspect that the reason some people believe Titian’s landscapes
to be a refined or idealised version of nature in the Venetian Alps is
that knowing little of Venetia they compare them with Swiss scenery,
and paturally find many elements wanting. ¢Remark Titian’s feeling
for the beautiful, as shown by the rejection of snow, says some pro-
fessor of High ZEsthetics. Yes, my good friend, but if you will go and
spend your summer holidays at Cadore, as Titian did, you will find
there is very little snow to reject. The great painter who so often
delighted to show his power in dealing with white surfaces would
scarcely have been baffled by a sheet of snow had it come in his way.

This is not the place or time to attempt to trace the representations
of mountains in every school. Noting only as we pass Albert Durer’s
mountains, and that the Dutch school excelled in representations of
snow and ice scenes, we turn to modern art. If the fact that a class
of subjects has been attempted frequently by a great painter is a proof
that they are within the sphere of art (and the argument on the other
side surely carries this as its necessary complement), our case—except as
to snow scenery—is proved by one witness. There was a natural affinity
between Turner’s genius and Alpine scenery. Dr. Hooker, a shrewd

v
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obeerver, carries us farther, when he tells us that among the glories of
the Himalaya he was constantly reminded of Turner. There has been
no painter before or since with the same understanding of the moblest
natural effects, so powerful in depicting illimitable air spaces, vast tracts
of champaign or of mountain, in rendering at once the distance, the
definiteness and the colour of an Italian horizon. In ¢ Modern Italy’
he painted the hills as they may be seen from Monte Generoso falling
to the plain; in his two pictures of the Gorge of Goschenen® he has
caught not only the exact structure of the rocks, but the poetic spirit
of that stern, and as most painters would think, unpaintable scene. It
is idle if not impertinent to praise Turner aflter Mr. Ruskin. Enough
of the Alps happily was known in his day to enable him to accomplish
some of the very hardest feats in mountain painting, and to show that
there was no scene and no catastrophe too stern or too difficult for him
to make pictotial. Had he lived a little later, when Swiss tours began
to extend beyond the high roads, and the upper snows were made ac-
cessible, he might have founded a school of true Alpine art and
saved his successors some misspent labour. We might have been
spared much we remember in the exhibitions of twenty years ago; the
Swiss cottages, with peasants to match, true to the life—of the opera;
the peaks like walking sticks, often bulbous about the top; the Italian
lakes in blue and pink, shockingly like and shamelessly vulgar.

The moral then of this short and very imperfect retrospectis that
‘juxtaposition is great.” Without it—that is, without close contact
between the artist and his subject—no aspect of nature can get properly
painted. A genius like Turner may make comparatively little juxta-
position goa long way. But even he would have gained by ore oppor-
tunities, while lesser men with only the same chances may come to sad
misfortune. The work in a new field of painters, even of considerable
reputation and technical acquirement, is seldom satisfactory. Look at
the curious cross between Devonshire and the Mediterranean Mr.
Hook calls Amalfi. To copy nature in the Alps, to be clear yet not
crude, forcible without violence, delicate as well as sublime, the
painter must learn a new lesson in the depth and arrangement of his
colours. Instead of trying to master the difficulty most of our artists
are content to secure a general idea of Swiss forms; and in the colour-
ing and the atmosphere of their picture, to neglect local truth altogether
and to fall back on their English impressions. The result may satis
observers as careless as themselves, but to true lovers of the Alps it 1s
utterly distasteful. Our painter of the Alps must combine many
qualifications. He must not only be the close friend of the mountains,
knowing them in all their moods ; he must also have a quick and sure
perception, so that, where it is impossible to paint all, he may select and
insist on the moet essential and characteristic features, and a power of
composition equal to dealing with great and often difficult sub-
jects. Above all he must be a master and teacher of the public, lead-
ing them to share his appreciation of the true charms of the Alps, not
one content to sink into their slave, a painter of made-up landscapes

* Sold two or three years ago at Messrs, Christie and Manson's.
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as weak and confused as the nine-months-old recollections of an
ordinary tourist.

From these generalities we must proceed to examine in detail some
of the specimens of Alpine painting in the exhibitions of 1878. Few
who are familiar with the ¢ Alpine Guide,’ in other words few moun-
taineers, can have passed through the rooms at Burlington House this
summer without having a passage in that classical work brought back
to their minds. ¢ The track crosses the torrent to the broad green ex-
panse of Breitenmatt, enclosed by fine pine forests, beyond which
the Wetterhorn and Wellhorn with a part of the Rosenlaui Glacier
complete a picture, to render which on paper or canvas is the con-
stant but vain aspiration of Alpine artists. In fine weather it is
common to see several of the fraternity, each with his outspread
umbrella, engaged in the same hopeless but exciting enterprise.’

We first meet Rosenlaui in Room 2, and Mr. Leader is the show-
man. Alas for the lover of mountain form! The painter has taken
the final peak and pulled it out sideways, as one may take one of the
india-rubber faces which amuere children, thus reducing the slopes to an
angle of about 20°, and destroying altogether the beauty of the sky-
piercing pyramid. But much as we may prefer nature’s Wetterhorn
to Mr. Leader’s, we must not insist on literal fidelity in details if the
picture is true as a whole to the spirit of the Bernese Alps. We must
not forget that simple topographic work, however meritorious, is far
from being the highest form of art. Composition—the power of treat-
ing a landscape so as to combine its features in the most harmonious
manner, in the common phrase ¢ to make a picture of it,’ is the work
and mark of the artist. We shall be the last to complain of any
liberties he may take with local detail, so long as he performs his part
within just limits, so long as he follows in nature’s lines and does not
esentially misrepresent her truth by mixing up incongruous elements,
England and Switzerland, in an impossible combination. But what do
we find in Mr. Leader’s ‘ Rosenlaui’? A pale Enclish sky overhanging
mud-grev mountains, green-grey pines, and a feebly indicated torrent.
The only thing in the picture which gives the eye a moment’s pleasure
is a Leauliful mossy boulder lit by a gleam of sunshine,

On the line in the great room Mr. Vicat Cole gives us his version of
Rosenlaui. Form and colour are again all wrong. Where does this
great pasty glacier, these unsubstantial buttresses, come from? Not any
Rosenlaui we have ever seen. The whole picture might make a
creditable drop scene, but is beneath criticism as a serious representa-
tion of the Alps. A little further on we come to yet another Rosenlaui,
Sir Robert Collier's; ¢the only one of the three I can recognise,’ said
in our hearing a passing visitor, and there was much force in the re-
mark. This is honest topographical work, thorough as far as it goes;
somewhat wanting, however, in composition and aerial effect, scafcely
satisfying our memories, but at any rate not insulting them by any dis-
tortions of local truth. More powerful in handling, though less
interesting in subject, is John Collier's ¢ Stream near Rosenlaui.’” This
is a very fine study of Swiss wood and water. The torrent is all
dashed into foam, and there are few spaces—too few—where the water
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is opaque enough- to show patches of grey-blue colour. The forest,
the cliffs behind it and the mists which float along their face are all
out-of-door realities, not phantoms of the studio. With his father’s
example, and no legal impediment in his career, Mr. Collier should
succeed, if he can embody in his work close observation of the poetry
as well as of the prose of Alpine nature.

We must not pass unnoticed Bierstadt’s large ¢ Rocky Mountain’
landscape. Yet we cannot honestly admire, though there may be
something to respect. When photography succeeds in copying colour
as well as form this is the sort of result we may look for.

No. 142, by A. Godwin, is a very pleasant, bright picture. The
scene is laid among the Tyrolese Alps in early summer, before the
flower-carpet has been swept off by the mower. Broad uplands
spread away in breezy swells, clouded with the deep blue of gentian
bells and the warm tints of ripe grasses. In the distance the sunlit
snows and brown crags of a lofty range are half hidden by the vapours
which cling softly round its base. The scene chosen is a charming
one, and has been lovingly painted.

Passing on to the water-colour room the first picture to attract
attention is Mr. Croft’s ¢ Breithorn from the Riffel.” Mr. Croft deserves
the greatest credit for this most careful and, to a certain point, success-
ful attempt to represent the most difficult, perhaps, of all Alpine subjects,
a snow and ice scene under a midday sun. Nothing could be better
than the drawing of the face of the Breithorn with its rocks and snows.
It is a disappointment to us not to be able to feel more satisfied with
the picture as a whole. Where does it fail? We fancy, so faras a
critic ignorant of technical procedure in water-colours may judge, that
Mr. Croft has made & mistake in his scheme of colour. Anxious to
give as far as possible its true value to the brilliancy of the snows, and
at the same time to preserve the balunce of his picture, he has made
all his colours too bright. The sky is a brilliant grey, the glacier a
bright green; even the face of the Breithorn is all pale green and
white; there is no shadow anywhere, no repose for the eye. Surely
there is more contrast and depth of colour even among the snow
mountains. The total result is an uncomfortable sense of want of
atmosphere. We feel almost as if we were looking at a landscape
among the mountains of the moon. It may seem ungrateful to dwell
on any defectin a work of such honest, skilful, and original study. But
Mr. Croft is evidently painstaking as well as ambitious, and as an
Alpine clubman, he will not expect the highest success to reward every
adventure into the snow world. Our criticism is made in the expecta-
tion of seeing him overcome the difficulties which still harass him, and
it would be false kindness not to point out in what direction—if we
see rightly—they lie.

Mr. Smith (739) has represented that well-known trio, the Minch,
Eiger and Jungfrau, as they are seen at sunset from the north. The
foreground is filled by an Alpine pool, the water of which is grey and
ghostly ; the lower hills and hollows lie in blue shadow ; a faint rosy light
still clings to the side of the three great peaks. Some one has eaid,
Why is it not on their summits? But such an effect is often produced
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when a cloud in the west throws a local shade. To our thinking there
is a little too much of the mountuin on the left in the picture, and the
gky is lower in tone than it would be at such a moment. But the
mountain drawing is precise and excellent, and the sketch as a whole
is a thoughtful and delicate piece of Alpine work.

We turn with pleasure from the crowded halls of the Academy
to the collection of pictures and studies by M. Loppé, which has
lately decorated our own club-rooms. That M. Loppé has several of
the qualifications for a successful painter of the Alps no one can deny.
He ‘loves the great mountains, and has made himself familiar with
them by long and intimate intercourse. His work is therefore the fruit
of years of study. He has a considerable power, a power which the
present exhibition, we think, shows to be still on the increase, of
bringing down with him on canvas what he has seen in the upper
world. If he must not yet be ranked among the rare magicians
who portray immeasurable space without the least sacrifice of defini-
tion or detail, he can suggest with surprising success the broad land-
scapes of the High Alps. If his brush may miss some of the finer
shades, some of the more delicate gradations in the skies and snows
(as every painter must until a Turner climbs Mont Blanc), if his rock
modelling is sometimes inclined to flatness, yet he never fails to seize
the prevailing tone which gives its character to the scene and moment
chosen for representation.

He is never false, seldom careless or superficial. His skies, various
as they are, are all Swiss skies, not English. His mountains are living
Alps. His snow and ice are the real things. On all his work there
is the stamp of truthfulness—each of his sketches represents a fact.
Compared to most Alpine oil-painting they are as the keen touches of
a Kingsley compared to the laborious home-made descriptions of a
commonplace writer. Without pretending to estimate the extent of
M. Loppé’s talent as an artist, we feel sure he has made true and
honest use of it, shirking no difficulty, and leaving art precedents and
conveuntions, even his own fame, to take care of themselves so long as
he could put his power to the best use in reproducing the scenery of
the High Alps.

Last time M. Loppé came to see us he had turned his attention
chiefly to the glacier—its séracs and crevasses. This year he has lifted
up his eyes to the peaks and the skies. In size and probably also in the
labour bestowed on it the most important piece of work is ¢ the Matter-
horn from below the Col de la Valpelline” In the foreground is the
blue névé crevasse familiar to this painter's admirers. In the middle
distance the Matterhorn stands up supported by the peaks behind Zer-
matt. We have here the least familiar view of the peak, the back of the
rearing horse. An afternoon shower is passing over the mountain and
casts a shadow across its crags, half veiling the more distant range
which is seen through it. The effect has been most judiciously chosen,
and is rendered with quiet truthfulness. In ¢ A Storm at the Miirjelen
See,’ a thundercloud is sweeping down the Aletsch Glacier, whose surface
shows purple in the shadow, while the icebergs gleam vividly out of
the dark waters; a powerful picture which we much prefer to the .
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larger but somewhat tame representation of the same scene in sun-
shine.

In ¢ Mont Blanc from the Buet’ we look across from the shrunken
enows of the Buet to the dome of Mont Blanc wrapt in the rosy glow
of sunset, every curve in its outline leading upwards to the final
cupola which soars high beyond all supporters. Blue shadows fall
from the Aiguille du Gouté across the illumined face of the snows; the
sky, very carefully studied, istender green changing into rose. A most
poetical impression is here produced by simple downright study and
avoidance of exaggeration. Three other pictures show Mont Blanc in
his most familiar aspect from Chamonix, in broad sunshine (compare
the modelling and effect of these snows with those in the Academy pic-
tures), at sunset, and under a cloud. In a small picture (No. 31) the
spectator is standing on Mont Blanc. The foreground is filled by a
cloud ‘lightly curled’ at his very feet, through it a glimpse is caught
of the valley of Chamonix, while other vapours are mingling with the
blue hills below, above which stretches the mysterious deep-toned sky
of high altitudes. With this might be compared a study of mists
coming up on the Col du Géant, in which the motion and transparency
of the clouds has been finely caught. ¢ Mont Blanc from the Col
du Géant’ was not one of the subjects M. Loppé had done full justice
to in the picture first exhibited. The details of granite structure in
the recently conquered Péteret and the vertical lines on the rocks
of Mont Blanc are better treated in a smaller work added subsequently
to the exhibition. We have not space to linger over each of the
numerous pictures shown. There are many charming little sketches,
Matterhorns by sunrise and sunset, Mont Blancs, Aiguilles ¢red and
white and green,’ which will light up English walls with memories
of Swiss summers. There are sundry small studies of sea-coast
or Thames-side skies which show what M. Loppé can do off the
mountains.

The studies finished on the spot displayed in the back room were
perhaps the most interesting part of the exhibition. M. Loppé has
put to good use the new hut on the Col du Géant : since De Saussure
no one has turned a visit to that high place to such good account. We
find a series of sketches taken from the pass. Now we look over the
depths of Val d’Aosta to the Grivola and Grand Paradis; now towards
Monte Rosa. In some we see the golden lights of & stormy sunrise, in
others the still splendours of evening, when blues and purples fill the
valleys and the horizon swims in rosy vapour. There are a whole
series of studies of the Alps in winter : the Wetterhorn and Wellhorn,
the real mountains this time, stand out clear against a sky mottled
with frosty vapour; the Lake of Luzern ripples at the feet of brown
misty mountains, doubtless more manageable to the painter than the
heavy green of August foliage. The Lakes of Geneva and Annecy,
seen bebind leafless thickets, reflect the soft low lights of a winter sun
half veiled in grey mist. In one corner were two glorious bits of
glacier ice, perfect studies both as to form and texture; and between
them a masterly painting of a little Alpine stream, flowing on clear
and blue through the snow which mantles all the world beside.
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The materials are a vein of blue water and a sheet of snow, but the
reflections and shadows are given with a force and purity which make
us value this as highly as anything in the collection as a proof of
M. Loppé'’s sincere study of Nature and his power of overcoming
technical obstacles in her interpretation.

P.S. Mr. Ruskin in the last edition of the ¢ Notes’ to the noble collec-
tion of Turner’s drawings, he has most generously lent the public, dis-
putes the opinion expressed above, that the upper snows are within the
sphere of art. We quote the passage :

¢It is curious (and what our modern school of gymnastic tourists
will think of it I know not), that among the Alps he shunned the
upper snows, as at Venice the bright palace walls, and drew only the
great, troubled, and surging sea of the pastoral rocky mountains. But
he felt always that every power of art was vain among the upper
snows. He might as well have set himself to paint opals or rubies.
The Alps are meant to be seen a8 the stars and lightnings are, not
painted. All proper subjects for a painter are easily paintable ; if only
you can paint! Carpaccio and Sir Joshua can paint a lovely lady's
cheek with no expense on strange colours; but none can paint the
snows of the Rosa at dawn.’

To argue with Mr. Ruskin on any question of art, most of all on any
question about Turner, would be an act of some temerity. But we
may fairly, and without undue presumption, confront him with an
equal champion in the author of ¢ Modern Painters” Turning to that
work we find the same subject treated with a very different result.
Space fails us to quote the eloquent and most true descriptions of the
beauty of colour as well as of form in a snow drift, of the modelling of
the upper snows and its relation to the underlying mountain form, or
the admirable advice given to the painter who attempts to delineate the
phenomena of the upper world of rock and ice and snow. We can
only refer generally to the final paragraph,and ask Mr. Ruskin whether
he no longer ¢ hopes that Alpine scenery will not continue to be ne-
glected as it has been ;’ whether he is no longer prepared to feel ¢ very
grateful’ to the capable painter ¢ who will refresh us a little among the
snow ;’ whether he no longer desires ‘the pure and holy hills treated
as a link between heaven and earth?’'®* May not lovers of the High
Alps with this chapter in their minds, venture to doubt whether the
reason Mr. Ruskin now assigns for Turner’s neglect of the upper snows
;lsthe? true one, whether a better and simple reason does not lie at

and

Mr. Ruskin himself describes the old-fashioned journey into Italy
¢ as Turner knew it, a delightful journey indeed, but not a journey
bringing the traveller into any close neighbourhood with the eternal
snow world and its noblest summits. Turner never gained any inti-
mate acquaintance with the snows by climbing among them. If this is
so, could he have painted them? An emphatic answer rings in our
ears. ‘No man ever painted, or ever will paint, well, anything but

* ¢ Modern Painters,’ vol. i. p. 284, and preceding pages.
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what he has early and long seen, early and long felt, and early and long
loved ;’ and it is Mr. Ruskin who speaks. The difference, we should
say, between Turner and some painters of our own day is, that he was
too wise to attempt to paint at all what he knew he was not sufficiently
familiar with to paint well.

Is it not more likely that this is the true reason of Turner’s absti-
nence, than that the painter of the ¢ Avalanche’ failed to paint snow-
peaks from any feeling of the technical difficulties of the task? That
such work must be tull of difficulties is of course admitted by everyone,
but that the difficulties are insuperable, we have the high authority of
the author of ¢ Modern Painters’ to deny, and we will not impute to
Turner that he gave way where he might have conquered.

One word more. The drawing lately given to Mr. Ruskin by his
friends, being probably a landscape in the Rhine valley below Coire and
near Ragatz, ought not to be called ¢the Spliigen Pass’ It is miles away
from any pass, and might as well be called the San Bernardino or the
Lukmanier or the Julier, lying equally on the road to any of these
old highways. We think this fact of some importance for Turner's
sake, for seen looking up through the hot vaporous air of the
Rheinthal, snows and rocks contrast very differently to what they do
when seen on a pass or in the highlands of Savoy; and Mr. Ruskin’s
criticism on the snowy range, and also possibly that on the absence
of trees, might be modified by careful calling to mind of the exact
neighbourhood represented in this lovely drawing,

ALPINE NOTES.

Cotopax1.—The following further details of Freiherr M. von Thiel-
mann's ascent of Cotopaxi are taken from the ‘ Verhandlungen der
Gesellschaft fiir Erdkunde zu Berlin,” No. 3. 1878.

¢ On January 12, 1878, Herr von Thielmann left Quito, accom-

" panied by five ‘‘ peones,” veterans in mountain ascents. The first night
was spent at Machachi ; the second at Limpiopongu (3,888 métres) on
the saddle between Cotopaxi and Ruminahui. This was the spot from
which (on September 9, 1877) Dr. Wolf had made his ascent, and
Herr von Thielmann proposed to follow the same route.

¢ On January 14, the tent was left behind, and the ascent begun by
the very convenient arenal (alope covered with pumice stone), on the
south-west side of the lava stream from Yanasacha. A walk of three
hours brought the travellers to the last camping-place of Dr. Wolf
(4,652 métres). The night was spent there so that next morning the
last and steepest portion of the cone might be climbed with unimpaired
energy. The weather was bad, rain and hail alternated, but towards
sunset it became clear and still. This point might easily be reached on
horseback. Herr von Thielmann, however, had wisely preferred to test
himeelf and his companions by a preliminary walk, a measure of fore-
sight which had the result of inducing an Englishman who had so
far accompanied him, to abandon the ascent.
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¢ The night of January 14-15 was cold, but quite still. Cotopaxi
smoked slightly, and rumbled from time to time. On Tuesday, the
15th, the “ peones ” were awoke at 2 A.M., and a meal of hot meat and
tea taken. At 3.50 A.M. a start was made. Herr von Thielmann says,
“ Had I known the route was so easy and free from danger I might
have set out at half-past two.” A tiresome climb among boulders led
up to the crest of the Yanasacha lava. Thence, under starlight, the
direct way to the summit was followed. The fatiguing ascent over the
lava can easily be avoided by taking an easy route along the north-west
slope of Millihuaico, as Herr von Thielmann had opportunity to observe
on the descent. At daybreak (about 5.30 A.M.), at a height of about
5,000 métres, the foot of the smooth snow-slope was reached. Up to
this point the snow had been mixed up with a covering of ashes.
Between 4,700 and 5,000 métres the eye saw more black than white,
and it was impossible to determine the exact snow-level.

[Here Herr Reiss, another South American traveller, remarks, ¢ pro-
bably the bivouac at 4,652 métres was on snow or ice. Wherever, at
this and even lesser heights, I had excavations made in the arenal of
the Yanasacha volcano, I came at a depth of two or three feet upon
deep-blue hard ice. The glacier was buried in ashes.”]

¢ The morning broke cloudless, fleecy vapours filled the valleys, but
all the mountains from Cayambe to Carihuairazo were beautifully
clear. From 5.20 to 8.40 A.M. was spent in a monotonous climb up a
steep snow-slope lying at an angle of about 40 degrees. The surface
was 80 hard that steps had to be cut for the sandal-shod * peones.” The
work was fatiguing for the arms, but refreshing to the legs and lungs,
since the rate of progress was necessarily slow. Turns were taken
every five minutes in step-cutting. At seven o'clock the first * peon "
complained of headache, and about eight, the other two became some-
what tired. Herr von Thielmann was fully equipped for an Alpine
expedition, with nailed shoes, ice axe, neutral-tinted spectacles for
himself and his companions, a mask, and a rope which was not brought
intouse. Toaccomplish on the ice-field 750 meétres (5,000 to 5,750 m.)
took the party 3 hrs. 10 min. Herr von Thielmann attributes this
slow rate of progress entirely to the wretched foot covering of the
¢ peones,” which gave them no sure hold on the smow. It will be
noticed that the last 250 métres were ascended at about the same pace
in 1 hr. 5 min.

¢ At 8.40 A.M. the Cuchilla (aréte) was reached, which separates the
upper basin of the Chuchunga Husico (ravine) from another ravine
sinking to the N. or NNN.W. Dr. Wolf is in error in estimating this
Cuchilla at 5,200 and odd métres. Herr von Thielmann is confident
that it is at most only 250 métres below the summit, or in round figures
about 5,750 meétres. The Cuchilla had since Dr. Wolf's visit acquired
a fresh covering of snow, was six feet broad, and not in the least dan-
gerous, although the ground fell away very steeply on both sides. The
fresh enow had so completely covered the clefts in the lava observed
by Dr. Wolf, that above 5,000 métres nothing but a smooth unfurrowed
snow- mantle was visible. The Cuchilla is some 100 métres long. It
was followed by a moderately inclined snow-field (about 20 degrees),
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which was traversed between 8.40 and 9.10 a.M. The N.E. wind
became stronger, but not sufficiently so to cause serious annoyance. At
9.10 a.M. the travellers were at the base of the ash cone, that is to say,
of the ash-covered crags of the summit. Dr. Wolf found here bare
rock ; Herr von Thielmann only bosses of rock protruding from the
ashes. This is explicable, as the prevailing wind brings all the ashes
of the eruptions to this side. This slope of ashes, beginning 120 métres
under the peak, was climbed in the same way as the top of Vesuvius.
At 9.45 A.M. the N.W. summit, the highest point of the pesk, was
reached in 6 hrs. 15 min. from the sleeping place.

¢ Herr von Thielmann considers 6,015 meétres (19,700 feet) the cor-
rect height. The weather had broken, and the steam of the crater cut
off the view towards the S. The temperature of the air was 4 deg. C.;
the wind faint, and the sun pleasantly warm. The crater was only
visible by moments, so that it was impossible to get a satisfactory
general impression of the whole, though every part was seen at inter-
vals. The gases which steamed forth from the crater, and the “fuma-
role,” appeared to be differently composed to those observed a few
months previously by Dr, Wolf. The “ fumarole” on the slopes threw
out by fits and starts steam with slight traces of sulphureous matter,
and even on the edges of the crater, only once and for a moment, was
the smell of sulphureous exhalations observable, although Herr von
Thielmann remained an hour on the summit, and the wind often
drove the thick clouds of steam over him. Eruptions with out-
bursts of ashes and “ rapilli ” still frequently occur, with which the snow
on the west side was covered; signs of them were noticed during
the halt at the last sleeping-place at 4,625 métres. On the day of the
ascent itself no outbreak of ashes was noticed. .

‘The top was left at 10.45 a.M., and at 2.15 p.M. the whole party
arrived safely at Limpiopongu, where some time was spent in packin
up the coverings and implements. The descent of what had taken
9 hrs. to climb thus occupied only 3% hrs.

‘In this (the fourth) ascent of Cotopaxi only one of the ‘peones”
complained of headache, all the others were perfectly well. None of
the climbers showed any signs of exhaustion, and the appetite of all was
brilliant. On the top a meal, consisting of preserved meat, rolls, red
wine, and cold tea was taken. Brandy was not used by any of the
partg'. On the other hand, Herr von Thielmann allowed his companions
to chew tobacco-leaves, an expedient he believes useful in high ascents,
as the action of chewing keeps the salivary glands in action. Herr von
Thielmann himself suffered in no way from fatigue, nor was his stomach
in any way upset, only in the evening at Limpiopongu he suffered
from a slight headache.

¢ Herr von Thielmann used two aneroids, of Goldschmidt of Ziirich.
Both worked well up to 3,000 métres, above this they failed, owing,
Herr von Thielmann believes, to the imperfect elasticity of the metal
case.

¢On January 16, Herr von Thielmann set out on his return to Gua-
yaquil, crossed the pass at the foot of Chimborazo on the 19th, and on
January 24th returned to Guayaquil.’
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Tre PALe* p1 SAN MarTINO.—The following note records the fall
of this summit, the last of the ¢ untrodden peaks’ of Primiero. Further
details would be welcome.

‘8an Martino di Castrozza,” June 24, 1878.
¢I have the honour to inform you that my friend the Count Alfred
Pallavicini and myself made yesterday the first ascension of the
Pale di San Martino. Our excellent guides were Santo Siorpaes
and Arcangelo Dimaj of Cortina, and the porter Michele Bettega of
S. Martino.
¢ JuLius MEURER,
¢ Vice-Prasident des Oester. Touristen Club,
Mitglied der Section Austria des D. u. O. Alpen-Vereins.”

ATTEMPT ON THE DENT DU GEaNT.—In the ¢Bollettino’ (No. 33),
Signor G. de Filippi gives a long account of an attempt made by Lord
Wentworth and himself to get to the top of the Dent du Géant by
means of rockets. On the north of the Dent, only 80 métres below the
summit, is a platform of rock, and on the opposite flank, at a somewhat
lower level, a corresponding one. The object was to pass a rope over
the summit from piatform to platform by means of rockets. A me-
chanism had been prepared for this purpose by Signor Bertinetti, of
Turin. At the third attempt success seemed about to crown the plan,
the party on the north side saw the rocket-stick fall at their feet, but a
gust of wind carried back the rope, and all subsequent attempts were
equally unsuccessful. The Dent du Géant still remains unconquered.
‘Whether or not it is allowable to use such weapons against a peak,
proved inaccessible by all ordinary means, is a nice question of moun-
taineering morals on which we do not feel called to express any
opinion.

Fatar AccipENT oN MoNT Branc.—The following account is taken
from a letter of Signor F. Gonella, published in the ¢ Bollettino’ of the
Italian Alpine Club (No. 33) :—

¢On August 19, 1877, Signor Gonella left Courmayeur, with Julien
Grange as guide, and two porters, for the Miage hut. It was intended
that one of the two porters should accompany Signor Gonella to the
summit of Mont Blanc, while the other returned from the hut. Bad
weather on the morning of the 20th compelled the party to abandon
the ascent. About 11 A.M. they all set out to return to Courmayeur,
one of the porters being unattached ; the other three roped. At a point
where some séracs have to be passed it is necessary, it appears, to tra-
verse a couloir. While in this position a noise was heard overhead,
and looking back a great mass of ice was eeen falling on the climbers.
Grange, with great presence, shouted, “ Jetez vous dans lacrevasse,” and
he and the traveller succeeded in sheltering themselves in a crevasse
happily close at hand. The roped porter was less completely covered,
and being struck and swept down, pulled Signor Gonella out of the
crevasse. Grange, however, held them both up until they had time to
recover their footing. The second porter, who was unroped and some
paces in the rear, was caught by the bulk of the avalanche and swept
down the couloir. When Grange reached him he found him lifeless.

* See p. 56 as to the correct spelling of this word.
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¢ Signor Gonella remarks, that in his opinion no blame attaches to
Grange for the partial use made of the rope. The accident happened
at a spot which was traversed unroped by all the guides and porters
engaged in the construction of the cabin, and which he had himself
passed unroped in ascending the previous day. He does not tell us
whether it is possible to take any other route to the cabin, by which
the risk of similar accidents may be avoided in future. This isa point
on which further information is very desirable.’

THE DENT D'HERENS.—On Saturday, August 11, 1877, the Rev.
F. T. Wethered, with Hans Knubel and another guide, left the Stockje
hut at 3.20 aA.M., and reached the summit of the Dent d’Hérens
by crossing the Tiefenmatten Joch and attacking the peak from the
snow-fields on the south-west. Declining altogether to return over the
dJoch late in the day, the party made for the Col de Valpelline, and,
missing the direct route—none of the party having crossed the col
before—mounted the huge ice-fall of the Za de Zan Glacier, and so
reached the pass, eventually arriving at Zermatt, vid the Stockje and
Zmutt Glacier, between 10 and 11 p.u. ‘I make a note of this, simply
to show that the Dent d’Hérens may be ascended from the Stockje, and
the return journey (to Zermatt) effected in one day, without recrossing
the Tiefenmatten Joch. The ice-fall of the Za de Zan Glacier was one
of the most exciting pieces of work I have ever experienced. Had we
not missed the usual route to the Col de Valpelline, the expedition
would have been much simplified as to difficulty and would, of course,
have taken considerably less time.

INsuraNCE ForR GuipEs.—The subscriptions to the Knubel Fund,
with the additions made to them abroad, have reached a very con-
siderable sum. It is not likely that on any similar occasion such a
fand could be raised a second time, and it would be matter of regret
if the liberality of the Alpine public should create exaggerated ex-
pectations, or encourage Swiss guides to neglect to make any provision
for their families during their years of prosperity. A good deal of
nonsense is from time to time written about the dangers of the pro-
fession of guide. It is exposed to infinitely fewer dangers to life than
most industrial pursuits, or, we may add, sedentary professions. It is
far less dangerous than the pursuit of a chamois-hunter, commonly
followed by Alpine peasants. But it is a calling liable to certain risks,
and which cannot be followed in advanced life. The Swiss, French, and
German Alpine Clubs would do a good deed if they would severally
promote among the guides in their respective territories a habit of
effecting insurances against death or accident, and if they would per-
suade respectable insurance offices to offer them suitable advantages.
The difficulty with a peasant often is to make him put away money
for the benefit of others after his death. Assistance in case of acci-
dents, and a small annuity after a certain age, ought to serve as strong
inducements to the ordinary Alpine peasant to make provision for his
own future as well as his family’s,

LzoeaL RiGHTS To GLACIERS.—Mr. Marett writes: When I sent to
the ¢ Alpine Journal ’ some observations on the legal rights to Glaciers
(published in vol. viii. p. 277), I was not aware that in 1875 a discus-

YOL., IX.—NO. LXI. E
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sion on the subject had appeared in a Zurich legal publication. The
author, Herr Kappeler, states, that in Valais, Vaud, and Berne, glaciers
have been treated as state property ; that in Grisons (as I understand
him) glaciers are held to belong to the commune or parish, but land
left by glaciers to the adjoining landowners, and that in Uri glaciers
would be held to belong to the commune. He, however, contends, that
glaciers are not fit subjects for property, either in individuals or in the
state, and must be like the sea, the seashore, and flowing water, accord-
ing to Roman law, ¢ res communes omnium juri naturali,’ the property
of no one or of every one; and he doubts if anyone can even by occu-
pation acquire any rights over a glacier. He thinks, however, that the
state ought to have power to regulate the working of the ice, and for
that purpose to grant concessions, &c. If this is not the law, he thinks
it ought ta be, and suggests a short enactment to that effect in a fature
Swiss Civil Code. As to the soil beneath the glaciers, he seems to hold
that it belongs to the owners of the adjacent land.

The subject appears to have excited much interest, and the Editor of
the ¢ Mittheilungen ’oddly calls ita ¢ burning question.’ In the ¢ Jahr-
buch des Oesterreichischen Touristen Club,’ 1877, p. 178, Herr Schiestl
argues, that in Austria glaciers belong to no one, and may be appro-
priated by anyone for the purpose of working the ice. He promises a
dircussion on the right to the soil under the glaciers.

I have taken these statements from the ¢ Mittheilungen des Deut-
schen und Oesterreichischen Alpenvereins,’ 1878, p. 82, where the sub-
ject is discussed at length; the Editor appearing reluctant to accept the
conclusions of Herren Kappeler and Schiestl. As the Editor of the
¢ Mittheilungen ’ has honoured with a notice my previous observations,
I will add, that for any mistakes or deficiencies in the preceding abstract,
brevity, and my imperfect knowledge of German, must be the excuse,
as I can have no opinion of my own cn a question of foreign law. Of
course to an English lawyer, the theory of land or anything affixed to
it not belonging to anyone is inadmissible.

THE BEGINNINGS OF THE ALPINE CLUB.—In the unhappily posthumous
account of ¢ The Formation of the Alpine Club,’ by our late President,
Mr. Longman, in the ¢ Alpine Journal’ for February, reference is made
at p. 84 to a letter of mine to Mr. E. S. Kennedy, dated December 1,
1857, in which I mentioned that Mr. William Mathews had written to
me about such a club nearly a year before. This reported communica-
tion from Mr. Mathews was evidently the earliest germ of the Alpine
Club known to Mr. Longman. As no further particulars have appeared
in the May number of the Journal, and Mr. Mathews, as I learn from
himself, has now forgotten what took place, I offer no apology for
placing on record the text of his original suggestions, as it shows how
deﬁniteléy he had planned the club in his own mind from the fir=t.

The first reference is at the end of a long letter of February 1, 1857,
describing expeditions in the Combin range. ¢In the meantime I
want you to consider whether it would not be possible to establish an
Alpine Club (sic) the members of which might dine together once a
year, ray in London, and give each other what information they could.
Each member at the close of any alpine tour, whether in Switzerland
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or elsewhere, should be required to furnish to the President a short
account of all the undescribed excursions he had made, with a view to
the publication of an annual or biennial volume. We should thus get
a good deal of useful information in a form available to the members.
Alpine tourists now want to know the particulars of the following
“ courses ” which I believe have been recently made : Finsteraarhorn,
Jungfrau from Grindelwald, Altels, Galenstock, Dom, Weisshorn, Zinal
Pass, Créte & Collon, and many others.” On February 16 Mr. Mathews
wrote again : ‘ Pray let me know what you think of my proposal for an
Alpine Club;’ and a third letter, dated June 19, full of Alpine queries,
ended with the same subject. ¢ Apropos of the Alpine Club, I should
suggest sending circulars next October or November to all the best
known mountaineers, and getting them to dine together in London, at
as cheap a rate as you like; we could then discuss whether anything
further could be done, and see how the thing would be likely to
answer.’

These extracts show how far the matter had gone before Mr. Mathews
went abroad in the summer of 1857, and how glad he must have been
to find in Mr. Kennedy so helpful a coadjutor, when they met in the
Haslithal in August, under the circumstances noticed by Mr. Longman.
‘What passed on that occasion was no doubt detailed to e when Mr.
Mathews was staying with me in Hertfordshire on October 26 and 27,
and we were talking over the subject of our previous correspondence ;
but unfortunately I can recall no particulars of the conversations. The
dinner at the Leasowes took place ten days later, as appears from Mr.
Longman’s account, and from that date the Alpine Club was practically
founded. F. J. A. Horr.

6 8t. Peter’s Terrace, Cambridge, May 31, 1878.

ArrINE MEETING AT PaR1s.—The French Club proposes to hold a
congress of mountaineers at Paris on the 6th, 7th, and 9th Soptember.
The first two days will be devoted to discussions and conferences on
subjects interesting to Alpine travellers. On the third day, an excur-
sion will be made to the forest of Fontainebleau.

