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places, fit for a long stay, are notoriously scarce in the Italian Alps.
Those who set up such houses are often not bold enough in- their aima,
Where the cannier and more sharp-sighted Swiss would seek to attract
a European public, they are content to catch the middle-class of North
Italian towns. The manager and head waiter are the most amiable of
creatures, but the one is a local man of limited experience; the other,
perhaps, has spent the greater part of his life in Venetian cafés and
can hardly accommodate himself to Alpine habits. Not going to bed
at all he understands—no one is better than the Venetian in turning
night into day—but to get up at 4 oM. seems to him an act against
nature.

Founders of ¢ Stabilimenti ’ who desire English patronage—and they
most of them profess to—would do well to bear in mind the following
suggestions. They should select their site with reference not only to
shelter and convenience, but also to the view and quiet. They should
not build in a hole, or behind a bank, or alongside the peasant’s house
of call, but on some slope or brow where a terrace before the house
will serve in fine weather as the principal sitting room. One gloomy
groundfloor sitting-room is not sufficient public accommodation : there
must be a ‘salon’ as well. English habits must be respected so far as
not necessarily to call in all guests to their heaviest repast at midday,
and the cook (in Tyrol) should be instructed that other animals than
calves are fit for human food. The government map of the district
should be hung up in the salon, so that travellers may trace and plan
their excursions. Owing to the dishonesty of travellers, it is impossible
to recommend a host to set up a library. Most of the English books
given to Bonetti of Primiero have been stolen.

Perhape some Italians who read this may be disposed to say, ¢ Oh |
those English require too much.’ The class for whom I speak are
perfectly content with the accommodation at Cortina, Alagna, or Aosta,
and find at Courmayeur even more than they require. Is it then
unreasonable to try to raise a few more houses to their standard ?

IN MEMORIAM.
ELIJAH WALTON, F.G.8.

By the death of Elijah Walton the Alpine Club has lost an artist of
great originality and power, who has been remarkably successful in
grappling with the difficulties of mountain scenery. Though taken
from the world at a comparatively early age, he has left behind him a
large quantity of work which, we venture to think, will be appreciated
in the future more generally than it has been in the past. Thus his
life and labours may fitly receive in the pages of this Journal a little
more than the usual brief obituary notice.

Elijah Walton was born in November 1832, and passed the earlier
part of his life in Birmingham or its immediate vicinity. A delicate
child, his parents not in good circumstances, he had few advantages in
education and a hard struggle (notwithstanding the help of a kind
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patroness) to follow the art for which his bent was very soon manifested..
‘While still a mere boy—and a very little one—he became a student at
the Art School in Birmingham, going forth, whenever possible, to spend
long days in the country in the most elaborate and minute study of
nature. 1 possess a drawing of a thistle, made when he was fifteen,
which is a wonderfully truthful and well-executed study. After obtain-
ing various distinctions, he proceeded about the age of eighteen to
London, and became a student at the Royal Academy, where he had
already exhibited and eold pictures. Here he laboured as assiduously
a8 before, devoting himself especially to drawing from the antique and
from life. Thus, notwithstanding his early predilection for landscape,
his work was before 1860 mainly in figures, I bhave seen several of
the pictures painted during this part of his life. Though decidedly
good, they give little sign of his future special style and excellence.
By the help of the friend mentioned above he had already paid a short
visit to the Alps, but it was not until the year 1860 that he devoted
himself to a study of their scenery. I believe that the impulse to this
change came from Mr. W. Mathews, who had employed him to make a
drawing from ome of his own aketches, and had been so struck with
the vigour and originality of his treatment, that he urged him to
undertake a sketching tour, and offered him a tempting commission.

In the summer of 1860 he married, and in the autumn pro-
ceeded to Egypt, where he had the misfortune to lose his wife. He
remained in the East until 1862. My friendship with him dates
from the month of August in that year, when he accompanied Mr. W.
Mathews and myself m a journey to the Tarentaise and Graian Alps,
remaining in the Alps after our return. From this time to the last
year of his life he made frequent journeys—three to the East, many to
the Alps, spending one whole winter under Jean Tairraz's friendly
roof at Aosta. He also visited Greece, Norway, Scotland, the English
Lakes, Wales, and the Isle of Wight.

