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ONE BELOW THE BELT
By Colin Stead

THE winter was going badly, with only two worthwhile routes to our
credit. Crocket and I, after an unfortunate incident over the key,
sat in splendid isolation as the sole attenders at a C.I.C. meet. The
other four, having spent a wet Friday night outside the hut, had left
to seek a bed elsewhere. They took it very well and we were only
mildly abused as we wandered up the track on the Saturday.

Our enjoyment of the empty hut was wrecked for ever when the
Mountain Rescue crashed in at three in the morning and set up base
over some poor unfortunates benighted on Observatory Ridge.
Exhausted by the non-stop chat, we left the hut early in a spirit of
self-preservation, to find that the inevitable thaw had remarkably
changed to a freeze. The Ben was like an iced cake and it was the
best day of the winter. Unfortunately, although the weather was
perfect, the ice was not and our enthusiasm expired just below the
Basin on Orion Direct. During the tedious retreat there was much
time to ponder possibilities a little further to the left. I had never
seen such a plaster of snow on the face.

We were really due to go on photographic safari for the Club
‘glossy” the next weekend, but Crocket’s arm was twisted, Gerry
Peet was willing and so it was up to C.I.C. again on another ill-
attended S.M.C. Meet (I don’t know what the Club is coming to.
The Thoughts of Chairman Brooker are not being followed). The
alarm went at 5 but I (wisely) did not waken my partner till 6, and
it is a measure of our communication problems in the morning, that
he was out of the hut and away ten minutes, before I noticed his
absence. A frantic scramble out and he was disappearing round the
far side of the Tower Ridge. I have learnt never to try and keep up
with Crocket on the hill, but it was necessary to catch him before he

Photo: K. Crocket

Opposite—Stead seems to have lost his head on Minus One Gully’s crux.
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started up the wrong climb, so I did move a little faster than usual,
to get within shouting distance. Fortunately I had pointed out that
Minus One was the last of the great Nevis gullies still unclimbed in
winter. This seed had obviously germinated in his mind, because
obedient to my distant roar, he altered course and entered the gully.

When I arrived, he had soloed the initial pitches and was lost
to view. The gully looked tremendous. Distinct and deep in its
bottom part, it rose as a slender white ribbon contained by gleaming,
iced slabs, to terminate abruptly at a huge overhang. It thereafter
continued as a shallow groove to a lesser roof, before disappearing
among the rocks to the right of Minus One Buttress.

The snow-ice was impeccable and led without difficulty to
Crocket’s stance, where he announced that the first pitch was mine.
This either meant that it looked too easy for him to be bothered
with or that it looked nasty. It looked nasty.

Weighed down by all my impedimenta, I started off back and
foot and then moved onto the back wall which was somewhat
sugary for comfort, so much so, that large cavities had to be dug for
the right hand and foot, while the left could rely on axe and points.
An awkward bulge and a final wallowing mantleshelf led into the
cave below the overhang. The floor of the cave consisted of a
pinnacle of snow of dubious stability, while at the back was a large
hole disappearing down behind the pitch for at least 20 feet. An
opportunity for the Yorkshire Ramblers to break new ground,
perhaps.

The left wall had a great drool of green ice fringed by long
frozen fingers of blue and gently overhanging. A rock peg in the
undercut roof inspired confidence for a tentative sally which got
nowhere. Crocket helpfully suggested I peg some terrible crack on
the right wall which I could not see so I cut some ice to silence him.
A loose drive-in on the left wall and some tension allowed a little
upward progress. ‘Clip into your waist and you can relax,” he said.
Foolishly I complied and found myself back ‘relaxing’ on the floor
of the cave, but at least the rock peg had held. Back to the drawing
board! Below, the wall running out to the left edge eased to vertical
but was only thinly veneered with ice. If that 10 feet could be
crossed, the problem was solved. Lowered back over the bulge, I
teetered over on tension, until a terrordactyl could be sunk into the
solid stuff round the corner and a great heave landed me on the
good ice of the bounding slab. This was accompanied by great
screams from Crocket. (There were complaints from other climbers
about the noise later!).

Progress was now rapid until the rope jammed, back down, up
again and then bested three times by an incredibly awkward little
roof, before I turned it also on the left and regained the gully bed.
Suddenly the weather changed and the clouds swirled in, bringing a
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fine drizzle. The promised thaw had arrived and all the icicles
started dripping.

I belayed on a terrible stance to a poor dead man and all my
leepers stacked hopefully together in a hole. I allowed myself to
wonder how Crocket would deal with the tension traverse. ‘I might
swing,” he said with apparent indifference, but up he came on a
tight rope, straight up the green boss on scrabbling points and
flailing terrordactyls.

Above, was another overhang, but a reasonable left traverse
took him out of sight. Time passed and great chunks of ice flew by.
It was apparent that his purity of purpose had come up against
something overpowering and front-pointing had given way to step-
cutting. When I came to follow, I found an impressively steep ice
wall, which was pointed up from one resting place to another, with
blood-drained arms and bruised knuckles, removing his one pro-
tection screw on the way. It was a good pitch. A chocolate bar was
thrust into my hand.

‘Next pitch is your kind of climbing,” he said, ‘quite straight-
forward!”

I did not quite know how to take that remark, so I pushed on up
a splendid slabby corner which ran out onto a snow bay, level with
the bristling summit crags of the Buttress.

The gully now divided into two grooves, so he followed the left
to its conclusion. I wanted to go left onto the Buttress, but his
wiser counsel prevailed and I went right, under the overhanging
rocks, finding two solid runners on the way, until a long stride led
into the parallel groove. A few feet up and another screaming
session—the way was clear!

There was no cornice, just a semicircular rim of rock, gained by
a mantleshelf. What a position! Perched on the knife-edge aréte of
Minus One Buttress with great gullies dropping away into the driving
snows. The final pitch along the aréte was a delightful series of
pinnacle-embracings and crest-balancings until the junction with
North East Buttress was gained.

We had intended to descend N.E.B. rather than face the Man-
trap, but after finding ourselves descending Minus Two Buttress
by mistake, we turned tail and went for the summit, finding the
right traverse from the Mantrap so plastered that it could be
walked round.

It has been quite a day. As we went down the mushy snows of
Number Four Gully, Crocket conceded that well he supposed it was
quite a good climb and anyway, it kept it in Scotland!



224 SCOTTISH MOUNTAINEERING CLUB JOURNAL

HADRIAN’S WALL DIRECT
By Neil Quinn

LanG and I enjoy a beautiful walk up to the hut in moonlight, snow
on the track all the way, ice drooling down cliffs very bare for mid-
February but the best we've seen for many a day. Next day, we
get up reluctantly at half past six. Surprisingly, several others join
us for breakfast—Iain Rowe, for instance, who looks about as
cheery and eager as a hibernating grizzly who’s just been disturbed.

Daylight draws us from the hut about quarter to eight. We have
won the waiting game and Iain is thrashing out a track in the soft
snow towards Observatory Gully. As we catch up with him flounder-
ing among thigh-deep snows at the foot of the long slope up to
Point Five he shouts nastily at us so we take to the easy-angled
rocks below Observatory Ridge and contour round the foot of the
cliff where the snow is old and hard and much easier going. We want
to climb Hadrian’s Wall Direct, sometimes known as Point Two
Five, which is the large ice-fall descending the west flank of the
ridge. We were beaten to the first ascent of it two years ago by
Mike Geddes and partner, but now we hope to make the second
ascent.