Members of foreign clubs, including our own, proposing to attend,
are requested to send their names to the Secrétaire-Général du Club
Alpin Frangais, 31 Rue Bonaparte, as soon as possible. The President
of the English Club proposes to attend, and will be glad if cther members
will join him.

REVIEW.

STUDI GEOLOGICI SUL GRUPPO DEL GRAN
PARADISO.*

Ten years ago there appeared in the ¢ Bolletino del Club Alpino Ita-
liano ' a paper entitled ¢ Studi sul Gruppo del Gran Paradiso,’ by Signor
Martino Baretti. At that period perhaps no part of the Alps, certainly

* Studi Geologici sul Gruppo del Gran Paradiso. Per Murtino Baretti. (Reale
Accademia dei Lincei, Roma, 1877.)
=2
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none of so much interest and importance, was so little generally known.
The map of the Sardinian Etat Mujor was disfigured by gross errors,
and notwithstanding its large scale, was almost absolutely destitute of
accurate detail in the higher regions. Some of the principal peaks
and passes had been described by members of the English Alpine Club
in its earlier publications; but other parts of the district were, if not
totally unexplored, at least undescribed. Of the topography of this
group, Signor Baretti gave in his paper a concise, but full and accurate
description. The sketch map which accompanied it showed how com-
pletely he had traversed the ground in every direction, and indicated
with approximate correctness the position of all the principal summits
and the form and extent of the glaciers which surround them. Signor
Baretti's studies, however, were not confined to the surface and ex-
ternal appearance of the mountains. His main object was the investi-
gation of the geological structure of the group, and the result of his
labours is given in the work now before us. Within the period which
has elapsed since his first expedition to the mountains of Aosta in 1862,
a revolution has taken place in the views entertained by leading geo-
logists relative to the origin of an important class of rocks. While the
gneiss and slates, of which a large part of these and most other moun-
tains consists, bave long been acknowledged to have been originally
sedimentary, though considerably altered in condition since their first
deposit, it was once generally believed that the granites, syenites, and
porphyries were of igneous origin, having been erupted from great
depths, and having probably by the contiguity of their heated masses pro-
duced the changes which had manifestly taken place in the other rocks.
Further investigation led many eminent geologists, and among others
Signor Gastaldi, of whom Signor Baretti professes himself a disciple
and follower, to the conclusion that not only these, so-called metamor-
phic, but the supposed eruptive rocks themselves, had originally been
aqueous deposits, and that the idea of their igneous origin was an
erroneous one, resulting merely from their more complete transformation
and crystallisation.

Our space will not permit us to enter at any length upon the discus-
sion of tkis question. We would only venture to remark, that by a
natural reaction from the views formerly entertained, Signor Baretti,
and geologists of the same school, seem to have been led somewhat to
an opposite extreme, namely, to the conclusion that all the changes of
condition, which are observed to have taken place in the etructure of
the crystalline rocks, are due simply to lapse of time and intermole-
cular action. The agency of heat is ignored ; the source of heat, which
was formerly supposed to have been afforded by the eruption of molten
matter from the interior of the earth, being rejected. But when we
recognise the enormous mechanical forces which must have operated
in the elevation and distortion which we observe, we must admit at
least the possibility of a source of heat within the rocks themselves,
which may have con ributed a most important elemnent in the chunges
which have occurred.

The group of the Grand Paradis forms one of several distinct areas
of elevation in the Alps. Divided by the line of comparative depres-
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sion, through which runs the valley of the Dora Baltea from those of
Monte Rosa and Mont Blanc; by that upon which is situated the Val
de Rhemis and the Col d'Iseran from that of the western Graians ; and
by a less marked division from that of the Cottian Alps to the south-
west, it occupies a space of a rudely elliptical form, the major axis of
which lies in a direction of north-east to south-west. The loftiest
summits, culminating in the Grand Paradis itself, 13,271 feet, are upon
a line nearly parallel to the main axis, but situated a little to the
north-west of it. The axis is intersected by the valley of the Orco, by
which some of the very oldest formations are exposed in the granites of
the Scalare di Ceresole. Further south the axis is prolonged through
the peaks of the Levanna, beyond which the elevation becomes less
considerable. Along this line the rocks, classed by Signor Baretti as
the earlier crystalline, extend a distence of about twenty-five miles, and
the same are found for about six miles upon either side of it; but the
larger portion of these consists of gneiss, only occasionally exhibiting a
granitorial or porphyroid character. These deposits dip in all directions
from the centre, and are surrounded and covered by the more recent
formations of the later crystallines, called aleo by Signor Baretti the
zone of greenstones, consisting principally of serpentines, magnesian
limestones and greenstones, gneiss and mica schist, but including also
massive granites and syenites, formerly supposed to have been of
eruptive origin. In respect to geological epoch, he refers both groups
to the Laurentian era, the earliest known examples of which were
observed in Canada, though the contemporaries of the upper and later
beds bhave since been recognised in Norway, in Scotland, and in the
Isle of Anglesea.

Signor Baretti's interesting monograph contains also a full account
of the various useful minerals found within the district, as well as of
the later—tertiary and quaternary—deposits, including the enormous
moraines left by former glacial action at the opening of the great
valleys, and discusses fully the traces of the glacial periods. This part
of the subject is illustrated by a map showing the state of the district
in the glacial period, when covered by an enormous sea of ice from
which only the higher peaks emerged. Other maps and numerous
sections exhibit the geological structure of the group.

An ideal section, showing the formation of terraces by glacial exca-
vation, illustrates very correctly the mode of operation of the glaciers.
The surface of the rocks in the lower part of the valley is rubbed and
polished, but the valley is not materially deepened. It is at and above
the level of the surface of the glacier that its principal effects are seen
in the removal of considerable masses of rock, and in the formation of
terraces, and it is obvious that the same operation continued for suffi-
cient length of time would have for its result, not the excavation of
valleys, but their gradual obliteration by the removal of the mountains
wbici divide them.

R. C. N.
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NOTICES.

Viactor EMMANUEL AT CoGNE.*—Many members of our Club must
have met the late King of Italy on his way up or down Val d’Aosta, or
in his hunting-camps. These will recognise the fidelity of the spirited
and by no means flattered portrait of the royal sportsman which forms
the frontispiece of this little volume. L’Abbé Gorret has put together
an account of his king’s holydays in the mountains, which is marked by
evident truthfulness, and a pleasant absence of any trace of courtier-
like servility. Victor Emmanuel in the mountains was a bluff, good-
hearted sportsinan, anxious to do any good in his power to all who
came in his way, free from any royal reserve, and, like most real men,
allowing his dignity to take care of itself. If any peasant had grounds
of complaint against one of the king’s providers, {e had only to find an
opportunity of catching the king's own ear to obtain prompt redress ;
and no one seems to have been shy of addressing the ¢ galantuomo,” who
encouraged his subjects to imitate his own frankness. From 1850 till
his death, the Graian Alps were Victor Emmanuel’s favourite resort.
Even our own sovereign is not more ready to fly to Balmoral than was
the King of Italy to escape ftom Rome to his rude hunting-lodges in the
Graians. These valleys were not for a quarter of a century the favourite
playground of royalty, without gaining substantial advantages. Money
was spent in making many miles of hunting paths, and occupation was
given to a considerable portion of the population as beaters and keepers.
A map showing the royal hunting paths accompanies the volume.

Proressor Huxrey's PuysiorAPEY.t—This most instructive and
admirable text-book is sure to pass through many editions, and it is
worth while, therefore, to point out some slight slips falling within the
special province of the ¢ Alpine Journal.’

On p. 191 it is stated, that ‘masses of rock, some weighing as

much as twenty tons, are said to have been cast forth from Mount
Ararat during the eruption of 1840, and in other cases, stones have
been hurled to a distance of more than thirty miles from a volcano.’
Ararat has never in historic times been an active volcano. The cata-
strophe of 1840 was a ‘bergfall’ on a large scale, produced by an
earthquake.
"~ On p. 161 the Po is mentioned among large rivers that ‘may be
traced back to muddy streams springing from glaciers.” This is true
if we look to the tributaries as well as the parent stream, but the
source of the Po under Monte Viso, the source which has been accepted
since classical days, is remarkable among Alpine rivers as bursting forth
in a large clear stream from the rock, and has no visible connection
with any glacier.

The following definition seems obscure and faulty. ¢ A line drawn
at the level above which the snow never melts is called the snow-line.

= Victor-Emmanuel sur les Alpes. Notices et Souvemirs. Par Amé Gorret. .
Turin : F. Casanova, 1878, 2 francs.

t Physiography : an Introduction to the Study of Nature. By T. H. Huxley,
F.R.S. Loundon: Macmillan & Co., 1877. "y
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On the north side of the Himalaya mountains this line is 16,600 feet
high [these figures are wrong], that is to say, all the snow which falls
below this height is melted in summer, but all above remains unmelted.
[The italics are ours.] If the author ever is tempted by Protessor
Tyndall on to the western slopes of the Aletschhorn on a warm after-
noon, he will obtain conclusive proof that a great deal of melting goes on
above the snow-line; and in Professor Tyndall’s books he will find a
definition of the snow-line which is at any rate preferuble to that
quoted above.

‘We must further enter a protest, both on artistic and scientific grounds,
against the mind of youth being bewildered by such a misrepresenta-
tion of a glacier as that opposite p. 157. All the phenomena of an ice-
stream are here most grossly distorted. The pupil, if he takee his idea
of glaciers from this cut, will be led to believe that they are long, highly
arched masses of ice, resembling in appearance an indefinitely pro-
longed Midland Station ; that crevasses are pits arranged to resemble star-
fish, and quite disconnected with the inclination of the bed of the glacier;
and that moraines are heaps of stones placed exactly like those by the
side of a road, in separate heaps, some of which cling on to nearly
vertical slopes of ice. The foreground will probably suggest a suspicion
that the hill sides above Zermatt are built-up of petrified hams and cheeses.

Tue TRENTINO * ANNUARIO. *—A short time ago the Trentino Alpine
Club was dissolved by a decree of the Government, which seemed to
foreigners needlessly severe. We are glad to find that it has risen again
from the flames of official wrath. The fuany little bird with a star on
its head and trefoils in its wings, which appears on the cover of the
new Annuario, is certainly not an Austrian eagle, and may, therefore,
be supposed to be a Phenix, and to fitly symbolise the new ¢ Societa
degli Alpinisti Tridentini.’

‘We rejoice to see that the society proposes to set about the prepara-
tion of a complete map of the Trentino, a district where the new Austrian
survey is far from satisfactory either in nomenclature or hypsometry.

‘The following important correction sets at rest a matter which has
long puzzled foreign travellers, who have not dared to go against the
authority of maps:—

Pale [e.g. Cimon della Pala, Pale di S. Martino, Palon della Mare},
receive their name from their shape resembling that of a spade (pala),
not from palla, a ball, a derivation which deprives the name of all its
force and appropriateness.

PROCEEDINGS OF THE ALPINE CLUB.

A general meeting of the Club took place on May 7th. Mr.D. W,
FresuriELD, Vice- President, in the Chair.

Mr. GEORGE BARNARD read a paper on ¢ Sketching from Nature in the
Alps in Water Colours,’ and exhibited drawings to illustrate the paper.
He also presented a copy of his work on ¢ Sketching in Water Colours’
to the Club library.

Mons. G. LoppE made some remarks on the difficulties inherent in

* Annuario della Societa degli Alpinisti Tridentini, 1877. Milano, 1878.
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his work the Alpine artist encountered, and on the further difficulties
he had found abroad from the want of appreciutive and intelligent cri-
ticism. This could only be supplied by true lovers of the Upper Alps,
such as the members of the Alpine Club, who, by climbing among the
snows, had grown familiar with their beauties. He thanked the Club
for the facilities and encouragement it had offered him.

The Chairman expressed the Club’s thanks to Mr. Barnard, and re-
minded the meeting that Mr. G. Barnard had constantly, and with no
small success, laboured faithfully to represent high mountains when our
water-colour exhibitions were full of the strangest landscapes, called in
the catalogue Swiss scenes, but not otherwise recognisable as such. He
added some remarks on the probable future of Alpine art.

A general meeting of the Club took place on June 4th. Mr. C. E.
MaTHEWS, President, in the Chair.

A letter was read from M. Albert Neundler, President of the Swiss
Alpine Club, inviting members to the Club Féte at Interlaken on Sep-
tember 1st, 2nd, and 3rd.

The following resolution, proposed by the President and seconded by
the Hon. Secretary, was carried unanimously : ¢ That the committee be
empowered, on obtaining an extension of the existing lease, to make
such arrangements and spend such funds as they may deem desirable in
the improvement and refurnishing of the present rooms.’

The Secretary exhibited a specimen of machine-made rope, which,
however, in his opinion, with which several members agreed, was not
in any way superior to the ordinary hand-spun rope, the yarn being
necessarily of inferior quality.

The Secretary then read a paperon ¢ Alpine Climbing, Past, Present,
and Future.” Some discussion followed, chiefly on the possibility of
ascending the highest mountain peaks.

Mr. HiNcuLIFF did not believe the highest mountains would ever be
clinbed. Dr. LiveiNg was of opinion that the action of the heart
would interfere with success in climbing at great altitudes.

The Secretary and Mr. MATHEWS maintained that with proper training
and acclimatisation much could be done, that it was difficult to fix the
limit towhich mountaineers might ascend, and that their present ¢ highest’
must not be considered final. Messrs. PoLLock and HaRTLEY also spoke.

The summer dinner took place at the Ship Hotel, Greenwich, on
June 21st, when fifty-eight members and their friends sat down. Mr.
C. E. Mathews, President, in the Chair.

A meeting of members of the Alpine Club was held on April 27th,
at the White Lion Hotel, Ambleside, when nineteen members and
friends sat down to dinner. Mr. Horace Walker in the Chair. Excur-
sionswere made in various directions over the hills on both the following
days. Though so short a time was devoted to this most lovely and
interesting country, enough was seen by those members of the Alpine
Club who visited it for the first time to show them that the English
Lake district, apart from its intrinsic beauty, provides opportunities for
climbers which the most enthusiastic scrambler need not despise. It
was determined to hold a meeting of a similar character next year at
gome place in North Wales, to be fixed upon at a future date.
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EXCURSIONS IN THE LEPONTINE ALPS.
By F. GARDINER.

THERE are but few parts of the great European play-ground

which the English mountaineer has not visited, and he
who would now tread upon new ground must seek far and near,
and sift through no inconsiderable quantity of Alpine literature
before he attains his desired object. It was not, therefore,
without some difficulty that we eventually ascertained that, with
the exception of Mr. Sedley Taylor’s ascent of the Blinnen-
horn from the Blinnen Glacier, and the ascent of the Basodine
by Mr. Freshfield, the snowy peaks round the Gries Glacier
and Tosa Falls had scarcely been touched by English moun-
taineers. The result of our discovery was, that in the pro-

amme drawn out by my friend Mr. C. Pilkington and myself
%(:r our Alpine campaign a week was devoted to the partial
examination of this group.

Our guides were Peter Kaufmann of Grindelwald, and Peter
Knubel of St. Niklaus, and the first expedition which we had
in hand was to endeavour to make a new pass from the Blinnen-
thal to the Tosa Falls, between the Blinnenhorn and the
Merzenbachschein by the Gries Glacier. Reckingen, in the
Rhone Valley, is the nearest village to the Blinnenthal, but it
contains no inn; so we obtained provisions, blankets, &c., at
the Hotel des Alpes at Viesch, a comfortable little hostelry
recently opened by my old friend Herr Fuller, formerly
M. Seiler’s chief aide-de-camp at the Hotel Mont Rose,
Zermatt. Arrived at Reckingen, we applied to the priest
(who seemed to be the only able-bodied male in the village
who was not employed in haymaking) for a porter to carry our
wood and blankets to the upper chalets in the Blinnenthal.
His recommendation caused us to engage one Franz Guntern,
a chasseur, who, in 1866, acted as Mr. Sedley Taylor’s local
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guide when he ascended the Blinnenhorn, an expedition which
has been but once repeated, and that by the curé himself, a
feat of which he was not a little proud. The path leading to
the upper chalets lies on the right bank of the stream, and
rises pleasantly through a picturesque valley well wooded up
to a considerable height, and closed at its head by the Blinnen
Glacier, which descends in a graceful ice-fall from the Strahl-
grat between the Hohsandhorn and the Mittaghorn. The
group of human burrows—for they are not worthy of the name
of chalets—at the head of the Blinnenthal, we found dirty,
damp, and altogether wretched, and when we started next
morning (June 29) at 2.50, Pilkington was handicapped with
a severe cold, while I was quivering like an aspen leaf with a
sharp attack of ague. Still in spite of these discomforts the
weather was so perfect that we could not resist its influence,
and we went on our way rejoicing. Crossing the valley and
the stream issuing from the Blinnen Glacier on a snow bridge
formed by the remnants of a gigantic avalanche, we mounted
by a narrow and steep valley between the Merzenbachschein
and Blinnenhorn, keeping to the left bank of the stream flow-
ing from a small glacier ‘between those peaks. The way was
steep and the stones loose and shaley, but we encountered no
difficulty, and reached the %lacier at 5.15 A.M. and the col at
6 A.M. It commands a noble view of the Oberland group,
somewhat limited to the north by the Merzenbachschein.
When, an hour later, we stood upon the summit of the
Blinnenhorn, the view in every direction was simply perfect.
It would be from a point of view like the Blinnenhorn that I
should wish to answer those sceptics who ask, ¢ What went ye
out to see?’ Never had I seen the giants of the Oberland
look so imposing ; the Finsteraarhorn asserted its preeminence
over its neighbours, while the Viescherhorner, Oberaarhorn,
Aletschhorn, Nesthorn, and Bietschhorn formed the advanced
guard of a host of other peaks. In fact, nearly every summit
of the group was visible. Below us lay the Rhone Valley with
its numerous villages, churches, and cornfields, succeeded by
the varied green of forest and alp, which led the eye back again
to the majestic glaciers and summits; a panorama sublime and
beautiful, never to be forgotten. The temperature, luckily,
was 80 mild that we were able to remain on the summit for
over an hour. We returned to the pass (for which we suggest
the name of Griesgletscherjoch) at 8.30 A.M., breakfasted there,
acked up our traps, and started for the Tosa Falls at 9 A.m.
%Ve descended by the right-hand side of the Gries Glacier,
which is quite easy, though possibly some of the crevasses
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under the Blinnenhorn might give trouble later in the season.
Passing under the Rothhorn and rounding the Bettelmatten-
horn, we descended by a swnall glacier to the chalets of Bettel-
matten in the Griesthal, where we joined the path of the Gries
pass. The upper part of the Griesthal is composed of two
plateaux, with a steep drop between the chalets of Bettelmatten
and Mora, and it descends gently from the latter village to
within a short distance of Auf der Fruth, where the valley
again becomes almost level and receives the stream flowing
from the Valle Toggia, which, with the water from the Hohsand
and Gries Glaciers, breaks over a precipice towards the chalets
of Unter Fruth, forming the grandest waterfall in the Alps.
As a rule I have found visits to waterfalls merely productive
of disappointment; there are so many causes which militate
against them, such as the height of surrounding mountains,
scarcity of water. But the Tosa Falls are really splendid, and
we viewed them under specially favourable circumstances,
the volume of the fall being considerably augmented by the
rapid melting of the spring snows in the upper Alps. Viewed
from a clump of trees half-way down the path to Unter Fruth,
the fall presents its most favourable aspect.

The inn we found partly occupied by a large party of
Italians, who were dancing together wildly to the obnoxious
squalling of a flageolet an% a huge trombone, the latter bein
about as inconvenient a mountaineering companion as can well
be imagined. Luckily these noisy visitors left shortly after
our arrival; later in the day, two Italian mountaineers, com-
pletely arrayed in mountaineering gear and apparently pre-
pared for every emergency, reached the inn on muleback. Bran
new alpenstocks of most unseasoned-looking wood, white um-
brellas, and veils formed prominent features in their outfits.
Pilkington and I were certainly an awful warning to all those
who disregarded precautions against the burning effects of the
sun on the snow.

But few English visitors, judging by the entries in the
book, visit this inn, and, with the exception of the ¢ ubiquitous
Tuckett’ and Freshfield, none of those names ¢ familiar in the
ear as household words’ are to be found registered therein.
The royal word ‘muggy’ best expresses the nature of the
weather when we left the Tosa Falls Inn at 3.10 A.M. on Sun-
day, July 1. Following a faintly-marked track, we reached
the chalets of Gigelen under the glonte Castello, and whence
we witnessed a brilliantly red sunrise, which did not raise our
hope of good weather and a clear view to any unreasonably
expectant pitch. From Gigelen to the summit of the Baso-

F2



60 Ezcursions in the Lepontine Alps.

dine we trudged uncomfortably through soft snow, and shortly
after leaving the chalets the clouds descended upon us, and
we made our way by chart and compass. The guides’ want of
faith in the latter was something quite disheartening, and
they remained unconvinced, although it led us well, and we
hit the ridge between the Kastelhorn and Basodine at the
right place. Here the clouds parted for a short time, and we
could see the Hohsand and Gries Glaciers; but towards the
Oberland everything was shrouded in black clouds. A storm
was evidently raging, for we could hear the distant roll of
thunder and see an occasional flash of lightning. We reached
the summit at 7.40 A.M., and beneath us to the north-east lay
the Cavergno Glacier, by which this peak is usually ascended.*
Somewhat more to the east lay the glacier of Val Antabbia,
by which we hoped to effect our descent to the Val Bavona.
We had only just taken our bearings when the storm which we
had seen raging in the Oberland approached with rapid strides,
and broke over our devoted heads. An old proverb says,
¢ He who would catch fish must not mind getting wet;’ so,
having caught our fish, we took the wetting with equanimity.
The rocks leading to the Antabbia Glacier are steep, but we
did not find them difficult, and the remains of alarge avalanche
assisted us on to the glacier, over which, to use an Americanism,
¢ we made tracks’ rapidly, for it was snowing, and the wind
was howling horribly. 'We were somewhat frozen, and looked
like figures on a Twelfth Night cake. Lower down the snow
was changed for heavy drenching rain, and we could see but a
short distance ahead. Just before the first inhabited chalets
we came suddenly upon a group of little goatherds pictu-
resquely clad in long blue cloaks. They received us with
anything but placidity, not having seen climbers in that part
before, and they made off with yells, evidently of opinion that
our advent was more likely to be of an infernal than celestial
nature. Appearances, I must admit, were against us. A dona-
tion of small coin and the remains of our provisions, however,
mitigated the effect of our first apparition, and the boys pre-
ceded us to the chalets, from which a steep path, in some places
literally a stone staircase, leads to the village of San Carlo,
at the junction of the Val d’Antabbia with the Val Bavona.
Although in Italian territory, the inhabitants of Val
Formazza, from which we had started in the morning, are
a German-speaking population of an unmistakeably northern
type, while the inhabitants of the Val Bavona, although po-

* See Mr. A. W. Moore's note, p. 112.
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litically Swiss, are thoroughly Italian in all essentials. The
solid and comparatively well-built appearance of the chalets in
the upper Italian Alps has often struck me, as compared with
the miserable shanties that the ordinary Swiss cowherd is
content to use. The chalets of Val d’Antabbia fully bear out
this comparison. The descent seemed never ending, and when
I mention that the Basodine is 10,748 feet high, and the village
of San Carlo but 3,150 feet above the sea level, that may be
understood. San Carlo was reached at 10.45 aA.M. To say
that we were wet through, but faintly describes the condition
we were in when we stood upon the bridge leading to that
village ; the water was pouring from our hats and sodden
garments. Shortly afterwards the storm passed away, and,
although the clouds hung heavily round the mountains all day,
the sun shone out at intervals, lighting up one of the most
lovely valleys in the Alps, combining almost every variety of
Alpine vegetation with noble precipitous rocks and cliffs in-
terspersed with picturesque chapels, shrines, and villages. The
u}xper part of the valley is crowded with huge boulders, some
of which are so large that the earth on their top has been
planted with barley or oats. Until we reached Cavergno we
scarcely met a human being except some ancient beldames,
¢ picturesquely hideous,” who were left in charge of the valley
habitations, most of the able-bodied population being in the
upper Alps. Passing through the vine-trellised street of
Cavergno, we arrived at Bignasco at 1.10 P,M., exactly ten
hours from the time we had left the inn at Tosa Falls. The
praises of Bignasco have been already sung by the author of
¢ Italian Alps,’ but it would be almost impossible to exaggerate
the loveliness of the place ; everything combines in its favour,
from its luxuriant foliage, its situation at the junction of the
valleys, with a distant view of the snow-capped Basodine to
the high-arched bridges, and the grotesque and gaudy frescoes
which decorate shrine and chapel.

‘We were hospitably received by the proprietor of the great
rambling inn, by whom our tale was received with incredulity,
on the ground that we had done our work too quickly, the
route by the Cavergno Glacier probably occupying more
time than our descent by the Glacier and Val d’Antabbia.
Our host, somewhat to our astonishment, produced some re-
markably good Bordeaux, which we scarcely expected to get
in so remote a spot. Good fishing is to be had in the neigh-
bourhood ; an Englishman we met there produced some very
fine trout and grayling he had caught that day. Two grace-
ful bridges cross the streams flowing from the Val Bavona
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and Val Lavizzara, adding in no small degree to the pictu-
resqueness of the place, and were the rudiments of clean-
liness better understood by the proprietor of the ¢ Posta,” a
lover of the mountains, whether his department be botanic,
athletic, or artistic, would scarcely regret a visit to Bignasco;
but I was given to understand that the landlord is a man of
substance and a local magnate of considerable importance, so
probably his great mind disdains such details.

On the following morning we crossed the bridge over the
Bavona, and, following the high road to Cevio, mounted at
the back of that village by a steep mule-path, which leads to
the village of Linescio, picturesquely placed high above the
river Rovana, amidst vines, chestnut trees, and corn-fields. At
Collognasca the valley bifurcates into the Val di Bosco and Val
di Campo; our destination being Andermatten, in the Val
Formazza, our way lay through the former valley. Mounting
a steep path, we reached the considerable village of Cerentino,
and on the other side of the valley, separated by a deep ravine,
surrounded by trees, stood the picturesque villages of Corino
and Camanoglio. Above Cerentino the valley assumes a much
more orthodox Alpine character, the chestnut tree and the
vine giving place to the pine and the Alpenrose. At Ceren-
tino Italian only is spoken; but at some chalets about
half way between that place and Bosco, the sennerinn came
out and addressed us in a queer mixture of German and
Italian. She offered us milk, for which she refused absolutely
to take any remuneration whatever, an experience to me almost
unique, certainly in the Italian Alps. The village of Bosco
is situated at the head of the valley, the inhabitants are not
nearly so Italian in type as those of the lower part of the
valley, and they speak a patois of German, which even our
guides could only understand with difficulty. Bosco is built
upon a small hillock crowned by a substantial church. We
had been given to understand at Bignasco that entertainment
was to be had at the priest’s house; but found on our arrival
that there was no resident clerical, and we should have fared
but meagrely had not Knubel unearthed a grubby-looking
native, who entertained us with milk and rather mouf('iy bread
for a moderate consideration; travellers are not an everyday
occurrence in this valley, and prices are still primitive. Clouds,
which threatened heavy rain, and mist seething restlessly round
the cauldron-shaped cirque at the head of the valley, com-
mended the advisability of engaging local talent to point the
way to the top of the pass. It was well we did so, for before
reaching the Grosse Alp we were swallowed up in mist, the
rain poured down in torr nts, and we were not sorry when
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we reached the wooden cross marking the summit. In order
to reach Andermatten we had taken the Criner Pass which
rounds the Sternenhorn, and near the Ober See joins the route
leading to the Hintere Furke Pass. The Criner Furke Pass,
thouﬁh more circuitous, is used by the natives in preference to
the Hintere Furke, owing to the greater height of the latter.
From the Criner Pass there is a fine view up the Val For-
mazza closed by the Falls of the Tosa. While descending
towards the chalets of Staffel we met a large party of Bosco
peasants of both sexes returning home ; the ladies of the party,
with laudable economy but scant modesty, had divested them-
selves of shoes and stockings and had tucked their clothes well
above their knees. They were equally struck with our appear-
ance, especially observing, with anything but respectful asto-
nishment, a red woollen cap I wore. We parted none the
worse friends for a little criticism on either side, and they went
on their way, and we could see their bare legs and red umbrellas
bobbing up and down for the next half-hour, while we answered
their farewell jodels with the best efforts of our townbred lungs,
until a turn in the path took them out of our sight. Between
the Ober See and gtaﬁ'el Alp the mountain side was crimson
with Alpenrosen. Descending swiftly to the Staffelwald we
reached Andermatten at 4 P.M., just before the clouds came
down again, and it set in for an uncompromisingly wet night.
The inn at Andermatten no longer exists, that is to say as an
inn. The former proprietor is dead, and we had some difficulty
in persuading the ancient dame whom we found in possession
¢ to take us in and do for us.” We were not sorry to return
to our old quarters at Tosa Falls the following day after the
makeshift reception we had had to put up with at Andermatten.
Towards evening the clouds cleared away, and the wind spring-
ing up from the north was a sign in our favour for our next
and last expedition in this district.

Brilliantly fine was the weather when we started from Tosa
Falls at 2.35 A.M.on July 4. Crossing the small plains oppo-
site the inn we climbed over the lower north-east buttress of
the Nuefelgiuhorn, and in about one hour and a half reached
the desolate Nuefelgiu Pass between the peak of that name
and the Bannhorn. Leaving the pass and turning to the
right, by the aid of a convenient couloir we reached the glacier
between the Ofenhorn and Bannhorn, where a sharp ridge of
rocks between these peaks completely divides it from the
Hohsand Glacier. This ridge is completely ignored by the
Federal Map, and caused us no small bewilderment ; but hav-
ing once crossed it by a gap close to the Bannhorn we saw the
Hohsand Glacier spread out before us, and the Hohsandhorn
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at no veri great distance in front. In order to reach the
latter we kept as high above the crevasses and seracs of the
Hohsand Glacier as possible. We propose the name of Ofen-
joch for our new pass. From the pass itself we had a fine view
of the Basodine, but it was not until we reached the Hohsand-
horn that the great peaks of the Oberland came in sight. The
view i8 so precisely similar to that from the Blinnenhorn that
I shall not again attempt a description, and will merely say
that that peak has the double advantage over the Hohsandhorn
of being higher and somewhat nearer to that Alpine paradise.

In order to reach the Mittaghorn we went along the
narrow aréte of the Strahlgrat, which we found the most
difficult part of the day’s work. It occupied more than two
hours. R‘he Mittaghorn was reached shortly before eleven,
and, after building a cairn, we descended the small but ex-
tremely steep Rappen Glacier, and at midday found ourselves
at the head of the Rappenthal, than which a more uninter-
esting and monotonous valley I have rarely seen. We found
it tenanted by a single chamois, who scarcely took the trouble
to get out of our way until chivied by fiendish yells, and even
then turned round to view the phenomenon of bipeds upon the
Rappen Glacier. For three-fourths of its length the bottom
of the valley was filled with avalanche snow; but under the
Eggerhorn it turns sharply to the north, and the beautiful
slopes of the Walliser Viescherhirner and the villages of the
Rhone valley come in view. A pleasantly shaded path through
a forest took us to Aernen, the village opposite Viesch. A fur-
ther descent in order to reach a small bridge over the Rhone,
a scramble up to the dusty high road, and we were once more
at Herr Fuller's comfortable Hotel des Alpes, well satisfied
with our work round Tosa Falls.

This district, with the exception of the Gries Pass, has
been, so far as I can ascertain, almost unknown to English
travellers, and the two passes we succeeded in effecting are
quite new, and make pleasant routes for reaching these
southern valleys from the valley of the Rhone, and afford
throughout a series of magnificent views. The existence of a
comfortable little inn at the Tosa Falls in the centre of this
group, the varied flora, picturesque villages, churches, and in-
habitants of these valleys should certainly be sufficient to
attract a portion of the f;ost of sub-Alpine travellers who so
freely flow in the accustomed groove of travel, and little sus-
pect, as they move drearily along the Rhone Valley and Furka
Pass smothered in dust or bespattered with mud, what scenes
of unexplored beauty they leave on either side.
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ALpINE CLiMBING —PasT, PRESENT, AND FUuTURE. By
C. T. DENT. Read before the Alpine Club, June, 1878.

NOT very long ago, there appeared in a well-known weekly
periodical* an article on the subject of the future of Alpine
climbing, and therefore also of the Alpine Club. Another
article, which doubtless most of those present have read, ap-
peared almost at the same time in a popular magazine,t on the
¢ Dangers of Mountaineering.” We have, in this Club, been
accustomed to attacks of this nature from time to time: attacks
which have by no means impaired our vitality, but rather, like
attacks of distemper, have Increased our value. It would be
easy enough to refute them from our point of view, or to pass
them over as the vapourings of envious mortals not initiated
into the mysterious pleasures of our craft. But I would not
do so. Articles like these may lead or reflect public opinion,
and our position with the public is not a matter to be treated
lightly. Our Club, founded as it was in 1857, has increased
in numbers and importance in an exceptional manner. That
the numbers still increase might be taken as proof enough of
its vitality as a club. But this alone will not refute the ar-
ument that the work of the Alpine Club is fast approaching
its end. It were well worth while, I think, to enquire dis-
passionately into the truth of such an assertion.

I may seem,in what follows, to be wandering again over ground
already well trodden, to be but recapitulating what has been
said, and far better than I can say it, a thousand times before.
But let it be noticed that I lay no claim to originality in what
I write. The conditions are different from what they were.
It seemed to me desirable to sound the feeling of the Club on
the points hereinafter raised, the more especially that I fear a
classification into Past and Present is only too true. Look
back for a moment to the commencement of our Club. Think
over its rise since that time. Few could have even dreamed of
the wide popularity mountaineering was destined to acquire,
or the influence that the establishment of the Club was to have
onit. The original members, like the fish in the aquarium,
can hardly have known what they were in for. But into the
past history of our Club it is not for me to enter. Familiar
and interesting it doubtless has long been to all of us; but
now doubly so, since it has been sketched for us by the loving
hand of William Longman. It is the subject of Alpine climb-
ing that I wish to consider now.

¢ ¢ Baturday Review.’ t ¢ Temple Bar.’
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Twenty years ago there were numberless heights untrodden,
passes uncrossed, regions unexplored. Then, moreover, there
were comparatively but few to cross the passes or climb the
mountains. But those few did mighty deeds. Peak after
peak fell before them, while slowly but surely they opened up
new regions and brought unexpected beauties to light. Climb-
ing, a8 an art, was even then in its infancy. Gradually it
became more developed, and with the increase of power thus
acquired came increase of confidence. But from the fact that
the training in the mountaineering art was gradual, it was
necessarily thorough. It is this that many of us would do
well to bear in mind in these latter days. Then, of course,
the charm of novelty, so dear to us, was seldom absent. But,
in quest of novelty, search had to be made even then in remote
regions. As a result exploration was not limited, and the
climber in those days would learn more of the geography and
varied beauties of the Alps in a single season than he does in
the present day in five or six. As the Alpine Club grew and
waxed stronger in numbers, so did the manner in which we
took our pastime sensibly alter. A strong conservatism sprang
up. Certain districts came to be more and more frequented.
Certain peaks became popular, either because they were con-
veniently placed, or because there was a touch of romance con-
nected with them, or, best reason of all, because they were
difficult. And thus places like Zermatt and the Aggischhorn
became the great centres of mountaineering, and have re-
mained so since. The social nature of our Club brought this
about. That this is so strong is matter for sincere congratula-
tion. As long as it is so the Club must flourish. But this
strong social feeling is not without its drawbacks, and I cannot
but think it is a drawback if it tend to check what Mr. Hinch-
liff has termed cosmopolitanism in mountaineeering. Mind, I
am taking a broad general view of Alpine climbing in the
present day. It is sometimes cast in our teeth that we have
nearly exhausted the Alps. But we have, even in Switzerland
itself, many large, important, and interesting regions, e.g. the
Silvretta grcup, the Rheinwald group, or the outskirts of the
Bernina group, almost unknown except perhaps to one or two
of our members, while districts like Zermatt are absolutely
done to death.

Let me turn, if need be, to the artists for confirmation., I
think they will admit that they find comparatively little in-
ducement to leave the well-worn fashionable districts, and
paint scenery often far preferable from an artistic point of
view. We are somewhat exacting in the conditions we impose
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upon our artist friends. We demand absolutely faithful me-
mentos, and at the same time works of art. Thus we limit
their field. Let them paint, for instance, Monte Rosa or
Mont Blanc from the well-known points of view, and ready
purchasers may be found. But now take the same mountains
from the south side—incomparably the grandest and most
picturesque in both cases—and the works run a good chance
of hanging neglected in the studio.