In 1867 he remarried, but was left a widower & second time in 1872.
This blow prostrated him at the time, and, I believe, shortened his
days. In1879 the state of his health first began to cause grave anxiety
to his friends, and to this money troubles were added, for he had
never been a good manager of his own affairs. His difficulties were
increased by the recent badness of the times, which affected seriously
the sale of all works of art, and amongst them of his drawings. His
health failed rapidly ; brain paralysis, accompanied by epileptic attacks,
declared itself, and on August 25 last he passed away, leaving three
little orphan boys, for whom, I regret to say, there is but slender pro-
vision.

It is always difficult to speak of the work of a personal friend while
his loss is yet recent without becoming unconsciously a partisan. It is
especially difficult in this case, because much of Walton’s work is so
unlike that of any other painter. Still, as I think that, while its failings
have been often indicated, its peculiar excellencies have been rarely
recognised, and that he received during his life more unjust blame than
praise, I shall venture to express frankly my own opinion.

Professional critics Walton seldom pleased. I do not presume to
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consider myself learned in the canons of art, but I do venture to believe -
that some accurate knowledge of nature, and of the aspects of nature
delineated, is necessary to the true critic. Now in this I not seldom
find the critics by profession wholly wanting, and I am not therefore
more disposed to bow to their blame in Walton'’s case, than I am to
echo their praise when they raise a chorus over some work which no
lover of the Alps can look at without & smile.

Walton’s colouring was peculiar. He delighted in atmospheric
effects, both in the brilliancy of sunrise and sunset, and in the delicate
greys of mistand rain. I believe he sometimes failed, as Turner has
failed, in attempting the impossible. At the same time his perception
of colour was exceptionally acute, and knowing how this power differs
in different men, 1 venture sometimes to doubt whether one who has
passed much of his working life beneath Alpine and Eastern skies may
not be a better judge than the critic who for the greater part of the year
dwells in London streets. But even if colour be a more subjective
matter than people commonly suppose, this is not the case with drawing.
The forms of plants, rocks, mountains are facts—very difficult, doubt-
less, to record, und demanding in their infinity a certain selection, and
even occasional convention. Knowing, as a professional geologist,
something about rock structure, I have no hesitation in asserting
that many landscape artists, held in high repute, have no notion of
how to draw a rock. Again and again I have seen hanging on the
walls of exhibitions—extravagantly praised by critics, greedily pur-
ehased by the public—pictures that to my eyes, whatever their merits
in colour or as compositions might be, were full of the most elemen-

blunders—were like the Latin verses of a clever idle boy, pretty,
but with some horribly false grammar and quantities. Walton’s best
rock drawing is the best that I know—in some respects better even
than Turner’s.

A similar tribute must be paid to his snow and ice painting. With-
out questioning M. Loppé’s ownership of the glacier, it may be confidently
asserted that no artist has ever painted a enow-peak with its slopes and
cliffs and cornices with so much knowledge, so much power, and so
much poetic feeling, as Elijah Walton.

Another characteristic was his industry. He lived only for his art:
it was his one delight ; bis devotion to it seriously injured his health,
for he could not keep away from his brush, and led far too sedenhz a
life. Whatever he undertook he did as thoroughly as possible. His
work on the camel is simply an instance of the elaborate mode in
which he carried out all that he undertook in art. Dissatisfied with
the camels which he had introduced into his earlier Eastern drawings,
and with the general portraiture of that animal, he determined to
grapple with the difficulty. Accordingly, on arriving in Egyptin 1863,
he purchased a camel, made a series of studies of the living animal,
even to mapping out the footprints of its various paces; he had it
killed, dissected it, and drew its muscular system, and lastly drew the
bones of the skeleton. The results of this labour were afterwards
copied by his own hand on stone and published in a volume which has
received the highest praise from so competent a judge as Professor Owen,
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* to whom it was dedicated. Flowers, trees, rocks, figures, clouds were
studied with the same unwearied patience. 1 lay particular stress
upon this, because during the last few years he has often been accused
of scamping his work, and the mists which he introduced (too fre-
quently by far, as I think) into his Alpine pictures were supposed to
be for the sake of saving himself trouble. Perhaps I am the only
person living who has been allowed to watch him at his work, as the
picture grew under his hands, and I do not hesitate to say that these
miste required as much time and more skill in manipulation than an
elaborate mapping out of the mountain side would have done.