I lead off up the first pitch, straight up to take a belay in
seventy-five feet where the ice steepens into the wall proper. Doug
joins me and heads off straight up and over a steep bulge. The ice,
of the concrete variety, requires a great deal of time and effort to
fashion a single hold. A hundred and fifty feet and three hours
later Doug takes a belay and I move up his ladder of ice.

There’s a choice of three exits from the ice-fall—up a long groove
on the right leading to the foot of the upper chimney, or left across
to a break in the final wall and straight up from there, or straight
up from where we are. The first is too much like cheating, the second
too thin and bare and not really feasible, so straight up it is. Sounds
easy. Thirty-five feet and the steepest part of the wall will be over.
Cutting steps in near-vertical ice is difficult enough, but when the
ice is like this stuff life becomes a bit difficult, each step requiring
dozens of blows to form even the smallest hold. After twenty feet
the angle eases then it rears up in a nasty ten foot bulging section.
I cut holds up this final section in several sorties and at last make a
move up the wall but reaching the top holds I can’t let go to cut
any more, not even to plant a screw or a Chouinard hammer. So
down again and I put a screw just below on the right for tension.
This results in dinner-plating of the right hand holds. Oh well, try
the left and once again the hand-holds are very effectively removed.
I go back down the wall to the halfway stance to think .... The
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only idea I have is to traverse ten feet left below the final bulge and
try it at its lowest point. Time is wearing on, so holds are scanty as
I scratch across the wall. The wall drops in a single sweep nearly
three hundred feet to Observatory Gully and then on down—not
something to be thought about in great detail. The bulge is still as
steep but slightly shorter and the ice of a different consistency.
I hack small but jug-type holds, move up, plant a Salewa screw and
rest. I then repeat this performance and can now reach over the top
of the wall and thump my hammer thankfully into good nevé and
then walk my feet over the bulge till I'm touching my toes, poised
on the edge of nothing unable to get the damned hammer out.
Thirty feet of comparatively easy snow-ice brings me to a belay
and Doug comes up on a hope and a prayer having removed the
screws beforehand. By now we’re into top gear and as I've had a
rest I thrash off up the next hundred and fifty feet to the foot of the
narrow ice-packed chimney. Doug follows with the pack and in the
gathering gloom we have some chocolate and glucose and put on
headlamps. The chimney is narrow and steep—very similar to the
final exit from the chimney system on Point Five. Halfway up the
chimney everything goes black—bloody torch. I manage to jam
myself sort of diagonally as I try to find the trouble. Not the battery
so it must be the bulb. The spare bulbs are in my breeches pocket,
but first I've to loosen my anorak jockstrap, then drop my wind-
proofs to knee-level and fumble about for a bulb. Eventually light
returns, so I get dressed and continue, but this is time-consuming
and by the time Doug joins me it’s about half past seven, dark and
misty. Where to? Up? We run out several rope-lengths in the
general direction of the plateau, taking the line of least resistance
and being forced further right than we wish. Doug takes off up an
iced groove. The rope runs out quickly then stops. Slowly it inches
out again and I stand there dozing at the belay not very interested.
After all, we're almost at the summit. The rope now speeds up a
bit and after a delay I am summoned. The iced groove is no bother,
then there’s an easy snow slope and a dead end. There’s a bare
holdless ten-foot corner on the right and an open groove leading to
an overhang on the left with a practically bare wall between. Very
interesting, but at midnight shattering. Lang smugly gives advice
from the security of his phony belay above. He suggests hauling
the sack but we’'ve wasted enough time so I try it with it on. I
climb up the open groove on the left which gets progressively
steeper, barer and thinner as I move under the overhang, until I can
just reach the bottom of a large fog crystal which is hanging from
the overhang. T then walk my feet up the nearly bare rock groove,
crampons scratching displays of sparks from the rock until I'm
embracing the fog crystal and lying out at about sixty degrees
beyond the vertical. I somehow transfer my right foot from the
corner on to a rock hold on the top of the wall and lunge rightwards
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praying that there is something for my hands because the rope is no
use, Doug being well to the right of me, and the angle still too steep
to dispense with hand holds. All is well as my hands close round a
crumb of ice. A couple of moves sees the wall finished. How Doug
led that pitch T don’t know. I'm certainly glad it wasn’t my
problem. The belay is almost as non-existent as the stance. The
pack gets changed and up I go. Not long now. Thirty feet up I
reach an impasse: bare holdless rock above. Twenty feet right I
can see the slopes running up to the plateau but it might as well be
twenty miles for all the chance I have of getting there. Doug gets
niggly so I come down and give him a try, but it’s no use.

We both feel a bit bushed by now, so we decide to see if we can
sleep on our feet. I dig a couple of large foot-holds, drive in my
axe and with my arms round it I'm asleep in no time at all. However,
Doug has difficulty sleeping in a warm bed let alone when he’s wet
cold and stuck a couple of hundred feet from the top of the Ben
and he keeps stamping his feet and kicking snow down on me so
after about half an hour and umpteen rude wakenings, I give up
and we decide to abseil back down. We then have our first piece of
good fortune in a day of troubles. The belay pegs are useless and
I'm scratching aimlessly at the snow in front of me when I
unearth a perfect thread-type anchorage and we quickly descend
the pitch which had caused us so much time and effort to climb.

As usual the rope jams and we have to jump about like a couple
of marionettes to free it. We climb down a pitch and traverse left
between some rock bands till we reach a gully. Two pitches later I
collapse in the snow at the top of North-East Buttress, 174 hours
after leaving Observatory Gully.

Epitor’s Note:—This is, of course, the second article dealing with
Hadrian’s Wall we have carried in two years. Discerning readers will, how-
ever, notice that routes described are quite distinct! Quinn and Lang’s epic
struggle on the route compared unfavourably with matter-of-fact ascents
made later last winter by parties employing the Cunningham/Chouinard
stick 'n ’pick technique and now Quinn and Lang, too, have been converted.
Since they are possibly the only major Scottish cordée to have resisted the
march of progress, their capitulation has a special significance. It may be
that we have seen the last all-night struggle with the hoary Ben. Journal
Editors at least will shed a tear for the passing of the technique of Raeburn,
Bell, Mackenzie, Patey and Marshall . . ..
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TWO ABERDEENSHIRE HILLS
By R. G. Inglis

THE higher Cairngorms are regularly referred to in the Journals of
the S.M.C. and of the Cairngorm Club, but no ascent of two fine
little hills, Bennachie and the Tap o’ Noth, appears so far to have
been recorded in this Journal.

Last November, with two free days on the way from Aberdeen
to Inverness, I put up at a cosy hotel at Rhynie, with the pleasurable
anticipation, at my now limited ascent speed of less than a thousand
feet an hour, of not only the two most prominent summits in the
district, but exploration of the massive forts that crown each, as
well as other archaeological relics in the area.