Again, while engaged in framing the programme for the
Alpine season, it is customary now to hear complaints that it
is difficult or even well nigh impossible to find new things
‘to do’ Variety, however, of some sort must be discovered ;
and accordingly the old mountains are trotted out again and
again, like the stag at a cockney hunt, and desperate efforts are
made to find new sides and lines of ascent. This form of
novelty, I agree with the writer in the ‘Saturday Review,’
must soon come to an end, if it has not done so already
in some cases. But while we are thus exhausting in every
detail these few spots, we seem to forget wbat numerous,
what varied expeditions of a similar nature are still left to be
accomplished. The absolute novelties may be few, but in
many districts we could at least find expeditions of first-rate
importance which have been done but seldom, and which are
capable of much development. What I mean is, that, taken
as a body, now-a-days we do not search out or know adequately
as a whole the particular chain to which our mountaineering
attention is almost exclusively directed. Of course this is not
primarily a club of explorers. There are probably few of our
members who have either the military genius or the elasticity
of conscience which seem essential for such work in modern
times. But, I maintain, we are not sufficiently cosmopolitan
in the Alps themselves. We strive to find a fiftieth line of
ascent up one of our old friends, and neglect many peaks or
passes which, though not absolutely new, thanks to the past,
are but little known to present climbers. Take, as an example,
the Lepontine Alps, as described by Mr. Gardiner in a paper
read before the Club last April, and printed in the present
number. Here we have a good mountaineering district, lying
close to much-frequented haunts, and yet almost unvisited.
There may be more pleasure found in such districts, accessible
at most times and in most states of the weather, than in waiting
idly, as we so often have to do, for suitable days for climbing
the more difficult but at the same time more hackneyed peaks.
Perhaps a growing predilection for comfort and luxury in the
Alps, as elsewhere, predisposes to this state of things. The
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importance of the bill of provisions, and the prominent part it
plays in all accounts of mountain expeditions, tend to prove
that this may have some influence on our gregarious habits
abroad. .

The pages of the ALPINE JOURNAL, abounding, as they do,
in the most varied matters of mountaineering interest, may
seem to belie the assertion that the sphere of climbing is but
limited. DBut this is more apparent than real; the broad ques-
tion is not affected by the fact that every detail is hunted out and
recorded for us. If the pages of the Journal fail to tempt our
members to climb in other regions than the Alps proper, I can
hope for little success in the same line. Stiﬁ?f would fain
draw attention for a moment to a question mooted in the last
two numbers. These contain notes of ascents which are of
the highest interest, opening up, as they do, the question of the
limit, in an upward direction, of mountaineering. The ques-
tion of the effect of the rarefied air in extremely high regions
on mountaineers has really only lately attracted attention—a
totally different thing, of course, from its effect on those who
make balloon ascents. Remarks on this point, I trust, will
not be thought too technical, for they bear, I hope, on the
mountainecring of the future.

In these days we seem less subject to discomfort in the high
Alps than in former times. De Saussure, in the account of his
famous ascent of Mont Blanc in 1787, speaks a good deal of
the difficulty of respiration. At his bivouac on the plateau, at
an elevation of 13,300 feet, the effects of the rarefied air were
much commented on. And these remarks are the more valuable
inasmuch as De Saussure was an observer and a man of science,
while his account, a thing rare in these days, is characterised
by extreme modesty of description. The frequency of the
respirations, he observes, which ensued on any exertion caused
great fatigue. Now-a-days, however, mountaineers may be
seen daily ascending, often untrained, at a very much faster
pace than De Saussure seems to have gone ; and yet the effects
are scarcely felt.

Turn to the account given by Baron Man von Thielmann of
his ascent of Cotopaxi, 19,735 feet above the sea. He expe-
rienced no annoyance from mountain sickness. And the still
greater height has been reached (A. J. No. 59) by M. Wiener,
of probably 21,224 feet. Of the effects noticed at this height I
have no information.

Now the fatigue caused by the rarefied air is chiefly, I
believe, the fatigue of the muscles of respiration. Any exer-
tion will increase the number of the respirations, and con-
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sequently throw additional strain on those muscles. But
there is no reason why these should not be accustomed and
trained to increased power just like those of any other part of
the body. If, therefore,a man were to devote any time to this
form of training, there seems no reason why he should not be
able to ascend to very much greater heights than have yet been
attained. The experiment in this form, that of gradually ac-
climatising—that is, training—this particular group of muscles,
does not appear to have been tried, although it would be
interesting, as well from the mountaineering as from the
physiological point of view. He would be a bold man, I
think, who would venture to set a limit to the power of man
in this direction, and I myself am of opinion that most, if not
all, of the great mountains could be ascended under these
conditions. :

After all, the accessibility of the Alps is one of their chief
attractions. It is possiblé for a man, leaving Charing Cross
Station at night (members will agree that this is a sufficiently
low place), within forty-eight hours to stand on the top of Mont
Blane. Our time for the most part is limited, and we are not
likely to forsake, at present, such a fascinating climbing arena
as the Alps, for regions which do not offer such agreeable
scope for this branch of theart. Nevertheless, if these heights
are ever climbed, I trust that they will be by those who, like
our members, have served a true apprenticeship in the moun-
tains. For such, perhaps, these honours are still held in re-
serve. If novelties are essential to keep up the mountain
enthusiasm, at any rate these offer a large enough field, or is it
that they do not offer the necessary spice of risk 7 We must
look to 1t if this be the case. It is the jaded appetite that de-
mands stimulants.

It must have struck everyone conversant with recent Alpine
literature, that the subject of danger from falling stones is
alluded to much more frequently than was formerly the
case. Now, as I have said, the expeditions principally de-
scribed are ascents of old mountains g'om ‘new sides '—to use
a thoroughly Alpine phrase, for which I am almost tempted
to substitute ‘wrong sides’  Oftentimes the original ex-
plorers or climbers avoided these particular lines of ascent or
descent from the obvious risk that would be incurred from this
cause, not in the least because the difficulties of the climb
appeared to be beyond their powers. Then come the ardent
mountaineers of the present school, who justify their exploits
on two grounds: one, that in the present improved state of the
climbing art the risk run is not greater than that incurred by
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the original explorers following their admittedly safer route—
on this I have dilated elsewhere—another, that there is no real
risk from falling stones. Now I cannot, and never will,
agree with this. It is curiously illogical to argue, as some do,
that, because few accidents have yet happened from this cause,
there is no danger. It is mere fatalism to deny the risk.
Some seem to imagine that because they have been struck
by small falling stones or flying fragments, and not killed,
therefore stones do not acquire sufficient momentum in fallin
to inflict serious injury. Let them study the mathematica
laws which govern the impetus of these stones; let them ex-
amine the stones themselves, and find demonstrably that their
heads are softer than these stones; then put two and two to-
gether. Surely it does not require a fatal accident to convince
them. No, the risk run from this cause is a real one. That few
of the most recently effected new expeditions are free from it—
that those still unattempted in the Alps may be expected to be
still more formidable from the same cause—is a sufficiently
serious matter.

Remember, the high Alps are not the exclusive property of
the Club. Where we lead, others may be, and are, induced
to follow. The spirit and tendency of the Club, whatever it
may be, in climbing matters, infects and guides those who do
not belong to the clan, and especially those who seek to qualify
themselves for admission.

What then? Are we to leave alone this fascinating region of
the untried, or what little is left of it? I, at least, am not

repared to advocate this, but still think there should be some
ine drawn between problems of fair climbing, like, say, the
Aiguille du Charmoz or the Dent du Géant, and problems
which depend for solution, not upon skill, but only upon im-
munity from the missiles of the mountain batteries.

Closely connected with the subject in hand, so closely in-
deed that I cannot pass it over unnoticed, is the question of
the relative value and efficiency of guides of the past and pre-
sent day. On the whole there are probably as good guides
now as ever there were. Amongst the younger present-day
set of men are to be found as stalwart, as trusty, and as
cunning mountaineers as of yore. But they are harder to dis-
cover. A swarm of inferior men has arisen, especially about
Chamonix, who tend to drag down the average of excellence.
Still guiding has, on the whole, improved since the days of De
Saussure, when it was no uncommon thing to drop a porter
into a crevasse from neglect of the rope, and fatal accidents
seem only to have been avoided by a special Providence which
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ordained that the man to drop in was always he who carried
the ladder, whereby his fall was arrested. It has improved
again since the Club first sprang into existence. But while
as many first-rate guides may be found now, they have
not increased proportionately to the whole number. More
expeditions of first-rate importance are undertaken, for the
number of mountaineers desirous of undertaking them has
increased, and thus the inferior men are more often em-
ployed. Here is an element of risk which should not be
overlooked.

In the old days guides were born mountaineers or born
climbers—sometimes they seem to have been born acrobats.
Witness the pleasant anecdote related by M. Martins of the
octogenarian peasant and the phlegmatic Englishman—how
the elderly man strove to exhibit his qualities as a guide—
how, after divers fantastic feats, despairing of creating an
impression, he hung, at last, by his feet from a slender tree
that spanned a rushing torrent—how the other’s phlegm was
stirred, his countenance relaxed—how the aged one’s abilities
were recognised to the tune of one franc. Even were the
present men all equally agile, this would not be enough. More
than mere agility is now required; they must, or should, be
truly and thoroughly guides. We have learned to appreciate
the qualities of a guide as we have learned more of mountain
craft.

Alpine climbing, regarded as a science, has its own indivi-
dual charm. No need to carry up (I use the expression in an
impersonal sense)—no need to carry up boiling-water machines,
or dumpy levellers, or works on elementary trigonometry.
Those who ascend mountains with no more scientific para-
phernalia than a bottle with an easily removable cork, Liebig’s
extract, or a full tobacco pouch, can yet do well if, keeping
still to their own line, they continue to develope the science
of climbing. And if both guides and travellers work together
in this, accidents, though they doubtless may occur, will be
more and more unlikely to do so.

And what of the future? I have sought to show that we
have made now-a-days more of a business, more of an art of
climbing. The first enthusiasm may have passed. The more
golid pleasures remain, and will remain. It is characteristic of
Englishmen that they never take up anything as a pure pas-
time. They love to work it out in every direction, and develope
whatever they have in hand to the utmost. We take our

leasure sadly. That is, we love to make the most of it. At
{)esst, in this we cultivate thoroughness. Is ours, like some
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amusements, to be worked out and then laid aside? No, the
Alps alone will last our time, and much more than our time ;
and should hereafter more cosmopolitanism creep in, the field
open to climbers will be found wide enough.

Are we to leave undone that which can be done? To
assert this would be to contradict myself. Emphatically I say
no, but with this reservation. Let us use to the full the ad-
vantages derived from improvement in the art of climbing.
One of the chiefest is, that we can recognise more fully, un-
derstand more completely, and thus minimise most successfully,
the risks that are run. Expeditions without proper training,
expeditions with incompetent guides, and still worse with in-
competent companions, are risks run for which each one who
runs them must be responsible. If climbing has been reduced
to a business, then it should be looked at from a business-like
point of view. We have sufficiently popularised our pastime.
Let us endeavour by all means to improve it to the utmost of
our power. Let this be the future of Alpine climbing, and the
outlook is bright enough. )

. GLEANINGS FROM CoGNE (II.). THE GrivorLa aAND Tour
pE St. PIERRE. By R. PENDLEBURY.

" HEN in the company of my friends, Messrs. Cust and
Taylor, and the guides Gabriel and Josef Spechtenhau-
ser, I stood on the top of the Grivola in 1875, many a longing
lance was cast down the beautiful snow ridge which forms the
northern buttress of the mountain. It seemed far pleasanter
to descend that way than by the wilderness of stomes and
screes through which the direct route to. Cogne would take us.
But as the pleasant pathway of the ridge would have led us,
late in the day, on to a glacier of which we could only see the
brow of an icefall, we gave it up and returned in the orthodox
way to Cogne.

Next year, however, when my brother and I, with the same
guides, were at Aosta, this ridge came into my head again.
Little persuasion was needed to make the guides take kindl
to my idea of ascending the northern side, as the difficulties, if
there should be any, would be visible, and most likely possible
to overcome: so that on Sunday, July 16, we set out for a
bivouac at the foot of the peak. About half-way up the valley
of Cogne, at a small hamlet where there is an inn, a short and
steep side valley joins the main one. The head of this valley
lies directly under the peak of the Grivola, and through it the
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glacier we had seen the previous year sends its waters down to
the main stream. At the very head of the valley we found
a cluster of chélets standing on a grassy plain, and giving a
perfect view of the whole northern face of the mountain. The
glacier which fills the space to the eastward of the great snow
ridge, we now saw ends by an icefall at the top of some steep
and lofty cliffs, down which it sends two or three tongues of
ice towards the valley. To reach the ridge it was obviously
necessary to climb the cliffs and the icefall ; and though we
could readily see a way of doing so from below, we were not
sorry that we had refrained from attempting the descent, more
especially as late in the day ice avalanches would make the
cliffs a somewbat lively place of residence.

The huts were uninhabited at the time of our visit, but
with the help of a good fire and unlimited supplies of tobacco
we passed a very merry evening. It is to be wished, by the
way, that some one would undertake the defence of bivouacs.
What views are comparable in mere beauty to those got from
the side of a camp fire high up in the mountains? Men now-
a-days object to the discomfort, and profess to be able to ac-
complish that dreadful feat, the making of ¢ good time,’ better
when they start from an hotel. One cannot but fear that those
who hold these views are men to whom the fact of having been
up a hill is all in all. For my own part I only wish that all
‘hotels’ other than the country ones, all huts, chains, and
such like facilities were swept clean away. One cannot, of
course, require that all Alpine climbers should admire the same
things. Yet it is to be feared that both the one-day good-
time-makers, and the hut-building chain-fitting associations
are destructive to true Alpine feeling. Both are non-natural,
and it is in its perfect naturalness that the charm of Alpine
climbing consists.

We started early in the morning with a beautiful sky over-
head. The rocks were attacked to our left, i.e. towards the
true right bank of the glacier, and, after a certain height was
reacheg, were crossed diagonally under the ice cliffs towards
the most westerly ice-tongue. There might possibly have
been some danger in this had the day been more advanced, as
several gullies had to be crossed which clearly formed a high
road for falling masses from the glacier above. In the early
morning, however, this danger was small, and, in fact, nothing
whatever fell while we were anywhere near the glacier. The
rocks themselves gave us no trouble—they seemed made to be
climbed. But on reaching the ice-tongue our difficulties
began. The ice was very steep and greatly crevassed, and
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our course became very erratic. The trouble of getting
through a rather complicated ice-brow is sufficiently well
known, and needs no further description. The guides found a
way through the maze, and by the Ke]p of many axe-cut steps
we contrived to follow them. On emerging on to the plateau
of the glacier we found the snow ridge on our right hand, and
at a very short distance from us, so that a few steps only
needed to be cut in its side before we reached its back. From
here the ridge stretched up in an unbroken curve to the point
where it joins the western ridge a little to the west of the
summit. Its ascent seemed only a matter of patience and per-
geverance, and go it proved to be. The guides, of course, had
hard work enough ; for the travellers the hardest work was that
of trying to keep count of the number of steps which had to
be made. Counting all together, those in hard ice and those .
in hard snow, we had long passed the thousand before the
snow became so soft as to allow the axes to rest. However, all
things, even snow ridges, come some time to an end, and so
did this particular one; for at last a short scramble took us
on to the rocks of the western ridge overlooking the Val Sava-
ranche face of the mountain. The actual top was still on our
left and a little higher ; but a short rock climb, which took a
quantity of time out of all proportion to its difficulty, landed
us finally in safety beside the well-known cairn.

There are, then, three ways by which the Grivola can be
ascended : viz., the route from Cogne by the great southern
face, that from Val Savaranche, and that by the northern
ridge. Of these the first two are rock climbs, while the last
lies almost entirely over snow. Thus those who like variety
can surely find it by passing over the top of the mountain from
one side to the other, though the north ridge does not seem
well suited for a descent, as it would probably be a little
dangerous to attempt to traverse the glacier in the late after-

" noon.

We descended by the ordinary way to Cogne, pausing long
to enjoy the beautiful view from the ridge of the Poucets,
and again to disinter the skeleton of a fine bouquetin which
that keen hunter, Josef Spechtenhauser, discovered lying
half hid in a bed of avalanche snow. The horns, a very
fine pair, were detached, and carefully hidden in Josef’s
knapsack, though, as we were all ignorant of the game laws
of the district, tl’mowing only that some dreadful punishment
might be put on us for the mere possession of such things, it
was not without fear and trembling that we approached the
village, and laid the knapsack down right under the eyes of a



Gleanings from Cogne. 75

company of royal Jagers who were then in the village. Sad
was the end of those horns. Josef hid them under some
stones not far from Cogne, intending to pick them up again
when we should return; but some dog probably, whose power
of discovery was keener than that of the huntsmen, found
them out, and spoiled the pair by making off with one.

Tuesday morning was spent in idleness ; but towards evening
we set off for the Monei huts, where we intended to pass the
night, with Jeantet to show the road. Jeantet was very amus-
ing. One does not often get an account of an ascent from a
guide’s point of view, and this pleasure we had as we walked
up the valley. Jeantet told us how he had taken M. Frassy up
the Paradis, and afterwards a German gentleman, who climbed
fairly well. (This gentleman was Jakob Anderegg.) He as-
sured us that we could not get up the St. Pierre from the Gla-
cier de Monei, and gave us most elaborate directions how to get
on to the upper part of that glacier, all of which directions 1
carefully translated to the guides, and all of which were most
completely ignored by them the next morning, when they simply
looked out for the glacier, got on it as soon as convenient, and
walked up the middle, which was practicable enough that year
and at that time of the year. The Tour de St. Pierre on this side
takes the form of a rocky peak standing on the top of a long steep
wall of ice. 'We went straight to the base, cut steps up the wall,
and climbed the rocks towards the summit as long as they were
practicable. Presently they became too difficult, and we turned
a little to our right to the ridge which runs down to the Col
de Monei, and finished the ascent by that ridge, the climb in
parts being difficult. One difficult part was surmounted by
means of a true chimney in the rocks. Immediately afterwards
an accident befell us. Josef, who was leading, had contrived
to pass up a very awkward spot, and was seated out of sight
at the top of an overhanging rock of about 30 ft. high, at
whose base the rest of us were. I attempted to follow, taking
a different route from Josef’s, and had just got into a position
of very unstable equilibrium when a jerk from the rope pulled
me off my foothold, and, as Josef was not directly above me,
caused me to describe an arc of about 30° in space, ending
with a violent bump against the rocks, the marks of which
remained visible on my iands for long afterwards.

The top of the Tour gave us a splendid view. The weather
was not too brilliant: there were clouds enough about to cast
shadows as well as lights over the landscape, and to give an ap-
pearance of motion ard life to the hills. A grand bird, whose
wings measured full six or seven feet across, was sweeping

G 2
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round the peak, in one of the recesses of which it probably had
its nest. e were in the midst of a wilderness, but we could
see out into the world, and even the desolateness of the wilder-
ness had the appearance, not of death, but of potential life.

We went down to the Col di Teleccio, but avoided alto-
gether the ridge by which the first climbers of the Tour had
ascended. Instead of taking this ridge we went straight down
the mountain side until we struck on a gully filled with ice or
snow, down which we first crawled, and then, as the snow be-
came better, glissaded, till we shot out on to the glacier close
to the top of the col. This ascent, I think, deserves to be re-
commended, as, by taking this route from Cogne to the south,
one gets splendid views of the head of Valontey, and of the Col
di Monei and Col di Teleccio combined. It did not take long
then to reach the chélets in the Val Piantonetto, though we
found the walk down to the main valley very long and exas-
%erating. As so many other valleys in the district, the Val

iantonetto does not, like a well-conducted valley, run tolerably
straight down to the great one, but gradually curves round to-
wards the east, so that a traveller whose destination is Ceresole
(as ours was) is compelled to walk at least twice the distance he
should have to pass over. We only contrived to reach Noasca
by nightfall, and, spite of the dreadful description given of the
inn, we stopped there and were very comfortable. Indeed,
whether it is that we are of a contented disposition, or for some
other reason, we have often found ourselves perfectly happy in
inns to which guide-books give most shocking characters. Here
in Noasca, for example, it is true we could get no meat; but
there was a plentiful supply of coffee and bread, soup, and an
excellent omelette, and a sleeping-chamber which, though
dark and gloomy-looking, possessed a couple of good beds.
The people at the inn were kindness itself, and anxious to do
everything they could for us, while the bill next morning
amounted to eight paper lire for all four of us.

On Thursday morning we strolled quietly up to Ceresole,
and spent the rest of the day amongst its luxuries; and on
Friday we crossed the Col du G‘rrangs Tetret into Val Sava-
ranche. The inn at Val Savaranche (Cantine de Nivolet) we
thought was much improved. There is a large upper chamber
which is quite endurable, while the dinner provided for us
was laid out on the most luxurious plan. The place, indeed,
though rough, deserves no longer the very hard names given
to it by the early travellers in the district.

Saturday was to be the last day of our week in the Graians,
and our business that day was to return by some pass to Cogne.
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We knew that a royal hunting path afforded a very easy pas-
sage across the Col de Lauzon, and determined to make use of
it. Fortunately, or unfortunately, we kept much too far to the
south, and finally found ourselves on a glacier where certainly
no hunting path was ever made. Our two guides seized the
occasion to quarrel, the more violently as they were both per-
fectly right. Josef declared the hunting path to be away to
the north, as it was. Gaber declared that to get into any
path we should have to cross half-a-dozen side ridges, and that
the only way for us was to climb a very steep ice-filled gully
which lay on our right hand. Josef objected that by so doing
we should get on to the great glacier (the Tribulation), all of
which turned out to be perfectly true. At last we all sepa-
rated ; Josef climbed a rocky ridge to the left in a vain search
for a royal col; Gaber doggedly marched up the rocks on the
left bank of his gully; I followed Josef; my brother, like a
wise man, quietly waited to see which side would win before
committing himself to any decided line of conduct. He had
not long to wait. Josef and I had not reached the ridge a
pair of seconds before we saw that it would be most laborious
to attempt to regain the royal road; so we meekly descended
and followed the victorious Gaber up to his col. - As Josef had
said, we found ourselves looking down on the Glacier de la
Tribulation, and that we had crossed the ridge at a point im-
mediately to the south of the peak called on Baretti’s map La
Grande Serre. A dotted line on the map indicates a possible
but not accomplished passage. Assuming, then, that we were
the first to traverse the pass, we proposed to call it Col de Mon-
tandayné. The descent on to the Tribulation was by a short
and perfectly easy gully. A few crevasses made the glacier
itself at one point a little troublesome, but they were soon
passed, and then, bending to the left, we quitted the glacier
by a series of snow-slopes which led us to the top of a hunting-
path on the road of the Col de 'Herbetet.

The view from this point is one of most extraordinary
beauty. Indeed, of all the possible excursions about Cogne
I should think that a walk up the Valontey and to the head
of this hunting road is probably the most enjoyable. The
whole circle of mountains, from the St. Pierre to the Grande
Serre, with all the numerous glaciers streaming down from
them, form a kind of amphitheatre, of which the head of the
Combe forms the centre; and the general effect of the great
mountains and dark valley is one whose parallel I know of
nowhere.
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HiINTS ON SKeTCHING IN WATER-COLOURS IN THE ALPS.
By GEORGE BARNARD. Read before the Alpine Club,
May 7, 1878.

" HEN about Christmas our excellent Editor asked me to

give him a few notes on the use of water-colours in
sketching from nature, I thought the presentation of my work
on that subject would answer all purposes, as it would be
always ready in the library of the Club for the consultation
of those members who had a wish to sketch in their Alpine
rambles; but as my friend the Secretary seems to think that
a short paper, illustrated by such diagrams as I constantly use
at Rugby, with a few studies of effects and elementary draw-
ings, would be still more useful, I will venture to occupy a
short time this evening in explaining my use of colours in
studying in the Alps. Much that I am going to say may be
known to all in the room, for it will be strictly elementary in
character, and would doubtless prove very bald and uninterest-
ing to those who do not intend using their brush. I have,
therefore, placed on the walls a few finished drawings for the
amusement of the eye, and for my artistic recruits some dia-
grams, sketches, and examples in the different elementary
stages up to the finished drawing; for I have been told b
my friend Mr. Ball, who knows about nature and art as muc
as most of us, that I could not be too clear and simple.

I will now begin by explaining in few words what I think
is the wish of everyone whilst beholding the lovely and mag-
nificent scenes that all of us enjoy in our long holidays.
Yes, whilst we revel in the glorious mountains, whilst we
bask in the floods of golden light on the summits we have
climbed, or repose at midday in the grateful shade of the
chestnut in the valleys, smoking the pipe of peace after our
exertion, we have still an ungratified desire, for we exclaim :
¢ Oh, how I wish I could carry away a sketch of this scene,
to show my friends where I have been, to recall to their minds
as well as my own many such sunny hours of idleness !’

You will not expect me at this time to go into the theory
of light and colour, for that, I believe, I have done in my
work now lying on your table. Neither will I descant on the
glories of Turner and the dexterity of the magic blots of
Cox, nor yet upon the various collections in which these

ems of art have been, or the enormous prices they have
etched. All this you can hear frequently enough at the
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auction rooms; as regards the good a young student learns
by constantly frequenting such places, I believe it to be much
like attempting to climb up a high ladder with all the lower
rounds taken away. Well, I venture to say (and I think I
have had some trifling experience of what young amateurs
with perseverance can do) that almost everyone in this room
could bring home many truthful and charming bits of nature
in colour that would be eagerly sought and craved for by friends.
Then think what an emancipation it would be to cast off the
shackles of photography, which is always knocking you down,
always asserting itself as the only truthful delineator of nature,
with its black cornersout of focus, its absence of skies, its nibbled
and worm-eaten trees, and especially its total absence of colour.
You see, gentlemen, having possession of the room for one
night, I am taking (many will say) rather an unfair advantage
of it, and even now I ask your undivided attention to the art
of Water-colour painting for this evening, much as I admire
the fine and truthful oil paintings of Mons. Loppé, which
will hang on these walls to-morrow.

Now colour, whatever the medium used, how lovely, how en-
gaging is colour! Itis the first thing thatstrikes the eye, whether
in the sweet blues or pearly greys of morn, the delicate but
richer tones of sunrise on clouds and rocks, or the glowing and
varied hues of sunset, and even in the Exhibitions and Gal-
leries of pictures, colour is still the first to attract the eye
across the room, and, when joined to accuracy of form and
pictorial light and shade, the smallest sketch becomes of ex-
ceeding value. Infact, a little sketch-book filled with vigorous
shorthand notes of form and colour is the best way of keeping
a diary. One wants no other, for there is such a subtle con-
nection between them and the mind that they are always
afterwards joined in memory, and everyone is interested in
looking at them. My time is limited, so I shall begin by
supposing that nearly everyone here has had some instruc-
tion in drawing an outline from nature correctly, that they
can place a subject naturally on paper; that they kmow,
in fact, something of perspective, can make their sketch
appear true, and convey to those looking at it whether it
was taken from a high or low point of view. And here let
me say that time thus spent should on no account be grudged,
for I know well by experience that to satisfy the Alpine Club,
who are so well acquainted with each detail of the mountains
they have climbed, the greatest accuracy is required; and of
course, if an elaborate outline is essential, it is better to be
taken on one day and another time chosen for colouring, when
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the effect is all that could be wished, and the fatigue that such
labour occasioned would be pasced away.

Now let us consider how you can gain sufficient know-
ledge of colour so as to use it with effect without encroaching
too much on your time as climbers of summits, and in this
case ¢a little knowledgeis [lr)xot] a dangerous thing,’ but a very
safe thing, and the very best way is to become thoroughly
acquainted with the properties of the colours you are going to
use, for, although this sounds like the mere A B C of paint-
ing, much time is lost making trials on the spat when every
moment is precious in securing a fleeting effect, and also mix-
ing many colours produces a muddy result, which would be
avoided by using fewer and better chosen pigments. For in-
stance, some colours are suitable for certain parts of a picture,
such as Cobalt blue for the sky, as it works well in washes,
makes good greys with Light or Indian red, and more purply
tones with Rose madder or Crimson lake, but for the fore-
ground it is weak ; in fact, blue or bluish tones are the chief
components of aerial or atmospheric effects, but must be kept
out of the foreground. Indigo may be used near at hand,
being stronger, and mixed with Gamboge and Burnt sienna
makes useful greens. Again, French blue is more powerful
than Cobalt, and gives force to the sky and distance; it also
makes richer tones for the mid-distance and stronger greens,
although not so deep-toned as Indigo; but French blue does
not work in such level washes—it 13 apt to settle. As iceis
so predominant in sketches of the Alps, I should add a colour
called Cyanine or Leitch’s blue, which is a compound of Cobalt
and Prussian blue, and has a tendency to a transparent green.
There is in this very room a beautiful and truthful study of a
glacier presented to the Club by that talented amateur, Sir
Robert Collier; there you will find an example of ice with the
warmer tones of the superincumbent débris of rocks most
faithfully portrayed. I must continue to describe the more
useful pigments. Indian yellow is a vigorous colour, but must
be used with caution in the skies and distance, as it is ad-
vancing in its nature; so is Cadmium, but more opaque. Of
all the yellows, Yellow ochre is the most generally useful.
It is called by artists modest and retiring—]I suppose because it
keeps its distance. It is a cloudy or semi-opaque colour, and
is much used mixed with a little Light red or Brown mad-
der as a first delicate wash over the paper; the greens
made with it, if a little opaque, are well suited for the mid-
distance.

I do not use Sepia much after the first practice with the
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brush is gained, as Vandyke brown is more generally
useful, making with Indigo or French blue fine deep greenish
tones for water in shadow; also, with a little Crimson lake
or Brown madder added, it will give you many excellent and
true tones for rocks. As I have placed a large diagram of
the full colour-box with a detailed description on the walls,
and also some enlarged examples of the tones thus made, I
think I need only refer you to them, adding that it is best to
adopt a regular place for each colour in the box, beginning
with yellows and going on to orange, reds, blues, and mixed
colours. As I suspect very few will like to carry a full
artist’s colour-box, 1 have laid on the table a smaller and there-
fore more portable one, with a place for a brush or two and a
pencil.  Also, you will see a block or two of white and
slightly toned and not much-sized paper, such as Harding
used, and which is now called after his name.

Well, now for the method or system of water-colour draw-
ing. First, recollect it is, or ought to be, a transparent style,
not like the tempera opaque manner for scene painting, nor
yet like the oil or mixed way, such as the old Dutch painters
used. And here let me mention the advantage of using moist
water-colours in sketching, which are ready at any time,
requiring no setting or unsetting of the palette, as in oil, or
washing of brushes, when one is fatigued at night, and a block
of many sheets of paper is much more portable than canvases.
In water-colours you ought never to lose sight of the white
paper ; it forms the light of the picture; but, as white paper
in itself is opaque, a first wash of some transparent and
warming colour, such as yellow ochre and light red or brown
madder, should be passed over the whole, and this may be
gradually changed to stronger and richer tones in the fore-
ground. It is wonderful what a skilfully graduated wash will
do for a sketch; it takes away anything like grease and pencil
dust, fixes in some degree the outline, and leaves the paper
damp and more ready to take the succeeding tints of colour.
Here I would say that water-colour studies should progress
thus : First, floating washes; then blots or tints of colour; and
lastly, touches more or less defined. But the amateur must
not expect to acquire suddenly the power of Cox, with his
wonderful blots of exquisite colour. This was the result of a
lifetime of devoted work, and will not readily be met with
again. Neither must he hope to get on the spot tenderness of
colour or sweetly graduated tones; in fact, these form aerial
Eerspective, and are gained by practice and study indoors, but

e will enjoy more and more the harmony of colours he finds,



82  Hints on Shketching in Water-Colours in the Alps.

especially in the morning and evening. The reason why these
hours are the best to study light and shade and colour is
simply that at such times there is more vapour, more cloud,
and therefore more for the rays of the sun to impinge upon
and affect with a strong predominating light. Those who
have not had much practice in copying nature and painting
pictures on the spot, arc apt to forget that colours are wonder-
fully modified by the quality and quantity of air or vapour
that intervenes between the different objects and the spectator,
and this must on no account be omitted ; the colour of objects
must not, therefore, be put in the picture, as one knows it to
be when close at hand, but as it is seen with the veil or screen
of air between. In fact, the student must copy at such times
just what he sees and not what he recollects, and it will assist
him also to remember that all colours are altered by distance,
with the exception of white, even black; this forms aerial
perspective, without which all pictures will be flat, crude, and
untrue.

It is necessary, perhaps, to add that some difference must
be made in the colour of branches on the same tree and very
few feet apart, also in the tones of the foliage. Attention to
this will make the tree appear round and true, so that birds
could fly between the different boughs. '
~ From the innumerable questions that are put to me by ama-
teurs about making their sketches into pictures, I am induced
to remind you that you should endeavour to get breadth of
light and shade ; that is, light should not be divided by small
masses of shade, nor shadow divided by small masses of light.
Also recollect that when you bring the strongest shadow near
to the lightest part you will be more likely to focus the effect,
and you will much increase the power of the tones by con-
trasting one colour harmoniously with another, as you see
arranged in one of my diagrams.

The young Alpine climber, with limited time and perhaps
not overstocked with patience, can scarcely be expected to
pursue the same careful and systematic mode of operation that
an artist practises in his studio, but should try on the spot to
copy such of the colours and effects as he wishes to keep in
remembrance, always recollecting that he must begin with the
colours that predominate. For instance, if it is a purply grey
passing into a greenish tone, he mixes the lake and blue first,
and then adds a little yellow ochre. A little crudeness is pre-
ferable to too much mixing, which produces muddiness. But
whether artist or amateur he must set some bounds to his am-
bition, and not try to get into a small piece of paper a pano-
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ramic view. Let him limit himself to one summit or mountain
at a time, making that alone the subject of his picture, and
gacrificing all others to enhance or elevate its beauty. Surely
a Matterhorn or a Weisshorn is enough to bag at once; nor
must he try to get in a range of five or more grand peaks, like
a row of skittles, for in that case one will most assuredly dwarf
the others and the whole effect become map-like and common-
lace.

P Another hint. Foreground and distance should partake of
the same character, should convey thé same idea or the same
feeling. For instance, although Turner may be allowed to
introdguce into a picture of sunny Italy some dancing half-clad
fizures with tambourines and pipes, they would not be appro-
priate in the wild and rugged scenes of the high Alps. To be
sure, a recumbent figure or two in grey, with pipes of another
sort, might do.

I don’t know whether it is true or not, but I like to imagine
that something of an artist’s feeling and character is infused
into his work and will appear in it; at any rate I know that,
although I think I am sufficiently gregarious generally, I pre-
fer being alone when studying, for people with commonplace
ideas are then rather a nuisance. I cannot but recall one
evening whilst contemplating a glowing sunset on the ridge
of the Gorner Grat. It was in those precious moments when
it becomes too dark to continue working, but not too dark to
drink in the fading glories of the ¢ parting day dying like the
dolphin,’ as Byron sings. A stout John Bull, with his chim-
ney-pot hat, black clothes, and umbrella, came stumping across
the remains of snow, with wife and daughter toiling after him.
He placed himself right before me, and wanted to chat about
the great perils and exertions he had gone through. Fortu-
nate%y in five minutes’ time he started away with ¢ Well!
we’ve seen everything, and donme it all; it’s very fine, very
fine! Now let’s go down and get a comfortable table-d’hdte at
Zermatt.” One requires a few moments’ repose to recover the
proper serenity of temper to study again after the departure of
such Goths ; but enough, let me rather try to bring to remem-
brance a few of those lovely effects that I as well as most of
you have seen.

At the Monte Rosa, Zermatt, for instance, I was once for-
tunate enough to secure a bedroom which gave me a sight of
the Matterhorn at early morn, and for ten successive days did
the glorious sun rise unclouded, in tones of the loveliest saffron
hue, and as I always slept without blind or curtain I was
sure to be awakened by a flood of glorious light. This, con-
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trasting with the retiring purply greys of clouds and sky be-
hind, and the solemn depths of the pine forests beneath, made
a most complete picture, and recalled to my mind some lines
in the Odyssey, beginning :—
¢ The saffron morn, with early blushes spread,
Now rose refulgent.’

1 don’t know what our early-rising climbers may think, but I
have a feeling that the most enjoyable and pictorial time of day
in Switzerland is from the earliest glimmer of dawn till the full
light of the sun blazes into day.

Another effect of early dawn it was my good fortune to see
from the Col de Balme. Here the monarch of mountains was
grandly relieved by the most intense of deep blue skies, while
the faintest blush of morn lit up the Aiguilles Rouges, remind-
ing me of Coleridge’s wonderful hymn.

I have placed this picture of Mont Blanc on the walls that
you may see the effect of a most careful piece of stippling with
ultramarine. 'We should recollect that all effects vary in tone,
and in painting those that are altogether low in scale, we may
proceed to far greater extent with the first general washes.
Thus the same deep grey tones may, as in this picture, be
brought all through the different distances even to the fore-
ground, and thus air is introduced and breadth preserved.

In the moonlight on the Lake of Lucern, near Brunnen,
studied on the spot for many successive nights, the highest
lights are on the clouds, the moon itself being behind a dark
cloud ; thus the brilliancy is enhanced. A certain warmth and
luminosity has also been given by repeated washes of Indian
yellow and Indian red ; then the blue greys with Cobalt and
Indigo will not appear cold or black, l%)r blackness is untrue
and ruinous to aerial perspective.