His vernatility was extraordinm'g. There are not many men who
have been successful in painting figures, mountains, trees, and water,
the reflection of the Nile under an Egyptian sunset, the midnight sun
on Arctic waves, the white gleam of a snow-peak against Alpine
blue, or the mists which gather round the rocks of the Pelmo. With
the ocean, as may be seen in his Norwegian sketches, he was very suc-
cessful in a calm, but many of his stormy seas were failures, though
some of his later work is in this respect also excellent.

It is only just in conclusion to admit the defects of his work. He
was undoubtedly too devoted to certain peculiar effects of atmosphere
and colour, and repeated them too often. He neglected often, in his
passion for skies and mists and snows, the details of foreground, charac-
teristic of different Alpine districts, and this fault grew upon him.
His mind was too completely engrossed in his labour and he lived too
isolated a life, secluding himself from the society of fellow workers and
from study of their works. It was impossible under the circumstances
for him to avoid mannerism. This was increased by the number of
small water-colour drawings which he painted ; but then the temptation
to do this was great; since for these he had a ready market, while his
larger drawings—and especially his oil paintings (which were scarcely
equal to his works in water colours)—were apt to remain on his hands.
It must be considered unfortunate also that he allowed so many of his
drawings to be copied by chromo-lithography. This mode of repro-
duction often enhanced and called attention to their weak points, while
its necessary limitations may have tended to confirm in drawings con-
sciousaly prepared for it the monotony and lack of characteristic detail
noticeable in some of hie later work.®

* The following is a list of the books which Walton wrote or illustrated : —

(1) * The Camel, its Anatomy, Proportions, and Paces." 1865.
(2) * The Peaks and Valleys of the Alps.’ 1867.
(3) *Clouds and their Combinations.” 1869.
(4) ¢ Flowers from the Upper Alps.’ 1869.
(8) ¢ The Coast of Norway.’ 1871,
(6) * Peaks in Pen and Pencil.’ 1872.
(7) ¢ Vignettes, Alpine and Eastern.’ 1873.
(8) ¢ The Bernese Oberland.’ 1874.
(9) ¢ Welsh Scenery.” 1875.
(10) ¢ English Lake S8cenery.’ 1876.

The dates are of the first editions. To numbers 2, 4, 5, 7-10, I contributed
a desacriptive text. .



78 ' In Memoriam. Peter Rubi.

When last I visited Walton, just a year ago (a series of croas cir-
cumstances kept us apart afterwards), he said, ¢ I feel that I have yet so
much to do with this hand, and believe that I shall do it." It was not
so written; the active brain was soon to be benumbed, and the right
hand which he held up as he spoke, to be still for ever. I little thought
then that the next time I should enter Bromsgrove would be to stand
with his orphan children by his grave, beneath one of those peaceful
autamn skies in which during life he had so much delighted.

T. G. Bonngr.

PETER RUBL
(Reprinted by permission from the ¢ St. James's Gazette.")

THERE are travellers to the Alps, I believe, who, having made one or
more excursions for which a guide is necessary, still regard their guide
as 8 sort of hired servant a little above the lowest degree. To such
persons these words are not addressed, for to them Ishould be speaking
an unknown language. But those will understand me who have known
what it is to share day after day the smiles or anger of the high air, and
break bread among the perennial snows, with a chosen fai com-~
panion—Oberlander, or Walliser, or Chamouniard ; nor these only, but
all who bave learned the worth of true and simple manhood in times
and places where the refinements of our artificial life are of no account.
It may be learned nearer home too; for our British seas and moors
afford schooling in it as well as the Alps. Therefore it will seem nothing
strange to Englishmen of the right sort who use their eyes and their
limbs, whether they be Alpine climbers or not, that one should not
esteem lightly the loss of a valiant and courteous guide who will never
wield ice-axe more. These, I know, are the terms of old romance,
associated with pageants and great solemnities, and companies of stately
men and fair women. It may seem incongruous to apply them to
people who wear hob-nailed boots and clothes of the roughest Zomeapun,
and talk in an uncouth bhighland dialect of German. But if valour and
courtesy are not the fitting words for the character of the best Swiss
guides, I know not what other to find. They are ever ready to perform
what they have undertaken, or at least carry the attempt to the utter-
most of man’s power, not as the bare fulfilment of a bargain, but
joyfully and as an honourable achievement; they are ever watchful not
merely for the safety of the travellers they have taken in their charge,
but for their ease and comfort in everything ; and all this they do as if
it were pure pleasure to them, and the most natural thing in the world.
Such a one was Peter Rubi, of Grindelwald, who perished on the
Lauteraarjoch on the 18th of July last.