Tt was obvious that access to Bennachie would be restricted, as
its lower slopes are completely wooded, so on finding, a mile or so
short of Oyne, a signpost indicating Back of Bennachie the route
appeared to be clear. At this road-end a gate, labelled Forest Walk
led on to a well-made path, which, after half a mile or so of gradual
ascent, emerged from the woods on to the upper slopes of the hill,
with what appeared to be the rocky summit deceptively close. This,
however, turned out to be a heavily quarried outcrop, with the main
peak, Oxen Craig (1738 ft.) further on, which took me a good forty
minutes to reach, two hours from the car.

The view was extensive: westward, the scenery is flat with the
twin tops of the Hill of Morrone rising out of horizon cloud. North-
ward, the cone of the Knock; continuing eastward, the snow-
patched Tap o’ Noth, the Buck of Cabrach and, in the far distance,
Ben Rinnes, its two ridges standing out in their snowy mantle.
Southwards, the Cairngorm massif, Lochnagar, and Clochmaben.
Below, Maiden Castle stood out in the sunshine, near which, on the
Chapel of Garioch road, stands the ten-foot high Maiden Stone,
which I visited at the end of the day’s outing, sculptured with
religious symbols dating from the 8th to 9th centuries. It is a pity
that such a relic is not protected from the elements, for it is becoming
very weathered, especially on its southern face, compared with
sketches appearing in books of archaeology.

Sandwiches finished, the next objective was the Mither Tap
(1698 ft.), a full mile away, standing out like a castle. A mere track
in the heather led down 300 ft. to a peaty col, and then upward to
the steep ascent to the summit of this extraordinary tor. Defended
at every weak point by massive walls from a bygone age, the
collapsed debris of which lies both inside and outside the fort, and
a still-surviving few yards of parapet walk, eight feet above the
present floor level, the fort was obviously immensely high and thick.
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The entrance through the wall on the east side is only four feet
wide. Scen from a few hundred feet below, one wondors who would
dare to launch an attack on such a stronghold.

The map shows the ‘Maiden Causeway’ to the north, below the
summit. Following the broad and heavily eroded path that leads
to the Pitoddrie woods, this feature, some 300 ft. down, was found
to be a heathery ditch, six to eight feet deep, and ten to twelve feet
across, running across the hillside. When it was constructed, or for
what purpose, is obscure, but the suggestion that it was an ancient
cart road for transporting building material from the ruined fort
seems illogical, as it goes nowhere near the summit.

The route home lay over the heathery moor, with a short diversion
to the summit of another tor, Knockshalloch (1460 ft. approx.), a
faint track eventually being struck that led to the path near the
quarry outcrop.

The following day I had planned to climb the Buck of Cabrach in
the forenoon, and back to Rhynie for the Tap o’ Noth in the after-
noon. Getting away at ninc o’clock, I drove to the highest point of
the Cabrach-Rhynie road, and started on the heathery thousand-
foot ascent of the Buck. A fence leads the whole way. There was
a full gale against me, and after 300 ft. or so I realised I would never
malke both summits that day at my extra limited pace, and the Tap
o’ Noth offered far more interest than the Buck. So returning to
the car, I drove the seven miles back to near Rhynie, where a narrow
farm road to the Brae of Scurdargue indicated access to the hill.
Though devious, this was the route, and at the highest point of the
road, with the gale at my back, I struck over a grassy meadow that
led to an obvious path going steeply to the summit of the Tap, an
isolated cone of 1851 ft.

The summit of the Tap o’ Noth must be one of the most extra-
ordinary in the country: long, broad, and as level as a football
pitch, it is entirely enclosed by the ruins of an immense stone wall,
whose base is formed of vitrified rock, stones fused together by fire.
Circles of stones beside the wall indicate the foundations of anciont
dwellings, and towards the south-west side of the fort ic a hollow in
the grass some three feet deep with a pool of water in it, which may
have been a well. Is this extraordinary summit natural or arti-
ficial? Its flatness, and the vast labours in the construction of the
wall surely do not rule out the latter possibility, even in these
ancient days. The view, of course, like that from Bennachie, is
very extensive, though Bennachie itself looks very tame.

The obvious direct descent to the Brae of Scurdargue is not
advised, as the last hundred feet are virtually impenetrable high
gorse and broom; skirt this, and the farm road is reached.

There is much else of archaeological interest in this area, and a
third day could have been pleasantly occupied.
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AN APPROACH TO REALITY
By Hamish M. Brown

‘AND now being safely off the hills and steaming for the open sea,
the mirth prevailed—the pipes were brought on deck, and the
President, in all the splendour of Highland garb, footed it deftly
through the Highland fling—and reels were danced—a fitting
termination to the Meet.’

The S.M.C. is not what it once was; the above being the end of
the ‘ever-memorable yachting expedition of Easter 1897 Mind
you the expedition had intended its excursions to be undertaken
in Skye but Scavaig proved an inhospitable anchorage and various
ploys took place on Rhum and Knoydart instead. Parallel climatic
reasons were behind one of my pupils who once wrote in a log:
‘During the Skye trip we climbed all the Munros in the Cairngorms.’

Munro to be sure, was the kilted chief of the clan in 1897. Bell,
Boyd, Brown, Brunskill, Douglas, Garden, Howie, Maylard, Rae-
burn, Ramsay, Rennie, Robertson, Ling, Gibson among the tail.

The internal combustion engine has done irrevocable damage to
the safari-skills of the Club. The apogee of logistical effort must lie
in this yachting venture—a masterly approach to the hills, even if,
in reality, they ended in the wrong mountains. (Car drivers are not
less likely to land in the wrong mountains; but have fewer natural
causes to blame, subjective rather than objective causation). How
much more interesting it must have been in the days of tweed;
they really were ‘expeditions,” none of our plastic age’s ‘trips.’
Yet as we choke ourselves in cities and burn up the world’s fuel
perhaps we’ll see a return to reality: man minus machine.

One would rather like to see the present committee committed
to bumming up from Balloch on a freezing Friday night. (Or just to
see a freezing Friday night). The President in kilt, of course.

We might end with another ‘Always a Little Murder’ instead of
the deadly prose of present mountain writings. There’s a definite
lack of hilarity about these days. Everyone works so hard to be
safe and comfortable. (An you canna tak oor Jeemy if you've nae
M.L.C).

In my richly-bound S.M.C.J. Vol. IV there is also an article
entitled ‘Mountaineering with Cycles’ by one Willie Merckx Douglas.
The ‘idea struck that a weekend excursion might be made to
embrace the notable mountain of Lurven.” This laudable plan
entailed cycling off from Spean Bridge at noon, shoving their
‘beasties’ over the unridable watershed and fighting to Skiary on
Loch Hourn in the dark, a howff where they lived solely on porridge
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and whisky. A twelve-hour trip-excursion—bagged the peak and
the next day they pedalled back for the Edinburgh trains.

I'm quite sure they did not pay the ransom B.R. demand for
cycles today. (Fortunately mine is a folding one and once slipped
in a sack can simply go as undescribed luggage).

In those good old days before there was a West Highland line
you had your weekend on the Ben by starting on the Inverness
line and then by horse trap, cycle and foot reached the Allt a’
Mhuilinn. No C.I.C. either.