If I am not tiring you, I should like to go on with one or
two more descriptions of scenes that have left a vivid impres-
sion on my mind, and, although they may be all drawn from
the secondary heights, I fully believe these points are far
better for obtaining fine and varied pictures than the summits
of mountains. We have lately heard from Mr. George and
Mr. Ball of the great beauty of two valleys of this character,
in which I studied many years ago—the Val d’Aosta and the
Val Anzasca. They are both wonderfully beautiful, and well
suited for the first attempts of the young sketcher, because
they abound in fine and striking contrasts of light and shade
and colour. There you have Spanish chestnuts with their
deep yet rich greens overhanging the vines on trellises, the
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purple clusters contrasting with the golden maize beneath ;
Jjust note the gorgeous contrast of colour, and then casting
your eyes through the upper boughs let them dwell on the
pure snows of the mountains beyond, and, oh, how you wish
to be on them !

Perhaps it may be permitted to one who has traversed the
valleys of the Alps many years before the Alpine Club was
thought of, to say that if the young Alpine climber would
diversify his arduous climbing by a few leisurely strolls in the
valleys at his feet, and not be so anxious to follow one after
the other in the beaten track, he would find abundant beauties
and greater variety of subject; he would also take more inte-
rest In scenes that artists love to paint, and which allow much
greater play of light and shade in the different tones and local
colours of the objects around him.

Once after crossing the Moro early one morning, I reached
the centre of the grand amphitheatre of glaciers that descend
from Monte Rosa, and came upon such a spot, and, by the bye,
1 often wonder you despisers of huts do not at any rate build
one here, where a poor artist could study the innumerable
effects that are continually passing before him. I satin solitude
there all day, on and amongst the seracs, but with a shattered
pine and tuft or two of grass in the foreground. The excessive
silence was only broken by the solemn roar of descending
avalanches. The stillness became oppressive, and almost more
than I could bear. I suppose I was exhausted by study, and a
fatigued brain making incessant noise a burden, I was at last
absolutely driven away by the ceaseless hammering of myriads
of grasshoppers with their chink, chink, chink. Just imagine
the degradation to an artistic mind to be overcome by a grass-
hopper! It was only when I had demolished, with the assist-
ance of Frank Andermatten and Ulric Lauener, a fine boiled
marmot at the little inn at Borca, that I recovered my spirits.

I dwell on these recollections, for much of the success of the
artist or amateur depends on reproducing the effect of pre-
dominating tones that have struck his imagination, and we all
must allow full time for such feelings to enter in and possess
the mind before we can hope to put them on paper. I there-
fore venture to advise my young friends, who intend to add
drawing in water-colours to their accomplishments, to arrange
to go with congenial minds who will be content to stop for an
hour or two or even longer; if this is not thought of before-
hand, both may be made very uncomfortable.

Many years ago I was blessed with one of the most de-
lightful of all companions, and that was my brother-in-law,
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Michael Faraday. He enjoyed nature as much as I did, and
was always quite happy to lounge about, geologising or botan-
ising, or even sleeping as long as I wished to remain; but
once I had a very different companion. I was going over the
Diablerets from Bex to Sion, when a young Englishman
said he should like to join me, and have one porter to carry
both our knapsacks; so it was scttled, but the result was most
unfortunate for me, for he was seized with a stampede, or desire
to rush on, and although I saw many beautiful bits, he de-
clared he would not stop till he got to the top, and when
there he said he would not stop till the bottom! ~So much for
unequal unions. Far better would it be to seat oneself on one
good spot, like our friend the King of the Riffel, seizing
effects or catching travellers for a parley as they pass before
him. If a rolling stone gathers no moss, neither does a
thirty mile a day man, who will look at nothing, gather
many beautiful recollections.

In conclusion, I do most earncstly wish that I possessed a
tithe of the soul-inspiring power of Professor Ruskin, so that
I might hope to have imparted by the few words I have
spoken some idea of the delight and beauty that arise from at-
tempts to study and depict the glorious forms and colouring
that we see in the Alps; so that some portion of the en-
thusiasm that the members of the Alpine Club possess for
ascending mountains might he pressed into the service of art.
If Professor Ruskin can turn a whole troop of students into
road-makers, and cause them to labour most ungrudgingly
with epade, pickaxe, and wheelbarrow during the long vaca-
tion, would it not Le possible that a few of my audience might
be persuaded by the conviction that every stroke of the pencil,
every dash of the brush, will not only be rewarded by the pos-
session of remembrances of form and colour, but will be the
means of recallifig during days of severe brain-toil some of the
most enjoyable experiences of their holidays, and in this belief
for them to give this vacation the hitherto neglected colour-
box a place in their knapsack ?

THE FIRST PASSAGE OF THE COL DU GEANT.

The editor bas received the following very interesting communica-
tion from M. Durier, the author of ¢ Le Mont-Blanc’ :—

Paris, 28 aoht 1878.
Monsieur,— J'ai lu avec un vif intérét votre article 7'he History of
the Buet dans le dernier numéro de 'Alpine Journal. Comme je ne
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doute pas que ce genre de recherches ne soit également bien accueilli
par vos collégues, je vous demande la permission de vous communiquer
les renseignements suivants qui me paraissent de nature & éclaircir la
question si confuse des premiers passages authentiques du Col du
Géant. Lorsque j’écrivais le Mont-Blanc, il m’est souvent arrivé de
relever dans les livres que je consultais des citations d'aprés le Journal
de Genéve, mais ce n’est que depuis peu que je suis parvenu a mettre
la main sur cette feuille. Il y a eu, en effet, un assez grand nombre
de périodiques qui ont porté en titre, ou en sous-titre, la qualification
de Journal de Genéve. Celui dont il s'agit était un journal Lebdo-
madaire et n’a pas eu longue durée. Le premier numéro porte 1a date
du 4 aofit 1787, le dernier celle du 8 janvier 1791. J’en crois les
exemplaires assez rares. Il en existe un, pourtant, & la Bibliothéque
de la rue Richelieu, ol il est catalogué dans I'Inventaire sous le No. G.
4547 et forme 2 volumes in 4°. Or, on trouve dans le No.du 15
septembre 1787, la lettre que je transcris ici avec son orthographe :—

¢ Lettre aux Rédacteurs du Journal.

¢ Messieurs,—Les voyages vraiment intéressants qu'on a faits sur le Mon¢-
Blanc 'année dernidre et cette année m’enbardissent 4 vous faire part de
celui de la vallée de Chamouni, en Savoie, & (vrmayeur, en Piémont, par les
glaciers des Bois et du Tucul: je l'extrais d'une lettre datée du 28 juillet
1787, que je regus quelques jours aprés de M. Frchaquet, directeur des
fonderies du Haut-Faussigny et membre de la Société des Sciences Physiques
de Lausanne, homme d'un mérite rare et dont la modestie fait mieux appré-
cier les connoissances, l'étonnante agilité, le grand courage et la vraie
intrépidité.

‘En m'entretenant des expériences qu'il a faites en divers lieux sur la
combustion, il ajoute: .

<« Le lieu le plus bas ol j'ai fait des expériences est la plaine de Chédes sous
Passy, €levée d’environ cent toises au-dessus du lac de Gendve, et 'endroit le
plus élevé est le haut de la vallée de neige du Zucul, dont 1'élévation est
estimée & environ 1,800 toises au-dessus du méme lac. Je partis du Prieuré
de Chamouni le 28 juin 1787, & deux heures et quart du matin ; j’6tois sur le
haut de la vallée de neige du Tacul & deux heures et demie de ’aprés-midi,
et & huit heures du soir je me rendis & Cormayeur; j'étois accompagné de
‘Marie Coutet et de Jean-Michel Tournier.* Plusieurs personnes de Chamouni
disoient que ce passage étoit devenu impraticable, depuis environ cinquante
années, par I'augmentation des glaces : nous n’avons cependant éprouvé dans
cette traversée aucune difficulté.”

¢ Dans un autre paragraphe de la méme lettre M. Exchaquet,en m’indiquant
les observations qu'il avoit faites sur le haut de la vallée de neige du Zacul,
me dit: “Le vent étoit sud-est assez léger; le ciel étoit d’un bleu foncs,
presque partout serein, 4 ’exception de quelques brouillards épais autour des
aiguilles qui me dominoient; le thermométre, dit de Réaumur, étoit & onze
degrés sur 0; 'esprit de vin eut de la peine 4 s’enflammer,” etc.

¢Dans le courant du mois de juin M. Eechaquet me fit part de ses tenta-
tives pour franchir le passage de Chamouni & Cormayeur par le glacier du
Tacul, et du succds de ce voyage fait en 1786 par un Anglois nommé M. Hill,
qui étoit parti de Cormayeur avec Mario Coutet, et arrivé & Chamouni par les
glaciers du Taoul et dss Bois. Cet Anglois assuroit (ce que M. Erchaquet
m’a confirmé depuis) qu'il n'existoit dans cette traversée qu'un passage vrai-
ment difficile pour toutes personnes peu accoutumées & parcourir les vallées
de glaces ; c’étoit la descente du glacier du Zaoul.

# Ce sont de trés-bons guides de la vallée de Chamouni. (Note de I'original.)



88 First Passage of the Col du Géant.

¢Ne seroit-ce pas par cette route qu'un nommé Ribel,* d’abord coureur,
snis tonnelier & Geneve, avoit porté avec la plus grande célérité des lettres
e Geneve 4 Turin, il y a une cinquantaine d'années environ? Les renseigne-
ments que je m’empressai de demander & cet homme extraordinaire, peu de

jours avant sa mort, sur ce passage, me porteroient presque  le croire.

¢J'ai I’honneur d’étre, ete.
¢ HENRI-ALBERT GOSSE.
¢Gendve, ce 24 aolt 1787.

De cette lettre curieuse il résulterait :—

1. Selon toute apparence, c'est I'exploit de Ribel, effectué vers 1737,
qui a donné naissance & la légende selon laquelle le Col du Géant,
jadis praticable, aurait été depuis un demi-siécle obstrué par les glaces.
Or, rien n’indique que Ribel ait trouvé le passage plus libre que du
temps d’Exchaquet; si c’efit été le cas, Gosse, qui a questionné cet
homme, aurait sans doute mentionné une circonstance si extraor-
dinaire.

2. Aprés Ribel, le Col du Géant a été franchi pour la premiére fois,
de Courmayeur & Chamonix, par Hill, avec Marie Couttet.

8. Le Col a été franchi, de Chamonix & Courmayeur, par Exchaquet,
accompagné de Marie Couttet et de Tournier 1'Oiseau, le 28 juin 1787.

Voici cependant une difficulté.

Le méme numéro du Journal de Genéve contient la relation du
passage de Bourrit et de son fils avec les guides Cachat-le-Géant,
Tournier 1'Oiseau, Charlet, etc., effectué le 28 aolit 1787. Dans ce
récit il n’est fait aucune allusion aux truversées précédentes. Mais le
numéro suivant (22 septembre) renferme un Supplément au Voyage
de M. Bourrit, ol on lit ce qui suit :

¢ Parvenus sur le détroit du Mont-Fruitier (le Mont Fréty) nos voyageurs se
rappelérent que ce fut 1a le non plus ultra de M. Hill, Anglois, qui, l'année
précédente, y étoit arrivé par Cormayeur avec les guides Pierre Balmat et
Marie Coutet. La rapidité des plateaux supérieurs au glacier du Tacul, les
énormes crevasses qu'il auroit eu a traverser pour descendre du cOté de
Chamouni, 1'arrétérent : nos voyageurs craignirent qu‘il ne leur en arrivit
autant, vu les circonstances ficheuses qui les accompagnoient. Ils étoient
cependant rassurés par les guides Cachat et Tournier, qui, deux mois aupara-
vant, 8'étoient ouvert cette route. Ces deux guides, dont la hardiesse et le
courage furent admirés & Cormajyeur, revinrent & Chamouni avec une attes-
tation du juge da lieu, qui constate qu’ils sont les premiers qui ont pénétré
en Piémont par la mer de glace.’

Ce commentaire, qui enléverait & Hill le mérite d’étre le premier
touriste qui ait franchi le Col du Géant, a évidemment été inséré dans
le but de réfuter la lettre de Gosse. Quelle foi faut-il y ajouter?
Pour ma part, je n'y vois quun exemple de la tendance des guides &
nier la réalité des ascensions dont ils n'ont pas eu l'honneur, et, en
particulier, un effet de I'incurable jalousie de Cachat-le-Géant. Vous
avez fait remarquer avec raison que la caravane de Bourrit n’aurait
pas persisté & avancer malgré le mauvais temps, si le passage n'avait

* Ce Ribel m'a dit (ce qui m'a été attesté par plusieurs de ses contem-
porains) qu'il avoit fait cette traversée dans l'espace d'un jour et demi. Il
alloit de Gendve & Francfort-sur-le-Main plus vite que le courier. (Note de
Voriginal.)
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déja é&té effectué. Il parait tout aussi évident qu'Exchaquet n’aurait
pas entrepris d’'aller faire des expériences au Col, si Hill ne lavait
renseigné sur la possibilité d’accomplir la traversée entiére. De méme
c'est le succes d’Exchaquet qui a décidé de Saussure & établir son
observatoire au Col du Géant. Peut-on admettre, d'ailleurs, que Hill,
venant de Courmayeur, ait été arrété ‘au détroit du Mont Fréty’
(c'est le Col méme évidemment) ¢ par les crevasses qu'il aurait eu a
traverser pour descendre,’ c'est-a-dire, sans doute, par les séracs du
Tacul, par des difficultés qu'il ne pouvait méme apercevoir du point
ou il ¢'était arrété ? En ce cas, il faut convenir qu'on n’aurait jamais
vu de touriste plus timoré. Quant i Pattestation donnée par le juge
de Courmayeur & Cachat et & Tournier, elle ne contredit point la
réalité du pussage de Hill, puisque ces deux guides étaient, en effet,
les premiers qui eussent fait la traversée dans le sens de Chamonix &
Courmayeur . . . avec Marie Couttet, cependant, qu’ils se gardent de
nommer.

Car, de toute fagon, il est clair que Marie Couttet est le premier
guide qui ait passé le Col du Géant. C’est ce que j'ai eu soin de dire
dans I'allocution que j'ai eu & prononcer, le 11 uofit dernier, & I'inau-
guration du monument élevé & Jacques Balmat. Marie Couttet
accompagnait Hill, il accompagnait Exchaquet, et c’est clairement &
I'excursion d'Exchaquet que font allusicn les guides de Bourrit quand
ils se vantent d'avoir traversé le Col deux mois auparavant (28 juin—
28 aofit).

Enfin, monsieur, j'ai relevé dans le méme journal le récit du voyage
de Bowrrit au Mont-Blanc le 5 aofit 1788 (Nos. des 23 et 30 aofit
1788). Dans cette narration, ou, pour la premitre fois si je ne me
trompe, les Grands-Mulets sont désignés sous ce méme nom, Bourrit
nous apprend que M. Woodley était ¢fils du Gouverneur de I’Amérique
Anglaise.” Camper était fils du docteur Pierre Camper, né a Leyde,
mort & La Haye en 1789, grand voyageur lui-méme et qui s’est rendu
célébre par des travaux de médecine, de paléontologie et surtout
d’anatomie comparée. Woodley seul a atteint la cime avec quatre
guides : Jacques Balmat, Dominique Balmat (frére ainé de Jacques),
Cachat et Alexis Balmat.

Veuillez, monsieur, excuser cette longue lettre et me croire votre
bien dévoué CaarLes Durier, C.AF.

NEW EXPEDITIONS IN 1878.

Maritime Alps.

Ciua 11 Nasta, Sept. 27.—Mr. Douglas Freshfield, with Francois
Devousssoud, climbed this peak from the Baths of Valdieri. They
ascended through the Val dell’ Argentera and over a false col to the
pass north of the peak, and thence to the summit. The proper route,
by which they returned, is from the head of the Val di Gesso, whence
an easy ascent leads to a small tarn not shown on the Piedmontese map
(which is hopelessly incorrect in this region), between the Cimk di
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Nasta and the Cima della Culatta. The rocks on the S. face of the peak
are easy. There was so much new snow on the mountains that ¢ tims’
would only mislead. The peak is slightly higher than its neighbour,
the Cima della Culatta, which is crowned by a large stone-man, and it
also overlooks the Cima del Mat. It is possibly the third peak of the
Maritime Alps, being about 250 feet lower than the Rocca dell’ Argen-
tera, or 10,300 to 10,400 feet. The view includes the French coast
from the Iles d'Hyéres to Mentone, and extends from Corsica to the
Adamello range.

Dauphiné District.

SeURET ForAN.—Pic DES ARCAS.—On July 12, Messrs. Charles and
Lawrence Pilkington, and Frederick Gardiner, unaccompanied by
guides, made the first ascent of the highest peak of the Seguret Foran,
known as the Pic des Arcas (3,467m.). Having passed the previous
night at the chilets of Chambran, in the Val de I’Eychouda, they
started on the morning of the 12th by lantern light at 2.12. Crossing
the Torrent de I’Eychouda, they mounted the steep elopes of loose shale,
marked in the Government map Coste Vieille. Climbing in a north-
westerly direction, they reacheda small glacier (incorrectly marked in
the map) closed in on both sides by the numerous peaks of the Seguret
Foran. At the head of this glacier a steep snow couloir leads to the
main glacier of the group, crossing which they reached the Pic des
Arcas at 9.15 A.x., and from it enjoyed a superb view of the Dauphiné
and Pennine Alps. After remaining an hour and three-quarters on the
summit, they returned to the chilets of Chambran by the same route at
2.15 p.u.  On the second peak of this group, not many feet lowor than
the Pic des Arcas, and separated from it by a short snow ridge, they
found the cairm erected by M. Rochat, who made the ascent from
Monestier last year, but the ascent of the Pic des Arcas and the explora-
tion of the massif from the Val de I'Eychouda had not hitherto been
undertaken. On July 19, Mr. Coolidge, from the Pré de Madame
Carle, made the second ascent of the Pic des Arcas, and confirms the
fact of it being the highest point of the group.

Pic pEs Orirous (8,506m.), July 14.—The same party, without
guides, made the second ascent of this peak. Leaving the ¢ Refuge des
Bergers’ above Entre-les- Aigues at 1.30 .M., they reached the Col du
Sellar at 7 A.M., and the summit at 11 A.m. The ascent from the col
was made by the southern aréte, which is uniformly difficult through-
out, and required the utmost caution, especially in the descent. On
the summit they found the cairn and card of Monsieur Lionel Nigra,
who made the first ascent of this peak in September last year. Nothing,
however, was known of the first ascent either at Entre les-Aigues or at
Ville Vallouise, so that it probably was made from the Val Godemar.
They returned to the Refuge des Bergers at 4.15 p.M. by the route
taken in the ascent.

Pic JoceLuE (8,585m.? ), July 15.—The same party, without guides,
made the first ascent of this peak from the same gite occupied by
them for the Pic des Opillous. Leaving their night quarters at 1.43
A.M., they mounted a steep glacier between the eastern ridge of the



New Eczpeditions. 91

Opillous and the Pic Jocelme, culminating in an almost perpendicular
couloir, the top of which was reached at 7.15 a.M. They then crossed
the western face of the mountain, over very difficult ice-covered rocks,
to a steep glacier, descending almost from the summit. After two
hours’ step-cutting the summit was reached at 10.10 am. The Pic
Jocelme is in reality the second peak of tie ¢ massif’ known as Les
Bans, and is connected with it by a long and apparently impracticable
aréte. The col between the Jocelme and the Opillous is scarcely prac-
ticable on the western side, owing to a constant cannonade of falling
stones from both these peaks. On the eastern side of the pass stones
also fall, but not in such dangerous quantities, and were it on that ac-~
count alone this expedition cannct be recommended for repetition.
They returned to the Refuge des Bergers at 2.45 p.u.

CriTe DE LA BErARDE.—Pic pu VarroNn, July 21.—The same
party, without guides, made the first ascent of this peak from the
Glacier Noir, having passed the previous night in a high gite under
the eastern ridge of the peak, facing the Pic sans Nom and the Aile-
froide. They left their sleeping quarters at 8.40 A.M. and mounted
over loose shale and avalanche debris, until the upper snowfield cover-
ing the southern face of the mountain was reached, from which they
gained the eastern aréte, and by it arrived on the summit at 7.35 a.x.,
no difficulty baving been encountered except during the last fifteen
minutes of the ascent. No traces whatever were found of the cairn
erected by Mr. Coolidge, who made the first ascent of this peak frcm
La Bérarde last year. Estimated barometrical height, 12,400 feet.
After enjoying two hours on the summit in perfect weather, they de-
scended by the same route to their night quarters, at 11 a.m., and to
Vallouise the same afternoon. 'The French Alpine Club have recently
erected an excellent hut on the Pré de Madame Carle, viz., the ¢ Refuge
Césanne,’ from which this expedition could be more comfortably under-
taken than from the gite on the Glacier Noir.

A1GUILLE pU SoREILLER.—The same party, without guides, made the
first ascent of this peak on July 24. Leaving La Bérarde at 3.28 a.M.,
they followed the path down the valley of the Vénéon until about
fifteen minutes below the village of Les Etages. Turning to the right
over steep rock and grass slopes, and keeping the first stream, descend-
ing to the right of the valley of the Vénéon, well to their left, they
entered a steep and narrow valley, the head of which opens out into an
amphitheatre of glacier-worn rocks, climbing which they reached the
small glacier under the final peak. From the glacier the ascent was
made by the southern face of the mountain, partly up a steep couloir
and rather difficult rocks, until the ridge connecting the Aiguille du
Soreiller with Le Plaret was reached. From that they arrived on the
summit at 11.15 by the eastern aréte. The top of this peak is formed
by a huge upright block of rock, on which the whole party could
scarcely sit at the same time. The descent was made by the same
route, and Les Etages was reached at 4.10, and La Bérarde at 5 p.x,
Estimated barometrical height, 11,340 feet.

VARIATION OF THE CoL DE LA MUANDE, o0R CoL DE CHALANCE.—
The same party, without guides, left the chilets of La Lavey at

"2
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4,12 A.M. on July 28; and mounting towards the ridge at the head of
the Glacier du Fond, they crossed it at a gap about equidistant between
the Col de la Muande and the Cime du Vallon, at 8.12 A.M. Bearing
to the right, over snow-slopes and rocks, they rounded the buttress of
La Rouye Pic, and descended by a steep gully to the Val de Chalance.
From the upper plateau of this valley a slight track leads direct to La
Chapelle, in the Val Godemar, which was reached at 11.55 a.M. They
propose the name of Col de Chalance for this pass.

Rocre D'ALvAu.—The same party, without guides, made the first
ascent of this peak on July 81. Leaving La Bérarde at 3.30 A.M., they
mounted the moraine and Glacier de la Bonne Pierre, as if for the Col
des Ecrins, until the upper plateau of the glacier was reached. From
that they attacked the mountain by the southern face, and climbed by
a series of couloirs over loose rocks to the summit, which was reached
at 9.45 a.M. The view of the Ecrins from this peak is splendid ; but
on the north side, the Glacier de la Platte des Agneaux and the arid
upper valiey of the Romanche, backed by the barren hills above the
Lautaret road, suffer considerably by contrast.  After spending an
hour and a half on the summit, in lovely weather, they descended by
almost the same route to the Bonne Pierre Glacier, and reached La
Bérarde at 3.30 p.M., and St. Christophe the same evening. Consider-
able time was lost in the descent of the upper portion of the peak,
owing to the loose nature of the rocks.

. Riteau.—The same party, without guides, made the third ascent of
this peak, and first from the Glacier de la Selle, in the Vallon du
Diable, on August 2. Having passed the previous night in the un-
finished Refuge de la Selle (now in course of erection by the Société
des Touristes du Dauphiné), they started at 3.30 o.m. Mounting over
rocks and avalanche débris, under the Pic de la Grave, they reached a
large snow-covered plateau on the Glacier de la Selle, above the ice-
fall, and from it climbed to the depression in the ridge between the
Riteau and the Téte du Replat, forming a col leading to the Glacier
des Etangons (Mr. Coolidge’s Bréche du Riteau), arriving at 5.30 a.m.
From that they reached the summit in two hours by a long snow aréte,
the snow being in splendid condition. The view is perhaps as fine as
any that can be obtained in the whole Dauphiné group. They re-
mained nearly two hours on the summit, and returned to the Refuge
de la Selle shortly after midday. The Rateau had been twice previously
ascended, once from the Vallon des Etancons, and once from La Grave.

AiguiLLe pE L'EpA1ssevr (8,241 métres = 10,634 feet), CoL DE
Pierre FENDUE (c. 2,925 métres = 9,597 feet), June 28.—Mr. Coolidge
with Christian Almer and his son Christian, starting from Valloire, fol-
lowed the usual track up the Vallon des Aiguilles d’Arve to the
highest group of chilets, and then mounted along the right bank of the
torrent, descending from the east flank of the Aiguille de I'Epaisseur.
Two steep steps led to gently inclined snow slopes, over which the col
to the N.E. of the Aiguille de I'Epaissour (which it is proposed to call
Col de Pierre Fendue) was reached in 4.50, walking from Valloire,
close to the point marked 8,085 métres on the map. From the col the
first ascent of the Aiguille de ’Epaisseur was made in two hours during
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a violent storm, which necessitated several halts, mainly by the east
aréte and face. Clouds entirely concealed the view, which was expected
to be very interesting from a topographical point of view. Returning
to the col in 35 minutes, the party descended by slopes of débris to the
head of the Combe de Pierre Fendue, and then, striking to the left
across snow slopes, reached the Basse de Gerbier in 55 minutes walking
from the col, and the chilets of Rieublanc half an hour later. The
ascent of the Aiguille might be much more easily effected from the Col
des Sarrazins to the west.

CoL pe L’HomuE (c. 3,400 métres = 11,155 feet), July 1.—The same
party accomplished this excursion from La Grave, of which, though it
has been at least twice previously made by M. E. Turcot and Signor
Martelli, no account seems to have been published. Starting from La
Grave, they followed the now well-known way up the Pic Central of
the Meije to the spot (called Col de I'llomme) above the Rochers de
'Aigle, where the upper snows of the Glaciers de Tabuchet and de
I'Homme unite (just over 43 hrs. walking). From this point there is
a superb view of the chain of Mont Blanc, as well as of the highest
ridge of the Meije. They commenced the deecent of the very much
crevassed Glacier de 'Homme by bearing to the right, but were gradually
driven to the left, and finally reached the moraine by the remains of ava -
lanches (2 hrs. from the col). The scenery at the head of the glacier
is most magnificent. Instead of descending the moraine direct to the
Romanche, they struck a sheep track on the left bank of the glacier,
which led them at a great height above the valley to pastures over-
looking the hamlet of Pied du Col, the bridge immediately opporite
which was reached by scrambling down steep slopes of débris, in 1.40
from the glacier. LaGrave was regained by the ordinary path in an Lour
more. This fine one-day excursion from La Grave revealed the most
glaring errors in the French map as to the Glacier de I’Homme and the
ridges surrounding it, especially as regards the exact position of the
point 3,880 métres (Pic Gaspard), with reference to the highest ridge
of the Mcije.

Granp Pic pE LA MEUE (8,987 métres = 13,081 feet), July 10.—
The same party, starting from a bivouac in the Vallon des Etancons,
effected the second ascent of this peak by M. Boileau de Castelnau’s
route. Full particulars will appear in an early number of the Journal.

Les Bans (3,651 metres = 11,979 feet), July 14.—The same party
effected the firat ascent of this summit, after a reconnaissance on July 6,
which led them to a col immediately to the N.-W. of the peak, whence
the descent into Val Godemar did not appear practicable.

Starting from a bivouac in the Vallon de la Pilatte, they mounted to
the Col de la Pilatte by the usual route ; following the crest of the ridge
eastwards, they reached the base of the peak, which was ascended after
a difficult climb, mainly over snow till beyond a conspicuous rock
tower in the ridge, and then by the east ridge and face over very steep
rocks. The highest summit was found to be a snow-capped point,
precizely in the place occupied by the figures 8,601 métres on the
map, to the south of the fine rocky peak, so conspicuous from the Gla-
cier de la Pilatte, which, however, nearly equals it in height. The



94 New Ezpeditions.

view was extremely extended and interesting, including the Vallon des
Bans (or Bancs), the Val Godemar, and the Vallon de la Pilatte. The
descent was effected by the same route, and La Bérarde regained in the
evening. The ascent from the Col de la Pilatte took 2} hra., and the
descent the same time.

PoiNTE DES ETaGES (3,564 métres = 11,698 feet), July 16.—The
same party effected the second ascent of this peak, being unaware (until
reaching the summit) of the identity of the point 8,564 métres—the
lower summit of the Montagne de Clochatel—with the Pointe des Etages
(first climbed and named on June 28, by MM. Félix Perrin and A.
Salvador de Quatrefages). The ascent from the Col de la Lavey was
made almost entirely by the very jagged S.W. ridye, the first party
having mounted by the south face. From the summit first gained, a
shattered aréte leads to the higher or more northerly prong. The view
was marvellous, as fine as that gained from the highest summit of the
Montagne de Clochétel, first ascended by the same Farty last summer.
Time, actual walking—La Bérarde to near Col de la Lavey, less than
4} hours; from col to N. summit, 24 hours. Return to near col, 1.50 ;
thence to La Bérarde, 2.20. Total, up 6.40 ; down 4.10.

The French map is very confused and faulty in this neighbourhood.
MM. Perrin and Salvador de Quatrefages effected an easy snow pass—
Col de ]a Lavey—from the glacier in the Combe de la Lavey at the south
base of the Téte de I'Etre to the head of the Glacier du Chardon, thus
opeuning up direct communication between La Lavey and La Bérarde.
The map places the Téte de I'Etre much too far north, and ignores the
glacier just mentioned, to which belongs properly the name of Glacier
de I'Etre. The topography is further complicated by the fact that the
snow plateau, forming the common source of the Glaciers du Chardon
and de I'Etre, overlooks on one side the Vallon des Etages, so that
should a passage ever be forced to the glacier at the head of that valley,
either La Lavey or La Bérarde might be taken as the starting point.

CoL DE LA CosTE RougE (c. 3,100 métres= 10,171 feet), July 18.—
The same party crossed this pass, the shortest and easiest between La
Bérarde and Vallouise. The summit was reached in 44 hours from La
Bérarde by the left bank of the torrent flowing from the Glacier de la
Coste Rouge—(future travellers are advised to keep to the right bank)—
and the easy glacier itself. The view was comparatively limited. A
steep snow couloir led down to the Glacier Noir in 25 minutes, and
the Refuge Césanne was gained in 2 hours more.

Until M. Boileau de Castelnau crossed this pass, August 1, 1877, it
was unknown to travellers, though used by the natives as an easy sub-
stitute for the Col de la Temple. It is said that for twenty years a
former curé of Les Claux, in the Vallouise, was in the habit of crossing
this pass every Saturday in order to say maas at La Bérarde.

VARIATION OF THE CoL DE SEGURET ForaN (c. 3,300 métres=10,827
feet), July 19.—The same party, starting from the Refuge Césanne,
descended as far as the bridge over the stream, and then mounting an
extremely fatiguing couloir, composed of yielding débris and pebbles,
reached the Glacier de Seguret Foran (over 5 hours from the Refuge) to
the S.E. of the Pic du Rif (8,366 métres). A little glacier inke was
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found on the col. M. Guillemin’s Col de Seguret Foran lies to the
N.W. of the Picdu Rif. From the col, a cairn of unknown origin on the
Pic des Fétes (3,451 métres) was reached in 35 minutes; and another,
built by Mr. Gardiner's party a few days before on the Pic des Arcas
(3,467 métres)—the culminating point of the massif—in 10 min, more.
The view was cloudless and unexpectedly extensive, as it is believed
that one or two peaks of the Bernese Oberland on one side, and of the
Maritime Alps on the other, were recognised. Returning to the col in
20 minutes, the party descended the glacier, keeping very far to the right
at first, to the Lac de I'Eychouda—a mininture Mirjelen See—and
reached Monestier by the Col des Grangettes.

SouTHERN AIGUILLE D'ARVE (8,514 métres=11,529 feet, E. M. F.),
July 22.—The same party effected the first ascent of thissummit. Start-
ing from a bivouac in the Fond du Goléon, not far from the Glacicr
Lombard, they reached next morning the Col Lombard in less than 1}
hours. They then mounted by débris and easy rocks to the base of that
one of the two little snow couloirs on the southern face, which is seen
most to the right, lovking from the col ; and ascending it, gained the crest
of the S.E. aréte of the Aiguille. Then traversing, on its north side, the
little peak between the two couloirs, they crossed a rock couloir, corre-
sponding to the left-hand couloir of the S. face, and then traversed the
N.E. face (that overhanging the Vallon des Aiguilles d’Arve) for some
distance without great difficulty. Several attempts to mount directly by
the face were checked by rocks on which there was no sufficient hand-
hold. Retracing their steps a short way to a point where a fault in the
rocks of the overhanging upper portion of the peak (which just there were
not 8o high or sheer as elsewhere) seemed to offer some hope, they suc-
ceeded in scaling this wall by means of a narrow cleft or breach—a hard
bit of climbing, quite as bad as anything on the Meije— and then fol-
lowed the fault to the S.E. aréte, by which the summit was gained with-
out difficulty, in 8.35 from the col, including a halt of 256 minutes, and
some time lost in fruitless attempts to climb directly up the face. The
summit is a nearly level ridge, running nearly due north and south,
falling away steeply on both sides, much like the roof of a house. Large
cairns were built on the two extremities of this ridge.

It was the unanimous opinion of the party that the central Aiguille
was slightly, but only very slightly, higher. The view was fine, but the
central Aiguille completely concealed the northern Aiguille. Descend-
ing by the same route, the whole party had passed the ¢ mauvais pas’
in 55 minutes, and reached the summit of the righthand couloir in 25
minutes more, whence 50 minutes sufficed to regain the col., i.e. in 2.10
walking from the summit. The descent to the chalets of Rieublanc
from the col occupied 1§ hours, being effected by a snow-slope, then
along the crest of a long ridge of shale: a short traverse above La
Saussaz to the right led to the base of the slope, at the top of which the
chilets are situated, and they were reached after a fatiguing ascent in
the afternoon sun. The party were received very hospitably on this,
as on other occasions, by Joséphine Brun, femme de Th. Guignes. This
Aiguille is considered quite inaccessible by the hunters and other natives
of the district.
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NorTieRN SuuMit oF NORTRERN AIGUILLE D'ARVE (c. 8,400 métres
= 11,155 feet), July 23.—The same party made the first ascent of the
highest summit of the northern and lowest Aiguille d’Arve, having in
1873 ascended the double-pronged southern and lower summit of the
same peak. Starting from the chilets of Rieublanc they mounted by
the usual way to the Col des Aiguilles d’Arve. From the col they
ascended the same snow couloir as in 1873, but, arrived at the base of
the double-pronged summit, they bore to the right and passed by a
narrow opening at the very foot of the northern summit from the east
side to a sort of elevated plateau on the west side, well seen from the
chilete, and in Mr. Whymper’s splendid engraving. Then traversing
to the right as far as a great overhanging rock, they climbed straight up
the very steep rocks to the summit, reached in 1.20 from the Col des
Aiguilles d'Arve. The view was very fine. Despite the enormous
quantity of loose rocks on the summit, no trace of a cairn could be dis-
covered, and the party feel justified in claiming to have made the first
ascent of this peak. A very large cairn was erected. The two stone-
men built on the double-pronged summit in 1873, and that built on the
central Aiguille in 1874, were very well seen. The descent was effected
by the same route in 1§ hours to the col, the highest rocks requiring
great caution and being especially difficult for the last man. The party
then returned to Rieublanc.

Pas pu GRros GRENIER (c. 2,900 métres = 9,515 feet), July 24.—
The same party, starting from Rieublanc, crossed the Basse de Gerbier
to the Combe de Pierre Fendue, and then, circling round its head,
reached a point slightly higher than the true ‘pas,’ by steep but easy
rocks, in 24 hours from Rieublanc. They descended stony grass slopes,
then by the snow which still covered the stream, reached the Granges
du Pémian in 55 minutes from the col, and Valloire by Pravorsin and
Le Clos in an hour more, descending to St. Michel the same afternoon.
This pass, as well as the Col des Masses, more to the north, and the
secondary range which they traverse, had been hitherto completely
overlooked by travellers.

Pic pu Tuanor (8,205 meétres=10,516 feet), Co. pu THABOR
(c. 3,100 métres = 10,171 feet), August 18.—The same party, starting
from the Granges de Valétroite (which they had reached from Mones-
tier by the Col de Buffére, Névache, and the Col de I’Etroit du Vallon),
reached the chapel on the Mont Thabor (3,181 métres= 10,437 feet),
by the usual route, in 3} hours. The view was quite clear and very
extended. Descending to the glacier they then reached the col between
the Mont Thabor and the Pic du Thabor, whence the ascent of the
latter point was effected in 20 minutes by a rocky couloir and shattered
rocks. The peak is said to be considered difficult of access by hunters,*
but is really quite easy. A cairn was built on the summit, there being
no traces of man to be found there. The view was nearly the same as
from the Mont Thabor. Returning to a point slightly above the true
Col du Thabor, the party then reached a lake at the head of the Val-
meinier, by a gully filled with yielding débris and a rocky slope, in 33

* Annuaire du Club Alpin frangais, iii. 260,
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minutes from the col. The highest chélets, La Barnette, were reached
in an hour more; thence, keeping always to the right bank save for
20 minutes, the hamlet of Valmeinier was gained in less than two
hours, and St. Michel, by a very steep and stony path, in 1.05 more, or
in all 4.40, walking from the Col du Thabor.