Thirteen years ugo I made Rubi’s acquaintance, on my first visit to
Grindelwald. I was then a novice in mountaineering, and the occasion
was a suddenly planned expedition, in which my travelling comrade and
myself had joined forces with another Englishman. Two guides were
required for the party : we took the first that came, and Peter Rubi was
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one of them. He was as yet by no means one of the best-known guides,
though he had served a good apprenticeship asa porter, and his perform-
ance in carrying a long ladder on the first passage of the Jungtrau Joch
had been duly chronicled in the account published in England. On the
excursion now in question Rubi was the second guide ; we knew nothing
of him beforehand, but as the day went on we began to take a special
fancy to him. There was very little snow, if I remember right, and
the work, which was mostly over rocks, was longer and harder than
had been expected. But Rubi seemed only to like it all the better.
His unwearied vigour and good humour were catching, and our section
of the party came to the front. Presently it was discovered thatan
estimated quarter of an hour remaining between us and our goal—one
of those horribly elastic Viertelstunden which try the patience of all
mountaineers at one time or another—would have to be multiplied by
two or three. ¢ Wir kommen bald hinauf,’ said Rubi, with a confidential
chuckle. Up we went in time, though not quite so fast as a more
compact party would have done, and down another way by merry
glissades and a series of short cuts. We returned to Grindelwald in
great elation and charged with a fresh impulee of mountain enthusiasm,
One or two other smaller excursions with Rubi on the glacier confirmed
our estimate of him; and we parted fast friends, with hopes of more
and better climbing for next year.

In due course I found Rubi again at Grindelwald; and for a good
part of two seasons we were constantly together, and as active as the
weather would let us be. Sometimes we made up a company with other
travellers as far as our ways and ambitions went together. Sometimes I
was alone with Rubi and another excellent guide and companion, a
better known man, though I could find little to choose between them :
why should I abstain from naming Peter Baumann, who happily is yet
alive and well, and I trust prospering as he deserves? Some days I
spent with Rubi either in comparatively easy walks or in such climbing
as a guide and a traveller in fair training may well do without a third ;
and of these expeditions, not of the first rank, but full of interest and
exercise, there are more to be had than most people find out. Thus
we did not want for variety of occupation and incident, and I saw Rubi
at work under a good many different circumstances. Our combined
parties were always amusing and mostly successful. We made the
acquaintance of all the caves that furnish, or, I should say, used to
furnish, advanced posts for the attack of passes and peaks from
Grindelwald. In those days the Gleckstein had not been engineered
and. beautified, and the hut on the Ménchjoch was not thought of.
The Kastenstein offered, on the whole, the best quarters; and I am
not sure that a good dry cave is much inferior to the modern luxury
of a hut. Once we rought, much against our will, the unaccustomed
shelter of the deserted goat-herd’s hut on the Zisenberg. It was past
the middle of September, and there were six of us in all, rather a
large party for making a long and stiff ascent when the days are fast
shortening. So it was that we narrowly escaped spending a second
night at the Kastenstein; and had not our guides been eminent in
resolve and resource we should not have escaped it at all. We got down
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to the glacier, and effected a hurried passage acroes its upper level, only
just before dark. The track into which we struck was plain enough in
the daytime, but troublesome after nightfall, being of the staircase kind
in places. The guides brought us along it somehow by memory and
touch, quite literally clinging to their skirts; it was one of those con-
junctures in which the amateur climber feels peculiarly abject, and has
his pride thoroughly taken down, if he is foolish enough to cherish any.
We might have pushed on fairly well if there had been a moon, but
there was none. At last, what niggard light the sky had given us was
quenched by a passing thunderstorm. Falstaff might have sworn,
without peril to his soul, that you could not see the back of your hand.
It must be confessed that Rubi’s usual cheerfulness broke down at this
point. We bad no meat or drink left, and no fire but that of tobacco,
and it was quite uncertain when we should be able to go on. The storm
abated, however, and we crept gingerly down to the familiar oasis of the
Zisenberg. There we made for the little hut, and were all asleep on
the hard earth in two minutes; and thus we completed our round of the
sleeping-quarters of Grindelwald. It wasa matter of discomfort and
loss of time, not of danger, but I have never known guides so much put
out. Perhaps they felt that they had leisure to grumble, and might
as well do that as anything else. When things turn out serious in
the day’s work a good guide never grumbles at the time. I have been
with Rubi and Baumann when I was glad there were no more of us,
and we had to walk on thin layers of new, ill-compacted snow as if we
were treading on eggs. Then they spoke fow words, and those of simple
but strong warning. Only when we had left the ice, and thz could
discuss the toils of the day over their pipes on a grassy bank, ex-
pressed their opinion freely on the nature of the work and the condition
of the now. We had other days of hard but wholesome and enjoyable
climbing ; now and then we seized a break in the weather with success ;
sometimes we strove with it in vain,and sometimes won barren victories.
The Petersgrat is said to command one of the finest views in the Berneee
Alps, and I believe it on trust; we passed it in a thick mist, which
turned to heavy rain; and at the end of the day, having reduced my
baggage to the smallest possible amount on leaving Grindelwald, I was
fain to learn by experience the weight of an Oberland suit of homespun
while my own garments were drying.