As a teenager I was a madcap cyclist as well as hill basher and
a few years ago, in revolt against vehicles and always being the
driver having to return to the starting point, I again renewed
acquaintance with the beast. The benefits were soon seen, at an
Eastern S.M.C. Meet one Bank Holiday weekend. (The one where
Charlie lost my crampon). Before dinner in the Glen Shean at
Strathyre I made a quick run up into the forests and cached the
cycle. After dinner I bivouacked by the Falls of Leny. At dawn I
was up Stank Glen and the morning gave a fine traverse of Ledi and
Ben Vane. The cycle gave a rapid descent to Loch Lubnaig and
while the traffic battled it out on the road we pedalled blissfully
along the dead railway track opposite. Q.E.D.

Stay alive in 75, buy a bike! Just think of the £.p. saving on
doing Ben More in Mull Sans McBrayne. Asan ‘aid to pedestrianism’
you can legally use this on all foot rights-of-way; it is not a machine.

On another occasion I left the folded carcass of bike chained to
a tree at the head of Glen Ogle, motored round to Strathyre and
enjoyed a Corbett-collecting traverse back to the pass—to discover
the vital part to hold the machine together had been left in the
car. One makes such errors; once.

Often cluttering up the poor car along with the cycle is a canoe,
my impecunious substitute for the yacht. It’s baptism in approach
to mountains was for the peaks west of Loch Lochy. A gale was
forecast for the afternoon but the raid was over by then and we
sneaked away from the clawing forests with two more scalps.

As a dreamy youth I'd been on those hills with the said crampon
Charlie; so enraptured with the sunset was he that we ended craw-
ling, backwards, down through the trees (to save having our eyes
poked out) in the pitch dark. The god-like, infallible, unequivocal
picture I then had of the S.M.C. was gone for ever. Even though
there used to be, pre-vandal days, a plaque on the Ben saying
Ben Novis, 1406 ft. Evected by the Scottish Mountaineeving Club, the
image of mighty mountain men was for ever gone. They even had
the height of the Ben wrong.

But to get back to boats—I mean ships (Boat=10 press-ups).

Last winter we managed to even out-do the yachting meet, so
now it has gone the way of other departed dreams. We climbed on
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the Ben, in Arran, and across Cape Wrath from Loch Inchard to
Loch Eribol; we sailed from Plockton via the Sound of Sleat, Rhum,
Mull, Loch Linnhe, Jura, Kintyre, the Forth, the Minches, Pentland
Firth to Invergordon. And I mean sai/. Sir Hugh and crew
motored, it was that sort of ship; our was the real Onedin Line stuff,
a top gallant three-masted schooner, no less; the biggest spread of
sail of any British ship.*

Thank goodness Braehead School closed before the scared hand
of panicking authority banged down on mountain doings (the back-
lash of the Cairngorm tragedy) and turned centres into residential
courses in gracious living. What fun we had! And what adventures,
what real demands, what real discipline (not thought-destroying and
body-destroying procedural rules), what real expeditioning—and all
without serious mishap. Rich reality.

The Captain Scott brought it all back with a bang. Thirty-six
innocent trainees and three days later, sails reefed, in the dark,
battling a gale round Ardnamurchan Point, clinging to the yards
(100-foot above the sea), they are a crew sailing a ship. For many
the snowy nights in Glen Nevis were the first camping and the Ben
the first hill. Arran camping suffered hurricane-force winds in Glen
Rosa with Goat Fell a memory of frequent flattenings by big gusts.
The Cape Wrath trip gave as wild, yet all trainees, on their own,
completed the three-day trek in good style. No rest at the end but,
sailing out past the stack where Tom Patey fell, a night of heading
for the Pentland Firth. Sleep became the chosen treat.

I have a picture yet of the last dusk with my Hawke Watch
romping about in the rigging, frantically trying to cover the furled
square sails with hessian before the month of refit, while the snow
fell steadily. They joked and sang, fear and sickness, weariness and
discomfort forgotten. ‘We would sail her to Everest and climb the
bloody mountain,” one of them laughed.

Before turning in that night I climbed out along the jib boom
where you could see the whole ship: masts and rigging, white,
vanishing aloft in a spread of hazy stars, a faint glow from the
chartroom, a quiet sound of singing from the Mess Deck. Below me
the figurehead of Scott, goggles on brow (irreverently referred to as
Biggles), peered through the falling snow. God, it had been good
adventuring; another successful approach to reality.

I’'m sure Sir Hugh would have approved.

*See photographs opposite page 236



232 SCOTTISH MOUNTAINEERING CLUB JOURNAL

THE DOCTOR RETURNS

Ep1itor’s NoTE :—Some years ago (S.M.C.J., 1968, xxix, 5-8) we printed
one episode featuring the indefatiguable Doctor and his hapless companions.
Here, after a decent interval, we allow them to burst upon our pages again.
The perpetrator of these fictions, Geoff Dutton—now just recovered from his
Editorial labours—has been seized by a fit of uncontrollable creation. Nightly,
the Doctor visits him in Glenshee and the next post brings us a further, more
grotesque adventure. From this burgeoning pile we have selected two stories
which deal, in different ways, with two of the more ludicrous aspects of
mountaineering in the Doctor’s world. Tendentious readers may, of course,
find some points of similarity with our own . ...

Finishing off a Top

IT was impossible to see anything. Mist pressed about me, deter-
mined to stay. There was no hint of wind. Undressed for late July,
I was extremely cold. Droplets explored the tail of my shirt. I
stood, cursing, as for the last fifty minutes. It was a small comfort
to know that within a two-mile radius of this mist, almost certainly
in this mist, the Apprentice and—more satisfyingly—the Doctor
were likewise standing; and likewise at their own particular spots,
and likewise for the last fifty minutes. On this God-forsaken
bald-headed hag-ridden heap, three thousand feet up.

Why were we thus enchanted? Could we not sit down? There
was nowhere to sit but weeping heather. One could keep drier, or
less wet, by remaining upright. Drops gathered and crept down
back and knees, but to sit invited cold prolonged and intimate
embrace. Then why not move about? Why not indeed, but for an
unaccountable loyalty to the Doctor; a loyalty, I discovered later,
shared equally, equally unaccountably, by the Apprentice—whose
displeasure in such circumstances is even greater than mine, and
whose experience of the Doctor is no less. It only remains to add
that at the feet of each of us lay a flag on a long pole.

It was, as I said, late July. It was the weekend after that
memorable Sunday the Doctor took us up the ‘rock climb’ behind
his brother-in-law’s shepherd’s cottage; a fortnight, therefore, after
we—or rather the Apprentice—had taken him up his first V.S.
Those episodes may bear recounting elsewhere. Sufficient to record
that we—the Apprentice and I-—had been sorely-wrought men all
that previous week: starting violently at hoot of horn, crossing
Princes Street only when repeatedly—at length angrily—beckoned
by policemen; peering each morning at a doubtful world through a
myriad of entangled and imaginary ropes. So that when, on the
next Thursday night in Daddy McKay’s, the Doctor asked us out
yet again, we both cringed involuntarily and the Apprentice in
anguish slopped his Glen Riddance over the table.
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‘No, never mind,” said the Doctor, flashing out his handkerchief
and wiping the Guidebook page rapidly dry, ‘I'll get you another—
same as before, eh? Fine. Another Glen Riddance, Geordie—ach,
make it three more—vyes, of course, doubles . ...’

