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the cosy little hotel at Gavarnie, and engaged with a dish of
trout, the recollection of which makes me wish I were putting
the finishing touch to the expedition instead of to the account
of it. It is one which, I think, may be safely recommended
to anyone desirous of making a ¢ course’ in these mountains
as the compactest and completest he can well make. It affords
views of the very cream of the Pyrenees, and includes the
passage of three of the highest cols in the range, besides the
complete tour of the Cirque de Gavarnie, an amount of variety

eater than is generally to be found condensed within the
%rmits of a single expedition.

THE TERGLOU AND MANGERT* IN CARNIOLA.
By Evrior Howarbp.

AS the peaks and valleys of the Western and Central Alps

get well trodden, the question arises— W hat sort of coun-
try 18 to be found farther and farther eastward, beyond the
limits of Switzerland, and even of Tyrol ?

The desire of settling this question for oneself is increased
in the mind of anyone who has read Messrs. Gilbert and
Churchill’s delightful book, which gives so thorough and so
pleasant a description of a great deal of this district; and I
think that few who make the experiment will have cause to

regret it.

%rwill not, however, be too certain. There are some ardent
lovers of the Alps whose admiration appears to be almost con-
fined to glaciers and snow, and to whom the most majestic
rock scenery or the richest valley combinations of meadow,
wood, and water scarcely offer any attraction.

Such travellers as these I should recommend not to come
much farther east than the Gross Glockner, and not to weary
themselves with reading this article; but for those who may
wish to know what mountaineering in Carniola is like, I pro-
pose to give a sketch of a few pleasant days spent there this year;
and they must pardon me if I sometimes am led by agreeable
reminiscences more into detail than they may think needful.

Towards the end of last May I joined Klr. F. F. Tuckett
and his guide, Christian Lauener, of Lauterbrunnen, at Saltz-
burg, and spent a very pleasant ten days exploring some of
the valleys of Western Styria, emerging on the evening of
June 4 at Klagenfurt, in Carinthia. Isrom thence, sending

# Slovenic names ¢ Triglav’ and ¢ Manhart.’
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our heavy luggage to meet us at Cortina d’Ampezzo, we
started to cross the Karawankas range by the Kotschna pass
(about 5,200 ft.) into Carniola.

We drove across the valley to Windisch Feistritz in about
two hours; there picking up the village shoemaker as porter
and guide, we walked up the Birenthal, one of the most
beautiful valleys of the Karawankas range, enclosed by the
Stou (7,326 ft.gand the Kotschna (6,862 ft.); two of its prin-
cipal peaks, and an outlying spur terminating in the Mat-
schacher. The former mountain is a favourite point of view
among the German tourists, and appears to be fairly easy of
access. The usual plan seems to be to sleep at a chalet room
kept for the purpose at the Birenalp, and to go up to see the
sunrise.
- Our pass lay between the Stou and the Kotschna, and from

the top we obtained a fine view, backwards, of the valley of
the Drave, with the tall church towers of Klagenfurt and
various valleys and ranges beyond, and forward (which com-
manded most of our attention) of the central range of the
Carniolan Alps crowned by the Terglou.

This summit is so protected in almost all directions by large
outlying buttresses that it is difficult to obtain a view of it except
from some point from which you command the whole range,
from its richly clothed base to its ragged pinnacles, where even
the snow can only find footing enough to form a single glacier.

In the month of June, two years ago, we had spent some
time in the district without the weather allowing us even a
glimpse of the summits; our satisfaction was therefore the
greater at the likelihood that we should at last be able to
make the nearer acquaintance of this penk, of the difficulties
of which we had heard such fabulous accounts. Christian
Lauener’s contentment was also great at the prospect of having
at last some work more worthy of him than most of our Styrian
travels had proved.

From the pass we made our way quickly down through
thick woods watered by an abundant clear stream, a great
rarity in many parts of Carniola and Friuli. After passi
various signs of iron-working industry, at 3.30 we reach
Jauerburg in the Save Valley, a village busy with the furnaces
of Baron Zoys, the great iron-master of the district.

Into the garden of this gentleman’s chiteau we found our-
selves most unintentionally straying, having mistaken the in-
structions of a native who directed our search after refresh-
ment; we at last, however, found the desired beer in the lodge,
and paying off our porter, shouldered our luggage and started
for Veldes.
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A good carriage-road turns off a little above Jauerburg,
crosses the Save and winds up a steep hill on the south side of
the valley, throuih beech woods, emerging into an exquisite
park-like glen, which, in course of time, leads you down to
the Radoina stream (a name corrupted by the Germans into
Rothwein), and thence through meadows and past orchards to
. the pretty village of Veldes, on the lake of the same name.
This charming little lake lies almost in the corner formed by
the junction of the Wurzen and Wochein Saves; on its west
and north sides rise the final crags of the Pokluka—a table-
land outlier of the Terglou, and on one of them is perched the
castle, nearly 400 feet above the lake, while on a solitary island
in the middle is the picturesque pilgrimage church of Maria
See. It produces a curious effect, on a first visit, to the
traveller surmounting the low ridge which bounds the lake on
the south, to see the Wochein Save (or Savitza) flowing only
400 yards distant, and at a level some 150 feet lower than
the lake. The beauty of the little lake itself and the grand
views of the mountains round make it a very favourite place
of resort, and entitle it to its name of the ¢ Gem of Carniola.’

‘We pushed on past the more modern and pretentious hotels
in spite of the ominous suggestions of Christian that we were
leaving the last house of the village behind us, and were
getting a little doubtful about the correctness of our own to
graphy, when turning a corner we came in sight of the hamlet
of Seebach and Petran’s homeish inn. Very pleasant was the
friendly greeting of the kind hostess, and very great was the
temptation to spend the rest of the golden evening lazily
sitting in the garden by the lake feeding the shoals of fishes
and looking at the view ; but we had still work to do, and after
hurrying through Mrs. Petran’s good dinner and making sure
that we should find something to eat at our next stage, we
mounted in a Zweispénner and started in the twilight to drive
up the valley of the Savitza to Feistritz. The number of
places or streams with this name is very confusing—we came
to no less than three in as many days. The original Slovenic
name ¢ Bistrica,” doubtless has some apposite meaning; but
it is difficult to find out, for if you consult either a native or
a dictionary, you learn that it means ¢ Feistritz,’ which leaves
you as wise as you were before.