The chapel of Notre-Dame de Bon Secours, on the Mont Thabor
(where mass is said annually by the Curé of Mellezel, on August 24
and the Sunday next following), is situated wholly in Italy. The great
¢ pyramide’ or ¢ signal’ on the same summit, the Col du Thabor and
the Pic du Thabor, are situated wholly in France. The French map is
not quite accurate; the glacier, very narrow at its head between the
Mont and the Pic du Thabor, widens out farther down, and scarcely
presents a single crevasse. As far as it was possible to see, the glacier
does not extend to the north of the Pic du Thabor.

¢ Apparently this is the first time that the Col du Thabor has been
crossed or the Pic du Thabor ascended, at least by a traveller; and
even the Mont Thabor has been much neglected, the sole ascent by a
member of the Club known to me being that by Mr. C. Oakley, on
August 9, 1864, from Valloire by the head of the Valmeinier, the
descent being effected to Valétroite and Bardonnéche.’ AB.G

Tarentaise District.

Moxt Pourrt or MoNnt THURIAZ (3,788 métres = 12,428 feet),
August 8.—Mr. Coolidge, with Christian Almer and his second son
Christian, starting from the highest chéilet on the Montagne d’Entre-
deux-nants above Peisey (which they had reached the day before in
7 hours from Tignes by the Col de la Sachette and the chilets of la
Sevoliére), ascended the Mont Pourri in 4.50, walking by Mr. Mathews’
route. They then effected a new and direct descent. When about
half-way across the great snow amphitheatre at the head of the Glacier
des Roches of the Sardinian map (20 minutes from the summit), they
struck straight down the glacier on the left, and following it to its ex-
tremity, encountering no ice difficulties whatever, gained the grassslopes
in 25 minutes. Thence descending somewhat and then traversing to
the right, they passed just above the chilets of la Sevoliére in 20
minutes, and in 45 minutes more returned to their starting point, by
traversing a grass col to N.E. of the summit, called Les Lanchettes on
the French map—in all 1.50 walking from the summit of the Pourii.
The Sevoliére chilets are tenanted by Swiss herdsmen, who are very
willing to receive strangers. This route is incomparably more direct
than the very circuitous way usually followed, and, it is hoped, will in
future be frequently taken. It may be noted for the benefit of those
who adopt Mr. Mathews’ route, that from the first col (Col du Pourri)
it is best not to descend to the Glacier de Thuriaz and then to mount a
long snow-slope to the second col, but to follow the ridge of the first col,
which leads to gentle snow-slopes at the very base of the eecond col ;
of the two apparent cols, that to the left or just at the base of the
Aiguille du Saint-Esprit is the proper one; but it is perhaps easier,
owing to the crevasscs, to mount to that on the right and then walk



98 New E'rpeditions.

along the ridge to the other. (This latter route was taken by the above
party on the ascent in ignorance of the exact lie of the ground on the
other side.) Some easy shattered rocks lead in a few minutes to the
snow amphitheatre at the head of the Glacier des Roches.

AirguiLLE pu Mipr DE PEISEY (8,420 métres= 11,221 feet, E. M. F.),
or Mont BErNier (11,227 feet, A. C. map), August 9.—The same
party effected the first ascent by travellers of this peak. Descending
from Entre-deux-pants to the Mines de Peisey in 1.20, they mounted
in 1} hours by a path rough at first, then leading through woods,
to the Chalets de I’Arc, whence an extremely fine view of the Mont
Blanc chain was gained. Thence ascending over grass slopes, débris,
rocks and snow, they gained in 24 hours more the crest of the highest
ridge just to the east of the peak, marked 3,001 on the French map.
Mounting over snow, and then by the easy rocky west aréte, they gained
the summit in 1} hours more, or in all 5} hours, walking from the
mines. A large cairn, probably erected by the French engineers, but
containing no names, was found. At Entre-deux-nants, the peak was
believed to be inaccessible, and mention made of the unsuccessful
attempt of an English (?) party to reach it ¢bout eight years before.
At Le Bois, the party were assured that no traveller had yet made the
ascent. No trace of the peak close by, marked 3,422 métres in the
French map, could be found ; the cairn stands on the highest point of
the massif. The view was exceedingly fine and unexpectedly extended,
reaching from the Diablerets to Dauphiné. The Mont Blanc chain
was seen to great advantage, but the Mont Pourri was completely
crushed by it. Returning to the point near the peak 3,001, already
nientioned, they descended the easy Glacier de la Thiaupé or de la
Thivpaz, reaching the grass in 35 minutes from the summit. They
then made an attempt to traverse the slopes to the left, in order to
gain the head of the Val de Prémou; but, after reaching the spot
called ¢ Froide Fontaine,' S.E. of the point 2,523, they turned back to the
right, and gained in 2.20 hours from the glacier by the right bank of the
torrent of La Gurre the hamlet of Le Bois in the Val de Prémou, which
commands a grand view of the Grande Casse and the Grande Motte.
They were hospitably received and entertained as well as the scanty
means would allow, at the lower group of houses, by M. Landre Ruffier,
the Mayor of the Commune of Champagny. Future travellers are ad-
vised to climb the peak by the Glacier de la Thiaupé on the south side
of the Col de Frette, on their way over that pass, as the direct ascent
from the Mines de Peisey is very long and fatiguing. It might per-
haps be possible to descend by the Glacier du Cul du Nant to the route
of the Col du Plan Sery and the head of the Val de Prémou; but the
want of time prevented the party from trying this route. There is
some confusion as to the name of the highest point of the massif. The
French map names the peak 3,420 métres ¢ Sommet de Bellectte,’ and
that of 3,360 métres ¢ Aiguille du Midi,” but that of 3,422 métres is
left without any appellation. The Alpine Club map (on what au-
thority ?) calls the highest peak ¢ Mont Bernier,’ marking also a lower
summit as the  Mont Blanc de Peisey’ (probably the ¢ Mont Aliet’ of
the French map). The Sardinian map indicates the ¢ Aiguille du Midi’
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as the eastern extremity of the massif, making the Mont Aliet a lower
buttress. At Entre-deux-nants, the highest point was known as the
¢ Femme du Midi ;’ and at Le Bois as the ¢ Aiguille du Midi." In the
confused state of the nomenclature of the group, it has been thought
best to keep to local usage, as the safest guide.

CorL pE Larossor (Sardinian map) or pE LA RocBEURE (French
map), (c. 3,000 métres=9,843 feet), August 28.—The same party tra-
versed this pass, which, though used by the natives, has remained
hitherto unknown to travellers.

Starting from the chélets of Entre-deux-Eaux on the path to Col de
la Vanoise, they kept along the right bank of the Larossor torrent,
crossing to the left bank opposite the Chapelle de Saint Jacques and re-
turning to the right bank opposite the chilets de Larossor, the highest
in the valley, reached in 1.25 from the starting point. The Vallon
de Larossor is celebrated as containing the finest pastures in the
Tarentaise. Keeping always on the right bank, they mounted the
valley for some distance to some conspicuous whitish rocks, climbing up
whici and ascending over débris the crest of the ridge was reached in
24 Lours from the chilets. The ridge is passable at any point; the
party crossed it just to the left of a blunt peak, between the ¢ Quercées
de Tignes’ and the ‘Pointe du Pisset’ of the French map, but nexrer the
former. The view was cloudy, but did not seem to include more than
the Mont Blanc chain, the Pourri, the Sassi¢re, the Sainte Héléne, the
Dent Parrachée, and the Glacier de la Vanoise. In fine weather it would
be easy to combine the ascent of the Pointe de la Sana to the west (3,450
métres), which, according to M. Puiseux, commands a very fine pano-
ramic view, with the passage of the col. The descent was commenced
by traversing a glacicr for five minutes, and then lay over débris and
grass slopes, where several chamois were seen. Instead of descending by
the path on the left bank of the Charvet torrent, marked on the map,
the party traversed the grass slopes high above the right bank, and de-
scended to it opposite its junction with a tributary from the west.
Crossing the stream to the path they followed it to Le Gorrey, where
they crossed to the right bank, reaching the village of La Val de Tignes
in 2 hours 20 minutes from the Col, or 6 hours walking from Entre-
deux-Eaux.

This pass, barely mentioned in the guide books (Ball, ¢ S. W. Alps,’
121; Joanne, ¢ Jura et Alpes francaises,’ 514),isslightly longer than the
Col de la lLeisse; it is not so interesting as that pass, and the view from
the Grande Motte far surpasses that from the Pointe de la Sana, but it
is useful as a variation on the ordinary route and for those who have
already crossed the Col de la Leisse.

Graian Alps.

C1AMARELLA.—FIRST ASCENT FROM THE CoL DE S£A, August 5.—Mr.
G. Yeld, with Alphonse Payot of Chamonix and J. J. Blanc, dit le
Greffier, of Bonneval, made this expedition. After reaching a second
col nearer the Ciamarella than the Col de Séa, and crossing some steep
snow-slopes with a patch of rocks in the middle, they struck the aréte
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of the Ciamarella, which runs towards the Albaron, a little to the left
of the point called Pointe de Chalanson, and reached the summit by
way of the aréte in 3 hrs. 45 min. (including halts) from the Col de
Séa. They found the snow very heavy.

CoL pu GRAND MEAN (circa 10,550), August 7.—Messrs J. Heelis and
G. Yeld, with Alphonse Payot, reached this col not before crossed, unless
by chamois hunters, in 2 hrs. 5 min. from the Glacier des Eivettes. It
leads from the Glacier du Grand Méan to the Glacier du Mulinet of
the French Map (called Glacier de Pianghias by Mr. Nichols), and is a
pleasant excursion for an off-day, the snow scenery being very fine.
The col is at the end of the ridge of rocks which runs eastward from
the Grand Méan.

ALBARON.—FIRST ASCENT FROM THE SIDE OF THE GLACIER DES
EiverTes, Aug. 8.—The same party, with the addition of J. J. Blanc,
made this expedition. They followed the usual route to the Glacier
des Eivettes, kept along the rocks on the left bank of that glacier, at a
considerable height, traversed the snow-slopes under the northern aréte
of the Albaron, and, striking the eastern aréte at a patch of rocks (at a
height of about 11,600 feet), reached the summit in 8 hrs. 50 min.
(including liberal halts) from Bonneval. The snow was very heavy.
The descent was made to the valley of the Arc, a little below Donneval.

Poivte pu MULINET (circa 11,580), August 10.—The same party
made the first ascent by English mountaineers of this point, the highest
of the Rochers du Mulinet, from Bonneval. They were assured by
M. Culet that the peak had never been climbed, but found on reaching
the summit that the ascent had been made from the chilets of Ecot
in July, 1878, by Signor Barale with A. Custagneri of Balme. The
view was magniticent.

Cor pE CEerru (circa 10,450), axp PoIiNTE DU Bousson (10,945),
Aug. 17.—The same party, without the Greflier, but with the addition
of Jean Martin of Vissoye, left the stabilimento at Ceresole at 3.20 A.x.
They followed the route of the Col de la Galese as far as Cerru (or
Serue). At the end of the valley there is a cirque of repulsive-look-
ing rock, with a broken tower at each side; above the left tower,
nearer to the Col de la Galese, there is a prominent snow-peak. They
climbed up the left tower, and were going to ascend a sharp rock-peak
that shows well from below; but, finding an easier route, they struck
down a little, and keeping at a level along the face of the rock-wall,
passed through a natural arch of rock, and reached the snow without
difficulty. At 10.28 they were on the Pointe du Bousson. There was
no stone-man on the top. The view was superior to that from the
Levanna and the Aiguille de la Sassiére. In their descent they joined
the route of the Col de la Galese, and reached Fornet at 3.5 p.x. The
time includes an hour and a half spent on the summit, besides other
halts. This col can be strongly recommended as an improvement on
the Col de la Galese. They took a shepherd from Cerru as porter, who
walked well, and can show the way.

CoL pu GRraNp APpPARE! (circa 10,780), Awgust 18.—The same
party, with a porter, left Laval at 3.40 a.M., and, after losing 2} hirs. on
the way, ascended the Grand Apparei by the southern aréte.” They
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then found a way down the wall of rock which joins the southern aréte
of the Grand Apparei. The latter part of the descent was effected by
a rock couloir liable to falling stones, and cannot therefore be recom-
mended. Suche (the lower chilet) was reached at 4.56 p.M. The
time includes more than an hour spent on the Grand Apparei, as well
as other halts.

Cot pE Fos (circa 10,540), August 19.—The same party left the
chilets of Suche at 7.22 A.M., and, crossing over part of the Glacier de
Fos, reached the chilets of Vaudet in 4 hrs. 5 min. The route is of
the easiest character possible, and conveniently short for an off-day.

SainTE HELENE, TSANTALENA, OR POINTE DE BazEL (3,606 métres
= 11,831 feet); CoL DE Bassac SuPERIEUR orR DERE (c. 8,150 métres
=10,335 feet), August 5.—Mr. Coolidge, with Christian Almer and
his second son Christian, starting from Tignes, followed the usual
route to the Col de Gailletta or de la Golette, as far as the Glacier de
Rhéme, then striking up to the right near a conspicuous rocky
mass, mounted nearly to the col between the Sainte Héléne and the
Granta Parey or Grand Apparei. Leaving the knapsacks at a spot
reached in 4.20 from Tignes, they then ascended the Sainte Héléne
by a new route up the northern face in 1} hours, steering first for
some rocks on the aréte, and then following it more or less to the
top. The slope was eatirely composed of snow, which greatly facilitated
the ascent. A solidly built cairn was found on the summit, probably
built by Mr. Nicholg’ party, which had made the first and only pre-
vious ascent in 1865 by the S.W. aréte. The view, though partially
veiled by clouds, was very interesting, as including a district as yet
unknown to the party. Returning by the same route to the knapsacks
in 25 minutes, they reached the Col de Gaillettain a half-hour more,
traversing a spur of the Grand Apparei and then snow-slopes nearly at
a level. Striking sharply to the left across easy snow-slopes below the
Pointe de la Traversitre, they gained in 20 minutes & snow col at the
northern base of that peak, apparently that known as the Col de Bassac
supérieur or déré.* From this point the Traversitre, also called
the Petit Mont Bassac (3,321 métres = 10,896 feet), was ascended by
the northern aréte without the slightest difficulty in 20 minutes. It
commands a very fine view of the Sainte Héléne and the Aiguille de la
Grande Sassiére. Having erected a gigantic cairn, they returned to the
col in 10 minutes. The descent of the Glacier de Vaudet was perfectly
straight forward. Quitting it in 25 minutes from the col on the right
bank, they traversed a moraine and a small glacier, descending from
the Mont Bassac for 25 minutes, then took to the Vaudet Glacier again
for 85 minutes, and in 15 minutes more along its right bank reached
the chilets de Vaudet dessus, where, as in many places in the Taren-
taise, Swiss herdsmen received the party most hospitably. The descent
from the col had only taken 1.40 walking.

A1GUILLE DE LA GRANDE SassitRe (8,756 métres = 12,323 feet),
August 6.—The same party made the first ascent of this peak from the
Italian side. Starting from Vaudet they mounted in 1.50 entirely by

* Guide a la vallés d'Aoste, par Gorret et Bich, p. 396.
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the slopes abuve the right bank of the Glacier de Vaudet to the upper
basin of that glacier. They then steered towards the ridge running
S.E. from the Sassiére to the Traversiére, gaining the crest in a little
over 1§ hours by a steep snow-slope near the second rocky shoulder or
step, counting down from the Sassiére. They then followed the crest
of this ridge, exposed to a violent wind and enveloped in mist, but en-
countering no difficulties except a double corniche just at the base of
the final peak, which was itself scaled by steep but easy rocks, the re-
mains of the cross on the summit being gained in 1.05 from the time
the S.E. aréte was struck, in the midstof a fierce tourmente. The ascent
bad occupied 44 hours walking from Vaudet. The descent to Tignes
by the ordinary route and the chélets of La Revielle took but 2.20, and
was perfectly easy. The time (actual walking) occupied in traversing
the mountain from Vaudet to Tignes was but 7.05. The route from
Vaudet, just described, might be rejoined by anyone starting from’
Tignes by mounting from Les Sales (or chalets of La Sassiére) to Mr.
Nichols’ Col de la Sassiére, or to some other point on the S.E. ridge.
There are plenty of practicable couloirs, suitable for this purpose.

There are at least two other routes, not yet taken, of which the one
is certainly, and the other probably, practicable, The former is that
pointed out by M. Cordier from the Col du Fond to the north over easy
snow-slopes. The other starts from Vaudet, and would traverse the
long, steep rock and ice-slopes on the east flank of the Sassiére, joining
the former route at the northern base of the peak itself.

On August 22, Messrs. Heelis and G. Yeld, with J. Martin and A.
Payot, ascended the Aiguille de la Sassi¢re from the Col de la Gailletta,
passing over the summit of the Petit Mont Bassac, en route. They
left the Chalet de la Cascade, the lower of the Sassiére chilets, at
3.42, and reached the summit at 10.24 (the time includes halts).

Maurienne District.

Cor pE GEBrotLAZ (c. 8,470 métres = 11,877 feet); AIGUILLE DE
Porser (8,588 métres = 11,608 feet), July 29.—Mr. Coolidge, with
Christian Almer and his second son Christian, starting from the chéilets
of Plan Bouchet above Orelle, cn the Cenis road, mounted a glen to the
east, and ascending over the Glacier de la Pointe Rénod,reached the
depression at its head between the point marked 3,407 métres on the
map and the Pointe Rénod in just over 2 hours from the chalets. De-
scending by a steep snow-slope they reached the level of the Glacier de
Chaviére in 10 minutes, and then struck across it due north to the col
between the Aiguille de Péclet and the Aiguille de Polset, which was
reached in 2} hours, after a fatiguing but perfectly easy walk. It was
named Col de Gébroulaz, not having been crossed before, and was found
to be very much more elevated than had been expected. Mist pre-
vented the party from undertaking the ascent of the Aiguille de Péclet,
so ascending to the east, they reached in 10 minutes the western summit
of the Aiguille de Polset, and in 20 minutes more the central and
highest point—a sharp rocky pinnacle (the eastern summit is much
lower, and is the snow dome seen from Pralognan and on the way to
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the Col de Chavié¢re). Cairns were built on both, as they appear to have
been previously untonched, though one of them may be identical with
the peak climbed by Mr. Mathews from the Col de Chaviére.* Re-
turning to the col in 15 minutes, the party then descended the Glacier
de Gébroulaz without difficulty, save at the base of the Aiguille de
Péclet, where there were some troublesome séracs. In less than 24
hours they quitted it at its northern extremi?, and in 30 minutes more
reached the chilets de Gébroulaz (not marked on any map), where they
were hospitably received by some Swiss herdrmen. From the chilets
there is a fine view of the lJower summit of the Aiguille de Péclet. The
next day the party descended in 25 minutes to the chilet du Saut, and
reached the chilets of Planes 40 minutes above Pralognan, on the
Chaviére path, in 4.40 hours walking, by the Col de Chanrouge and the
Col de la Petite Val. just north of the Mont Blanc de Pralognan, enjoy-
ing very fine views of the Grande Casse and the Glacier de la Vanoise.

AIGUILLE DE PfcLET (8,566 métres = 11,700 feet) ; CoL pu Bou-
crET (oc. 8,080 métres = 9,941 feet), August 12.—The same party, start-
ing from the chilets of La Motte, 2 hours from Pralognan on the
Chaviére path, passing by the Lac Blanc, gained the east branch of the
Glacier de Gébroulaz (which is, properly speaking, almost an independent
glacier), between the points, 2,728 métres and 8,047 métres, in 2§
hours walking, and the Col de Gébroulaz in 1.40 more. Descending
a few steps to the soutb, the party struck to the right or west, and
in 15 minutes reached the base of the south face of the Aiguille
de Péclet, which is much less imposing from this side than from the
Glacier de Gébroulaz. In 15 minutes they gained by slopes of débris
and loose rocks the crest of the S.E. aréte, and in 15 minutes more
a point to the south of and slightly higher (5 to 10 métres, accord-
ing to the readings of aneroid barometer) than the point reached by
M. Puiseux in 1877. This is the true summit of tm Aiguille and
the culminating point of the massif. Having built a large caim in
honour of the first ascent, the party descended into a deep depression by
easy snow-slopes (the upper part of the Glacier de Péclet), and gained
M. Puiseux's point in 10 minutes from the other point. The small
heap of stones found there was somewhat enlarged, and they then re-
turned to the true summit. The distant view was cloudy, but the
whole of the Péclet massif was perfectly clear and was carefully studied.
Returning to the glacier at the south base of the Aiguille in 15 minutes,
the party then struck to the south-west, descended the Glacier de
Thorens for a short distance, and, keeping nearly at a level, reached in
45 minutes from the base of the Aiguille a depression (which it is
proposed to name Col du Bouchet), just to the east of the peak marked
8,056 metres on the French map, whence some of the Dauphiné sum-
mits were visible. The Col de la Montée du Fond lies a short distance
to the west of the peak 3,056 métres. Descending by débris to the
Glacier du Bouchet, and walking very fast, the party quitted the glacier
at its extremity in 15 minutes from the col; in 835 minutes more they
reached the chilets of Plan Bouchet, Bonvillard in 1} hours, and

* Peaks, Passes; and Glaciers, 2ud series, vol. ii. p. 401.
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"Francoz (near Orelle) in 25 minutes more, whence a dusty walk
along the high road led them in 1.20 to S. Michel, after a very long,
but extremely interesting expedition.

The Péclet massif has been hitherto strangely overlooked. The
only expeditions made there, previous to those just described, are :—
Ascent of a rocky peak of 11,467 feet from the Col de Chaviére in
1861, by Mr. W. Mathews; ® excursion on the Glacier de Gébroulaz
and passage of the Col de Corneilla, both in unfavourable weather, by
the Rev. C. H. Pilkington, August 21-22, 1865 ; t passages of the Col
de Péclet or de la Chambre, and of the Col de la Montée du Fond, by
Miss Brevoort and Mr. Coolidge, July 5, 1874; 1 and the ascent of a
point of the Aiguille de Péclet, by MM. Puiseux and Boutan, on August
22, 1877.

The Sa?-dinian map is, as usual, confused and faulty in its delineation
of the glaciers; but the French map leaves but little to be wished for
in point of accuracy and fulness of detail.

DeNt PARRACHEE (8,712 métres = 12,179 feet), August 21.—The
same party, starting from the chilets of Fournache (about three hours
above Aussois, or five hours from Modane), reached Mr. Blanford’s Col
de I'Arpont in 2.20, and thence ascended the Dent Parrachée in 1.40,
the final snow corniche requiring much step-cutting. The route taken
was entirely along the S,W. aréte (save at one point near the col, where
a great tower of rock had to be turned), and seems to be in part new, as
both Mr. Blanford's (1864) and Signor Costa's (1876) parties seem to
have descended some way on the north side of the colyand to bave
then remounted to the aréte. There is not the slightest difficulty in the
new route. The view was of unparalleled magnificence, including
every considerable peak in the Cottian, Dauphiné, Graian, Tarentaise,
and Pennine Alps, besides the plains of Italy not far from Turin, and a
long reach of the valley of the Arc. The stone-man found by Mr.
Blanford's party was probably built by the French engineers, and is
only 80 or 90 feet below the summit. Returning to the col in just over an
hour, the party descended by débris and rocks to the Glacier de la Dent
FParrachée in 20 minutes, descended the glacier some way, then tra-
versed a grassy spur to the Glacier de I’ Arpont, and keeping to the right
(future travellers are udvised to keep far to the left), descended steep
rocks to the Granges de I’Arpont, reached in 2} hours from the Col de
I’Arpont.

Mont I'lanc District.

A1GUIiLLE pUu Dru.—On Wednesday, Sept. 11, Mesars. C. T. Dent
and J. Walker Hartley, with the guides Alexander Burgener of Stalden,
and K. Maurer of Meiringen, slept out at a bivouac high up on the
rocks close to the base of the Glacier de la Charpoua. Starting the next
morning at 4 A.M., they reached the highest point of the Aiguille du Dru
at 12.30 p.M. The route followed led by way of the depression between
the Aiguille du Dru and the Aiguille Verte, and thence by the S.E. face

* Peahs, Passes, and Glaciers, 2nd series, vol. ii. p. 401.
Alpine Journal, vol. ii. pp. 815-316. { Ibid. vol. vii, p. 150,
Annuaire du C. A, F., 1878, vol. iv. pp. 164-164.



New Ezpeditions. 105

of the higher E. peak of the Dru to the aréte. The descent was difficult,
though the rocks were in good order. Overtaken by night they did not
reach their bivouac till 2 a.M. the next morning, the descent of the
glacier being effected by moonlight. The actual summit (visible from
Chamonix) is at least eighty or a hundred feet above the lower peak.

MoxTt MaupiT.—Having passed the previous night at the Grands
Mulets, Messrs. H. Seymour Hoare and W. E. Davidson, with Johann
Jaun and Johann von Bergen, left at 1.50 A.M. on the morning of Sep-
tember 12, to attempt the ascent of Mont Maudit. Owing to their
early start, they were enabled to enjoy half an hour's rest upon the
Petit Plateau in a dense fog, pending the arrival of the sun. The
highest point of the corridor (Col de la Brenva) was reached at 6.45,
and the summit of Mont Maudit at 8.15 oM. Immediately above the
corridor great care was necessary, as an enormous cornice overhung
the Brenva glacier; but the ascent of the final peak presented no par-
ticular difficulties. The view from the summit was indescribably mag-
nificent, and it is probable that from no point can the whole range of
Mont Blanc be seen to so great advantage. Descending to the corridor,
the party ascended Mont Blanc by the Mur de la Cote, step-cutting
being continuous from the foot of the Mur to the summit.

The Grands Mulets were regained at 2.30 ; left, after 1} hrs, halt,
at 3.45, and Chamonix reached at 5.30 p.u.

¢ It may be noticed that nearly all the best maps of this range, following
a misprint in the French Ordnance Map, give the height of Mont Maudit
as considerably over 15,000 feet. This error is corrected by M. Charles
Durier, in his recent work upon Mont Blanc, where the height is rightly
given as about 14,670 feet. We have convinced ourselves, after careful
enquiry, that the mention of an ascent in the “ Alpine Guide” is erro-
neous.’

Mont Branc.—Having spent the previous night at the Grands Mu.
lets, W. E. Davidson, with Laurent Lanier and Johann Jaun, left
at 3.15 A.u. on September 6, and reached the top of Mont Blanc at a
litile after 9 o'clock. They left the summit at 10.10 A.M. and descended
to the Glacier de Miage by Mr. Kennedy’s route, arriving at the cabane
on the Aiguille Grise at 2.30 p.u.

This is the first time that Mont Blanc has been crossed from Chamo-
niz to Courmayeur, although it may be remembered that there has been
one previous descent of the Courmayeur side of the mountain, by Signor
Gamba, in 1873.

¢ We found the actual descent of the rocks less difficult than we had
expected, but we were a good deal troubled about an hour before we
reached the cabane by falling stones from the rocks above. Some of
these came unpleasantly near to us, and formed the only drawback to a
magnificent expedition, which, with fine weather and good guides (both
of which are indispensable), will not, I think, be found to offer any other
serious difficulty. Our experiences during an unsuccessful attempt upon
the mountain in 1877 made us anxious to find a safer line of descent
from the cabane than that which is ordinarily followed, and it was
moreover almost impossible, owing to the alteration of the glacier, to
get on to the ice at the usual place. By following a rocky channel

VOL. IX.—NO. LXII. 1
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filled with stones and débris which runs down by the eide of the glacter
for some distance, we succeeded in gaining the ice at a point very much
lower down, and not more than ten minutes distant from the main
stream of the Miage. The same route had evidently been followed by
some previous party in ascending, as we found steps upon the glacier.
It is a decided improvement upon the upper route, but I am not at all
sure that it will be found possible in future years, as the glacier appears
to be rapidly shrinking away from the rook.’

Pennine Alps.

TrE GrAND CouMBIN.—¢ On Tuesday, Aug. 27, 1left Bourg S. Pierre,
with Ulrich Almer and a local porter, for the Grand Combin by the
Sonadon route. Avoiding the Sonadon Glacier, we kept to the left of
the well-marked rock buttress which lies south-west of the summit,
and, after ascending snow-slopes, reached a high snow col, conspicuous
from their base. Our route then joined that usually taken from the
Sonadon side. The weather was wretched. We descended on to the
huge basin of névé between the Col de la Maison Blanche, and the
Corbassidre Glacier, which we followed until it passes ¢les herhes de
Pannossi¢re,” when we quitted the ice, and, having crossed a low col
between the Corbassiére and Otanes Glaciers, went down the latter to
some rocks leading into the Val de Bagnes.’ F. T. WETHERED.

GRAND CORNIER FROM THE NoRTH.*—On August 6, the Rev. F. T,
Wethered, with Ulrich Almer and Franz Andermatten, a young Saas

uide, ascended the Grand Cornier from Zinal vid the summit of the
%ouquetin, descending by the Col de I'Allée on to the Allée Alp,
above the head of the Val d’Anniviers. The weather being bad, their
time was correspondingly slow ; nearly 11 hrs. in the ascent.

¢ Keeping near the edge of the rock cliffs which descend precipitously
from the ups:ar névé of the Moiré Glacier to the Glacier Durand, we
diverged to the left on approaching the enow-slope which leads tothe rock
aréte connecting the summit of the Grand Cornier with the Pointe de Bri-
colla. The rocks, on our striking the aréte, were easy ; soon, however,
they became so jagged asto be quite impracticable, and we were driven
over 10 their southern face. This was very bad to climb, on account of
snow, and our passage transversely up the rocks was extremely difficult.
On striking the aréte once more our troubles were over, and we were
rewarded in a very few minutes by a sight of Mr. Whymper’s card,
dated June 16, 1865, together with two other entries in the bottle on
the top.” A Swiss climber (Mons. O. Bornand) ascended the peak, in
1878, from the same direction. F. T. WETHERED,

A1GUILLE DE LA ZA.—On August 81, Mr. J. C. Leman, accom-
panied by the guides Frederic Payot and Adolphe Folignet (both of
Chamonix), in ascending the Aiguille de la Za from Arolla, tovk a new
route to the base of the peak. Instead of ascending by the Glacier de
Bertol, the ascent was made by the glacier which fills the head of the
valley lying next (on the Arolla side) to the valley of the Glacier de

* Vide Scrambles in the Alps, p. 268.




New Ezpeéditions. 107

‘Bertol. - This glacier is utnamed on Dufour’s map, but on the local
map of the Swiss Alpine Club, dated 1866, it is called the Glacier des
Doves Blanches, and by Mr. Cust, in his panoramic sketch, the frontis-
piece to the 8th vol. of the ¢ Alpine Journal,’ Glacier de Dauva Blante.
It lies high on the Arolla side of the ridge of the Grandes Dents, and
the ridge was crossed by ascending the glacier to the foot of an aréte of
rocks at its northernmost end, by which aréte an easy ascent is made to a
depression just below the northernmost summit of the ridge, the point of
Junction with the rocks lying above the Glacier de la Za, which on Mr.
Cust’s sketch (p. 15 of the 8th vol. of the ¢ Alpine Journal’) is marked
summit No. 1. The descent thence to the névé of the Mont Miné and
Bertol Glaciers is easily effected, and a short circuit round the base of
the rocks leads to the foot of the Aiguille by a line at a much higher
level, as well as much shorter, than that from the Bertol Glacier. The
ascent, on the 31st, to the glacier was made by the valley into which it
descends towards the Arolla Glacier, but the same party on the next
day reached the glacier directly from Arolla, by ascending the slopes of
the mountain in as straight a line as possible to the summit of the
moraine, which so conspicuously crosses the mountain side, and then
turning to the right along the ridge of the moraine, and following this
until it reaches the rocks bounding the Glacier de Dauva Blantz. They
erected there a stone-man, which now marks the point to aim at. By
this route the dangers of the couloir, hitherto used as a direct route in the
ascent of the Aiguille, are avoided, as there is no risk to be apprehended
from falling stones, and the summit of the Aiguille may be reached by
it in less than 54 hours, even if the longer course be taken. The views
are very fine, that of the Aiguille from the Glacier de Dauva Blantz
being extremely grand, and the view from the ridge of the Grandes
Dents being scarcely inferior to that from the Aiguille itself.

The col over the Grandes Dents, which shou!d be named Col de Dauva
Blantz, will not be of much use asa route to Zermatt,as it would involve
a considerable descent and reascent to reach the line of the Col d'Hérens,
but it is a very direct way from Arolla to the glacier of Mont Miné and
to Ferpécle, J.C. L.

Monte Rosa District.

OBer GABELHORN (18,368 feet), September 3.—Mr. Coolidge, with
Christian Almer and his son Christian, having reached the summit of
this peak by the N.E. aréte from Zermatt, and having encountered very
serious difficulties in mounting from the point where the ridge was
struck (at the base of the lowest rocks on the aréte) to the summit,
owing to the quantity of snow on the rocks, avoided these difficulties
on their return by a slight détour, the knowledge of which may be
useful to others, whenever the aréte is in as bad a condition as it was
this summer. From the summit they struck straight down the
northern face, composed of hard snow, nearly as far as a snowy
shoulder: and then traversed to the right the very steep, snowy slopes
(overlooking the Triftjoch) to the base of the rocks on the N.E.
aréte. This détour occupied 1} hours, steps having to be cut the
entire distance, and was far less dangerous than the descent of the

12
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N.E. aréte itself would have been. It is believed that this variation
has not been made before.

ZvAL RoTHHORN BY THE W. FACE.—On August 18 Messrs. Conway,
Penhall, and Scriven, with the guides Ferdinand Imseng, P. J. Truffer,
and M. Truffer, gained the summit of the Rothhorn by a new route.
Leaving the Mountet but they reached the glacier in half an hour; in
1} bours they crossed the bergschrund at the foot of the final slope of
the mountain, at a point below, though somewhat to the right of, the
summit. The snow-slope lasted for half an hour longer, and then the
ascent was completed by a fairly well-marked rib of rock which leads
to a point on the final aréte about 20 minutes from the top on the
Zermatt side. The ascent from the bergschrund to the summit took
2% hours. The rocks were in places very hard. The quantity of snow
at this time on the mountain rendered the Zinal aréte impossible.
Hence this route may at times be useful when the ordinary Zinal route
cannot be followed. It affords an interesting climb, though probably
not nearly so fine a one as the old aréte. The descent was made to
Zermatt. Time, Mountet to Zermatt 10} hours, the snow being in
very bad condition on the east side.

MonTE Rosa.—On August 17 Mr. W. M. Conway, with Ferdinand
Tmseng, left Zermatt at 1 oM.  Ascending by the ordinary Monte Rosa
route, they reached a point just below the ‘Felsen’ in 4 hours from
Zermatt. Thence they followed the Lys Joch route for about half an
hour, and then bore to the left up a side glacier, among great schrunds
and séracs, till some rocks were reached. These rocks are conspicuous
from the Gorner Grat as forming the end of the great snow buttress
that abuts against the mass of the mountain at a point somewhat be-
low the ‘eaddle.’ The ascent of these rocks took half an hour; the
back of the buttress was traversed in half an hour, and was followed
by a rock climb and short snow-slope which together occupied 20
minutes. By these means the little snow plateau just below the saddle
was gained, and the ordinary route joined. This route, which is a
slight variation on that mentioned on p. 157 of vol. iv. of the Journal,
deserves to be brought again into notice. It substitutes an agreeable
and varied climb for the tedious monotony of the snow fields of the
Monte Rosa Glacier ; by it in bad weather all danger of losing the way
is avoided. In the descent it affords some very good glissades. It is
no longer than the old route in point of time, and nothing on it is
more difficult than the final aréte of the mountain.

On August 10, Messrs. Penhall and Scriven, with Ferdinand Imseng
and Peter J. Truffer, combined the Nord End and Allerhischste Spitze
in a single expedition. They followed the usual Monte Rosa route to
a point 20 min, above ‘Auf den Felsen,’ and turning off to the left
took to the rocks of the Nord End. Descending to the Silber Sattel,
they climbed thence in an hour to the Ost Spitze up a rock gully, ren-
dered difficult by fresh snow and ice, and traversed the aréte to the
Allerhichste Spitze.

An hour and a half was occupied chiefly in step-cutting from the
Nord End to the Silber Sattel, and the whole expedition from the
Riffel and back took 154 hra.
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On the same day the Rev. F. T. Wethered, with Ulrich Almer
and a young Saas man, Franz Andermatten, as guides, after having
ascended the Nord End by the rocks, but by a different route from
Messra. Penhall and Scriven, followed them to the Silber Sattel, and
arrived at the top of the Allerhochste Spitze with them.

Mr. Wethered writes:—*The route, in direct line from the summit
of the Nord End to the Allerhichste Spitze, had all of it been traversed
in fragments, and in 1848 the northern rocks of Monte Rosa were
ascended to the Ost Spitze, from the Silber Sattel, by Professor Ulrich's
guides. The hrothers Adolf and Hermann Schlagintweit again ascended
them to the same point in 1851, but both parties, for reasons which I for
one am at & loss to understand, declined to face the aréte connecting the
Ost with the Allerhichste Spitze. This portion of the route was left
to Mesars. Taylor and Pendlebury to complete, in their ascent from
Macugnaga, in 1872, by which it was proved that the gap between
the two peaks was not so ‘impassable’ as it had appeared to early
mountaineers.® Although we all reached the Allerhdchste Spitze at the
same moment, the expedition was conceived and carried out entirely
independently by the two parties.’