To cut the story short, he won us over. It was to be a Very
Relaxing Day. We had all had enough of Difficult Routes (here the
Apprentice swelled visibly; I kicked him accurately, beneath the
table) and this Sunday—we could leave late Saturday, he would
pick us up as usual this Sunday would merely be to Finich Off a
Top.

‘Not bloody Munros— began the Apprentice.

‘No, no, not at all,” said the Doctor.

‘A Corbett—or a Donald,” I suggested, maliciously.

‘If you think—" roared the youth, gripping his Glen Riddance
tighter this time—

‘Certainly not,” said the Doctor placidly, gazing down his beak,
‘not Munro-bashing. 1 did all the Munros in that Section thirty
years ago; in one weekend, as it happened. Not Munro-bashing.
It’s tops.

“Tops? 11 I

‘Much more skilful, much more interesting. You see quite
different country. Some of them are damned difficult to find. Not
all properly measured, you know. There’s one I'm still not sure of.
Here it is in the List, d’you see? (Of course they’ve missed out the
initial aspiration—they always spell these names wrong). We'll go
up there just for a stroll. I'm still quite stiff myself, so you two must
be roally feeling it; one never gets much exercise up and down those
artificial routes of yours. We'll go for a leisurely walk, and I'll nip
off and collect that little chap. The weather’ll be dead clear all
weekend—fine and warm and quite settled, the forecast says.
You’ll just lie and relax. I'll do all the running about. Tops really
test a fellow. Munros! I did most of ’em when I was a student.’

‘How....many....have....you....done....?,’ muttered
the Apprentice, in morbid fascination.

‘Two hundred and twenty-cight—or two hundred and twenty
nine if you include Beinn Tarsuinn. But I've hardly bagged a new
Munro for years. Been after all the confounded tops I left out
before. And I haven’t even done one of those since last Easter
Meet.” He closed the Guidebook, put away his spectacles and
smiled disarmingly. It was my round.

We crawled out of the tent into a dawn of lemon and blue. An
early start, the Doctor insisted, would miss the Heat of the Day and
ensure us time to relax among the summit heather while he rattled
off in pursuit of the errant top. Halfway up sweatily endless slopes,
peopled by that detestable species, the 7 a.m. midge, we stopped
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for a second breakfast of warm ham sandwiches. The view was
excellent. Probably even the Apprentice did not miss his rocks.

‘I’'ve brought something rather interesting,’” mumbled the
Doctor through his ham, rummaging in his rucksack—the only one
with us, and already stuffed with the Apprentice’s shirt and my
cagoule. He held up triumphantly a small shining cannon-like
object.

“You've probably never seen one’—this to the Apprentice. Then
to me: ‘Pretty good, eh?’

‘Looks like a Dumpy level,” remarked the Apprentice, sourly.
The Doctor, somewhat crestfallen, confirmed that it was. However,
it had belonged to a Father of the Club . . . . After further carabiner-
like janglings, he produced a diminutive brass alarm clock.

‘Aneroid. Sir Hugh’s very own. Patient of mine picked it up at
a Kirriemuir roup.’

The Apprentice steadfastly chewed at the view. We awaited a
clinometer. But it must have remained inside.

By ten o’clock we had traversed sufficient miles of peat-hag to
be rewarded by the cairn, beaming pyramidally from the desert
horizon. The Doctor had unerringly smelt it out.

‘This is the Top,” he announced.

‘The one you were after?’ enquired the Apprentice hopefully
rubbing sweat off his shoulderblades.

‘No, of course not. Not the top, but the Top. The Munro. It’s
the fifth time I've been here,” he added. ‘Second in summer.’

He poked a boot reminiscently among burnt stems. Sun gleamed
on his polished clinkers. He looked suspiciously innocent. Statistics
will out.

He knelt and spread the maps. Two maps because, naturally,
the elusive top could be cornered only at the junction of two sheets.
It was not named on the maps. It did not even aspire to a contour
ring of its own.

‘It’s a very doubtful top,” he explained. Phillip and Burn—and
Gall Inglis as well—thought it was one, but they could never get
decent sightings. Today’s perfect. Absolutely clear. But you see
the ground’s so flat about there’—digging a long forefinger into a
blank area of map—‘that I can’t take sightings on these other two
points’—prodding at two bald unpronounceable shoulders— unless
somebody stands up on each of them with, say, a flag.’

The Apprentice and I began to feel a familiar feeling. We
avoided each other’s eyes.

‘Now if you two chaps would be good enough just to pop over
to those two points—see them over there—and stand on them and
wave a flag when you see me wave mine: then I can get accurate
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the Ben, in Arran, and across Cape Wrath from Loch Inchard to
Loch Eribol; we sailed from Plockton via the Sound of Sleat, Rhum,
Mull, Loch Linnhe, Jura, Kintyre, the Forth, the Minches, Pentland
Firth to Invergordon. And I mean saizZ. Sir Hugh and crew
motored, it was that sort of ship; our was the real Onedin Line stuff,
a top gallant three-masted schooner, no less; the biggest spread of
sail of any British ship.*

Thank goodness Braehead School closed before the scared hand
of panicking authority banged down on mountain doings (the back-
lash of the Cairngorm tragedy) and turned centres into residential
courses in gracious living. What fun we had! And what adventures,
what real demands, what real discipline (not thought-destroying and
body-destroying procedural rules), what real expeditioning—and all
without serious mishap. Rich reality.

The Captain Scott brought it all back with a bang. Thirty-six
innocent trainees and three days later, sails reefed, in the dark,
battling a gale round Ardnamurchan Point, clinging to the yards
(100-foot above the sea), they are a crew sailing a ship. For many
the snowy nights in Glen Nevis were the first camping and the Ben
the first hill. Arran camping suffered hurricane-force winds in Glen
Rosa with Goat Fell a memory of frequent flattenings by big gusts.
The Cape Wrath trip gave as wild, yet all trainees, on their own,
completed the three-day trek in good style. No rest at the end but,
sailing out past the stack where Tom Patey fell, a night of heading
for the Pentland Firth. Sleep became the chosen treat.

I have a picture yet of the last dusk with my Hawke Watch
romping about in the rigging, frantically trying to cover the furled
square sails with hessian before the month of refit, while the snow
fell steadily. They joked and sang, fear and sickness, weariness and
discomfort forgotten. ‘We would sail her to Everest and climb the
bloody mountain,” one of them laughed.

Before turning in that night I climbed out along the jib boom
where you could see the whole ship: masts and rigging, white,
vanishing aloft in a spread of hazy stars, a faint glow from the
chartroom, a quiet sound of singing from the Mess Deck. Below me
the figurehead of Scott, goggles on brow (irreverently referred to as
Biggles), peered through the falling snow. God, it had been good
adventuring; another successful approach to reality.

I’'m sure Sir Hugh would have approved.