The name of the Pusterthal (between Brixen and Lienz) is
perhaps derived from the same word, ca;r{ing us back to the
time when the Slovenic population covered much more of the
South of Austria than it does now.

We were trotting briskly up the entrance of the valley
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when one of the light waggons of the country, loaded with iron
rods, came quickly down towards us. The driver, being evi-
dently drunk, took no notice of us, and we only escaped a
collision by the horse turning a little aside of his own accord.
We had hardly time to congratulate ourselves on our escape
when a loud crash made us look round, and we saw the waggon,
load, and horse upside down in the meadow, which lies here
some feet below the road, and the driver apparently lifeless,
with his head cut open, beside them.

The horse, in avoiding us, had gone too near the edge of the
causeway for his own safety, and was now on his back, strug-

ling to get free, while every plunge threatened to throw the
oad of iron on to tht;srostrate body of the man.

We, of course, made our driver stop (these fellows never
seem to think of staopping in such a case), and in a few minutes
had cut the horse clear, ged the broken waggon out of the
way, and shaken the driv::%ack into extreme bewilderment to
find himself in such a condition in the hands of foreigners, not
one word of whose language he could understand. Using our
driver as interpreter, we urged him to take his horse home
and come back with assistance the next day for his load ; but
finding our advice useless, and our time being very short, we
were gbliged to leave him in that state, and, for all that we
know to the contrary, he may be still contemplating his pros-
trate load and broken waggon, but, at any rate, he was out of
danger of further injury.

e were amused at Christian’s one remark, ¢ Das Pferd ist
gerettet :* we suppose he thought the man deserved all he might
get for his carelessness.

The gorge of the Savitza is said to be very fine, but we
cannot speak much from our own observation. It is repre-
sented in our minds by a great idea of weariness and wishin
to get to the end, and a certain fear that our driver might be
equally sleepy with ourselves, and make us share the gte of
the Slovenic waggoner.

At last we reached Feistritz, and after driving right through
the village in a way most provoking to weary travellers, at
last pulled up before the inn, which lies quite on the farther
gide. Here we found better quarters than we had hoped for,
a8 it turned out to be a favourite stopping-place for visitors to
the Wochein Lake, and the waterfall of the Savitza at its end,
one of the few which this district can boast. Feistritz is also
a centre of the iron manufacture, having several blast furnaces
and other works.

The next morning we were awaked by the church bells.
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‘We noticed that the hour was struck twice, by different bells :
at first we thought it was from two churches, but as far as
we could find out afterwards, it appeared to be a variety of
the plan commonly adopted with Italian valleys of striking the
hour twice, in case anyone should not count the first time,
only here they repeat the strokes on another bell.

the opposite side of the road to the inn runs a bright
clear stream; by its side is a pleasant shady sort of arbour
and bowling alley, where we spent a quiet morning, writing
letters, &c., and watching the peasants going by with their
handsome costumes. The men, tall good-%ookmg fellows, with
long boots halfway up their thighs, and silver-buttoned waist-
coats; the hats ornamented with a tassel, or perhaps a very
small feather—(we found our Styrian black cocks’ tails quite
out of the fashion here). The women wear white sleeves and
a richly coloured kerchief over their heads and another crossed
over their shoulders; the elder ones have a head-dress not unlike
gome old-fashioned bonnets, terminating with a kerchief instead
of a ¢ poke’ at the back. The long tight boots of the men look
very well when they are drawn %ull up for state occasions,
like going to church, but as this is doubtless very hot and con-
fining to the knees in walking, they generally turn the tops
down in a cavalier sort of way, revealing short breeches and a
gap at the knee filled by an untidy vision of loose drawers,
more or less white. Their boots are probably home-made : the
leather seems not unlike Russia leather, soft and strong.

The Terglou group stands in the NW. corner of the dis-
trict inhabited by the Slovenic population. The extreme
limit, including the parts in which Grermans and Slovenes are
intermingled, extends somewhat farther, viz., into the lower
Gail Thal as far as He or, the northern boundary following
the basin of the Gail and %)rave eastwards,

Southwards from the Terglou runs the division between
Slovenes and Italians, but no exact line of demarcation can
be drawn, as in the valleys and along the Adriatic coast both
nationalities are found living together, more or less amicably.

Southwards and eastwards from these boundaries the Slo-
venes have the country almost to themselves, with the excep-
tion of isolated spots, the chief of which is the district of
Gottschee, a desolate region on the almost waterless plateau
NE. of Fiume, where an industrious German population main-
tains itself.

These Slovenes are a shy, retiring people, liking to keep
out of the way of the outer world, and preserve their old cus-
toms and superstitions. They remind the English traveller of
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the Welsh character in their jealous preservation of their dis-
tinctive national characteristics against quiet obliteration by
their more numerous and governing neighbours; and in other
points, among which may be mentioned their attention to re-
ligious observances.

While we were in the neighbourhood, some quarrel at Lai-
bach, arising, as far as we could learn, out of their jealousy of
German teachers in the schools, had given rise to a riot with
fatal consequences. Since then, our readers may have noticed
in the newspapers that misunderstandings between the Slo-
venes and the Italians on the Adriatic coast have led to ‘rows’
rather similar to those which are just now so popular between
the Welsh miners and the Irish labourers living amongst
them. Much of their present restlessness may probably be
due to the intrigues of Russian ¢ Panslavism.’