Toe Lvsgamm.—On September 1, Mr. Percy W. Thomas, with
Joseph Imboden and J. Langen, left the new inn on the Col d'Ollen
at 1.35 A.u., having in view the passage of the Lysjoch to Zermatt. The
weather, however, was so beautifully fine that they were encouraged
to put in practice a scheme long cherished by Imboden, which had
for its object the ascent of the Lyskamm by t.{e rocks leading up to
the S.E. aréte, to the left of, but not very far from, the scene of the
accident of last year. The attempt succeeded so completely that the
summit was reached without a check at 10.50, or in a little under
three hours from the foot of the mountain. The ascent was made
almost in a straight line up the rocks to the S.E. aréte, which was
then pretty closely followed to the point where it joins the Lysjoch aréte.
By this means, only some couple of hundred yards of the latter had
to be traversed. The descent was made by the same route. The
party then crossed the Lysjoch and arrived at Zermatt at 7.20 the
same evening. This route would appear to possess attractions superior
to any former one. The really interesting climb by the rocks, though
not always particularly easy, did not at any time present any extra-
ordinary difficulty, and hus the merit of being free from danger.
There is a hut on the moraine of the Lys glacier from whence this
ascent might be made in future in from five to six hours. Messrs.
Mathews and Morshead reached the same S.E. ridge from the opposite
or Felik Joch side in 1867.1

TAscaHORN FROM THE Do JocH.—On Monday, September 2, Mesars.
Frederick Cullinan and Gerald Fitzgerald, with Peter Kniibel and
Joseph Moser as guides, ascended the Tischhorn by the aréte leading
from the Dom Joch to the summit. Starting from.the usual sleeping
place for the Tischhorn (about three hours above Randa), they reached

* See Alpine Guide. t Alpine Journal, vol, iv, p. 65,
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the Dom Joch in six beurs and twenty minutes, including a halt for
daylight of three-quarters of an hour. They then followed the north-~
ern aréte of the Tischhorn, and gained the summit in two hours and ten
minutes from the Dom Joch. The aréte was found to be difficult
from its extreme narrowness, but, on the other hand, the rocks com-
posing it, although very steep, were sound. It reminded the party
very much of the Zinal aréte of the Rothhorn. In several places along
it, a small and treacherous-looking snow cornice overhung the Saas
side of the mountain, and had to be carefully avoided. The weather was
perfect, and the views on each side from the aréte were superb. The
descent was made by the ordinary route, which was found by the

rty to be much easier, but by no means so interesting as the way
followed in the ascent.

Dou rroM DomiocH.—On August 19, Mesars. Conway and Penhall,
with Ferd. Imseng and P. J. Truffer, made the above ascent for the
first time. They slept at the usual Tischhorn sleeping place. The
bergschrund, at the foot of the final wall below the Domjoch, was
reached in 8 hours from the sleeping place. Thence 24 hours were
occupied in ascending rock gullies, couloirs, rocks, and snow-slopes,
to a point on the S. aréte of the Dom slightly N. of the true col. From
this point the aréte was followed for 84 hours in a thick mist, with
snow falling and a gale of wind, to the summit. The aréte is much
broken by rocky teeth. At no point could either face be taken to
for more than a yard or two. There were three points of exceeding
difficulty, and nowhere was the ascent easy. The rocks were covered
by the powdery snow in many places; and this, as well as the blinding
enow which was whisked about by the wind and made it impossible to
keep the eyes open or to wear spectacles, rendered the ascent more
apparently difficult than it might be found in fine weather. The
descent was made by the old aréte route to the Festi glacier, and
thence to Randa. Time, from Randa and back, 18 hours walking.

Tre Dou.—On September 4, Mrs. E. P. Jackson, with A. Pollinger,
P. J. Truffer, and J. M. Biener, and Mr. Percy W. Thomas, with J.
Imboden and J. Langen, ascended the Dom by a route that does not
appear to have been previously adopted. Leaving the Tischhorn gite
at 3.20 A u., they followed the Domjoch route as far as the névé above
the ice-fall of the Kien glacier. Here they branched off, and by climb-
ing some easy rocks to the left, arrived at the aréte on the extreme
right of the mountain, where they found themselves separated from the
ordinary route by the very steep snow-slope on the face. The snow
being in admirable condition, they were enabled to cross this in almost
a direct line from right to left, arriving at a point from whence the
summit was reached in three-quarters of an hour by the ordinary route
at 9.85. The descent was made to Randa, where the party arrived at
8.15 p.u.: the whole expedition thus occupying a little less than
twelve hours, inclusive of all halts.

BALFERINHORN.—On July 18 a party consisting of Mr. W. M. Con-
way, with the guides Pollinger and Truffer, ascended the Balferinhorn
by a route which does not seem to have .been previously recorded.
Starting from St. Nicolas, the Ried Pass route was followed for six
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hours to a point on the right bank of the Ried glacier, from which the
Bulferinhorn becomes first visible. From this point the way lay for
one hour over the snow field, and then for half an hour up some fuirly
steep rocks to a col to the left of the peak. A broud snow aréte leads
thence in half an hour to the top. The descent wus made to the top of
the Ried Pass, and it was found that by this route a saving of time is
effected in the passage of the pass, the peak and the pass combined
being shorter than the pass alone, as all sérac work is avoided. TIn the
descent from the Ried Pass to Saas, a way was taken straight down the
rocks, avoiding the usunal détour to the left. This route has been pro-
bably taken before, but does not uppear to have been recorded.

ALLALEINHORN.—* On July 28, accompanied by Ulrich Almer and a
Zermatt porter, I left a camp on the upper plateau of the Tdsch Alp
at 8.40 A.x., and, proceeding by the usual route, reached the summit of
the Allaleinhorn at 9.10 A.M. In climbing the rocks, we had to pass
under a large and very threatening snow cornice, which overhung a por-
tion of the route; not caring to pass under it a second time, we decided to
attempt the descent by a new route. Leaving the summit at 9.15 a.x.,
we descended in 80 min. by easy snow and one short ice slope to a
col between the mountain and a peak without name, marked 3,812 m. on
the Swiss map, and thence by very steep and difficult rocks down to the
Mellichen glacier, the upper snow of which was reached at 11 a.m., or
1% hrs. from the sunmit. The portion of the route between the col
and the summit has, I think, been traversed before by a party ascending
the mountain from Saas; in the state the mountain was in on the day
of our ascent, I consider the line of our descent both shorter and safer
than the old route : the rocks are far more difficult, but there is no dan-
ger from overhanging snow.’ W. W. Siupson.

THE AvLPHUBELHORN.—Messrs. Worsley, Orde, and G. Foster left
Zermatt at 1.30 a.M. on July 20, reached the summit of the Mischabel-
joch at 9, and ascended the aréte from it to the Alphubelhorn. Leav-
ing the summit at 12, they descended to the Alphubeljoch, by which
they returned to Zermatt.

¢ The descent of the peuk to the Alphubeljoch was only effected by
cutting down a very steep ice wall, which required the use of 140 feet
of rope, which we fortunately had with us. A party, two days later,
with Ulrich Almer as guide, were compelled to return, as their rope
was too short. They found the descent of the aréte to the Mischabel-
joch decidedly difficult ; but the expedition, if repeated, is probably best
taken the opposite way to that which we took.

¢ The Alphubelhorn had previously been ascended from both sides ;
we only mention our expedition as adding one to the few possible
from Zermatt in one day.’

Bernese Oberland.

BirrscHEORN, Jwly 24.—Messrs. C. T. Dent and O. Maund slept out
by the side of the Baltschieder glacier, 8 hra. above Visp. On the
next day they climbed the Bietachhorn by the S.E. aréte and face of the
mountain, regching the summit at 1.30 p.u. On the descent they were
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caught in a storm, and reached Ried by the Bietsch Joch at 11 p.u.
Rocks very bad on both sides. Considerable rigk from avalanches.
C.D.

‘WETTEREORN.—On August 10 Messrs. Baumann and Vernon and
Geo. S. Foster made a new ascent of the Wetterhorn. ¢ We left the
Gleckstein at 2.30 and bore to the left of the usual route, towards the
long ridge of rocks stretching from the peak nearly to the Gleckstein.
These we crossed as near the main mass of the mountain as possible, a
previous attempt having shown that this is the only way to reach the
Huhnergutz glacier, so conspicuous on the Great Scheideck face of the
mountain, without much step-cutting. The rocks are not difficult if
the right point of ascent is hit off. The glacier was reached about 5
o’clock, and we crossed it till we reached a point about midway on the
precipitous face seen from the Great Scheideck. Thanks to the amount
of snow due to this very snowy season, we were able to ascend by step-
cutting straight towards the summit for a long way. Then to avoid
a ridge of rocks which nearly crossed the face, and were both “ blatt
und eisbedeckt,” we turned sharp to the left, and reached the northern
or Great Scheideck aréte about a quarter of an hour below the summit,
which we gained at 9.55.

¢ The descent was made by the usual route.

¢ This ascent is probably only possible when there is a great deal of
snow in good order, as the rocks, when not covered, are very brittle and
geuerally glazed with ice, and very dangerous from falling stones after
the sun has reached the face. Guides, Hans Baumann, Egger, and
Inibnit. Hans Baumann’s son, a young lad, also accompanied us.’

JUNGFRAU.—On August 18, Messrs. Vernon, Baumann and Gerald
Fitzgerald, with Hans Baumann, Peter Egger and Christian Iniibnit as
guides, ascended the Jungfrau from the Wengern Alp, by a variation
in the ordinary route. Starting from the hut on the side of the Guggi
glacier, they reached by the ordinary route the snowfields leading to the
base of the final peak. Thence they bore considerably to the left, and
reached the foot of a snow couloir, which led straight up to the small
depression between the false and the true peak of the Jungfrau, about
thirty yards from the latter on the north-eastern aréte. The couloir
was asended without any difficulty, but considerable care had to be
taken in passing along the few yards of the aréte from the head of the
couloir to the summit of the mountain. The time from the hut to the
summit was 7 hrs. 55 min., and the party descended the same day to
the Aggischhorn.

Lepontine Alps.

BasopINg, June 13.—Messrs. Moore and H. Walker, with Melchior
and Jakob Anderegg, after ascending this peak from the Tosa Falls,
went straight down the Caverguo Glacier to Alp Zotto in 1} hours; from
the alp an excessively steep path descends into Val Bavona at a point
below the waterfall from Alp Robiei, and leads to a bridge over the
main stream which must be crossed to the left bank above Campo. San
Carlo was reached in a little more than 8 hra. walking from the peak.
'This route is a good deal more direct than the usual one by Alp Robiei,
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while it is probably less difficult, and apparently not longer in point of
time than that by Val Antabbia taken by Mr. Gardiner in 1877.* The
glacier and slopes below were deeply covered with snow, which no
doubt made the last part of the descent to the alps easier and less
rough than it might be under other conditions.

Silyretta Group.

P1z Lixarp, July 15.—Messrs. C. Taylor and R. Pendlebury, with
Gabriel and Josef Spechtenhauser, ascended this peak from Lavin by
the face of the mountain which overlooks the Club hut. Instead of re-
turning the same way, they descended straight down what Mr. Ball calls
the formidable precipice overlooking Val Lavinuoz, and reached Lavin
again after about eleven hours’ absence in all, without any hurry.

Bernina Group.

Pi1z Rosee, August 13.—Mr. Benjamin Wainewright, with the
two guides, Christian Grass and his son Christian Grass, of Pon-
tresina, made the ascent of Piz Roseg, by a new route, reaching the
highest peak first, and returning by the ordinary way. They passed
the previous night at the new hut near the Capiitschin, and leaving at
2.20 A.u., reached at 5 a point a few hundred yards from the summit of
the Sella Pass, and directly below the highest peak of Piz Rosez. They
began . the ascent by & series of steep snow couloirs, alternating with
steep and rather loose rocks, and at 8 struck the southern aréte, falling
from the highest peak to the Sella Pass, at a point about two-thirds of
the way up, with the intention of following it to the top. This, how-
ever, proved impracticable, and they were obliged to leave it, descend-
ing a little on the E. side, which overlooks the Scerscen glacier. Here
they had to cross diagonally a series of snow couloirs, where it was
necessary to move with great caution, owing to the softness of the snow,
and the very steep angle of the rocks on which it was resting. Then,
after crossing a snowfield, a steep scramble up rocks, ending with a
snow aréte, brought them to the summit of the highest peak at 10.15.

They returned by the usual aréte and the Schnec Kopf to the Roseg
Restaurant. The ascent, exclusive of halts, took 6} hrs. from the hut;
the descent to the restaurant, 4 hrs. 20 min.

tzthaler Ferner.

Weiss KvaeL, July 12.—Messrs. C. Taylor and R. Pendlebury,
with Gabriel and Josef Spechtenhauser as guides, having ascended the
Weiss Kugel from Kurzras by the ordinary route, descended the face
of the mountain near the eastern ridge to the Weiss Kugel Joch, and
from thence to the Langtauferer Thal. By this way Nauders was
easily reached before nightfall. Though probably no single part of
this way is new, the combination is so, and furnishes an agreeable
route from the Schnalser Thal or the Vintschgau to the Engadine.

" * Alpine Journal, vol. viii. p. 341.
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The Dolomites.

Passo pr VasoLer, August 28.—Mr. C. C. Tucker, with Frangois De-
vouassoud, made a new pass across the Rosengarten range from Wel-
schenofen to Vigo. The way lies at first through furest, and afterwards
up steep pastures to the top of a green spur projecting from the face of
the Rosengarten, about half-way betwcen the Federer Kogel (Monte
Alto di Cantenazzi of the new Austrian map) and the Rothewand Spitz
(Coronelle of the map). The level top of this spur is followed until it
melts into the face of the mountain, when a short traverse to the right
leads to the foot of a gully by which the crest of the Rosengarten is
reached without difficulty. In descending it is necessary to bear a
little to the left, when easy slopes lead to Val Vajolet, the finest of all
the glens on the E. side of the Rosengarten, which is followed to its
junction with Val Fassa. The pass, which is nearly 8,500 ft in height,
and may be appropriately named the Passo di Vajolet, is perfectly easy
throughout, and offers to any traveller from the Karneid Thal or the
Tierser Thal to Vigo a route far superior in attractions to the Caressa
Pass. The Federer Kogel is seen in its sharpest aspect from the pass,
which also commands a remarkable view of the Marmolata. The peaks
of Primiero are also visible from a point a little below the summit on
the E. side. 'Time—about seven hours’ easy walking from Welscheno-
fen to Vigo.

Sasso bt Mur, September 6.—Messrs. R. M. Beachcroft, A. Cust,
and C. C. Tucker, with the same guide, made the first ascent of the
8.W. peakof the Sasso di Mur, the highest of the dolomites of Val Asi-
nozza. Starting from a chélet in that valley they crossed the ridge,
separating it from its E. branch, which bears the name of Val Fonda.
Bearing to the left over a shoulder of the rocky mass locally known as
Neva, they descended into the head of Val Fonda and remounted to a
saddle lying between the Neva and the S.W. peak of the Sasso di Mur.
A difficult climb up the ridge of the latter brought them to the top,
which is separated from the N.E. and slightly higher peak of the moun-
tain by a deep and appurently difficult gap. The height of 2,554 métres,
given to the Sasso di Mur by the Austrian map, is probably a little below
the mark. Times (exclusive of halts)—about six hours from the chalet
in Val Asinozza to the top, and five hours from thence to Primiero.

ALPINE ACCIDENTS AND ADVENTURES IN 1878.

The ¢ Alpenpost’ copies from the ¢ Frankfurter Zeitung’ the follow-
ing account of the recent accident on Monte Cevedale. Written by Dr.
de Neufville, who attended the survivor, it is naturally more accurate
than any of the accounts hitherto published in the English newspapers.

On August 17 three parties left St. Gertrud in the Suldenthal, to
sleep at the Schaubachhiitte and ascend Monte Cevedale on the next
day. The first party consisted of Dr. Salomon, Herr Heinitz, and Dr.
Sachs, with two guides, Reinstadtler and Ziischg. The other parties
were made up of a Viennese gentleman and his guide, and two Berlin
students, with a guide. Starting at 4 a.xM., the first party reached the



Alpine Accidents and Adventures in 1878, 113

last slope leading to the crest of the peak about eight. The rope was
in use, a guide being at each extremity, and the three travellers in the
middle. The first guide was cutting steps when Dr. Sachs, the last of
the travellers, slipped and pulled down, first, the (so-called) guide behind
him, and then the three men in front of him. All five now slipped
over the frozen snow some 200 feet. Here their fall seemed to be
arrested by a slight hollow, so that the members of the other parties,
who were spectators of the disaster, thought them saved. This hope
lasted, however, only for 8 moment. The first four men hung over the
slope ; the rope broke between them and the last guide, who was left
dead in the hollow, while his five comrades flew like the wind for 2,000
feet down the slopes of the Cedeh Glacier. The foot of the last steep
slope was traversed by a large crevasse. The leading guide and Dr.
Salomon were thrown over it, the other two travellers fell into it, and,
the rope breaking a second time, disappeared in its depths.

The horror-struck spectators sent their guides down at once to the spot,
where they found the guide dead, Dr. Salomon living, but unconscious.
The Austrian descended to Sulden, the Berlin students to Santa Catarina
to seek for help. [Dr. Salomon seems to have been left alone?] Dr.
Salomon on regaining consciousness found himself by the side of his
dead guide, without his companions, and crippled by a broken leg. The
unfortunate traveller lay helpless on the ice until about 7 r.M., or 11
hours after the accident; help was then brought from the valley. He
was carried that evening to a chilet, and next day to Santa Catarina.
His only serious injury proved to be a double fracture of the right leg,
which Dr. de Neufville, when he wrote, hoped would be cured in two
months. The corpses of Dr. Sachs and Herr Heinitz were recovered on
the 20th from a depth of 40 métres (?) by Luigi Bonetti with a party
of Sta. Catarina guides.

I have been further informed, though not on first-hand authority, that
the second ‘guide’ was a mere porter and did not carry an ice-axe, and
that there was only one ice-axe in the party.

So large a loss of life in the Alps has of course given rise to much
comment in the English press, the greater part of it, as usual, ignorant
and idle, and all of it more or less impaired by want of acquaintance
with the exact details and particularly the locality of the accident. Two
letters which appeared in the ¢ Times ' deserve, however, the attention of
climbers. Dr. du Bois Reymond, as a friend of Dr. Sachs, who was a
scientific observer of great promise, wrote to Dr. Tyndall, describing the
catastrophe, and calling on the English Professor to use his influence as
a climber to enforce the practical lesson the writer drew from it.

This lesson Dr. du Bois Reymond thus states : ¢ The whole accident
has been simply due to the same insane method of using the rope which
caused the deaths at the first ascent of the Matterhorn. The three tra-
vellers had two guides, and all five were tied together.

¢ Now, there can certainly not be a more safe and simple contrivance
than the rope, when several men are tied together in travelling over a
glacier of slight inclination at right angles with the crevasses. Two men
of moderate power, especially if the rope be kept tight, will always he
able to atop the fall of & third one between them or at the end of the
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row. Butin a case like this, evidently the rope does not afford the
slightest security, and the result always will be that if one of the men
alips the whole party is lost. A man with his feet in two steps and his
alpenstock most likely on the mountain side is not at all prepared to
beara strong jerk downhill, and will bave great trouble in doing so
even if he be prepared. The only safe manner to cross such places will
be that the two guides take over first one, then the other, then the third
traveller, and s0 on; a slow process to be sure, but certainly preferable
to the loss of the whole party. Two stout guides with even a nervous
traveller between them will always be able, either holding him by his
hands or by the rope, to convey him safely over any place.

¢I write this to you in order to know if you agree with me in con-
demning the method used in the case of the Matterhorn and in this new
appalling accident, and to ask you to use your influence to instruct the
guides to desist from the perilous practice.’

Professor Tyndall’s answer, illustrations apart, was as follows :—

‘I entirely agree with you that where a steep ice-slope is to be
crossed obliquely, the proper plan would be to cross it with one traveller
between two guides, and that cases may occur where it would be the
bounden duty of the guides to adopt the exact method you propose.
But I doubt the possibility of making the rule general. On the Mat-
terhorn, for example, it would he no easy matter for a pair of guides to
make the transit to and fro over the slope where the catastrophe oc-
curred in 1865, 80 as to carry three travellers in succession safely down
it. In fact, the notion would not be entertained. The proper plan in
places of acknowledged danger is to take the proper complement of
guides, and on a slope like that which you describe to place each inex-
perienced man between two experienced ones. It would undoubtedly be
sometimes advisable to break a large party up into sections, each with its
own guides. Two guides and three inexperienced travellers is a wrong
proportion.’

With Professor Tyndall's reply so fur as it goes I entirely agree. But
I think that Dr. du Bois Reymond's remarks, unless more fully examined,
are likely to prove mischievous by discouraging the proper useof therope.
Dr. Reymond proposes, in fact, that on all steep slopes the rope should
only be used in a manner which Professor Tyndall justly characterises
as not generally possible. Of the difference between the proper and
improper use of the rope Dr. Reymond seems scarcely to be aware, and
it is on a knowledge of this more than on anything that all practical
mountaineering is based. He seems to think that the rope is only of
service for parties, as generally constituted, in crossing glaciers of gentle
slope in a direction at right angles to the lie of the crevasses! ‘Ina
case like this,’ he says of the Monte Cevedale slope, ¢ the rope does not
afford the slightest security ; if one slips all are lost.’

The slope in question is well known to me. After having ascended
from the Cedeh Glacier, apparently as nearly as possible in the line of
the fall, I climbed it in 1873. Under ordinary circumstances it is an
easy snow-slope. Mr. A. Williams, who traversed it only five days
before the accident, writes as follows :—

¢I found the last slope of the Cevedale soft snow. The night had
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been clear and cold, and the morning was perfectly fine, and yet at
10 a.m. we sank 12 to 14 inches at every step. I remarked to Anton
Ritz of Blitzingen—my guide and companion for seven or eight seasons
—“ The mountains are more like the beginning of July than the
middle of August.” He replied: * The snow is often in better
order at the end of June.”

‘This was on the Tuesday before the accident; on the following
Wednesday and Thursday evenings it rained, and the Friday was
abominably wet, The talk in the ¢ Times’ about an ice-slope is there-
fore absurd.

¢ Bad slips are, I think, sure to arise even in easy places if some
foreign climbers continue to be *more anxious to have their club
insignia in their bats than nails in their boots. I this year saw twa
men thus decorated start for the Konigs Spitze, whose footprints in the
mud showed that both had boots absolutely without nails.’

On snow-slopes of this kind I have no hesitation in saying that any
competent amateur, much more a guide, would be able easily to hold up
his companion. Dr. du Bois Reymond’s argument is bad from begin-
ning to end. In such places mountaineers who take unskilled com-
panions with them should always be prepared for a slip, and have no
trouble in stopping one when it occura. A good plan is to twist the
rope once over the axes, which are driven in at the point as deeply as
possible [if the slope is hard, the axe-head may be used insteu{ of
the point]. A slip in front is thus made less formidable, as, the axe
being thrust in above the climber, no direct downward strain is brought
on him; a slip behind encounters a double resistance.

It is not, however, in my opinion, on such easy slopes as those of
Monte Cevedale, that the use of the rope ought to find its limit.
Places where the proper use of the rope is not a safeguard to a duly-
arranged party are, I believe, very rare indeed. By a duly-arranged
party I mean a party of which every alternate member, including the
first and last, is an experienced climber. The number of lives saved
by the rope can never be known. But illustrations abound. Professor
Tyndall in his letter gives one instance where on the side of the
Aletschhorn one guide saved a whole party ; his own adventure on Piz
Morteratsch is another. Frangois Devouassoud has twice prevented
accidents on slopes which are to anything on Monte Cevedale as the
sides of Snowdon to Primrose Hill. I am unwilling to quote personal
experiences; but like all fairly experienced travellers I have had many
proofs of the power the rope gives to amateurs as well as guides.

Even in traversing transversely a slope of hard ice, I should advocate
the use—the most careful use—of the rope. It is true that if one
man fairly falls in such a position he will probably pull down his com-
penions. But then the rope may be so handled as to render such a
fall almost impossible. If the alternate men stand still with their
axe-heads firmly anchored, slowly paying out the rope while their
comrades advance, it is easy for them at the least symptom of a slip
to give the check which restores balance, or, as the mover goes round
a ticklish corner, to give him that slightest support which makes a
step both morally and physically easier. I have crossed many such
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places, and have always found great assistance from the rope, and never
seen an accident from one of the party’s weight being partly thrown on
a companion prepared to render aid.

It can scarcely be needful to add that in such situations the first
precaution of all is good steps. There are some guides who in hard
ice cut steps it is almost impossible to slip out of. These men are, I
fear, exceptions, and & not unnatural impatience on the part of their
employers sometimes leads to their getting more blame than thanks for
their terribly hard work. Let us all do our best to keep up the
tradition of the best guides that in ¢ black ice’ steps should be hewn
regardless of time and labour.

The lessons of the Matterhorn accident and of the Cevedale accident
are different.

The Matterhorn taught firstly, that on expeditions of great or un-
known difficulty, the party should consist only of seasoned climbers;
secondly, that if a party, including a weak member, have the mis-
fortune to find themselves committed to a very difficult descent, the
etrongest guide should be put behind the tiro, and should remain mo-
tionless in secure positions, while he lets down his charge step by step
to the length of the rope. What Professor Tyndall says of Dr. Rey-
mond’s suggestion with reference to the Matterhorn is generally true.
In most dangerous places the difficulties of unroping and reroping, of
passing and repassing, are so great that ‘the notion would not be
entertained.’

The Monte Cevedale is much more like the Cima di Jazzi than the
Matterhorn. Beginners must have some practice ground, and this is
essentially a peak for beginners. But there are few peaks on which
a of men, unused to the Alps, cannot kill themselves by a little
clumsiness or carelesrness. The lesson of this year’s catastrophe is, that
on all snow expeditions, however easy, which entail roping, the begin-
ners should be in a minority ; that every tiro should be put between two
competent men, whether guides or trained amateurs. There are many
amateurs who are as well able as guides to take care of a companion
on easy slopes, though they would prudently refuse such a responsibility
in ascents of serious difficulty. On all such expeditions also, it is ex-
pedient that every one should carry the mountaineer’s anchor, the ice-
axe. The mountaineers need it for use, the beginners ought to have it
to learnitsuse. This accident, I must repeat, is no warning against
the use of the rope. It is, as the ¢ Saturday Review ' has said, only its
glovenly or half-hearted use which is to be unconditionally condemned.

A sad accident, the death by drowning of Mr. Pratt in the Lake of
Como, has taken away one of our most active and esteemed members.
But it is our good fortune this year to record no Alpine accidents of
any sort to English climbers. The Bernina group, however, has been
the scene of two dangerous adventures. In one case, a party deacend-
ing from Piz Bernina were caught in a snowstorm and lost the track on
the upper snowfields of the Morteratsch glacier, spending 33 hours in
the fog before they found their way to Boval. A good map and com-
pass would probably have saved them from this exposure; a compass
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ought to be part of the outdit of every guide and traveller. - The second
adventure happened on the crest of Piz Palu. The leading guide
went too near the edge, and the cornice gave way with him and two
travellers. The remaining guide had fortunately kept a little lower,
and was able to hold up his three companions till one of them secured
with his ice-axe a foothold on the slope on the face of which they were
hanging. Coming after the Lyskamm accident, this terribly near escape
ought to be sufficient to warn all guides of the dangers of corniced ridges.
It is, perhaps, hardly fair on ‘mountaineering’ that every accident
below the snow-level should be ignored, or that the only ones to which
prominence is given should be such harmless follies as that of the
gentleman who preferred a grass slope and the water of his umbrella,
for a week, to a bed and table d’h6te in his hotel at Grindelwald.
Several deaths have been recorded this year in the lower Alps by the
German papers, which show that a botanical or geological taste is often
as dangerous as the climber’s. A German fell over a cliff on Pilatus
in endeavouring to break off a specimen of the rock ; another, in trying
to secure a rare plant, perished near Miirren. A young Bernese was
killed on the rocks of the Suleck. Epiror.

IN MEMORIAM.

THE LATE Mg. J. H. PraTT.—By the lamentable death of Mr. J. H,
Pratt, who was accidentally drowned while bathing in the Lake of
Como on August 81 last, the Club has lost a valued and active member.
All that can be known of the circumstances of this sad disaster has
been told by Dr. Butler in the letter to the ¢ Times,’ from which the
following sentences are extracted :—

¢ At Cambridge Mr. Pratt had won the Bell Scholarship and the
Browne University Scholarship. In 1872 he was Senior Classic. The
following year he was elected Fellow of his College, having meanwhile
accepted a mastership at Harrow.

¢ Like many eminent scholars and men of science at the present day,
he was a daring and practised Alpine mountaineer. Among the
younger members of the Alpine Club few can have surpassed him in
the number and difficulty of first-class ascents. On such expeditions
he was a perfect companion, cool, sure-footed, observant, humorously -
patient of hardship, and thoroughly unselfish. When, on the 14th of
August, he reached Miirren after a difficult ascent of the Blumlis Alp
—difficult because of the exceptional state of the snow—in the com-
pany of his brother Fellow of Trinity, Mr. Walter Leaf, he looked a
model of health and endurance.’

¢ Mr. Pratt’s loss will be long and deeply mourned by his old school-
fellows at Haileybury, of whom he was so lately the head ; by many
Swiss travellers who knew his exploits on the highest Alps; by many
of the ablest members of the great College of which he was so proud to
be'a Fellow ; and, not least, by the masters and boys at Harrow, where
his fine gifts of mind and of heart will be a sad and sacred tradition.’

It is proposed to place in Harrow Chapel a monument to Mr. Pratt’s
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memory. Personal friends of Mr. Pratt who wish to take part in it
are requested to communicate with W. Leaf, Esq., Old Change, E.C.,
or the Rev. Dr. Butler, Harrow.

THE LATE DR. PETERMANN.—The Club has lately been deprived of
one of its most distinguished honorary members by the death of Dr.
A. Petermann. Dr. Petermann was confessedly the first geographer
of Europe. A prolonged residence in England some years ago esta-
blished between him and our leading geographers relations of the most
cordial character, and his lively interest in our African, polar, and
oceanic expeditions, as well as his vigorous initiative and enlightened
support of similar enterprises in Germany, testify to his unwearied
energy and activity, his geographical insight, and his practical grasp of
details. As Editor of the well-known ¢ Geographische Mittheilungen’
he published numerous valuable contributions to Alpine literature
from the pens of Forhes, Von Sonklar, Payer, and others. It was by
his agency that attention was first called in Germany to the Ziller-
thaler Ferner and the noble mountains of the Western Trentino, the
Adamello and Brenta groups. He was the first to publish a map
illustrating the Caucasian explorations of some of our members in
1868. Freedom from any private or national jealousy was a fine trait
in his character, and will contribute to make his loss widely and deeply
felt beyond the limits of his own country.

DEeatH OF JAKOB ANDEREGG.—By many members of the Club and
others, the news of this event, which occurred at Meiringen on Septem-
ber 17, will be received with deep regret.

Jakob Anderegg commenced his mountaineering career in the year
1864, comparatively late in life, but speedily established his reputation
as one of the best and most daring guides of the Bernese Oberland. A
catalogue of the new expeditions in which he took part, either as
leader or second man, would include no small proportion of those re-
corded in the volumes of this Journal for several years; while few men
had a more extensive general acquaintance with the peaks and passes
of the Central and Western Alps.

A severe illness in the year 1874 left permanent effects on a
constitution which had seemed to be one of more than average vigour,
and during the past summer it was but too obvious to his friends that
his health was failing; still there was nothing in his condition to pre-

re them for the news, which has now come, of his premature death
at the age of 51 years.

Great physical strength and a keen mountaineering instinct com-
bined to place Jakob Anderegg in the first rank of path-finders. In
addition to these qualities he was endowed with a peculiarly sweet and
equable temper, considerable sense of humour, and that spirit of
unselfish devotion to his employer for which the best men of his
class are remarkable. It is as a companion and friend, no less than
as a guide, that his loss will be deplored and his memory cherished
by all who knew him. A.W. M.
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AN Ascent oF THE MEwe. By W. A. B. CooLIDGE.
(Read before the Alpine Club, December 18, 1878.)

NE bright summer morning in August, 1877, soon after
my return from an unusually short holiday among the
mountains, a foreign post-card was placed in my hands, which
Rroved to contain the startling news of the conquest of the
feije on the 16th of that month by M. E. Boileau de Castel-
nau, whom I had met at La Bérarde some three weeks pre-
viously. As this card was written to me by my friend M.
Paul Guillemin, from Vallouise, on his return thither from the
inauguration of the Refuge Césanne, in the Pré de Madame
Carle, and countersigned by M. de Castelnau himself and
several other French friends, it was impossible to doubt its
genuineness, though I was on my guard, remembering the great
¢ M. Stewenart’ hoax of the preceding autumn, which also re-
lated to the Meije. This intelligence was the more startling to
me because I had just spent two days in examining the southern
or Etangons face of the mountain, by which M. de Castelnau
was said to have made his ascent, had made an attempt from the
Bréche de la Meije along the western aréte, and had quitted
Dauphiné fully convinced that if ever the Meije was climbed,
it would be along that eastern aréte which is so formidable in
appearance, and 18 likely, I think, to prove so in reality. Un-
fortunately, before M. de Castelnau was able to draw up a
narrative of his ascent, he was called away to serve his *vo-
lontariat’ in the French army, and his time was too much
taken up by his military duties to allow him to satisfy the
great curiosity and interest which his remarkable exploit had
excited in Alpine circles. M. Jullien, the secretary of the
Société des Touristes du Dauphiné, sent me a few particu-
lars, gathered from M. de Castelnau himself, and these, to-
gether with the tantalisingly meagre notice sent by M. de
VOL. IX,—NO, LXIJII. K
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Castelnau to his own Club,* were published in the Journal
for November, 1877.t

It was, perhaps, to be expected that under these circum-
stances some doubts as to the reality of the ascent should be
expressed ; and though not sharing in them myself, they con-
firmed me in the project which 1 had at once formed for the
next summer of attempting to repeat the expedition, thinking
that, as I could not be the first on the summit, it was better to
be second than nowhere.

Time passed on. M. de Castelnau sent me a few lines,
promising an article for the May number of this Journal, which
promise, however, he was unable to fulfil; and as a strike of
the Paris printers delayed the appearance of the ¢ Annuaire’ of
the French Alpine Club till late in the summer,} the honour
of publishing the first connected account of the ascent fell to
the ¢ Durance,’ a newspaper of Embrun, the Alpine portion of
which is superintended by M. Paul Guillemin. It published
in the number for May 19, 1878, a narrative, taken down from
the lips of Pierre Gaspard (pére), the leading guide of M. de
‘Castelnau, which is very pleasing in its modesty and simplicity.
On my way through Paris a month later (June 26), I called
in at the rooms of the French Club in the Rue Bonaparte, in
hopes of getting my copy of the ¢ Annuaire.” I did not suc-
ceed in attaining my object, but I got something which was
more immediately valuable and useful, viz. early proofs of M.
de Castelnau’s article, for which I beg to offer my best thanks
to the authorities of the French Club. Armed with these, 1
left Paris that evening, and rejoined my guides (Christian .
Almer and his second son, Christian), next day at S. Michel, on
the Cenis road. After an attempt at exploration round the
Aiguilles d’Arve, which was defeated by bad weather and the
geat quantity of snow still on the mountains, I reached La

rave on June 30. I need scarcely remind my readers that
the Meije rises in all its magnificence just south of the village,
or that La Grave has been the starting-point for most of the
attempts made to scale that peak. We looked eagerly for the
cairns on the summit, but were unable to distinguish them,
because, as we later discovered, they were almost buried in
snow. As I said before, I had quite made up my mind to be

* Published in the ¢ Troisiéme Bulletin trimestriel du C. A. F.,
1877, p. 803.
t Pp. 328, 329.

1 M. de Castelnau’s article will be found in vol. iv. (1877), pp.
282-294.



An Ascent of the Meje. 123

second on the top, and 1 had fancied that so early in the season
I should have the field to myself; but as soon as I reached La
Grave I heard of several mountaineers, whom I looked on as
dangerous rivals, and who were reported to be already on
the spot, or were shortly expected. Consequently we hurried
over to La Bérarde on July 3, where we found ourselves
alone. There was still 5o much snow on the Meije, owing to
the lateness of the season, that we were compelled, however
reluctantly, to postpone our attack, and had to content our-
selves with mounting guard at La Bérarde.

At length my patience was exhausted, and we camped out
in the Vallon des Etangons on July 7; but next morning the
weather was undecided, and, as we had resolved to start only
if it was ¢ beau fixe,’ we returned with heavy hearts to La
Bérarde. I should not have mentioned this abortive attempt
were it not that we discovered on this occasion a bivouac which
is far more sheltered and roomy than the great boulder on the
‘ oagis * known as the Hétel du Chételleret, the usual camping
place in the Vallon des Etancons (2,267 métres). It is situated
almost immediately opposite, on the western side of the valley,
and consists of a deep recess in the cliffs, which affords space
for a large party, and is perfectly sheltered from rain. The
opening 18 only partially seen from below. It is a quarter of
an hour or twenty minutes from the Chitelleret, and is strongly
recommended.