*See photographs opposite page 236
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THE DOCTOR RETURNS

EpiTor’s NoTE :—Some years ago (S.M.C.J., 1968, xxix, 5-8) we printed
one episode featuring the indefatiguable Doctor and his hapless companions.
Here, after a decent interval, we allow them to burst upon our pages again.
The perpetrator of these fictions, Geoff Dutton—now just recovered from his
Editorial labours—has been seized by a fit of uncontrollable creation. Nightly,
the Doctor visits him in Glenshee and the next post brings us a further, more
grotesque adventure. From this burgeoning pile we have selected two stories
which deal, in different ways, with two of the more ludicrous aspects of
mountaineering in the Doctor’s world. Tendentious readers may, of course,
find some points of similarity with our own .. ..

Finishing off a Top

IT was impossible to see anything. Mist pressed about me, deter-
mined to stay. There was no hint of wind. Undressed for late July,
I was extremely cold. Droplets explored the tail of my shirt. 1
stood, cursing, as for the last fifty minutes. It was a small comfort
to know that within a two-mile radius of this mist, almost certainly
in this mist, the Apprentice and—more satisfyingly—the Doctor
were likewise standing; and likewise at their own particular spots,
and likewise for the last fifty minutes. On this God-forsaken
bald-headed hag-ridden heap, three thousand feet up.

Why were we thus enchanted? Could we not sit down? There
was nowhere to sit but weeping heather. One could keep drier, or
less wet, by remaining upright. Drops gathered and crept down
back and knees, but to sit invited cold prolonged and intimate
embrace. Then why not move about? Why not indeed, but for an
unaccountable loyalty to the Doctor; a loyalty, I discovered later,
shared equally, equally unaccountably, by the Apprentice—whose
displeasure in such circumstances is even greater than mine, and
whose experience of the Doctor is no less. It only remains to add
that at the feet of each of us lay a flag on a long pole.

It was, as I said, late July. It was the weekend after that
memorable Sunday the Doctor took us up the ‘rock climb’ behind
his brother-in-law’s shepherd’s cottage; a fortnight, therefore, after
we—or rather the Apprentice—had taken him up his first V.S.
Those episodes may bear recounting elsewhere. Sufficient to record
that we—the Apprentice and I-—had been sorely-wrought men all
that previous week: starting violently at hoot of horn, crossing
Princes Street only when repeatedly—at length angrily—beckoned
by policemen; peering each morning at a doubtful world through a
myriad of entangled and imaginary ropes. So that when, on the
next Thursday night in Daddy McKay’s, the Doctor asked us out
yet again, we both cringed involuntarily and the Apprentice in
anguish slopped his Glen Riddance over the table.
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sightings and—we’ll soon know the Real Height of this top....
Phillip and Burn could never do it. Nor Gall Inglis. Make a good
Note for the Journal.’

‘What about . . .. a Flag?’ I asked, mechanically.

He rooted again in his rucksack. From its lower leathern
recesses, Dent-Blanche-battered, he produced a cluster of mahogany
brass-ringed rods. He fitted them together.

‘From Lamond Howie’s tripod. Just the thing. And here’s the
cloth—bits of the wife’s old curtains. Shove the spike through "em.
There’s your flag.’

He handed us each our pole and flag, and dismissed us cheerily.
We had not the heart to protest.

That had been two hours before. Flag in hand, I reached my
imperceptible prominence. Across a deep corrie dozed an identical
whale, surmounted by a tiny figure. Another figure, equally remote
but recognisable by its bony stride, denoted the Doctor, scaling his
debatable contour. His flag danced, a speck of colour, as he
climbed. At the top he would wave it. I prepared to stretch out in
the sun.

Then out of that blue-eyed sky the mist appeared. Suddenly.
Wet, white, annihilating.

Of course, it would lift. It was bound to lift. A mere midday
aberration. A casual stray. Rising air would shift it.

It stayed. Fifty minutes, as I said. An hour and a quarter.

Enough. I sighed; I gazed at the pole, I bent down and gripped
it. I would go, Doctor or no Doctor. The mahogany and brass
gleamed. Sun. Sun....

I looked up. Blue indecision, but blue.

Across the corrie, the whale oozed into view. Upon it, a faithful
figure. I waved my flag. He lifted his, not with enthusiasm. I
guessed his feelings. And the Doctor? Smoke lay thick on Sinai; but
it was clearing, clearing. Then—hell and damnation. Clamminess
hugged again, and all was lost.

Twice this happened. At intervals of half an hour.
Then it became darker, and drizzled. Low cloud had joined us.
So I bent down, gripped the pole firmly, and strode off.

But where to....? This way, keeping the corrie on the right.
But where was the corrie? That would be the edge? Peat hag?
No....Yes? Yes.

I halted, embarrassed. I was about to become lost on this
hopeless plateau, sans food, sans map, sans compass, sans torch, in
shirt and breeks and carrying a mahogany pole with a piece of
curtain material on it. And doubtless over there, on his invisible
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whale, the Apprentice faced the same fate, but without even a
shitty . 0%

The weather being Settled, this cloud could last for days. I must
obviously descend into the corrie. Forty-eight hours’ circling on the
plateau could never be lived down. Think of the Accident Report.
Think of Daddy McKay’s. Think of the shrill glee of The
Weasels . . . .

The corrie revealed itself bleakly and blackly as I went lower.
Six miles down the glen, a shooting lodge. Then four miles to a
public road. After that, twenty odd more round to the Doctor’s car
on the other side of the hill . . ..

Two peat-haggard hours later I overtook the Apprentice pulling
his feet out of a bog. He had passed the savage state, and the weeping
state. He was impervious to all, and merely nodded. A dark green
stain down his neck indicated where at one time in his vigil he had
tried to clothe himself in his flag. (My own was red).

We reached a puddled track and trudged on silently, in thin
sheets of sweeping rain. Wind had arrived, and chased hungrily
over vanishing slopes. We half-hoped the Doctor might still be up
there, checking his watch. But of course, with map and compass, he
would be down at his car. Or perhaps—we must both have thought
of this together, for we stopped and looked at each other—perhaps
he had back-tracked on bearings to each of our lonely stances, to
collect us. ...

No help, we were down. If he was up, looking for us, hard luck.

The Lodge came into view. Large shiny limousine. Early
shooters, awaiting August; or landlord inspecting before the let.
Probably the latter. A sniffy-looking cove in tweeds emerged from
the door, said ‘Aah ... .

Before the Apprentice could reply suitably, I got in with a
cordial ‘Good afternoon.” Four miles to the public road. You never
knew.

‘Aah . ... your friend rang up. He’ll be round by car presently.
Do come in, woncha?’

We stopped, breathed deeply, and turned into the porchway.

‘Aah....by the way....perhaps you could leave. ... those
things . . . . out here, eh?’

We were still carrying our poles with pieces of curtain on them.
We leant them carefully against the ox-blood pine posts and went
inside.

An hour later, a car scritched on the gravel and the Doctor
appeared in the room. From our armchairs, we saw him vaguely
across the roar of fire, the shine of plates and glasses. The Apprentice,
much moved, extended a wavering hairy arm from beneath his thick
wool travelling rug.
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‘Ha,’ said the Doctor. ‘Knew where you'd skedaddle to when you
deserted your posts. Rang up Charlie here—you look fine Charlie,
no more trouble, eh? (another of his patients, no doubt . . . .)—‘rang
up Charlie here—yes, thanks, I'll have a Strath Grapple—told him
to look after you. Good thing, keeping the flags. Kept mine, too.
We’ll have another shot next weekend, eh? Settled weather—this
is just a local front. Then we’ll finish it off, and get back to some
real stuff. I'm sure it’s a top all right. The aneroid made it three
thousand and two—can I check with your barometer, Charlie?’