Here, among the mountains, however, you see the Slovene
in his very best phase. There is something in the Alpine life
which seems to raise the character of the inhabitants, whether
they be Germans, Slovenes, or Himalayans. Is it not that the
self-reliance, and yet need of mutual help which such a life
renders habitual, make men feel more self-respect and look to
their fellows in a more genial way than the more monotonous
existence of the plains ?—and surely the uuncertainty and dan-
ger, and the frequent escapes which every mountaineer can
tell of, often lead him to think of a Power above his own, in
whose hands he must be content to trust himself and his
affairs.

Be all this as it may, those who best know the population of
this district speak highly of their true hospitality and kindness,
which even exceeds what may be found in more frequented
parts, where those qualities are too often exchanged for purely
mercenary politeness.

As far as our little experience goes, we certainly found our
guides very pleasant fellows, who supplemented our mutual
lack of a conversing medium by a wonderful talent for panto-
mime, often answering equally well, and certainly far more
amusing. .

But to return to our inn at Feistritz. In the course of the
morning, our guide, Schest, made his appearance. He is an
old Jiiger of Baron Zoys’, a spare little old man, with grey
hair, getting rather past heavy work or very fast climbing, but
still an excellent guide on rocks, and thoroughly at home on his
ground. After an early dinner, which he preferred to partake
of bashfully sitting at a separate table, we shouldered our
luggage and provisions,and started at 2 for Mitterdorf, Schest’s
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village, where we were to pick up his son as porter. An hour’s
walk over an intervening hill brought us to Schest’s house, his
son was found, and while he made his preparations we walked
in, to escape from the heat and look about us. The house was
a fair specimen of the mountaineer’s residence. You go through
a sort of place half barn half storeroom, walled in by rough
boards, and enter the little living-room, with a white stove in
the corner, a bed by it, a seat running round the rest of the
room, and two or three deep small windows. Sometimes these
windows are double, forming a cage for birds; in this house
there was a pet bird, but he was loose, and while the daughter,
a sturdy girl of some fifteen years, was busying herself for her
father and brother, he made his escape by the open door. She
did not seem to break her heart over his loss, however, and
after a short chase returned and consoled herself with a lump
of black bread from the cupboard in the storeroom. There
would probably be a little garret over this long room, warmed
by the heat from the stove, and this would complete the accom-
modation of the house. They are built here of stone plas-
tered white, and covered with wooden shingles.

At half-past 3 we were ready, and made a fair start, young
Schest, in inee-breeches and long boots, taking the best part
of our luggage and provisions, Christian the remainder, while
old Schest judiciously selected the wine-bag, an india-rubber
receptacle holding some five quarts, so that he at least was
well provided for, whatever became of us. Tuckett and I
carried our convenient Styrian ¢ Riicksiicke,” with spare cloth-
ing, &c.

e began to mount right behind the village. The way lies
up a lonE siur of the mountain, past an alp marked on the
map as Luskouza. The afternoon was oppressively hot, and
we strolled up leisurely, halting with a party of peasants for
our guides to have a chat, and overtaking a bevy of girls re-
turning from the village to their alps, with their week’s wash-
ing in%)askets on their heads. They were not beautiful, but
they looked very graceful and comely with their white-sleeved
arms and shoulders and neatly-fitting dresses. There was one
especially who might have sat for an Alpine Dorothea, tall,
upright, and active, with a face not pretty but full of good
sense and decision ; she was evidently a favourite with all, and
fully able to hold her own in the good-humoured war of words
that enlivened our journey. It was in that afternoon’s walk
that we found the unlimited utility of a single word of a lan-
guage. We had learned from our guide the day before
that ‘Dobra dan’ meant ‘ good day,” and this word ¢ dobra,’
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in various tones, was made to serve almost all purposes of
conversation between Schest and ourselves. If we gave him
a drink of wine, he stroked himself and said ¢ Dobra’ (in a
satisfied tone); when we wanted to know what he thought of
the weather, we looked up and said < Dobra ?’ (in an inquiring
tone), and he replied ¢ Dobra’ (in a reassuring tone); when
any arrangement of luggage was made satisfactorily it was
¢ Dobra’ (1n a decisive tone), and so on through every contin-
gency. On the other hand, his knowledge of German was
chiefly confined to the word ¢ fest,’ and it would be difficult to
find a single word more useful to a guide. To be sure he
stretched its meaning rather, as ¢ Drei Stunden fest’ meant s
long three hours, and so on. Fortunately his son knew a little
more German, and with the assistance of signs we never had
any real difficulty.

The weather appeared to have made up its mind not to be
¢ dobra,’ and before long we had all to take shelter amidst much
laughing and chaffing under a shed, which we happily reached
just in time to watch the storm come driving across from the
Mali Drasky. Vrh,* with very dismal forebodings for the mor-
row. Before long, however, the sun again shone out, and
taking up our respective bundles we set forth, Dorothea offer-
ing to relieve Schest of the wine-bag, but he could not be
brought to part with it. In course of time we reached the
chélets, and one of our companions took us in to refresh our-
selves with abundant and very welcome draughts of milk, be-
sides bread, butter, and cheese. When young Schest asked
him, by our request, what we should give, he entirely declined

ayment, answering simply that he ¢ had enough *—one of those
mstances of unaffected hospitality which are so pleasant to
meet with.

But we had already lost so much time that we could not
linger here long. From this Alp two paths lead up to the
Belpole (¢ Whitefield ) Hut, where we were to eleep, oune on
the left side of the spur up which we were going, and the other
on the right. Schest this time chose the latter as more ¢ com-
mode’; but on comparing Tuckett’s experience two years
before (when he was prevented completing the ascent from bad
weather), it appears very considerably the longer. Our com-
panions were now all left behind at their respective chalets,
evening was drawing on, and we pushed steadily upwards. We
came to a pasture at the head of the valley, with a few horses

* ¢Vrh,’ sometimes written ‘ Verh,’ and pronounced in an indescri-
bably guttural way, means a peak or summit.
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grazing (marked Kouschiza on the map). Beyond this is a
steep ascent over rocks and grass, up which young Schest led
the way, in spite of his really heavy load, at a pace quite as
fast as we cared to keep up with. The old man was left far
behind ; but we felt quite easy about him, though perhaps not
equally so about our wine. Almost the only creatures to be
seen were numbers of quaint little black newts (which Christian
called Regenwiirme), looking like a mixture of a black slug
and a lizard, which took a suicidal pleasure in getting under
our feet, and by their slimy, uncouth appearance reminded one
of a certain marvellous and repulsive animal called ¢ Koko-
drillo,” of which I had heard wonderful accounts in a former
vigit to the upper Gail Thal. All our investigations, however,
as to who had seen the latter creature only revealed one man,
who believed he had seen it—¢in an engraving !’