Peter Rubi was an Oberlander and Grindelwalder all over : he firmly
believed in the supremacy of Grindelwald over all other Alpine centres,
and always preferred a plan of campaign which brought him home
within a moderate number of days. And I think that for the traveller
also there is much pleasure in making a kind of home of a place where
he is sure of good quarters,and working out from it and back in various
directions. One may cover far more ground by doing otherwise ; but
to cover the utmost ground in a given time is not the object of holiday
travels for a rational man. On the Italian side of the Alps Rubi was
not happy ; the country and language were strange to him, and 1 think
he felt something uncanny in quitting the German-speaking land :
not that an ordinary German understands the Oberland speech when
the people talk to one another, or any other Swiss dialect for that
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matter. Zermatt seemed to him a tolerable place, but not good for
much. It is true that the accommodation provided for guides was none
of the best (it may be amended now for anything I know), and this had
something to do with his opinion. It is also true that we kicked our
heels there for several days in villanous weather, and Rubi thought
better of it after we had put Monte Rosa under our feet on one of those
perfect days which hardly come twice in a summer. Under favour-
able couditions such as we enjoyed, it is the ideal of an ascent; no
tedious preliminaries, no monotonous stretch of moraine or deep snow-
field—just enough climbing to call out activity and steadiness without
exceasive strain, and a glorious view for reward. In later years Rubi
must have got over his dislike to foreign parts. As his reputation in-
creased he was sought after for longer tours, and I heard of his going
not only to Bavoy and the Italian Alps, but to Dauphiné.

Some of the best days which fell to Rubi and myself at Grindelwald,
both as to walking and weather, were those on which we two were alone.
There is no better training than going about in this way, as the traveller
has to rely on himself considerably more than when he is a unit in a
larger partg. As to climbing without guides, it isa thing neither to be
lightly undertaken nor to be indiscriminately condemned. All pro
conditions and safeguards being observed, first of which is the perg:::
health and competent mountain experience of the whole party, and
mutual confidence justly founded thereon, I admit and even admire it
a8 a counsel of perfection: it is a height my own ambition has never
attained. It shall here be noted that if any man is apt to think a
Swiss guide cannot be good company apart from his professional know-
ledge, he thinks much amiss. For these men, though they live away
from cities, and read and write but little, are neither uninstructed nor
incurious. You may converse with them of most things except books,
and find them willing hearers and sensible speakers. Their duties as
citizens are few and simple as a rule; but when once and again such a
matter comes home to them as a revision of the Federal Canstitation,
their votes are at least as intelligent as the average British elestor's—if,
indeed, after the disclosures we are now reading every day, that is
saying anything. They all have taken their turn at soldiering, too,
and may inve to take it again. Generally they are spared as much as

ible ; but at the time of the Franco-German war the service pressed

d upon them. Of the average of Swiss troops I know nothing ; but
I conceive that the Oberland contingent must be difficult to surpass
anywhere in physique and intelligence.