A Good Clean Break

WE coiled the rope. It had been a good route. Warm eastern
granite, and now sunburnt heather. The Doctor arranged himself
elaborately at full length, head pillowed on arms.

‘It 4s a shout,” confirmed the Apprentice, looking up from his last
coils.

We listened. A feeble cry, which might once have been ‘Help’,
wandered up from the other, easier, side of the crag. I peered, but
saw nothing.

The Doctor reassembled his full height, climbed a convenient
protuberance, and inspected the heathery hollow below.

‘There! It s somebody. Chap lying on a ledge. Some ass fallen
off.”

This was one of the Apprentice’s best days. He was in excellent
form, and swiftly led me down a steep series of slabs to the victim.
The Doctor, irritatingly, arrived there first, having walked down a
heathery rake neither of us had seen.

‘Well, and who are you?’, asked the Doctor pleasantly, as he
took off his jacket, knelt, and rolled up his sleeves.

‘I'm the Casualty,” announced the figure, not altogether sur-
prisingly.

‘So it seems. Now,” said the Doctor, frisking him professionally,
‘have you any pain? Back or limbs?’

‘I'm bloody stiff,” remarked the Casualty. ‘Been here hours.’

‘Of course you'll be stiff. But have you any pain?’

‘Only when you poke me like that. Who are you anyway?’

We all raised eyebrows. The Doctor adopted his blandest bed-

side approach, suitable for dealing with irate landowners, lunatics,
or the concussed.

Photo: H.M.Brown
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‘Never mind, laddie. We're here to help. We’ll soon get you
down.’

‘Get me down?’ remarked the Casualty sarcastically. ‘I think
you'd better get them down.” And he stood up, yawned, hobbled
stiffly to one side and, most disconcertingly, proceeded to empty his
bladder over the edge of the cliff.

The Doctor was as near nonplussed as I have seen him. His
fingers stroked the air, his cuffs—now loose again—fluttered
uncertainly. ‘Them? Who are they?’

‘The Rescue Team,” remarked the Casualty, turning and adjust-
ing his dress. ‘They’re all stuck. Up there,” he added, jerking his
head towards the cliff behind us.

We turned. Some eighty feet up, a collection of cagouled figures
fluoresced ashamedly from various unlikely positions. One was
clearly upside down, resting on his elbows. All (fortunately) were
tied together by a welter of ropes. In reply to our gaze, they mewed
in chorus a feeble and obviously highly embarrassed ‘Aaa . . . . help.’

The Casualty sat on an outcrop and lit a fag. ‘I suppose we’ll
have to go and sort ’em out,” he said. When pressed to describe the
nature of his accident, he explained that it was no accident, but just
his turn to be Casualty. It was, he further explained, and somewhat
belatedly, an Exercise. Training. This was the Pitfoulie M.R.T.
They came out every weekend, if the weather was fine. A sort of
a club. Good fun, and useful.

The Doctor, cheated of his prey, was reluctant to believe all this.
‘Concussion,” he confided to us, ‘has curious effects. Now I've—’

‘Concussion?’ broke in the Casualty. ‘He got that all right.
Same as last time. Always gets it. That’s why they’re in that mess.’
He jerked his fag towards the now silent tableau.

‘So there is a real casualty, after all!” exclaimed the Doctor,
brightening and rising to his feet. He brushed down his breeches and
slipped on his jacket. ‘The sooner we fix him up the better.’

‘Och, he’s all right now, Eck is,” said the Casualty, inhaling and
blowing the smoke out again in neat little rings. “We just drove him
back to town. He’ll get home in a day or two, like last time. They
usually do, with mild concussion,” he informed the Doctor.

Eck, it turned out, was Leader of the Pitfoulie team. He had
started it, having apparently discovered a passion for rescue when
a mere boy. His absence accounted for the failure of this particular
exercise. The rest of the team—apart from the Casualty, who was
experienced enough but, as he explained, had to take his turn as
Casualty like anyone else—the rest were not too familiar with
complex rope manoeuvres and had gradually fankled themselves into
complete stasis.
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‘But how did Eck get concussion?’ demanded the Doctor, still
obsessed.

‘He fell out of our Land Rover. He always does. He’s that eager.
He leans out, directing us, as soon as we drive on to the hill. It holds
things up. We didn’t get started again till 11 o’clock—though we
were a lot quicker this time than last.’

So the question resolved itself simply into the four of us releasing
the rescue team. We turned ourselves towards the cliff, the Casualty
nipping out his fag-end with some regret. Just as we were about to
plunge down the heather to the foot of the crag, a line of figures
appeared above our bowl, twittering.

‘Careful, now! It’s an EDGE! boomed out a rich contralto
voice, with more than a brush of five o’clock shadow in it. ‘Stop
where you are!’

One figure, that of a long thin man in a flapping raincoat, did not
stop. He slipped, sat down on his raincoat and began, inexorably, to
slither towards the edge of the crag. Our eyes popped. The Doctor
smelt game.

‘I said STOP, Mr Pilchard! I SAID STOP!

Mr Pilchard slowed down and, obediently, stopped. A large
female figure made towards him and plucked him, raincoat fluttering,
back to safety. The excited buzz of conversation resumed.

‘It’s Mrs Cairnwhapple,” said the Doctor. ‘Ursula Major. And
that’s her ornithological party. A breeding pair was reported here
last week.’

Mrs Cairnwhapple, no mean woman, took in the scene at a glance.
‘Just as well we STOPPED, friends. There are four foolish people
down there who did not stop and who are now In Trouble. They are
waiting to be rescued by the experienced mountaineers you see
below you.” (Agonised twitchings from the web). ‘A real Rescue
Team. We must sit and watch, and pick up some Useful Hints.’
She plumped herself down in the heather, her chicks snuggling like-
wise. She kept a sharp eye on Mr Pilchard, who still exhibited
suicidal tendencies.

We may imagine the next hour or so. Sufficient to say that by
the time we disentangled the rescue team and took them down to
the foot of the crag, a late June sun had mellowed into early evening.
And Mrs Cairnwhapple, with a bittern-like boom of delight, had
recognised the Doctor and had trodden heavily and decisively down
heather and ledge to join us. Her wheepling brood accompanied her,
Pilchard suffering minor mishaps on the way. The Apprentice, who
had performed daring deeds over the past two hours, was particularly
helpful to one admiring and attractive young lady ornithologist.
‘That’s Ann Scarsoch,” said the Doctor, rejoining me after wearily
separating once again two entwined and fluorescent rope-coilers.
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‘Old Poltivet’s daughter. Only one line of triple hobs on her shoes.
Flighty piece.’

Mrs Cairnwhapple had caused baskets to be produced and opened;
we munched in satisfaction. The Pitfoulie team, though still
somewhat subdued, finished first and, with a commendable sense of
duty, stretched out their casualty once more and began trussing
him up for the carry-down. The Doctor was suggesting we should
examine their knots. ‘After all, they’re doing it on purpose this
time.” Behind us in the heather, the Apprentice was teaching La
Scarsoch the technique of pressure grips.