‘We soon reached the ridge of the spur, and stopped to look
round at the view, made all the more grand by the driving
mists round us, while away across the Wochemn valley we
could see heavy banks of clouds lying along the hills in a way
by no means ¢ dobra.” After we had gazed enough, regained
our breath, and wasted some of it in trying the echoes round
with ringing ¢ jodels,’ we again pushed on, now almost hori-
zontally, round the shoulder of the Drassberg, that provoking
outlier which always hides the Terglou from this side.

After about half an hour of silent steady walking, we came
to a little hut on the mountain side, and the Schests tried very
hard to persuade us to spend the night there ; but as Tuckett
had been to the Belpole hut before, and knew that it lay still
farther on, we were determined to adhere to our plan. Find-
ing we were decided they again pushed on, young Schest cer-
tainly showing no signs of fatigue, but taking us along the
rocky path at a breakneck speed. The evening was getting
dark and the mists above us thick, when at last we began to
descend, plunging over soft patches of snow or slipping among
loose rocks, for some 500 ft. into the basin where the Belpole
hut lies (5,430’)—the most wild situation imaginable, utterly
solitary, desolate, embosomed among the crags of the Terglou.
The hut is built for the Jiiger, and is very small, but com-
fortable except for the smoke, which forms a gradually descend-
ing canopy, almost unbearable when you stand up in it. At
the end opposite the door is a shelf, and in front of this is just
room for a raised hearth and seats on each side.

The door opens straight towards the peaks of the Terglou,
which look imposing enough in the evening and morning twi-
light. To the right rise the crags of the Drassberg, and to
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the left those of the Kaniauz, while behind the ground rises
some 500 ft. above the alp, thus enclosing it almost entirely.

We had made special enquiry before leaving Feistritz
whether we should find cooking apparatus; for what situation
is more desolate than to arrive at a chilet and find that you
can neither make soup nor boil milk? What then was our
despair to find that the principal pot had a large hole in its
gide! The cooking in tEese parts is chiefly done in earthen
pots bound round with wire, which stand heat very well, but
are subject to some of the infirmities common to earthenware.*
Fortunately we found a smaller one which had survived the
winter, and with this and the broken one contrived to brew an
excellent soup with Liebig’s extract and Chollet’s vegetables,
and after sitting some time round the fire, smoking and con-
versing as best we could, we turned into our shelf with our
gzads towards the fire, and submitted to be smokedried till

wn.

The morning was pronounced doubtful, but not altogether
forbiddinﬁ;so after concocting some tea in the infirm pipkins of
the establishment, we turned our faces resolutely towards the
line of cliffs before us, at 4.30 A.M. Passing by the goat-
herds’ chélets, still unoccupied, and looking as dreary as empty
chilets usually do with the rank growth of docks and weeds
round them, we soon reached the end of the Alp, and by 5.20
had ascended to the Kerma Pass (6,332"), a depression between
the Terglou and the Drassberg, leading over to the Wurzen
Save valley by the Kermathal, down which our return route
lay. Here we deposited all that could be left of our luggage,
and foolishly our rope also, at Schest’s suggestion, hiding them
behind a bush lest some wandering ¢ Raubschiitz’ (poacher)
might appropriate them. From this point, bearing rather to
the left, we climbed quickly over grass and ¢ Ger6ll’ to the
rocks at the foot of the K{ein Terglou. These being steep
and rather loose, of course require ordinary care, and a slip as
described in Captain Holsmay’s narrative might well make
a traveller nervous, but they are not worse than one meets with
in almoet any day’s walk in the High Alps. By 6.40 we had
reached the gap in the wall of precipices known as the ¢ Thor
des Terglou’ (Gate of the Terglou). Being early in the
season,:iere was a bank of snow on oneesnlpia, so that we
climbed very conveniently between the snow and the rock, and
in a few minutes were landed on the narrow ridge of the

* A small saucepan or kettle is a very useful addition to the tra-
veller’s equipment in this district.
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mountain where the real climbing begins. Christian began
rather prematurely to express great contempt for the Terglou
as rather a humbug; we recommended him to reserve his
judgment, and by the time he returned to the same spot he
certainly had more respect for the three-headed king of the
Carniolan Alps; in fact, he confessed that for actual difficulty
it was quite equal to Monte Rosa. A steep hand and foot climb
brought us to the top of the Klein Terglou by 7.7. While we
were securing our hats against the cutting wind, and old Schest
was replacing his by an old nightcap which he had fished out
of a corner of the Belpole hut, we looked round at the beauti-
ful view, but naturally our chief attention was directed towards
the centre peak whither our road lay. The aréte looks rather
doubtful, especially towards the other end, where it is very
narrow, but on the other hand it is all plain sailing—there are
no gaps and no intercepting rocks to climb round. The peak
at 3:; end certainly looks forbidding, and the general effect of
things suggests a feeliné which self-respect forbids me to call
fear. But then Ball’'s Guide says it is not so bad as it looks,
and as no one proposed to turn back, we stepped forward, leav-
ing our axes behind us—¢ laying down our arms, but not as a
sign of defeat,” Christian remarked.