On July 9 the weather seemed more promising ; we bivou-
acked again in the spot just mentioned, and lay down to rest
with every prospect that our patience was at last about to be
rewarded.

In order to make what follows clear to my readers, I must
ask their attention for a few minutes while I endeavour to give
them some idea of the appearance of the Meije as seen from the
south side—that is, from the head of the Vallon des Etangons.
The splendid engraving * which forms the frontispiece of this
paper will enable them to realise my description still better.

The main ridge of the Meije runs very nearly E. and W,
and is crowned by four principal peaks, overhanging Glacier
des Etancons. First comes (reckoning from E. to W.) the
Pavé, rather to S.E. of highest ridge (3,831 métres = 12,570
feet), so called from the singular arrangement of the blocks of

* This is based on a large photograph by M. Grand, of Briangon, one
of a large set taken under the auspices of the Briangon section of the
French Alpine Club, and on a smaller one by M. Duhamel, to whose
kindness 1 am indebted for a copy.

x 2
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a moraine on the GIl. des Cavales at its base, a rocky point.
Beyond a rather deep depression we see the Pic Oriental of the
Meije (3,911 métres = 12,832 feet), climbed by M. Duhamel
in 1878, and then the sharp pinnacle of the Pic Central (3,970
métres = 13,026 feet), which leans over to the south in an
extraordinary fashion, and from here, as from many other points,
seems to claim the supremacy. This last summit was first
climbed from La Grave (June 28, 1870) by my aunt, the late
Miss Brevoort, and myself.* Farther to the left, or west, is
a very jagged aréte in which four great rocky teeth may be
distinguished ; and then rises, though not very steeply, the
true summit of the range, known as the Grand Pic de la
Meije (3,987 métres = 13,081 feet), the whole being one of
the most splendid mountain masses known to me. Referring
my readers for an excellent description of the north or La
Grave side of the Meije to Mr. Gotch’s paper in a previous
number of this Journal,t I will go on to describe the south
face more accurately, in order that my readers may follow my
route. The north and south sides of the Grand Pic are pre-
cipices pure and simple; it is probably possible to descend the
east side to the first gap in the ridge leading towards the Pic
Central ; on the west side, however, it is more accessible, for,
apart from the very highest rocks, a comparatively gentle slope
falls down to a large snow-field, known as the Glacier Carré.
Below the Glacier Carré a sheer precipice falls very nearly to
Glacier des Etangons. Above the Glacier Carré, separated
by a gap from the Grand Pic, is the Pic du Glacier (3,860
métres = 12,665 feet), beyond which is the sharp, double-
pronged pinnacle called ¢ Le Doigt.’” Following the ridge to-
wards the west, we come next to the Epaule, or Petit Doigt
d’Epaule, and a long way farther down, to the left of a slight
notch, is the ¢Petit Doigt, properly so called. Thence we
descend to the large depression of the ¢ Bréche de la Meije’
(3,369 métres = 11,054 feet), beyond which the ridge rises
again to form the fine peak of the Riteau.t

From near the base of the ¢ Doigt,’ a short way west of
the Glacier Carré, a long and jagged spur stretches to the
south, cutting the Glacier des Etancons into two parts. This

® ¢ Alpine Journal,” vol. v. pp. 130-1.

t Vol. viii. pp. 177-198.

$ A map constructed from observations taken on the spot in 1878,
by my friend M. Duhamel, will appear in the forthcoming ¢ Annuaire
du C. A. F.) It is the first accurate map of this group which has been
published, and contains numerous corrections of the existing maps.
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seems to offer the natural route to the summit; but its ap-
pearance is so forbidding that it long deterred everyone
from trying it. It is, however, by this way that the only
two recorded attempts on the south side of the mountain,
and the three successful ascents of the highest peak, have
been made. On Sept. 27, 1876, M. Duhamel, starting from the
route of the Bréche de la Meije, attacked this buttress from the
west, and succeeded in gaining the crest, but was only able to
advance a very short way farther; he estimates his highest
point at about 3,580 meétres (11,746 feet), which is pro-
bably too high.* M. de Castelnau, on August 4, 1877, by
the same route reached a point about 30 métres higher, es-
timated at 3,485 métres. }

Finally, a few days later (August 16, 1877) M. de Cas-
telnau, with the two Gaspards, pére et fils, succeeded in
reaching the highest summit} by this route, which was also
followed by my party on July 10, 1878, and by MM. Paul
Guillemin and A. Salvador de Quatrefages, with the Gaspards,
on August 12, 1878. In each case the crest of the southern
buttress was attained, the wall climbed rather to the west of the
precipices below the Glacier Carré, the Glacier Carré reached
and traversed, and the final peak climbed from the west.

After this long digression I will now resume the narrative of
my own ascent. The night of July 9 was fine, and at 3.20
A.M. on the 10th, while it was yet dark, we left our bivouac,
carrying, in addition to a good stock of provisions, a rope of
100 feet, besides our usual one of 40 feet, as M. de Castelnau
was reported to have left two ropes on the way, which were
not likely to be in good condition after a winter’s exposure.
Never have I been in a greater state of nervous excitement on
starting for any ascent than on this occasion. The Meije had
exercised, and indeed still exercises, the same strange influence
over me which the Matterhorn had on its early explorers; and
though I knew I could trust my two faithful guides, yet I
scarcely dared hope that it would be given me to attain the
much-desired summit. We followed the usual route to the
Bréche de la Meije, stopping 10 min. at the edge of the Glacier
des Etangons to put on our gaiters and to admire the sunrise.
This time the weather could not have been more perfect. We
skirted the base of the great southern buttress, and shortly
after, at 5.20, reached the point on the glacier to the west

* ¢ Annuaire du Club alpin frangais,” vol. iii. (1876), pp. 336-7.
t Ibid. iv. (1877), pp. 284-286.
1 1bid. pp. 287-294.
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where the climb was to begin.* This is seen in the engraving
(in the deep shadow) near a small tongue of rock which pro-
jects into the glacier. The vertical height of the Meije above
us is about 850 métres (2,789 feet), according to my aneroid
barometer.t Here we made our final preparations, leaving a
cache of provisions after snatching a scanty breakfast, which
was all our excitement would allow us to swallow. We hoped
to be back again about 9 p.M.,and to return to our bivouac by
moonlight. Little did we know that 29 hrs. (of which about
19 were spent in active exertion) were to elapse before our
return to the glacier !

At 5.40 A.M. we started on our adventures. Our first object
was to attain the crest of the great southern buttress, from
which a couloir partly filled with snow ran down towards us;
but, unfortunatell)y, between the end of the couloir and the
glacier there is a wall of steep rocks. This, the first difficulty,
was surmounted by a rather rough scramble, after which we
mounted steadily, but without hurrying ourselves, by the route
followed by our predecessors. At 7.15 we reached the small
cairn built by M. Duhamel in 1876 to mark what was practi-
cally his highest point,} i.e. 1.35 from the glacier. M. de
Castelnau took 1.15, having already traversed this portion of
the ascent on his attempt a few days before his victory. We
had thus accomplished about one-third of the total height of
the Grand Pic above the glacier, without great difficulty. At
7.30 A.M., after leaving a bottle of wine there for our return,
we started, casting anxious looks towards the precipitous rocky
wall, above which peered the end of the Glacier Carré. The
first steps were over broken rocks, and we then struck to the
right across steep rocks to the upper edge of the highest of the
two patches of snow seen in the engraving. After that we
mounted more or less in a straight line to a point above the
Epaule, a short distance to the west of the Glacier Carré, pass-
ing by M. de Castelnau’s second rope, a short way below it.
It will thus be seen that we did not mount the rocky wall im-
mediately under the Glacier Carré, but kept to the rather less

* The height according to M. de Castelnau’s barometer is 3,075
métres ; according to mine, 8,190, and according to M. Guillemin’s,
3,188.

t M. de Castelnau makes it 925 métres, and M. Guillemin about
€87 métres.

} The height of this cairn has been variously estimated. M. Duha-
mel himself gives 3,580 meétres, which is certainly too high; M. de
Castelnau, c. 3,455 ; M. Guillemin, 3,510 ; my barometer indicated an
elevation of 3,495 métres (c. 11,467 ft.)
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steep rocks to its left, or west. My readers probably know
from their own experience how difficult it is to describe mi-
nutely a climb up rocks; at any rate, I do not propose to enter
into a detailed account of the successive difficulties against
which we had to struggle. Suffice it to say that, though the
rocks are extremely steep, it is generally possible to find crannies
wherein the tips of one’s fingers and one’s toes may be inserted.
In fact, on the ascent, 1 was surprised to find that I got on much
better than I had imagined, though I am bound to add that
my expectations had perhaps been raised too high. It will
appear later that this favourable opinion was materially altered
on the descent. 1 hasten, however, to remove any impression
I may have created that the climb is comparatively easy. On
the way up it seemed easier to me than I had imagined; but
even so the whole climb ranks with, and even surpasses in
point of length and of continuous difficulty, the most difficult
mountains with which I am acquainted.

It is probable that we followed precisely the same route as
M. de Castelnau. Indeed, as far as I can judge, there is little
or no room for variations. One can just get up the rocks, and
that is about all that can be said for them. I cannot refrain
from putting it on record in this place that Almer never once
retraced his steps during the whole of this difficult ascent,
and, in fact, led as if he were perfectly acquainted with the
best route, though of course this was the first time he had ever
been on the south face of this mountain.

- Finally, after much toil and labour, we reached, at 9.45, the
point to the west of the Glacier Carré to which I have before
referred (c. 3,700 métres); 2.15, as against M. de Castelnau’s
2.45. The vertical height above M. Duhamel’s cairn is, ac-
cording to my barometer, 205 métres (673 feet). M. de Cas-
telnau makes it only 150 métres. We were now at the spot
whence a few steps over screes would have led us to the crest
of the main western aréte, whence La Grave can be seen. We
were, however, too much absorbed in our endeavour to reach
the summit to make this détour, which M. de Castelnau de-
scribes. We could not, however, refrain from admiring a very

rand aiguille of bare rock on the aréte below us. 1 believe
1t to be that part of the Epaule called the Petit Doigt d’Epaule,
at the east base of which I was driven back on July 22, 1877,
as will be described later on. It is engraved from a photo-.
graph taken by M. Duhamel at p. 331 of vol. ii. (1875) of the
¢ Annuaire’ of the French Alpine Club. We made another
attack on our provisions here, which was very welcome after
our severe exertions, and, leaving a second cache, resumed the
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ascent at 10.10, after 25 minutes’ halt, in a joyful frame of
mind, since we knew from M. de Castelnau’s experience that
there were no more serious difficulties to be overcome till quite
near the top. To reach the Glacier Carré we had to traverse
some smooth rocks at a considerable incline, and covered with
a slight coating of snow. This ¢ trajet’ of 10 minutes was not
very hard, although from below we had always imagined it
would prove very tough ; indeed, after our return to the valley,
and even at this very moment, I cannot understand how we
ot across, although I cannot recall any special difficulty.
his is an extreme case of the exaggerated steepness of rocks
when examined from a distance. e now found ourselves on
a small platform at the S.W. extremity of the Glacier Carré,
It was here that my friends MM. Guillemin and Salvador de
Quatrefages spent the night after their ascent.* M. Guillemin
also gathered in this spot three plants, the names of which
may interest the botanical members of the Club. They are
Linaria Alpina, Androsace glacialis, and A. Charpentieri.t

We entered on the glacier at 10.20, and could scarcely be-
lieve we were actually treading what we had so long looked at
with eager eyes. We mounted straight up it, keeping close
to th:a%ase of the Doigt, then of the Pic du Glacier. We
gained a glimpse of La érave from the gap between the Doigt
and the Pic du Glacier, and another from that between the
Pic du Glacier and the Grand Pic. At 11.5 we had reached
the base of the rocks of the final peak, i.e. 45 minutes from
the S.W. end. M. de Castelnau took the same time, and M.
Guillemin’s party 55 minutes. This glacier is not a glacier

roperly so called—at least we could not see any crevasses—
Eut is rather a large field of snow or névé. At the time of our
visit there was still an enormous quantity of soft snow. The
inclination is much greater than we had imagined from below.
M. de Castelnau puts it at 45°.

The lower portion of the final peak consists of rocks, which
can be called easy only by comparison with those previously
climbed ; and it seemed to us that M. de Castelnau had made
too light of them. Still we advanced rapidly until we reached
the base of the last pinnacle, which Gaspard calls the ¢ Chapeau
du Capucin.’ It rises sheer for a great deal more than the 10
métres of which M. de Castelnau speaks above the face we had

* M. Guillemin makes the height 8,754 métres (= 12,317 feet).

+ M. Guillemin writes to me (Jan. 8) that a more careful examina-
tion has 4ed him to the conclusion that the two last-named plants are
really Myosotis nuna and Saxifraga oppositifolia.
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been climbing, something like the last bit of the Matterhorn
above the Zermatt face. It was here that M. de Castelnau
spent a long time searching for the way, and we did pret
much the same thing. It was obviously impossible to clim
straight up, To the left stretched the main west aréte; and
we gathered from M. de Castelnau’s description (which I here
read aloud) that he had gained the crest at some point or
another. But the question was, which was this point? We
saw a small rocky pinnacle on the aréte, to the right of which
the rocks literally overhung their base ; to the left was a nar-
row gully of most uninviting appearance, filled with just
enough snow to make it dangerously slippery, which led up to
a slight depression in the aréte. M. de Castelnau’s highest
rope was nowhere to be seen. I really thought for some time
that we would have to return discomfited; but our gallant
leader went off to explore, and by-and-by came across the
abandoned rope, which the wind had carried over to the La
Grave side, where it was found rolled up in a heap of snow.
Greatly encouraged, we managed to crawl up the aforesaid
gully, which did ot belie its appearance, and reached the crest
of the aréte. Gaspard’s narrative had led me to believe that
his party descended from the aréte on to the slope facing La
Grave, and had so gained the summit from the north. But
there was now altogether too much snow on that side to allow
of its ascent; and we were forced, after circumventing the
rocky pinnacle mentioned above, to keep along the crest of the
aréte.* This was far from easy; but the top was now in full
view, and our blood was up. Soon the ridge melted into a
slope composed of rocky fragments, and at 1.20 P.M. we found
ourselves standing by the side of the two cairns erected by M.
de Castelnau. We had taken 2.15 from Glacier Carré, as
against M. de Castelnau’s 2 hours and M. Guillemin’s 1.45.

It was a moment of my life which I can never forget. Yet
my feelings were very mixed. The pleasure of having at-
tained a long wished-for goal was very great, but at the same
time my thoughts recurred involuntarily to my companion on
many expeditions in Dauphiné, one of whose most cherished
wishes it had been to stand on this lofty pinnacle, a wish which
was doomed to remain for ever unsatisfied. These conflicting
emotions, added to great physical fatigue, incapacitated me, I
regret to say, from profiting as much as I had hoped by my
short stay on the top. The following details, however, may
be of interest :—The summit consists of a short ridge, running

# MM. Guillemin and S. de Quatrefages also adopted this route.
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nearly due east and west, and is composed of rocks,® which on
the north side are very disintegrated, and slope away gently
at first, but on the south fall sheer away at once. The ridge,
in fact, is unexpectedly broad, and strewn with loose rocks,
with which M. de Castelnan had built two cairns, which the
great accumulation of snow on the north side had prevented
us from distinguishing when at La Grave. Weadded a third,
more to the east, and left a fragment of a red flag, brought
from the Sommet des Rouies, and my pocket-handkerchief,
which we later clearly made out from La Grave. The hand-
kerchief was restored to me by M. Guillemin at the ¢ féte du
Lautaret’ on August 14. 1 shall, no doubt, be asked what I saw
from the top ; but I am ashamed to say that I paid but little
attention to the view. The Meije had been in my eyes a moun-
tain to be climbed for its own sake, and not for the sake of the
view—a, fault or merit which I cannot attribute to many other
mountains. Besides, there were really some light mists about,
which interfered with the view. M. Guillemin informs me
that he enjoyed a most splendid panorama. I can recollect
eeeing La Grave at an enormous depth below, but we could
not distinguish the people before M. Juge’s hotel, as M. de
Castelnau succeeded in doing. But there was one object
which could not fail to arrest my attention—the Pic Central,
on which I had stood eight years before, which from this point
assumes & most extraordinary appearance, and leans over to-
wards the Glacier des Etangons in a more crazy manner than
usual, which is saying a good deal. It is a marvellous eight,
and seemed to overtop us, though when on it the Grand Pic
in its turn had seemed the higher. The French map attri-
butes 17 métres, or 56 feet, more to the Grand Pic. We also
scanned with curious eyes the ridge which lay between us and
the Pic Central ; it looked even more hopeless and forbidding
than before, the teeth being most formidable. Almer, indeed,
descended a short way towards the first gap towards the east,
and declared that it would not be impossible to descend into
it; but the tooth which rises above it is very steep, if not in-
deed perpendicular, and would, I fear, baffle even that member
of the Club who is most gifted with fly-like capacities of climb-
ing. But time flew rapidly by, and after a hasty dinner, and

* M. Guillemin informs me that he found two species of rocks on the
summit—granitoid gneiss, and protogine containing white orthoclase.
M. de Castlenau makes the height 4,000 meétres; my barometer read
4,040 metres; M. Guillemin says 4,075 meétres ; the French map gives
3,987 metres.
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leaving my card in a bottle (as far as I can recollect), we
began the descent at 2.10 p.M., after 50 minntes’ stay on the
summit. We followed exactly the same route as on the ascent,
but we found the descent to the highest ridge much more dif-
ficult than the ascent, and, besides, the excitement of the climb
bhad nearly passed away. It was not till 3.15 p.M. that we
reached M. de Castelnau’s highest rope, which we carried off
as a proof of the reality of our ascent. We worked down the
rocks slowly and steadily, and at 4.40 regained the Glacier
Carré. Treading in our old steps, and going very cautiously,
owing to the deep soft snow, we took to the rocks again at the
spot which was to form the camping place of MM. Guillemin
and Salvador de Quatrefages a month later, and reached our
first cache of provisions at the point above the Epaule at 5.15.
In order to prepare ourselves for the terrible descent of the
wall, we made a last onslaught on the contents of the knap-
sacks, hoping to regain by nightfall our chief dep6t on the
Glacier des Etangons. We set off again at 5.30 p.M. The
rocks had seemed difficult, though not excessively so, on the
ascent ; on the descent, as rocks always are, they were ten times
worse ; and as, in addition to unusual fatigue, owing to my half-
trained condition, I was further handicapped by my short
sight, I was only able to advance very slowly. The descent
- of this wall will always remain in my mind as the most arduous
and terrible piece of climbing it has ever fallen to my lot to
perform. When I eay this, I am speaking deliberately, and
in the conviction that I am not exaggerating the impression it
made upon me. Those who may follow may very possibly think
that I have rated the difficulty too high. This may certainly
be the case; it is notorious that descriptions of rock-climbs
rarely satisfy everyone. All I do now is to record my own
experience on these rocks. Little by little we gave up all
hopes of reaching the Glacier des Etangons that evening; but
we still fondly imagined that we might reach M. Duhamel’s
cairn, where we had left a bottle of wine. But even this was
denied us. As soon as dusk came on my eyes, as usual, gave
out; and at 9.30 p.M. (after a day of more than 18 hours)
we resolved to spend the night where we were.®* This spot
was a very small platform—a shelf in the rocks, perhaps 12

* We were abont two-thirds of the way down from the Glacier
Carré to M. Duhamel’s cairn—say, 8,560 weétres = 11,680 fi. M. de
Castelnau states that the spot where he passed the night was 15 or 20
métres above M. Duhamel’s ¢ pierre humide,’ and Gaspard that it was 80
or 100 métres abeve M. Duhamel’s cairn. I am inclined to think that
the two nights were passed at-very nearly the sume spot and height. ~
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feet by 4. There was a projecting knob, on ‘which I sat, or
tried to sit, but the two men could only sit with their legs over
the precipice, and we found it of mutual advantage that they
should lean against me, by which means we were all warmer
than we should otherwise have been. One very small bit of cold
meat was discovered in the knapsack, but beyond this we had
literally nothing either to eat or drink, not being able even to
get any snow to slake our burning thirst. e hoped that
when the moon rose we could go on, but envious clouds covered
her, with few intermissions ; and Almer thought it wiser not to
move, as we might not succeed in finding another spot as suit-
able (alas! only by comparison) as this. We tried to tie
ourselves to the rock by the rope, but we could not find any
projecting point that would do, so we could not venture to go
to sleep, and tried to enliven each other by telling stories and
singing songs. But the exertions of the day had told on us,
and one after another we dropped off into uneasy slumbers,
only to be awakened by our alarmed companions. Kortunately
we did not have to stand the terrific storm to which M. de
Castelnau and his companions were exposed. The night was
fine, though once or twice a few flakes of snow fell, but bit-
terly cold. It was the first time I had ever been caught by
night at such a great height without having any covering or
food ; and this will help to grave the incidents of this ascent in
my memory. At one time the cold was so intense that I
thought I must succumb to it, and it was only by vigorous
rubbing that my limbs were restored to animation. Towards
sunrise a small keen wind came on, which filled up the measure
of our troubles. The sun rose in clouds, and it was only at
4.40 A.M. that we dared to start. We were dreadfully cramped,
and much exhausted physically, so that it took us nearly three
hours (4.40 to 7.30) to descend the 200 or 250 feet which
separated us from M. Duhamel’s cairn. Here we found that
precious bottle of wine of which we had thought so often and
so tenderly during the night, and I draw a curtain over our
thorough appreciation of i1t. After a halt of 40 minutes we
started again on our weary way at 8.10, and crawled down the
couloir and steep rocks below it. It seemed like a nightmare
until, at 10.45 A.M., a last jump landed us on the snow of the
Glacier des Etangons, just 29 hours after having left it. We
had indeed won the day, but we had paid dearly for our
whistle. Needless to say that we made up for our previous
forced fast by a hearty onslaught on the provisions, which we
found untouched. When we set out again, at 11.10, I found
that the exposure had so affected my breathing powers that I
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was not able to do more than walk slowly down the valley to
our bivouac, which we reached at 12.25. We spent the rest of
the day in delicious slumbers, and returned to Lia Bérarde late
in the evening. We had not divulged our intentions before
starting, but Rodier had guessed them, and was beginning to
be anxious at our non-appearance. M. Rochat, of the French
Alpine Club, had just arrived there with his guides, the two
Gaspards, to whom we presented their rope, which we had
brought down as a trophy, reserving merely a fragment to be
ever treasured by me as a souvenir of our long and perilous
expedition. Succeeding parties may laugh this whole account
to scorn, but the Meije will then have lost its strange fascina~
tion, though for me it will ever be surrounded by a halo of
romance.

To make this paper as complete as possible, I may mention
that, incited by my success, my friends MM. P. Guillemin
and A. Salvador de Quatrefages, with the two Gaspards, made
the third ascent on August 12, by the same route. They took
several photographs from the top and on the way, and brought
down the other rope left by M. de Castelnau. Profiting by
the experience of their predecessors, they wisely did not at-
tempt to descend farther than the platform at the S.W. ex-
tremity of the Glacier Carré, where they spent the second
night at a height of 3,754 métres (12,317 feet), reaching La
Grave next day by the Bréche de la Meije.

An attempt to repeat the ascent, made on Sept. 6, by Mr.
Charles Moreing, an engineer at the mines of L’ Argentiére, be-
tween Briangon and Embrun, failed because of the unsettled
state of the weather.

I shall be, perhaps, expected to express an opinion on the
practicability of the other routes by which the Meije has been
tried, though hitherto without success.

The route from the east, either over the teeth in the aréte or
along the ¢ corridors’ on their northern face, would, I am con-
vinced, involve an unjustifiable amount of risk. Bearing in
mind what has been done in the Alps by men seeking some
fresh sensation, I eannot say that this route is impossible. If
the snow were in a very favourable condition, a party of well-
. tried climbers might conceivably succeed in making their way
along the ¢ corridors’ to the gap at the east base of the highest
peak, which is accessible from thence. It would be, however,
a very hazardous expedition, in which a slip would necessarily
involve the destruction of the whole party, and it would be
worse than foolhardy to attempt to return the same way.

An attack on the Meije from the south, otherwise than by
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the route hitherto followed, would not, I believe, have the
slightest chance of success.

There is, however, one route which may very probably
prove to be practicable. The point to be arrived at is the de-
pression between the Doigt and the Epaule. In July, 1877, I
attained a height of 3,550 métres = 11,648 feet* (probably too
high a reading of my aneroid), on the aréte running up east-
wards from the Bréche de la Meije, and was only stopped from
attaining this depression by a very bold aiguille of bare rock—
the Petit Doigt d’Epaule. A few days later M. Guillemin,
starting from the Glacier de la Bréche, climbed by the north-
west rocks of the Meije to a height of 3,620 métres = 11,877
feet, a few métres (50 to 20, according to different estimates)
below the above-named depression. Once there, it would pro-
bably not be difficult to rejoin M. de Castelnau’s route at the
point where it approaches the main western aréte, a short dis-
tance west of the Glacier Carré. I am decidedly of opinion
that this is the most promising of the still remaining routes
which have been imagined for reaching the top of the Meije.

And now a few words in conclusion of this long paper, which
has, I fear,sorely tried the patience of my readers. It will be
evident, from what I have said above, and even merely from
the fact that each of the three parties which have hitherto suc-
ceeded in effecting the ascent—and none of the members of
which, I think I may venture to say, were novices in moun-
taineering—has been obliged to spend a night out on the moun-
tain, that this is no ordinary expedition, though the actual
number of feet to be climbed is not great. It makes greater
demands on the powers of endurance than any other mountain
with which I am acquainted; and, as far as my experience
goes, it is the longest continuously difficult climb (save the
Glacier Carré there is nothing which can be called easy) in
the Alps. It would not be very hard to name more difficult
bits on other peaks, but as a whole it far exceeds all other
peaks in difficulty. Even the rocks of the Pic d’Olan do not
come up to it. To take more familiar instances, neither the
Rothhorn, nor the Dent Blanche, nor the Bietschhorn can be
compared with it for a moment. But it is a noble mountain, and
I should be very sorry if the description I have given of my
ascent were to prevent any enterprising member of the Club
from going to look at it or ascend it.

* About 135 métres above the eastern or higher end of the ridge of
the Bréche (3,415 m.)
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Attempts on the Meije (continued).

B. Time occupied on Ascent and Descent of Meije.

E. B. de Casteln W. A. B. Coolid A5 g Guats
. B. de a, .A.B, y
Stages of Ascent. Aug. 16,1877 July 10,1678, t.gmi:?:u‘: 12,
Up. Down.|| Up. Down. Up. | Down.
(1) From GIl. des Etancons to
M. Dubamel’s Cairn 1.16 1.36 2.35 1.560 | 2.16
(2) From M. D.s Cairn to
edge of Gl. Carré . 2.45 ? 2.26 7.95 3 3.36
(3) On Glacier Carré . 45 45 . 55 20
(4) Last peak . . 2 2.16 2.30 1.46 | 1.50
Total . . . 6.45 _— 7 12.30 730 | 8
19.30 15.30
P. Guillemin,
Heights of Stages of Ascent. E. B. de Castelnau. | W. A. B, Coolidge. | A.8.de Quatre-
Matres. Métres. Jaétres.
(1) Starting point on Gl. des
Etaugons . . . . 3,075 3,190 3,188
(2) M. D.’s Caim . . . c. 3,455 3,495 3,510
(M. Dubamel him-
self, 3,580)
(3) Gl Carré (south-west end) 3,620 3,700 3,754
(point nr. Epaule)
(4) Summit (E. M. F., 3,987 m.). 4,000 ,040 4,076
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THE MariTIME ALPS. By the EpiTor.
1. The Coast Ranges.*

¢Alpes Maritimse proximse sunt mari Ligustico; ab his Alpium initium
sumunt veteres feré omnes.'—SIMLER, D¢ Alpibus Commentarius.

YHE author of ¢ Aurora Leigh ’ has described in picturesque
L verses the strange sights which greet the traveller
when day dawns on him as he speeds southwards in the
night express from Paris to Marseilles. The poplar avenues,
green orchards, quiet homesteads, low rounded hills, and trim
river-banks on which he closed his eyes have given place
to grey gnarled olives and cactus hedges, white flat-roofed
farms and age-stained cities, abrupt red ranges and stony
plains between which the Rhone rushes with southern im-

etuosity to the sea. The landscape might, at one moment,
Ke in Africa, at another in Syria; it never resembles true
French scenery.

Those who hurry on to Nice or Mentone have before them
a day of splendid surprises—Marseilles, stately on her bril-
liant bay; La Ciotat among its fantastic crags, like some
seaport 1n a Pompeian fresco; the broad fertile valley which
leads back again to Fréjus, and the blue Midland Sea. There
is still, however, something in store for anyone whose eyes are
not wearied with so much beauty. As the train, suddenly
leaving behind the red porphyry headlands and green glens of
the Estérels, dashes past the ruinous castle of Lia Napoule, and
across narcissus-strewn meadows, through which a bright trout-
stream finds its way to the sea, the snowy Alps burst for the
first time into view. Whatever the season, their silver heads
shine against the eastern sky, soaring hi%h above the village-
crowned foot-hills, and contrasting vividly, both in form and
colour, with the flat-topped tawny crest of the nearer range
which shelters Grasse.

Again, after Cannes has been left behind, our eyes are
drawn up from the rose hedges and wild tulip beds which
fringe Golfe Jouan to the great range of snow, appearing, a
sudgen ghostly vision, above a low hill cloaked in ancient olive
groves. The jagged mountain to the east is Mont Clapier;
the comely pyramid in the centre seems to be the Cima di

* The Editor proposes to complete this paper, in cne or two sub-
sequent sections, by giving some account of the seaward valleys of the
central chain, of the crest itself, and of the northern glens which open
into Piedmont at Cuneo.
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Mercantoura of maps. To the west, behind the rounded mass
of Mont Mounier, a singular rock-peak rears itself into the sky.
Both I and Mr. W, Mathews, who, as its conqueror, ought to
know the great Italian Alp, thought we recognised in it Monte
Viso. But the discussion of questions of topography may be
postponed. The first feeling of most travellers is one of simple
delight at a combination of sea and snowy Alp hardly to be
seen again in such perfection short of the far easternmost bay
of th:%lack Sea, where the voyager issuing from Batoum has
on his right hand

Kaikasoy airhevra Kvralda rs wrélw Alng.®

There is a foolish commonplace that off the mountains
mountaineers have no eyes. Mr. Ruskin has more logically
laid down, that having run altogether to leg, Alpine Clubmen
have no eyes anywhere. But he then goes on to admit that
¢ as soon as you can see mountains rightly you will see hills
also and valleys with considerable interest.’

I assume that, as a body, we do see mountains, if not with
the exquisite instinct of observation, and the still rarer faculty
of recording with pen or brush the results of that observation,
which give the author of ¢ Modern Painters’ a place among
the first of nature’s interpreters, yet with an appreciation
which grows with years in every one of us, and is fostered, and
has been in many cases created, by our walks and scrambles
among the Alps. Believing, therefore, that we do see moun-
tains rightly after our imperfect way, and accepting readily
Mr. Ruskin’s second dictum, I shall not apologise for saying
something of the lesser hills and valleys of the Provengal
coast before I mount to the snowy Maritime Alps.

Cannes itself is well known to English readers.t It would

* The ancients, as a rule, paid little attention to individual summits.
Monte Viso is, I believe, the only Alpine peak mentioned by name in
the classics. It is curious thercfore to find Arrian, in his report to the
Emperor Hadrian on the coasts of the Black Sea, writing, ¢ We bad a
view of Mount Caucasus, which is in height much the same as the
Celtic Alps. A certain summit (xopvei), called Strobilus, was pointed
out where Prometheus is fabled to have been suspended by Hephestus,
at the command of Zeus.’ Strobilus is clearly Elbruz, whose blunt
top resembles in shape a pine cone, whence probably its classical
name.

t See Dean Alford’s ¢ Sketches from the Riviera,” Mr. J. R. Green’s
¢ Stray Studies,” P. Mérimée’s ¢ Lettres 4 une Inconnue,’ and the local
handbooks. Amongst these English visitors will prefer the ¢ Guide to
Cannes,’ by F. M. S. (London, Stanfords, 1878), which is excellent as
far as it goes, and has a carefully compiled and corrected map.
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be difficult to say anything new in praise or dispraise of the
southern Torquay which has overgrown the quiet fishing vil-
lage which ninety years ago sheltered De Saussure. It is a place
of violent contrasts. e remember it by its life-giving,
serene air, its exquisite land and sea, its rose, violet, and cassia
_gardens. But on the spot one cannot always close one’s senses
to certain drawbacks—architectural horrors in the shape of
barracks for invalids, cockney-gothic castles or box-like French
villas; scents, evil as well as good. Let the inhabitants look
to their own interests, The drainage is notoriously bad, and
the value of property along the sea-shore has already been
seriously affected by it. The town councillors show their sense
of the situation by spending all their spare money in building
a new theatre!

There is much to be explored in the country near at hand.
Immediately behind the hotels we may mount steep roads be-
tween villa gardens where the roses cover every trellis, and are
not content until they have climbed high into the cypress-
spires, to fall back again earthwards in spring in a cascade
of white blossoms. Above the villas spreads the fir forest with
its odorous, thorny undergrowth, where the naturalist may
hope to capture a green frog in a pool, to come upon a com-
pany of poisonous caterpillars on one of their head-to-tail
journeys; or, if sharpsighted enough, to discover and dig out
the exquisitely contrived nest of a trap-door spider. In a
quarter of an hour we come to the terrace path beside the
watercourse which winds round the hills to the chapel of
Notre-Dame de Vie. For miles and miles we look out over
swells and falls of waving olives and red terraced hills—a
spacious, stately landscape. Close at hand Le Cannet, where
Rachel died, ranges crescent-wise in its sheltered hollow ;
Mougins clusters on its airy hill-top ; Grasse catches the sun-

light on its high terrace; while opposite the purple capes and
peaks of the Estérels hem in the blue waters. If we cross
over a spur, we shall come down upon the little basin (an old
lake-bed ?) of Vallauris, which supplies the clay M. Massier
makes into pottery, which imitates and recalls the soft grey
and blue colours of a southern sea on a day of wind and cloud.

No view on the whole coast surpasses—one only, sofar as I
know, rivals—the noble prospect from the lighthouseof Antibes.
Above the broad purple Bay of Nice the land rises in three
tiers of lofty hills. The lowest is half hid in a grey cloud of
olive woods, jewelled here and there with bright towns set on
the edge of the waves, or high on the hill-tops against the rich
browns of the middle range, which shelters Grasse and Nice.

L2
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Above its bare and tawny slopes the golden snows of the
Maritime Alps glow upon the horizon.

As we rest against the roots of the olives a brown figure,
with a wallet and a violin, clinbs up the paved chapel-lined
track from the town. As he comes nearer I recognise in the
old man with a musician’s face the friar of the chapel hasten-
ing to play the vesper hymn on an organ he has framed with
his own hands out of the great reeds of the country, and set up
in the choir under the votive tablets which tell how many
mariners have escaped perils by sea, from sudden squalls or
English cruisers, through the grace of Our Lady of Antibes.
Hence one may wander onwards, through corn-fields and olive-
Kards, past tiny white cottages with red-tiled courts, each over-

ung by its lemon or pomnegranate tree, down to the bay, where
the fishermen keep their boats, or the farthest cape, where the
purple, white-crested waves break to pieces on the low reefs of
rock ; and wicked Monaco, hidden from every other point of
the coast, peeps out like a witch behind the cliffs of E(z,a and
Turbia.

I must not attempt to catalogue or describe all the land-
scapes which come back to my memory. There is scarcely a
brow or dell within five miles of Cannes I have not rambled
over, scarcely a peasant’s olive-yard that I have not trespassed
upon, and every one of these rambles left behind it some new
and brilliant picture to add to my gallery of recollections.

Little to be pitied is the Alpine climber whom fate compels for
a season to haunt the Estérels.* Their highest crag, it is true,
only just surpasses 2,000 feet; but the summits, which, seen
from Cannes, rise in a long undulating line against the
western horizon, if hills in height are true mountains in cha-
racter. On the first morning their outline seems perfectly
beautiful ; yet every day reveals fresh charms in its com-
plicated simplicity. Three times above the blue bay of La
Napoule the ridge rises and falls in graceful curves, then, after
a wide sweep, springs up into a bold summit, like an Alpine
crest taken off its pedestal, broken as it sinks seaward by tall
spires. This is the Cap Roux, or Red Cape, a well-known
landmark to mariners. here the mountain is bare, the rocks
are of red porphyry ; where it is clothed, the covering is a dense
growth of evergreens. Distance blends both into a purple
bloom, which nothing but the fiercest mistral can destroy.