To return to Peter Rubi, however : I think he liked having his fling,
as it were, on days of a sort intermediate between rambling and severe
climbing. He enjoyed mountaineering for its own sake, and was not
sorry to find excuses for leaving a well-known route. If there was
anything in which he fell short of guides of the very first rank it was
the faculty or instinct of striking out on new ground not merely some
way, but the best way. To him every way was good where one could
go. But this dash of adventure was far from making him careless. No
guide could surpass him for caution and attention in whatever concerned
the security of the traveller. Towards the end of a long day, knowing
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that weariness is apt to bring heedlesaness, he was always ready and on
the watch. And when the proper mountain work was over, and there
was a residue of dull muscular toil to be got through before reaching
our night’s rest, he was unfailing in aid and encouragement. Let it not
be supposed that I would set up Rubi as a paragon of guides : there
have been and are many like him, and therefore it i8 no waste of words
to say that in remembrance of him which many, from like experience
of other men, will know to be true. But one cannot thus know more
than one or two; and to lose a man thus known, even after a parting
of several years, is to lose a friend. Freperick PowrLock.

NEW EXPEDITIONS.

TrE Expeditions recorded in the following pages are believed to fall
under the definition given in an early number of this Journal, that is
to say, not to have been previously accomplished by English moun-
taineers, or noticed in the Journal. In the cases where foreign climbers
had preceded the writers, reference has, as far as possible, been made
to the original accounts.

Dauphiné District.

ECRINS, BY TBE SOUTHERN FACE (4,103 métres = 13,462 feet).—Sep-
tember.—Monsieur Henry Duhamel, with the two Gaspards as guides,
starting at 4 A.M. from some huts in the Vallon de la Pilatte, an hour
from La Bérarde, followed the usual route up the Glacier du Vallon to
the Col des Avalanches (described as Col du Vallon de la Bérarde)*
Striking up the rocks to the left they soon bore to the right, and by a
difficult bit gained a snow couloir descending to the Glacier Noir.
Mounting steadily they reached the snowy southern face, whence it is
easy to reach the summit direct or by either the east or west arétes.
They descended by the same route, reaching La Bérarde at 9 p.u. As
much snow and ice was found on the rocks owing to the previous bad
weather, it seems as if the true route up the Ecrins had been found.

CoL pEs Masses (c. 8,500 feet).—June 22.—Messrs. Frederick
Gardiner and W. A. B. Coolidge, with Christian Almer and his son
Christian, crossed this pass, which does not seem to have previously at-
tracted the attention of travellers. Starting from Valloire they passed
(in 35 mins.) near the village of Poingt Ravier, and in 25 mins. more
kept up the right-hand fork of the valley. In 1 hr. 45 min. more the
base of the final slope was reached, the ascent of which was unex-
pectedly steep, and occupied 1 hr. 15 mins., the col (a narrow ridge)
being thus gained in 4 hrs. walking from Valloire. The view was
cloudy. Steep slopes of shale and snow led down in 40 mins. to the
grass slopes in the Combe de Pierre Fendue, and a point near some
chilets was reached in 4 an hr. more. The party then struck to the
left up the Combe, passed opposite the chilets of La Motte in 50 min.,
and in 1 br. 55 mins. (leisurely walking) gained the Basse du Ger-
bier, whence a descent of 20 mins. led them to the chélets of Rieublane
—41 brs. from ‘the col. Like the easier Pas du Gros Grenier,? it
affords direct communication between Valloire and S. Jean d’Arves.

* Alpine Journal, vol, viii. 33. 1 Ibid. vol. ix. p. 96.