It reminded me of boyish adventures in walking along the
tops of the garden walls; but though the wall here was some
1,500 ft. high, and very nearly perpendicular on each side, there
are many places where an active guide like Christian or young
Schest can find foothold on little ledges just below the summit
and give one a hand over any place where one is not sure of
the footing. It would be absurd to deny that there is difficnlty in
such an aréte, but a little mutual assurance of this kind is all that
is needed even on the narrowest parts, and ¢kis only because
one is not sure whether the rocks one is stepping on may not
be loose, or one’s boots slip on the smooth durgzce. I was cer-
tainly very glad to be safely over this part, though what fol-
lows may look even less tempting. Fortunately the peak rises
in a succession of gigantic unequal steps, so that after each
spell of really hard work, with the ({)recipice below one, there
follows a few steps of easier ground before the next piece of
nearly perpendicular begins. The rocks, too, to a careful
climber afford very fair hand and foot hold, and we did not
suffer from having our hands cut, of which some former tra-
vellers have complained. For the enjoyment of absolute in-
security of hand and foot hold, and for rocks which cut like
lancets, we would refer the enquiring traveller to some of the
Dolomite peaks farther west.

AA2
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After some time of the kind of climbing just described, there
was a check and a consultation, with rather ominous head-
shaking on the part of old Schest, especially directed towards
a snow-covered ledge to the right. From all this we gathered
that that was the orthodox way, but was impracticable owing
to the fresh snow. To an inexperienced climber like myself,
it was certainly depressing to hear Christian remark, <If I had
known it was so bad, I should certainly have brought the rope,’
and one began to think what an indescribable fool one was to be
there at all, and to wonder what could be the use of going any
farther ; but looking at the rock in front it did not seem so
much worse than what had been already conquered, and being
ashamed to give in after coming so far, I set my teeth and
followed Schest and Tuckett, who were troubled with no such
questions. After climbing on for some time through that
frozen mist which every mountaineer knows so well to his cost,
it was with the most hearty pleasure that we saw the top just
before us, and were soon all gathered on it (9,371") at 7.35.
The view was almost restricted to the vision of old Schest
throwing stones at the mist, and su%gesting, in pantomime, that
Tuckett should get rid of it as he had seen him conjure away
coins or eggs for our amusement the night before in the hut.

Our experience on the top, though a cheerless one, was

leasant compared with what happened to a certain Captain
%osio, an Austrian engineer, who ascended the peak in 1822,
‘We may, perhaps, be allowed to give the account in full, as
related b lécha,ubach. ¢ At nine o’clock the desired peak was
reached, but clouds and masses of mist surrounded the summit.
Bosio, waiting for a clearing in the weather, occupied the time
in making a nearer examination of the summit. The whole
surface is of weathered, ferruginous limestone, and, therefore,
possesses a strong power of electrical attraction. After Bosio
had been warned by the guides of the approach of a storm, all
left him but two guides and an assistant, with whom he stayed
still longer. In turning over the ground they found a bottle
with papers, on which were the names of those who had made
former ascents. Instead of becoming clearer, it became con-
tinually darker and colder; at 4 o’clock the thermometer only
showed one degree of warmth. Black thunderclouds drew
near, and another of the two guides left their company, which
now only consisted of the assistant and one guide beside Bosio.
They determined to pass the night on the summit under a
tent. Soon the flashes of lightning began to play, followed
by fearful thunderclaps, amidst the raging storm. All three
held each other tightly, when a violent electric shock flung
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them asunder. Bosio and the guide were not so much stunned,
but the assistant sat speechless on the ground, pointing to his
mouth. On his forehead was a mark as of a burn. By rub-
bing and pouring wine down his throat he was restored to his
senses, but a new flash stretched all three senseless on the
ground. However, they all quickly recovered, sprang out of the
tent, and flung themselves into a hollow of the rock, dragging
the canvas of the tent with them, and wrapping themselves up
in it in order not to see the horror of their position ; yet even
here the lightning found them, and Bosio was the worst struck.
He uttered frantic cries, and was for some time unconscious.
The crown of his head and left check were decidedly burnt; in
his legs he felt great pain and difficulty of movement. The
guide, who had at first been opposed to descending, beside
himself at this occurrence, wished now to escape %rom this
diabolical place at any cost, and left the others, who, although
expecting certain death, stayed by cach other. At length the
storm moved away, after both had been surrounded with flame
for some time. They now again approached the pyramid, and
fou;:d, to their horror, the last guide struck by lightning in his
flight.’
lgAfter a Lalt of three-quarters of an hour, without any such
exciting adventures, we started at 8.20 cautiously for the
descent., This, as usual, required more care than the ascent.
Old Schest led the way with Tuckett, who needed no help.
Christian followed, then I, and finally young Schest, who,
unlike many of the guides in the Eastern Alps, was attentive
and assiduous in giving assistance. So much so, that Christian
felt bound to interfere sometimes lest my incipient climbing
wers should be spoilt by too much nursing. By 8.45 we
ad descended the highest peak, passed the aréte, and regained
the Klein Terglou. We were now again quite clear of the
mist, which hung over the summit only, and we waited a few
minutes to enjoy the view. Then another short spell of
careful climbing brought us to the Terglou Thor, where the
beauty of the view again stopped us. Old Schest, whose
spirits were very high at the success of our expedition, amused
us by explaining the sensations of various travellers who
reached this point in the ascent, and decided to go no farther.
The fact that this was all done in dumb show added much to
its piquancy. By 9.55 we were again at the Kerma Pass,
where, after lunch, we parted with the Schests with mutual
good feeling, they being very well satisfied with five gulden
(10 francs) apiece for their two days’ work. They then re-
turned by the same way as we had come, while Tuckett,



358 The Terglou and Mangert in Carniola.

Christian, and I, dividing our luggage between us, started,
pretty heavily laden, to find our way down the Kerma Thal
to the Wurzen Valley. Some scrambling and a long glissade
brought us to the Upper Kerma huts, the sleeping-place for
parties ascending from this side, and at about the same eleva-
tion as the Belpole. We foolishly neglected the only spring
at the head of the valley, which issues rather lower down to
the right, and kept on our way down the steep path to the
valley bottom, where the white stream bed promised, at a
distance, a more abundant supply. The stream is, however,
a delusion, being even at this early time of year only white
dolomite débris, and throughout its length the beautiful
Kerma Thal is a very thirsty land and very dry—as dry, kind
and long-suffering reader, as this description through which
you are toiling with such exemplary patience. Near the lower
Kerma Alp we at last found a little stream which led into a
cattle-trough, and hailed it like an oasis in the desert.