* Estérels is the local, Estrelles the common literary form, stamped
with Mr. M. Arnold’s approval in the line, ¢ Up the steep, pine-plumed
paths of the Estrelle.’
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The plain of the Siagne, five miles of alluvial level, separates
the last hotel of Cannes from the ruined castle of La
Napoule,* at the foot of the Estérels. The early train will
carry us swiftly across it, and, after traversing by a tunnel the
headland of La Théoule, land us at Les Trayas, a solitary
house between the sea and the mountains. Exchanging a
friendly greeting with the station-master, who leads a hermit-
like existence, cheered by the occasional reversion of a Paris
newspaper, we make our choice between the four footpaths
which diverge from the platform. First let us ramble along
the coastguards’ path towards Cap Roux. No greater con-
trast can be imagined to the cliff paths of our native coasts.
Here there is no swell of surging or moan of retreating tides,
no boisterous breeze shifting ever from side to side and vexing
the sad sea into grey, short, restless billows. The tideless
main pours steadily its deep smooth swell into the echoing
caves of the rocks. The waves are purple in the shadow, or
above the dark seaweed beds, green in the pure sunshine;
round the ruddy crags which lie out among the waters they
break into bright columns of foam. The path is half buried
in a thicket of fragrant bushes which form a hedge along
the cliff —laurels, myrtle, arbutus, thick-leaved cistus, lit up
in April with a galaxy of white stars, tall heaths with wax-
like blossoms, prickly thorns. Where a cottage once stood
fruit trees are 1n blossom. The stiff boughs of a fig tree are
already, in February, tipped with jewel-like buds, which in a
few weeks will broaden out into glorious leaf. The dry warm
air vibrates with sensible waves of sunshine and sweet aromatic
scents. Beside us a trickling brook flows out of a steep
narrow glen, where it is soon lost to sight between rocky blufts
and tall fir-stems. Such must have been the sky and sea

¢ That old-world morn in Sicily
When on the beach the Cyclops lay,
And Galatea from the bay
Mock’d her poor, love-lorn giant's lay.’

Lying along the turf and under the fragrant bushes, with
the starry blossoms of the cistus dropping on one’s face, it is
difficult not to fancy the old world still young, the new world
unborn. Even the huge bank thrown across the glen just
where it becomes a bay is no stumbling-block to faith. May
it not be the Cyclops’s doing—a barrier to prevent the union of
the sea nymph and her lover. That sudden roar and shaking
of the mountain beneath us may be the giants’ groan.

* In the process of being rebuilt and converted into an hotel, 1877.
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All day dreams must have an end, and this one is cat short
by the appearance of Polyphemus himself in the shape of the
snorting engine of the Paris express, which dashes over the
high embankment and recalls us rudely to the nineteenth
century. Not altogether a bad century, however, since in thirty-
six hours it brings shivering Britons out of their damp pur-
gatory and enables them to enjoy for a space this healing
paradise, if not as children who have lived only in the sun-
shine, yet with the more deeply-felt and cherished delight of
prisoners escaping for a space from the gloum of their prison
house.*

Beyond and westward of Cap Roux lies the quiet haven of
Agay, a station without a hamlet, unless two or three scattered
farms deserve the name. Landlocked on three sides by steep
wooded hills, the sea touches the shore in a ripple which has
the brightness of a emile and scarcely more motion. Two or
three rude Mediterranean barks are moored off the shore. On
the right rises a bold promontorycrowned with a signal. Its steep
gides are built up of ruddy rocks and fir-stems crowned with
dark green leafage, belween which glows the deep blue
Mediterranean, flecked by white dazzling seagulls and a few
distant sails. The great gulf of Fréjus spreads away to the
distant lighthouse of Cap Camarat, embracing in its curve the
headlands of the Montagnes des Maures and the shining bay
of St. Tropez.

Turning my back on the sea, I followed one day the stream
which filters through the sands of the beach, and found a
broad valley stretching inland between the waste, pine-plumed
heights. The water is shaded by a thicket of oleanders
and aged cork-trees showing the scars of many flayings.
Presently some tilled ground, a few animals, and a solitary
house met my eyes. I fancied myself on the point of dis-
covering Circe’s retreat, and felt almost uncomfortable when a
real pig introduced himself.

Hence paths lead back to Le Trayas or La Napoule across
the hills. Under the landward side of Cap Roux stands the
milestone which marks the line of the old Roman road. A

* Mr. J. A. Symonds has truly felt and eloquently expressed the
Greek character of much of the mountain scenery on this coast
(* Sketches from Italy and Greece’). On looking back at his paper I
find 1 have, perhaps, laid myself open to a charge of plagiarism. I
prefer, however, to leave the text as I wrote it. To describe the
Estérels without laying stress on the classical suggestions they call up
would be to be fulse to the spirit of their scenery,
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little farther is a spring draped with maidenhair and shaded by
chestnuts, above which, in a hole in the rock, St. Honorat and
many of his successors found an agreeable hermitage, and
some fugitives in the days of the Revolution a hiding-place.

Here we are on classic ground for mountaineers. In April,
1787, just before his successful ascent of Mont Blanc, De
Saussure explored the Estérels. He has left us a detailed
account of the hermitage as he saw it, and of his ascent of the
porphyry peaks above it. After describing the fountain, he
goes on, ¢ Les jardins ne font pas moins de plaisir, et quoique
le golit moderne reprouve tout ce qui est régulier, cependant un
peu d’art et de symmétrie fait un agréable contraste avec la
brute et sauvage nature de ces montagnes; et les allées droites
de ces jardins, placées en étagéres couvertes de berceaux de
vignes, et terminées par des niches creusées dans le rocher, firent
sur moi I'impression la plus agréable.’ The garden in the
wilderness and its keeper have long since disappeared, and
those who seek to clinb the Montagne du Cap Roux must
find their own way.

De Saussure, of course, did his duty as a climber. He took
the hermit with him, not as guide, for the idea either of climb-
ing or even naming the hill never seems to have suggested
itself to the holy man. Consequently they first made for the
western point, the tower-like Raou (Rocher) Dauphinier
(¢ Latte,’ De Saussure calls it). This rock looks formidable
iu the distance, but there is an easy though rough way to the
top. The crest between it and the Montagne du Cap Roux
is broken by a huge inaccessible rock-mass, the Grénier, and
to get round this entails a plunge into a thorny thicket—
¢ horribles broussailles,’ the savant calls them—and the modern
climber will use an at least equally strong epithet. Indeed,
this new form of endurance may be safely recommended to
those who cannot properly enjoy mountain scenery without
suffering.

Seen from the western or Fréjus side, the range of the Estérels
sweeps round in a semgicircle from Cap Roux on the right to
Mont Vinaigre on the left. A lower ridge runs across in a
straight line, forming the string to the bow. Through this
barrier the two sources of the Agay stream cut deep gorges.
The northernmost escapes by a narrow doorway between two
tall cliffs supported by bold buttresses, long spines-of rock
weathered into the most fantastic shapes. The eastern stream
flows out of a much longer defile. For a mile and a half it
runs through a narrow and tortuous cleft, where the clear deep
pools reflect spires and pinnacles of red porphyry, or tall firs
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rising out of a dense tangle of southern scrub. The upper
end of the defile is guarde(T by two natural obelisks. Beneath
them lies a tiny meadow, a solitary and romantic spot, hardly
visited twice a winter from Cannes. The glen is known,
according to the French Ordnance map, as the Vallon du
Mal Infernal. A peasant belated among its weird crags
might easily have fancied himself in enchanted ground. But
have not the surveyors made a mistake? One ogr the peaks of
the Maritime Alps is the Rocca Malivern, taking its name
from an alp at its base. Here M. Joanne explains the deriva-
tion as ¢ Mal Inverno,’ ¢ mauvais hiver,” which is, to say the
least, plausible. But etymology is dangerous ground for the
unlearned. A fellow-countryman lately proclaimed in my
hearing that the Cornice road was named after a Mr. Cor-
nish, the English engineer who constructed it. .
The hills which hem in the glen are traversed in ever

direction by good paths cut at Government expense. Wye
may Cross bac%( straight to Le Trayas by an easy and pic-
turesque pass, or traverse either flank of the Montagne de
I’Ours, descending at last to the farm of MaurevieTle, by
terraces running amongst groves of firs, arbutus, and evergreen
oaks and cork trees, whose trunks, of a deep wine-stain hue,
repeat the colour of the rocky tusks which break the hill-side.*
In some corners, which have escaped the ravages of the fires
that from time to time devastate the forest, the trees attain
great size. Everywhere there is the same odorous under-
growth, woven of tough thorns, myrtle, and cistus. In this
winterless land December only adds a touch of brightness to
the evergreen thickets by hanging the arbutus with scarlet
berries, which mingle with the tiny cream-coloured blossoms, a
symbol of the union of autumn and spring. As we return
eastwards we face the broad-backed hills of Vallauris, from
which the Cap d’Antibes stretches out like a green sickle into
the sea. In the distance the ranges beyond the Var glow
ruddy against the sun, and high in the sky soar the white
summits of the Maritime Alps, the wall of Italy, the watch-
man on whose shining battlements looks across to Turin and
Monte Rosa.

* In the French Ordnance map a singular error occurs in the delinea-
tion of this part of the chain. The head of the valley of Muurevielle
is destroyed, and a fictitious western branch of the glen of the Rague
substituted in its place. None of the paths and cart-tracks of the
Estérels have been put into this map, which was engraved some years
ago, and does not appear to be kept up to date even as to high roads,
e.g. the ruad from Grassc to Vence.
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Unless a carriage picks us up at La Napoule, we must (to
avoid the circuitous and dusty high road) cross the railroad
bridge over the Siagne, and walk home through the narcissus
meadows and the stone-pine grove, or along the sands, watching
the sunset colours slowly fade from sky and sea until all is
dark below, and the faint glow in the upper air is reflected
only where a long bar of light marks the wet stretch of sand
left by the last agvance of the quiet waves.

Day after day one may wander among the seaward slopes and
hidden glens of the Estérels without meeting a human being.
The intense solitude is rarely broken even by the cry of an
animal or a bird. Life seems to be concentrated in what
are called inanimate forms of nature—the murmuring brook-
let, the rough-limbed mountain, the dancing air, the laughing
sea. All these become so vivid and palpable as separate
existences, that it is quite natural to fall back into a Greek
frame of mind and to accept the fair old Greek embodi-
ments.

But if half the Estérels is, except to a few old Cannes resi-
dents, an unknown desert, their highest suinmit, Mont Vinaigre,
is a household, or rather a table dhdte, word to visitors. It
serves them as a frequent excuse for their favourite form of
recreation, a gigantic picnic party, at which a dozen to twenty
people talk, unpack, eat, pack, and talk again; and the only
thing forgotten is the scenery.

The mountaineer must not, however, abandon Mont Vinaigre
because its solitudes are now and then rudely broken in upon.
Besides the post road to Fréjus, which traverses one of the
shoulders of the mountain within three-quarters of an hour’s
walk of the top, he may find plenty of picturesque bypaths
to the signal which crowns the highest of a spine of bold
porphyry crags. 1f he is an enthusiast for moonlight and
sunrise, there is even a natural cave where he may pass a
weird night in dreaming of the brigands or wild boars who
used to haunt the neighgourhood.'

From the top there is a most noble and delightful view over
the coast country of Provence from Draguignan on its high
hill-side to Nice on the spacious bay—the true Garden of the
Hesperides, set between the blue sky and bluer sea. The
mountain itself supplies as foreground a tangle of rocks and

ines and cork trees, such a scene as Salvator Rosa sometimes
indicates with a dull eye and rough brush, which miss all but

* ¢ L’Auberge des Adrets,’ a once well-known French melodrama,
takes its name {roin a hamlct close at hand.
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surface effeot, The charm of the panorama lies in the perfect
definition of picturesque details and local colours in the white
towns and hamlets, pine ‘groves and meadows, high crags and
olive-clad plains, sea gulfs and vessels, all spread out over an
immense field. The mysterious, vague sublimity of a great
mountain view is absent. In place o% one overpowering effect,
we enjoy a multitude of incidents perfectly combined into an
harmonious whole.

The first time I stood on Mont Vinaigre I was witness to
a very singular and suggestive vision. The morning had
been Kri ht, but as the day went on a gray pall, portending
rain, had risen in the west and slowly stretched overhead,
blotting out all the fair colours in land and sea, and blurring
the delicate features of the wide landscape. But above the
Var valley some counter air-current kept the clouds in check,
and on the eastern horizon the snow peaks shone forth against
a pale blue sky, pure and brilliant, so that one might fancy
them a row of great white-winged angels looking out from
their untroubled heaven on the dark plains of earth.*

There is a neighbouring height, the view from which rivals,
perhaps surpasses, that from Mont Vinaigre. The Tanneiron
18 comparatively a tame hill. Clad below in steep pine-woods,
it broadens out towards the top into wide, sunny spaces, where
vines and fig trees flourish. On the highest crest—tell it not

* The following hints may be of use to a good walker in the Estérels.
1 assume he has provided himself with the Ordnance map, to be bought
at Nice or Paris (Librairie Dumaine, 30 Rue et Passage Duphot) :—

1. By rail to Le Trayas station; tuke path from Cannes end of plat-
form, which leads up to gap N. of the M. de I'Qurs; follow path
round its sea face to gap at its opposite bage, and descend through the
Vallon du Mal Infernal and by the banks of the Grenouiller to Agay.

2. Ascend Cap Roux from Agay by hermitage of St. Honorat,
descending directly to the sea-coast path, and following it past Le
Trayas and round the Pointe de Théoule. The view from the coast-
guard station on the cape looking over the bay of La Napoule, with
Cannes, Grasse, and the Iles de Lérins in the middle distance, and the
Alps (and sometimes Corsica) on the horizon, is one of the most ex-
quisite and perfect on the coast. This point, though only half an
hour’s walk or ride from La Théoule, is seldom reached by Cannes
excursionists.

3. From Agay walk to gorge under the Serri¢re des Partus. Then
take the path which climbs through the rocks on its N. side and follows
the ridge to Mont Vinaigre; ascend Mont Vinaigre and descend to the
pass at its E. base; follow the roads and paths which keep close to the
watershed as far as the cart-road which crosses the path S.E. of the
Signal du Marsaou; descend by this to the Fréjus road.
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in the Alpine Club—stands a cottage. A rough cart-track
mounts from the bridge over the Siagne on the Fréjus road to
the top, and a terrace path, commanding the most lovely views
of Grasse and its gardens, follows the long back of the range to
a pilgrimage church, whence it descends to the bridge above
Auribeau, or by a shorter cut, which, unless the miller’s punt
is at hand, may involve wading the Siagne, to the village itself.

Below Auribeau, a hamlet clinging round the top of a steep
hill, the river, here dammed up into a broad, tranquil stream,
flows for half a mile through a picturesque dale. Steep banks
clothed with firs and cork trees, and lit up in April with golden
broom and white-starred cistus-bushes, hem in meadows and
willow-fringed watercourses which might have been brought
straight from the valley of the upper Thames.

When the Estérels have yielded up all their secrets, when
we know all that lies between the walls of La Napoule and
the stonc pines and ruined arches of Fréjus, the scattered
villas of the quiet French watering-place of St. Raphael, and
the beacon crag of Agay, it is time to turn northwards.

Behind Grasse, some fourteen miles from the coast, a long
range rises abruptly in a continuous line, closing in the hori-
zon of all views near Cannes. The slopes are only powdered
with snow for a few days in winter; but the highest crest is
outlined with a thin white edge long after the sheltered sun-
ward face is bare. Below the hills are grey with olive groves.
The bare rounded tops take a fresh colour in winter with
every change of light—now the pale amber of Egyptian ranges ;
now, like Scotch hills, blue and grey under passing shadows.

In the centre, under the snowy crest just spoken of, the long
uniform wall is broken to its base by a deep cleft. Two huge
opposite cliffs throw their shadows, morning and evening,
across at one another. This is the gorge of the Saut du Loup.*
The crest is the Cheiron (5,813 feet), the highest summit in the
block of mountains between the Var and the sea.

The road to the hills leads past Mougins, perched on its airy
hill-top, through Mouans, where under the ancient olive stems

* The ‘Saut du Loup’is a phrase constantly in the mouths of
visitors to Cannes. But what nataral feature it refers to they cannot
agree. Some say—and this is the most plausible explanation—that it
refers to the waterfall of the river Loup, which makes several bold
leaps in the bottom of the gorge. The author of the ¢ Visitors’ Guide
to Cannes’ makes it out to be the cascade of the stream which falls
from Courmes. A third party maintains that the name immortalises a
wolf who leapt over the cliff of Gourdon! There can be little doubt,
I should think, that the first derivation is the true one.
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the anemones burst forth in March like a troop of Mr. Doyle’s
fairies, of every hue and size, from the modest purple star to the
blazing scarlet sun-anemone, a firework of a flower. Then it
mounts the long hill-side to the town of Grasse between ter-
races which in April are a staircase carpeted with wild hyacinths
and daffodils.

Grasse hangs on the steep slope looking out to the distant
sea in a position resembling 1n some respects that of Broussa,
while its steep narrow streets recall é)iena. The tuwn has
still an air worthy of the ancient Provengal republic, which
was alternately the ally of Pisa and of Genoa, as the politics of
its rulers swayed from Ghibelline to Guelf. It has a heavy
twelfth-century cathedral,and had until last winter a promenade
shaded by noble plane-trees. Some barbarous official has laid
his axe to their roots. When last I saw them the noble old
trunks were prostrate, and, sound to the core, gave the lie to
the plausible bystander who suggested they had been con-
demued as dangerous. I am bound to say he only added this
excuse in consequence of the scorn with which I had received
his previous suggestion that new trees would be prettier.
Yet Grasse calls itself artistic, and holds fétes in memory of
the native painter Fragonard, famous for his questionable
nymphs and goddesses.

Beyond the gate of Grasse the Vence road runs along a
terrace high on the hill-side ; bare rocks rise above ; below, swells
of fir and olive, broken here and there by tall cypresses or a
white village church, stretch away to the blue bay of La
Napoule. After a low brow has Leen crossed the scene
changes. Neighhouring hills cut off the views towards the
sea, and the road enters the valley of the Loup. Sweeping
round deep hollows in the hill-sides, the haunt of primroses, 1t
approaches Le Bar, a large village with an old church which con-
tains a fifteenth-century altarpiece of the Tuscanschool. From
the terrace close at hand the gorge of the Loup is first seen.
Two tremendous headlands of golden limestone front each
other. The rocks fall in precipices of between 2,000 and
3,000 feet into the great chasm.” On a half-way shelf on the
brink of the cliffs stands Gourdon, a hamlet of refuge in the
old times.

The high road leading to Vence descends rapidly amongst

* The bridge of the high road (not shown on the Ordnance map) is
ahout 550 feet above the sea-level ; the shelves on the top of the lower
cliffs, along which the roads to the hamlets on the uplands pass, 2,860
and 8,340 feet respectively.
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olives to the river-side, to mount again by a long ascent to Les
Tourrettes. We leave it at the bridge, and follow a footpath
which, stealing up on the right bank between orange gardens
and violet beds, climbs to the very base of the wall of crags.

After creeping for some distance under the rocks, and cross-
ing numerous guTlies full of dripping maidenhair, the path comes
back to the stream, where it is tightly grasped between the
huge precipices of red rock. A deserted mill is passed on the
opposite bank. A little higher the path crosses the river.
At this point picnic parties are stopped by a skeleton bridge.
The stream roars below, and from rock to rock, a distance of
perhaps 10 or 12 feet, three poles extend, the faggots and earth
which were once laid on them to form a pathway having long
since fallen in. Last year, however, it was an easy matter
ior a}x:yone not too proud to crawl to get across by the

oughs.

T%:e few who venture over find themselves in the heart of
as wild and romantic a chasm as can be met with in the Alps.
Broken cliffs, only here and there giving scanty goat-pasture,
spring straight from the water-side. A few chestnuts cling to
the crags. Sonarrow is the cleft that a mere strip of sky is
visible overhead, against which, looking back, the great rocks
forming the portals of the gorge throw out their bold outlines.
Deeper in the defile there i3 no more room for the path, which
passes along a gallery carried round the face of a crag -over-
hanging the stream. This gallery I found much in the same
state as the bridge—that is to say, only a few withes remained,
bound to iron stanchions in the rock. These, however, could
be wormed over by a light weight. Beyond this mauvais pas
a stream tumbles in a great leap across the path coming down
from Gréoliéres, a hamlet 2,000 feet overhead. At last the
track abandons the river, and a rude staircase in the limestone
rock, which anyone unaccustomed to mountains might very
easily fail to notice, leads up some 300 feet to a brow whence
all the height and depth of the abyss are seen at a glance. A
path, easy except for those subject to giddiness, traverses the
face of the cliffs, passing at one place under a waterfall.

The gorge is now left behind, and the upper valley opens
before us. In winter it is bare and brown. The few scattered
cottages are connected by horse-tracks. A new road running
to the village of Cipiéres keeps high along the western hill-side.
It is useless to those making for the Cheiron, who must keep
close to the water on its (true) left bank as far as the point
where the valley of the Loup turns due west, and a road leads
up a side glen to the right to the high plateau of Coursegoules.
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Following this for a hundred yards, and passing close to the
bamlet of St. Pons, I began to climb the great face of the
Cheiron, conspicuous from the hills near Cannes. The next
two and a half hours were devoted to steady treadmill work up
very steep grass slopes, broken only for a few minutes midway
by a cultivated shelf. A little more than halfway up the
ascent of 4,000 feet I turned round fora moment to rest. A high
snowy range, very clearly defined, with peaks shining in rosy
light and pearly shadows in its hollows, had risen above the
ridge behind me, itself 3,500 feet high. I had to think twice
before I could convince myself that no Maritime Alp could
possibly have got so far to sea, and that these substantial
snow-peaks were the same I had seen from lesser heights as semi-
transparent ghosts floating in haze above the watery horizon,
the mountains of Corsica.

Time was running short, and I could not afford to halt. At
last 1 was up to the level of the cliffs seen from the hills
behind Cannes. To be able to use hands as well as feet was
a delightful relief in the long uphill struin. I took the steepest
rock I could find, and indulged my scrambling instinct. A short
gully led up between two crags. As I reached the crest I was
met by an icy blast which nearly knocked me back again.
A few steps to the right and I was on the top of the
Cheiron, under the lee of a big ruined signal, erected, no
doubt, for trigonometrical purposes. It was late in the after-
noon, and the sun was low in the western heavens. A wilder
view I bad never seen even from the greatest heights. The
sky was already deepening to a red winter sunset. Clouds or
mountains threw here and there dark shadows across earth and
sea. The Estérels had sunk to a cape of the size of Beachy
Head. Far beyond them stretched the coast of Provence.
The great Gulf of Fréjus was spread out with all its bays and
capes. Beyond it, over the Montagnes des Maures, as the old
Burgundian provinces are seen from Mont Blanc over the
Jura, the long land-line receded northwards towards Toulon,
broken where the Iles d’Hyéres lay apart from the land.

Far out at sea Corsica burst out of the black waves like
an island in flames, reflecting the sunset from all its snows.
From the sea-level only its mountain-tops, and these by aid of
refraction, overcome the curvature of the globe. From our
height we seemed to see down to their roots, the capes which
break the waters.

The back of the Cheiron itself is a broad pasturage, partly
wooded, covered in summer with flocks and herds and vocal
with shepherds’ songs. Now it was a howling wilderness
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of snow and ice. That way lay winter. I had climbed the
great screen which, like the mountain-wall of a fairy tale,
protects the lemons and palms of Provence. In front was
the country of the north wind. It was strange to turn the
head from the fertile coast studded with bright towns to the
white leagues of frozen hills which stretched one beyond the
other towards Gap and Grenoble. If the knife-edges of
Dauphiné were in sight, they were indistinguishable from lesser
snow-clad heights. Elsewhere the horizon confirmed my im-
pression that there is little attraction for the mountaineer in
the Basses Alpes.* The familiar peaks of the Maritime Alps
still remained by far the most striking features of the moun-
tain panorama.

It was not, however, a view in which one cared to linger
cver details or was eager for the recognition of localities. The
overpowering effect of the vast weird landscape was due, not to
any individual feature, but to the general expression. Placed
in solitude under the influence of this lurid sunset on the high
desolate hill-top between the snows and sea, the most matter-
of-fact tourist could hardly think for long of such small things
as hills and gulfs and cities. One felt brought face to face
with a mighty struggle hetween the principalities and powers
of nature, a strife in which night and winter were allied
against day and summer, and were on the point of gaining
the mastery. As the sun sank redly in the west, the sea
grew more and more grey; the flush died off the Corsican

eights and left them wan ghosts on the edge of the world;
the last gleams faded from the warm green shores and
the red promontories beyond Nice; the icy blast from the
leagues of northern frost and snow shrieked past with an even
fiercer howl of triumph, as if about to seize on the last strip
of sun-protected land underfoot. The dramatic force -and
mystery of such a scene are familiar to most climbers; they
can scarcely be conveyed to those who are strangers to high
mountains.

Hayving lingered as long as the swift approach of darkness
would permit, I slid over the snow-slopes on the N. side of the
mountain to & gap a quarter of a mile E. of that which I bad
mounted through. My descent might be summarised in an
alliterative line familiar to youth. By a run down the rugged
rocks I succeeded in reaching, with ragged clothes and
knuckles, but otherwise unharmed, a good path just before

* The Lac d'Allos and Mont Pelat (10,016 feet), S. of Barcellonnette,
will probably best repay a visit in this region.
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«dusk. It crossed a watershed, and then circled round the
slopes to the large mountain village of Coursegoules, where I
arrived in pitch darkness at about 6.15 .M., in 1} hour from
the summit.

The village inn gave me a partridge for supper and a com-
fortable bed. At an early hour next morning I set off by
moonlight to return to the sea coast at Cagnes. The road lies
across wild, silent downs, alive in summer with shepherds and
shepherds’ songs. Often, I was told, they sit on neighbouring
hillocks and chant alternate strains to the music of their pipes.
At last, as the east whitened, and the full moon paled in the
-western sky, I saw from the outmost folds of the hills the
wide sea-spaces, and dropped by steep zigrags down a barren
gorge, and past an old castle of the Templars to the ancient
town of Vence and the orange-girt walls of St. Paul.

There is another gorge in these hills which well deserves a
visit. The water which supplies Cannes is brought in an open
aqueduct, over twenty miles in length, from the Siagne near St.
Césaire. This village lies some ten miles W. from Grasse on
the first shelf of the hills. It is approached by a road across
a bare plain so thoroughly Syrian in character that one finds
oneself involuntarily looking out for camels and a domed
Moslem tomb. You may enter it and walk about its streets
without further discovery, unless chance leads you to a terrace
a few yards behind the church. There you find that the
whole village is built on the brink of a great chasm. Far
below (1,500 feet, I should say at a roug%) guess) the clear
stream of the Siagne, newly born out of great caves in the
hills two or three miles higher up, flows at the bottom of a
steep-sided glen, cultivated wherever the cliffs allow it. The
olive groves pour down to the bottom in a great silver-green
cascade. '

The aqueduct which feeds Cannes draws its supply from
the stream a mile or two higher up. By a little scrambling
it is possible to follow it in the opposite direction, looking
down on the still green pools, the sparkling shallows, and high
arched bridges of the Siagne, and the clusters of sun-stained
buildings—mills or farm-houses—which gather beside the
stream. The high road from Grasse to Draguignan is joined
close to the wide-spanned arch which marks the frontier of
the Alpes Maritimes and the Var departments.®

* An interesting walk I did not take is to follow the line of the
Roman aqueduct from the Siagne to Fréjus, about twenty miles.
(See F. M. 8.’s ¢ Guide to Cannes.’)
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Here, before leaving the mountains of the coast and turning
inland, I may add a few lines on the view-points of Nice,
Mentone, and San Remo; Mont Chauve, the Berceau, and
Monte Bignone.

The Mont Chauve is reached by the charming country
road which leads to Aspromonte, and it is easy to descend
from it to St. Martin le Var or Les Tourrettes on the Lantosca
high road. :

The double-headed point of Lie Berceau seen from Mentone
is from below one o})o the most tempting of Mediterranean
mountains, and nothing can be more Eeautiful than the lower
part of the walk, whether the ridge track to Castellar or the
footpath through the Val di Mentone, a bower of orange and
lemon groves, is taken. Perhaps the best route is through
Castellar and up past the old eagle’s nest of Castellaras, now
in ruins, reaching the gap between the two points of Le -
Berceau from the N., and descending by the seaward face.
The view, however, i3 not equal to that from most of the
coast mountains, being confined in many directions by ranges
close at hand ; nor is it improved by following the ridge inland
to the higher Gramont, the culminating point in this neigh-
bourhood. o

Far more beautiful is the San Remo mountain, Monte
Bignone. The ordinary path by San Romolo, however,
should be avoided. A preferable track winds through vine-
yards to the chapel of San Pietro and the Croce di Fara, and
then climbs & spur of the mountain. At first it is bare, and
the clay strata, turned up vertically to the sky, look like the
ribs of a famished monster. Above spreadsa great pine forest,
in which it is easy to miss the way, but difficult to lose it
badly if the obvious rule of going always uphill is observed.
The top of Monte Bignone 18 a long down broken by beech
copses, slo'airng gently for some distance seawards, precipitous
on the N.W, face. It commands a most romantic view over g
landscape Italian in every detail. The wide basin of the
Nervia spreads out towards the snowy Alps; steep-sided
ridges, crowned by the brown houses and white campaniles
of walled hill-villages, divide narrow winding glens. On the
other side the chestnut furests of Ceriana are seen, but the
town itself, one of the most picturesque in Italy, is hidden.*

* There are obvious traces of ancient entrenchments on the summit
of Monte Bignone, of which I have found no explanation. The top of
the neighbouring and lower Monte Caggio is a huge pile of stones,
which appears to have been hcaped together by human agency.
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It is easy to descend from the top to the pilgrimage church
of San Romolo, whence a paved path leads down directly to
San Remo. A good walker will prefer to follow a terrace
road which runs along the face of the hills to Qspidaletti; by
turning off it above Signa, San Remo may be gained by that
village. A still more charming descent 18 found by crossing
the backbone of the hills and following the crest of the spur
which ends in the Cape of Bordighera. The views looking
westwards from the neighbourhood of that village are perhaps
the most perfectly romantic on the Riviera, and, if the hotels
were anywhere but in the ugly Marina behind the railway
station, Bordighera would probably before this have become one
of the most frequented health-resorts of the Mediterranean
coast. The neighbouring scenery shares with that of Cannes
two qualities wanting among the romantic glens of Mentone
or the quieter hills o% San Remo—spaciousness and variety in
character. The bottom of a valley ringed by impending hills,
even though it open on the sea, cannot—at least to my taste—
compete as a place of long sojourn with a spot which presents
landscapes at once bold and broad, varied in themselves and
capable of infinite variety of expression, according to season
and weather, and crowned by that most beautiful and sugges-
tive of all natural objects a distant snowy chain.

THE CONGRESS OF ALPINE CLUBS AT PARIS IN 1878,
AND FETE AT FONTAINEBLEAU.

AT the congress of the French Alpine Club which took place at
Grenoble in 1877, resolutions were passed ¢that there should be but
one international congress per annum, to be organised successively b
the French, Italian, Swiss, and German clubs,’ and ¢that hencefor
the congress should be held in the mountains and not in a town, an
exception, however, being made in favour of Paris in 1878, on account
of the Exhibition.” Probably the wisdom of the former of these reso-
lutions is sufficiently apparent, and the writer of these lines, at any
rate, has no cause to regret the exception that made Paris the centre
of the festivities of the past year.

On September 6, 1878, the congress was opened, not at the Troca-
déro, as was originally intended, but at the palace of the Tuileries,
when M. Adolphe Joanne, the esteemed president of the French club,
delivered a carefully prepared and animated address upon the subject
of ¢ Alpinism.” M. Talbert, V.P. of the French club, followed with an
account of Alpine reunions at Lauteret and Interlaken. M. Le Colonel
Goulier addressed the congress on the use of mountain barometers,
and M. Charles Durier introduced an ingenious theory of the passage
of the Alps by Hannibal.

On the 7th the congress was continued. It was addressed by M.
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Schrader ¢On the Alps as a Teacher of Youth,’ and the speaker’s re-
marks were received with great applause. M. Schrader is one of the
most active and intelligent of French mountaineers, and has made many
valuable contributions to the ¢ Annuaire.’ A general discussion then
ensued, in which M. Ceeare Isaia, Mr. Budden, M. Freundler, president
of the Swiss club, M. Binet-Hentsch, its vice-president, M. Talbert, and
M. Durier took part, after which the congress broke up, the members,
no doubt, being highly satisfied with the effective discharge of their
duties, but looking forward, as I ventured to think, with a still keener
interest to the various public and private hospitalities which awaited
them during the ensning week.

On September 10 the féte of Fontainebleau took place, and although
a slight summer fog greeted the 200 excursionists who presented them-
selves at the Lyons railway station at 7.45 a.M., it was felt by every-
one that a fine day was in store for them, and spirits rose accordingly.
At the station at Fontainebleau every kind of vehicle known to the
wildest imagination was found to be in waiting, and the joyous
caravan set out in the direction of Franchard, where a great breakfast
was spread under the trees. The sun broke out as the breakfast con-
cluded, and the rest of the day was occupied, under a cloudless sky, in
making different excursions in the charming forest ; all parties being
warned to be at the palace as soon after five as possible, as the ban-
quet was fixed for six o'clock precisely. The first groups returned
soon after four, and amused themselves by walking about the gardens,
or by throwing pieces of bread to the carp, or by listening to the eminent
Mounet-Sully—himself a member of the French club—who recited
with great effect ¢ Les pauvres Gens 'in the charming little theatre of
the palace. At six o'clock the banquet was served in the Great
Gallery of Henry II. This magnificent hall was placed at the disposal
of the French president by the Minister of Public Works, as a mark of
his interest in the objects of the meeting. The hall was illuminated by
hundreds of candles, and the whole effect was magnificent. The great
oriel windows looked out upon the gardens and the park, and a moon
nearly full rose to brilliance as the dinner proceeded.

M. Joanne, of course, was in the chair; on his left were the presi-
dents of the English and Swiss clubs, Senator Torelli, of the Italian
club, and the Mayor of Fontainebleau. On his right were the prefect
and sub-prefect of the Seine and Marne and the leading members of
the central committee. The Italian club was in strong force, being
represented by more than thirty of its members. °

The menu was tempting and the dinner superbly served. The
band of the 11th Hussars discoursed excellent music from the garden.
M. Joanne, who was received with vehement applause, returned thanks
to the sun for his brilliancy, to the Minister of Public Works for the
use of the banquet hall, and to the administrative civil and military
authorities for various services rendered by them, and then drank to
the prosperity and increasing union of all European Alpine Clubs.
M. Patinot, prefect of the department, returned thanks for the Govern-
ment, and M. Meunier, the mayor, for the town.

The healths of England, Switzerland, and Italy, and of the presidents
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of their respective clubs, were then proposed by M. Foucher de Careil,
senator and ane of the founders of the French club, and in an amusing
speech, in which he described England as the school of all the liberties,
he mentioned the right which each Englishman reserved to himself
of breaking his own neck as one of the most dearly prized of the
many blessings conferred by the Habeas Corpus.

The English president returned thanks for the European clubs, and
received a most flattering and gratifying reception. The Swiss presi-
dent (also very cordially received) returned thanks for Switzerland,
and after a few more speeches the whole audience adjourned to the
gardens, where a magnificent display of fireworks was expressly pro-,
vided for them by the municipality of Fontainebleau. A hasty rush was
made to the station, where the Marseilles train was stopped for our
accommodation, and with noise and laughter we searched for our
carriages under the severe eyes of three dignified Arab chiefs, en route
from Algiers to Paris, who appeared to regard the whole of our
proceedings with unmingled awe.

Too great praise cannot be given to the committee of the French
club for the excellence of all the arrangements for the convenience and
comfort of their members and their guests. Every contingency was
foreseen, and there was no hitch in the proceedings from the beginning
to the end.

The congress and the féte appear to have excited considerable interest
outside the usual Alpine circles.

Interesting accounts of the proceedings appeared in the ¢ XIXme
Sidcle,’ in the ¢ Républicain,’ in ¢ La République francaise,’ and in other
papers, and a cartoon of the banquet scene, and sketches of the prin-
cipal points of interest in the forest of Fontainebleau, appeared in the
¢ Illustration.'

So far I have set down simply the official proceedings in connection
with the congress and the féte; but the writer of these lines desires to
bear his testimony to the unvarying courtesy, the profuse hospitality,
the sympathetic kindness, which the representative of the English club
received at the hands of his French brethren.

Shall that charming little dinner at M. Joanne's be forgotten, over
which Madame Joanne so gracefully presided, after which a merry party
smoked innumerable cigars in the balcony overlooking the gay gardens
of the Luxembourg ? or that sumptuous banquet of eighteen covers
at Vefours which the Marquis de Turenne gave to the more prominent
members of the various clubs, and over which he presided with such
unaffected simplicity and courtesy ? or that genial breakfast in the
Quartier Latin, presided over by the accomplished René Fouret, of the
firm of Hachette and Co.? or shall I recall the railway journeys in the
sewers, or the wanderings in the catacombs, under the guidance of the
gentle M, Lemercier, or the many other places of public interest to
which our kind friends procured us so ready un access ?

Well, there are no hosts more charming than cultivated Frenchmen ;
such courtesies as I received,