Suddenly we froze. Beneath us, up the long slopes of the evening
glen, the sunlight heaved with an army of people. Crowd after
crowd. The Doctor snatched up his binoculars. He paled. ‘Rescue
Teams. Walkie-talkies. Army. Air Force. Police. Navy. Shepherds.
Civilians. Dogs. Schoolboys.” We listened. Yes....and heli-
copters.

We hurried over to the Casualty. (The Apprentice was too much
engaged to notice). We asked him what he knew of this invasion.
Was it another, but mammoth, Exercise?

The Casualty, with disarming ease, freed his left arm from a
splint, and pulled the bandages from his mouth. He sat up and
grinned.

‘No, it’ll be a real one this time. We’ll have to join it. They
still mustn’t have come back to that car. Two whole days away, no
notification, no sketch of route taken. Must be lost. That lot’ll
find ’em. Not that they’ll want to be found, when they tot up the
cost of this little trip.” He complacently stripped off his dressings,
rose, and assumed command.

The Doctor and I felt the earth wither. Why, oh why %ad he
parked in that car park? Why kad he bought a parking ticket?
Against all our rules. Yet there was still hope . ... What sort of
car was it, what number? Did anyone know?

The Casualty frowned. The occasion was rather too important
for trivial curiosity. ‘A big old German crate. Yes, a Merc.’
Number? He had, of course, noted that. He pulled out a grubby bit
of paper and read off the Doctor’s registration number . . . .

That was that. We would share his costs certainly, despite his
protestations, but nothing could lessen the blow from the Accident
Report in the next Journal. Hummel Doddie wrote these Accident
Reports, it was rumoured (by all except Hummel Doddie) ; Hummel
Doddie, whose active pen flayed the tomfools that caused un-
necessary searches, that caused vast and growing inconvenience to
vast and growing mountainfuls of rescuers (the helicopters nosed
above us, attracted by the carrion-beetle orange of the Pitfoulie
cagoules); Hummel Doddie would certainly not spare—and rightly
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not spare—the Doctor, whose views (like those of the Apprentice)
on these matters were not the views of the establishment . . ..

‘Blast it,” said the Doctor. He bravely stood and watched the
attackers close in. His pipe remained unlit.

At that moment there was a crack, followed by a scream. We
all sprang round. Miss Scarsoch sat up in the heather, white, and
holding her wrist. The Apprentice stood beside her, rumpled and
red. He had been trying to teach the Lay-back, but clumsy-like . . . .

With a glad cry, the Doctor leapt forward and knelt down. He
felt the wrist nimbly. He looked up. His eyes brimmed with
happiness.

‘A Colles’, by the Lord. We're saved. A good clean break!’

He issued orders in all directions. The Pitfoulie team, led by
their casualty, marched towards him. Behind them rose the dust of
advancing myriads, the barking of dogs. The air grew thick with
engines and whirring metal, with cries and commands. Miss
Scarsoch would have doubtless have fainted, had not Mrs Cairn-
whapple bellowed encouragement in her ear.

‘Stick it, Ann! A little thing like that!’

As the impis approached, their aerials glittering in the setting
sun, the Apprentice gloomily held Miss Scarsoch’s other hand and
thought, like me, of our small brown tents alone in the Upper
Corrie. The Doctor thought of them, too, but also of a large empty
Mercedes surrounded by cameramen and police officers; and blessed
the animal spirits of the young human male.

I could imagine his conversation when he at last got back to
his car. The saluting police officers. Himself breezily nonchalant.
‘Aye, a nasty business, officer, but could have been worse, could
have been worse.” ‘Verra fortunate you were up there, Doctor.’
‘Aye, we're often called upon to render assistance wherever we may
be. Inconvenient, but must be done. The Oath, you know, officer,
the Oath.” ‘Aye, sir, the Oath.” ‘Inconvenient to you, too, officer—
I expect, ah, I expect you thought I'd got lost or something, with
my car here so long?’ ‘Och, no, sir, no’ (deprecatingly). ‘One never
knows when one may be delayed on this sort of business. One
always has to be ready.” ‘Oo aye, sir, ye cannae tell, ye cannae tell.’

‘Why, I've still some Glen Houlet.... I'll not risk any more,
driving. But yourself—must be fairly tired and cold, officer. . ..
€éhe wiOch i o * Mutual exchange of understanding. We

would be saved.

That night, as we packed up our tents, the Doctor showed us the
piece of paper he had been scribbling on by torchlight. ‘I'm sending
it to Hummel Doddie,” he said. ‘Old Doddie likes his reports in
early, and from those first on the scene. Later on, you know, there



242 SCOTTISH MOUNTAINEERING CLUB JOURNAL

could be all sorts of confusion.” His eyes gleamed beneath the
midnight sun.

The paper read:

30th JunE—Ann Scarsoch (19), Scottish, fairly experienced, practising
layback with more experienced companion at foot of corrie below Grouse
Shoot, Lochnagar, fell her length. Fractured wrist, shock, some exposure.
Found and brought down by Pitfoulie M.R. team (acting leader Alec Sprachle).
Injuries dressed on spot by doctor climbing nearby. Invaluable assistance
given by Army, R.A.F. and R.N. teams, shepherds, police and civilians.
Dogs used. Large bodies out, including Mrs Ursula Cairnwhapple, M.B.O.U.
Two helicopters broke down but crews rescued by Army, R.A.F. and R.N.
teams, shepherds, police and civilians; dogs used. One policeman bitten by
dog; injuries dressed on spot by doctor climbing nearby. One civilian, T.
Pilchard (41), English, lost on way down; found in hotel bar later.

A considerably shortened version appeared in the subsequent
Journal.

000

FAR AND FAIR

Far and fair, the hills of blue
Caught his childish gaze.

Some day he would go, he knew—
Life has many days.

Some fine day in Spring, perhaps,
When the air was keen—

But for time’s unnoticed lapse

So it might have been.

Far and fair, the hills of blue
Swam through Summer’s haze—
He had other things to do.

(Life bas many days.)

In the leisured Autumn time
He would up and hie,

With the season at its prime—
Still the days slipped by.

To his dying gaze each hill
Dazzling white with snow
Beaconed, beckoned, brighter still
Now he could not go.

In his Will they found the clue:
‘Life’s a cunning snare.
Far and fair the hills of blue;
Strew my ashes there.’
D.].F.
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PERSONAL IMPRESSIONS WHILE ON
MOUNT KENYA

By Michael Coleman

‘QUEUEING up’ is onc manifestation of our present ultra commercial
lifestyle with which I have little patience. I am irritated by the
merest queue, the merest delay. Impatience can be burdensome at
times. Squatting on a spacious ledge, therefore, on the north side
of Mount Ienya, I could not fail to choke upon the irony of my
situation. For two hours I had waited. For two hours I had invigi-
lated over the minutes. For two hours I had queued, impatiently
longing for ‘my turn.” Each minute dragged twice as long as the
last in an Einsteinian slowing of time until each minute became
timeless—and time endless. But my turn was fourth in line, last in
the queue and—or so it seemed—as remote as ever. Distasteful
nervous energy surged in waves, slipped back, and left only the
wet sand of irritation. I would fiddle with the rope, feeding it in a
pretence of vital el