Some distance farther on, the Kerma Thal, joined by another
Terglou valley from the westward, turns off sharply to the
south-east, the stream henceforward going by the name of the
Radoina, or Rothwein, mentioned already, which runs p&rallel
to the Save almost to Veldes before it finally joins it. At
this point our road leaves the valley, and lies over a low wooded
pass direct into the Save Valley, at Moistrana. Crossing the
river here, we mount on the opposite side, and at last, at 3.15,
very hot and thirsty, arrive at Lengenfeld. Searching for the
inn, I put my head into a little shop, and was confronted by a
small Slovenic boy, who replied to my best German with so
stupid a stare, that I broke into plain English, and told him
to fetch some one who could talk. What was my amusement
when he at once complied, and trotted off to fetch his elders.

The inn, when found, did not offer much in the way of
refreshment. Pushing by two or three very drunken men, we
found the hostess, who had apparently nothing for us to eat
but the usual bread and possibly raw sausage. A bhappy
thought suggested hot milk, and we were soon satisfyi
hunger and thirst over a huge tureen of smoking milk and
bread. An affable neighbour of the name of Gregor Legat
sat by, who turned out to be a convenient sort of parochial
officer, whose business it is to make himself useful to strangers,
such as government officials in want of lodgings or assistance
of any sort. He makes his living by the appointment, under
the title of ¢ Gemeinde-Diener,’ or parish servant.

This man gave us many bits of information, and said that he
had made scveral ascenis of the Terglou with Austrian engi-
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neers and the painter Pernhart, of Klagenfurt, who is probably
going to bring out a panoramic picture of the view from the
summit. He busied himself to get an ¢ Einspiinner ’ to take us
to Ratschach, and we were soon jolting along behind an
excellent horse up the beautiful valley of Wurzen, best known
to Englishmen by the love which Sir Humphry Davy bore
for it 1n his later years, so that we cannot do Eetter than refer
our readers to his own allusions in the ¢ Consolations of Travel.’
Although the places were not new to us, the beauty was entirely
8o, for on our former visit it was all obscured by pouring rain,
which kept us weather-bound two days at Wurzen, and onl
ceased by changing to a deep snow—a contingency for whi
Bhe traveller must be prepared occasionally up to the end of

une. .

One great charm of this part of the valley consists in the
succession of views up the short lateral valleys leading up to
the precipices of the various mountains between the Terglou
and Mangert.

At about 6 we arrived at Ratschach, a village situated just
at the watershed of the valley; a few hundred yards to the
east we had passed the source of the Wurzensave, while from
the other sié)e of the village a tributary of the Drave flows
westward, nearly to Tarvis, where it joins the Schliza Bach,
and runs NE. into the main river, thus forming the extreme
western boundary of the Karawankas. Our driver pulled up at
a little house with the quaint sign of the Apostles at Emmaus,
and the superscription (in Slovenic) ¢ Lord abide with us, for it
is toward evening,” which is 8o common in these valleys. The
signboard further informed us that it was the residence of
Peter Kirchmejer, and as he was the man whom we sought, we
unpacked ourselves from our couch of hay and sacks, and
walked in. Peter himself is a sensible-looking man, rather small,
and improves on acquaintance. There was, besides, a grand-
motherly body, whom we afterwards found to be Mrs. Peter,
and a neat little Kellnerinn. We were very much pleased
with the little inn. Our hosts did everything in their power to
make us comfortable, and the second day, when they had had
time to exercise their powers, the result was so luxurious that
we were in the danger (rather uncommon in our wanderings) of
having too much to eat. The sleeping accommodation seems
precisely similar to that at the inn at ﬁaiil, described by Messrs.
Gilbert and Churchill, one comfortable room, and a large rough
landing, where the family appears to sleep. The next morning,
having decided to take an easy day, we strolled up the range of
hills behind the house, and in about 1} hour reached the top of
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the Petsch Vrh—an excursion which we can most highly re-
commend to anyone visiting the valley who is not inclined for
higher ascents. To the south you have a magnificent view of
this end of the Terglou range, including the top of that
mountain itself, the Prisinig, &c., with the Mangert right
opposite you, and farther to the west its rival, the Jof di Mon-
tasio, or Wischberg. On the other side is a fine view over
the Drave Valley, with the Dobratsch rising opposite, its flanks
scarred by landslips, and farther still the snowy peaks of the
Gross Glockner range. Returning to our inn, Tuckett amused
himself and the natives, while dinner was preparing, by
exhibiting a few simple conjuring tricks—a very easy means,
by the bye, of producing an unlimited amount of pleasure to
these simple mountain folk, and well repaying the little trouble
it gives by setting us at once on the best of terms with all,
whether groups of picturesque Italians lighted up by the blaze
of the kitchen fire while we cooked our unfailing soup, or good-
tempered villagers like these strolling into the inn to have a
look at the strangers. The result here was most amusing. A
jovial old fellow, who had been very conversational the
morning, was one of the most attentive observers, until, seeing
the third or fourth egg produced in the box, and appa-
rently swallowed, his feelings were too much for him, and
lifting up his hands he exclaimed, ¢ Jerusalem! steht zwei paar
Stund von Bethlehem !!!!’—a statement difficult to deny, and
which seemed to ease his mind. His delight was complete
when a small coin was melted on the lukewarm stove, restored
to its original shape by being blown upon, and finally presented
to him to refresh himself withal.

After dinner, having despatched our knapsacks to go over
the Predil, and meet us at Flitsch, we started with Kirchmejer
to take up our quarters at the chilet above the Weissenfels
lakes, the nearest starting-point we could get for the ascent of
the Mangert next day. On the way he gave us his own
history and his opinions on various subjects. He was by birth
a Kirntner, had served six years as post-boy at Wurzen, and
then the present Mrs. Peter being left a well-to-do widow,
with the inn on her hands, required a husband to carry it on,
so he was elected to the vacant post. ¢So you see I have
married an old woman. But what would you have? She is
industrious and semsible, and, in fact, we get on very well
together. Some people,’” he said, ‘told him that he ought to
build a great hotel for visitors to the Weissenfels lakes and
the Mangert, but for his part he did not approve of going
faster than he could see his way for.’ Doubtless before long the
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number of visitors will enormously increase. Here, a8 in every
other principal valley in Austria, we saw the stakes marking
the future position of the railway; it is wonderful what has
already been finished in the last few years in making new
lines, and still more so what is undertaken. If all the lines
are carried out which seem likely to be, all the Austrian Alps
will be traversed by a network of communications. This is one
of the symptoms of that energy for developing home resources
which the traveller notices now throughout Austria, and which
cannot fail to produce great results if she can keep clear of
foreign troubles.

Our way lay up the little lateral valley in which are the
beautiful Weissenfels lakes, probably so called from the white
cliffs of the Mangert, which are reflected on their pure surface.
As we went along, Peter told us stories of his hunting ad-
ventures, pointing out a spot on the rocks above where they
had had an exciting struggle with a bear one or two winters
before.

Not long ago there was found in this secluded valley a re-
membrance, in the shape of a Turkish horseshoe, of the
Moslem hosts who penetrated in the latter half of the fifteenth
century into every corner of these Alps, until overthrown in
the neighbouring valley at the battle of Villach. We asked
Peter what was done with this relic. ¢ What does a peasant
do with such a thing ?’ he replied; ‘he most likely makes a
nail of it to mend something with !’

In about 2 hours of very easy walking from Ratschach we
reached the See-Alm hut, and made our preparations for the
night. The water being at some distance from us, and we
having only brought one cooking-pot with us, Tuckett struck
upon an ingenious device for bringing water, which deserves
record. We had a bit of Macintosh cloth, about 18 inches
square, in which we packed some of our provisions to keep
them dry. Tying four strings to the four corners, this served
as a bucket to bring up a supply of water, and by making fast
the strings to the head of an upright ice-axe, the store was
kept for use as we required it.

The hut is remarkably airy in its structure, the winds having
free scope to enter as they please. The Senner not being
there, we could not get into a tempting end room, which was
locked up, but found a sheltered place in a shelf under the
roof, to which we climbed after our evening brew of chocolate,
and slept, to dream of bears, and find it was only a stray sheep
which was creeping close to the hut for company. Long
before dawn we were stirring, and at about 3 were loading up
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for a start, Peter being alone outside, when to our surprise we
heard voices. Presently, through the open doorway, the light
flashed on bright barrels, and the next instant the said door-
way was occupied by two figures in uniform fully armed.
Thinking they were Jiger or gardes champétres, who had
come to warm themselves by our fire, we began to chaff them,
and asked them if they would go with us; but we soon found
their business was more serious, for while one with fixed
bayonet occupied the doorway, the other with the like arma-
ment stepped inside. It was certainly startling to wake up to
the fact that we were in the clutches of the ¢ Austrian bayonets,’
of which one has heard so much. Fortunately one, at least,
of us was no stranger to the sensation, Tuckett having been
arrested and nearly shot, near the Stelvio, in 1866, on sus-
picion of being an Italian surveyor, while we both knew what
it was to have our bedrooms invaded by gendarmes in search
of passports. We therefore quietly awaited his message, and
when he demanded our ¢ Reisedokumente,” produced our well-
worn passports. Here was another fix, which was near endi::ﬁ
in our being marched back to Kronau. The worthy man h
never seen an English passport,and could hardly be persuaded
of its nature. But fortunately, just as he was wavering, our
invaluable wine-bag came to our assistance, and a treaty of
peace was sealed by a cup of Kirchmejer's good wine and
a pipeful of English tobacco; and then it came out to what
we were indebted for the honour of this visit. It appeared
that the Biirgermeister of Ratschach, who had been drinking
at Kirchmejer’s inn all the previous day while we were there,
and had never asked us our business, took mortal offence
because Kirchmejer was chosen as our guide instead of his
parochial self, and revenged himself by the petty piece of spite
of sending down to the police station at Kronau, and having
these poor fellows turned out for a 3 hours’ forced march in
the dead of night, in hopes, doubtless, that our documents
might not be en régle, so that he might see us brought back
in disgrace. Poor man! he happily did not hear the showers
of abuse which his chief victims, the gendarmes, dealt out to
him when they found what a fool’s errand they had come on,
nor the choice epithets selected by Peter, who, after grumbling
about it the whole morning, at last wound up, some hours after,
during a halt in the snow, with ¢ Er ist ein Lump, ein unniitz,
ungeputzter Sauerkopf!’ (He is a ragamuffin, a useless, un-
adorned sourhead !)
In spite of these delays, we got off at 3.5. We soon
to climb, and at 3.25 reached the lower foot of the Alp at the
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base of the Mangert cliffs, a place so remote and lonely that it
bears the name of Mirnig (peaceful). As we passed along in
the twilight we heard the call of a blackcock not far off, which
stirred the spirit of our two keen hunters, Peter and Christian,
and caused a little delay while they tried to decoy it within
the range of Peter's rifle. Shortly afterwards (la:.t 4.15),
as we reached the base of the buttress to the right of the
Mangert, up which we were to climb, another halt was caused
by a chamois, which bounded away over the snow-fields towards
the rocks, turning round to give a defiant whistle every time
we shouted after him.

A steep and almost dizzy sheep-path leads up this buttress
(called by Von Pavich the Traunikga; at one place it is a sort
of rough staircase up a cleft of the rock. After passing the
steepest part we halted at a spring, and then keeping straight
up the alp, reached (at 5.30) the col leading over to tie Predil
Pass. The glorious view was a good excuse to wait a little
here, but at 6.15 we again set to work, for now the real work
begins. Hitherto we had avoided the magnificent perpen-
dicular cliffs which are the principal feature of the Mangert, by
climbing an easier buttress to the right of them ; now we must,
after a short distance up the shoulder, cross the face of the
mountain just over the top of them, and then, turning up
ratl;‘er to the right, reach the lower peak, and from that the

ighest.

lngThe whole climb requires care. There are places where it
“does not do’ to remember how extremely splendid the cliffs
looked from below, along the edge of which you are now
creeping, but there is a sort of path all the way, and in some
places the rocks have actually been blasted to make the ascent
safer. At the time of our visit there was a good deal of snow,
which bothered poor Peter sadly. His spirits had been very
low about it the day before, and it was evidently with some
effort of determination that he led the way over the steep
patches, carefully treading steps with his ¢ Steigeisen.” Like
most of the mountaineers of the Eastern Alps, he was tho-
roughly at home on rocks, but on snow was out of his element;
80 tiat where Lauener felt in comparative security with rope
and axes, he was evidently nervous, urging us to make haste,
¢ Sonst bekommen wir malheur.’” We only found one local
guide this year who took readily to the use of the rope and the
axe, and that was Santo Siorpaes of Cortina d’Ampezzo, a
name ‘ when found to be made a note of.’

Owing to the snow, we missed the path near the top by turn-
ing up to the right too soon, and made our way up some par-
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ticularly smooth and steep rocks. At 7.58, however, we were
safely on the summit in a calm, pleasant air, and fully enjoyed
the view all round. There were plenty of distant es,
plenty of neighbouring peaks, many of them as yet u ed,
but none was more majestic than the mass opposite us of the
Wischberg. It evidently rises very nearly to the height
of the Mangert; we could even believe that it overtopped us,
but not having a level, we could not decide the point. The
usual measurements give an advantage of a few feet to our
peak. On one of the spurs of this mountain is the pilgrimage
church of the Luschariberg, much frequented by the people
of all the countries round for purposes of devotion to a certain
wooden image of the Virgin, and well worth a visit on account
of the view it commands and the amusement of coming down
again in a sledge. It possesses one peculiar interest, from being
a sort of corner boundary between Germans, Italians, and Slo-
venes, all of whom flock together here, and even apart from
their languages, the national distinctions are said to be strongly
marked as they worship; the ¢ sangeslustigen Slaven’ delight-
ing in melodious hymns, the Italians loudly chanting their
litany, while the Germans are much more quiet and absorbed
than either.

The most exquisite part of our view was perhaps the two
little Weissenfels lakes lying right below us, brilliant as eme-
ralds in their setting of rock and forest.

After a long halt in the pleasant warm air, we started for
the descent at 9.40; the rocks, though requiring care, were
wonderfully soon passed, and by 10.20 we were over almost all
the difficulties. At the col we parted with Peter, satisfying
him with three gulden: he explained that some ¢ Herren,” who
required a great deal of help gave him four gulden. He of
course shared our food throughout the expedition. Our way
appeared quite plain; we could see the path along the side of
the mountain, and far below, at the end of the valley, the
windings of the Predil road. But thick mist came on, and we
got for a time utterly lost, and I know not where we should
have gone to without wonderful pathfinding instinct on the part
of Christian, aided by the fortunate accident of our hearing a
man, invisible, far below, calling his sheep.

Very splendid the cliffs of the Mangert looked as we de-
scended, with the thunderclouds clustering among them ; but
our admiration was tempered when these clouds discharged
abundantly upon us, and as our way lay down a very narrow
path through dripping beech-woods, we had a ¢ very damp time
of it,’ until at last we emerged into the Predil Pass at the top
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of the zigzags. Descending these by a very precipitous short
cut, we took refuge at a little inn at Mitter Preth just in time
to escape a still more tremendous downpour.

When this was over, we drove down that desolate valley of
the Coritenza, finding the road in places almost blocked, even
for our light carriage, with masses of mud, gravel, and débris,
washed down from the mountain side by the storm.

We found comfortable quarters at Flitsch, where our lug-
gage awaited us at the ¢ Post;’ in the street opposite there is
a parochial warning to incautious smokers which deserves to
be commemorated : —

¢ Tabak- und Cigar-Rauchen ist bei trokener (sic) und win-
diger Witterung unter Straffe (sic) gegen 2 Gulden verboten.’

NEw PasseEs IN THE MISCHABEL RANGE.
By G. E. FosTER, JUNR.

HERE is an old proverb which says €It is an ill wind
which blows nobody any good.” Still, though the wisdom

of our ancestors is in it, few mountaineers recognise its truth,
for all winds aloft are a bore. In the summer of 1868, I
too lost all faith in it; for on arriving at Visp, intent on
the Matterhorn, I heard that poor Mr. Elliott, whose sad
death we all so much deplore, had made the first ascent
from Zermatt since the accident. As if this were not bad
enough, the next morning I found all the peaks covered
with fresh snow, as a further damper to my hopes. Yet to
that ill wind, to that snow-storm, I owe the passes of which
I am writing: need I add, I am now a staunch believer
in the proverb’s truth? Compelled to wait for the fresh
snow to melt, I turned aside to Saas, and during a glorious
day over the Mischabeljoch, my guide Hans Baumann and
I examined closely the tremendous precipices of the Mischa-
belhérmer, and thought we discovered at least one way in
which they could be passed. Unable to try it then, I resolved
to attempt it, if possible, in the coming year, and accordingly,
with Mr. Horace Walker and our guides Jakob Anderegg and
Hans Baumann, found myself at Saas on the evening of
Thursday, July 15. Much time was spent, ¢ more Alpino,’ in
discussing the weather and the possibility of first trying the
Weissmies. Our men, however, would only guarantee one fine
day, so, on the bird-in-the-hand principle, we decided on the
pass; and the dull inn at Saas offering no great inducement





