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incidentally Kurz had a chance one day on the Mueller glacier
of showing me how an expert skis.

After Christmas festivities at the home of my future wife,
which did not improve our training, we returned with a firm
resolve to change our tactics. Before Christmas we had fled
from the storm back to the comfort of the Hermitage. We
decided now to dig ourselves in, when we got to a hut, and lay
regular siege to the peaks of our desire. Pursuant of this
resolution, we arrived on January 6 in dubious weather at the
Haast hut, and at once the weather-demon, realising that we
were not in a mood to be trifled with, placated us with a perfect
day on the Tth, a day such as only occurs twice or thrice in a
New Zealand season. At 1 A.m. stars were shining through a
light mist. We were away at 1.50, and with somewhat
creaking joints crawled up Glacier Dome in snow so soft that the
crampons on our backs seemed a mere mockery. On the Grand
Plateaun, however, they were put in their proper place, and worn
for the next twelve hours without touching a rock. Following
the line we had selected on a reconnaissance the previous after-
noon, we steered through the breaks and crevasses of the E.
face, till we struck the E. ridge of the Silberhorn at 4.830. An
hour later we reached our highest point of December 19, finding
the condition of the ridge so much improved that so far we
had hardly to cut a step. This was most inspiriting, and our
knees began to resume their proper elasticity. The schrund
near the top of the Silberhorn, which in some years assumes
gigantic proportions (two years ago Milne and I had examined
it from a distance through glasses, and thought it impassable),
fell easily at the first assault. At 6.35 we emerged with delight-
ful suddenness on the delicate cone of the Silberhorn, and
halted till 7.10 for a meal and photography. Seen from here,
the 800 ft. of knife-edged ice, the straight and narrow road high-
perched in space, that leads to Tasman, is a vision to make the
heart of a mountaineer thrill and throb with anticipation of
battle. It looks appallingly steep, narrow and acute, more so
than it is in reality owing to foreshortening, though the reality
is grim enough. Miss Du Faur has a graphic account of her
impressions of the same scene. ‘ Naturally,” she says, ‘ our
first thought was for the Tasman aréte. With one accord our
glances swept it searchingly. The silence that followed was
ominous. I felt cold shivers running up and down my spine, as
I viewed the last thousand feet of our proposed climb from close
quarters. From the Tasman glacier the ridge seems to rise out
of the Silberhorn in a gentle, softly-inviting slope. From our
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newly-gained summit it rears a knife-like edge for 1000 ft. at
the most appalling angle I had ever beheld or imagined.’

There is a descent of just over 100 ft. to the col between
the two peaks. Half-way down it we stumbled on a huge
unsuspected schrund. We stamped warily down its steep
upper lip, and jumped an 8 ft. gap on to a sloping floor of iron-
hard snow, the jar whereof unfortunately did some damage
to a tendon in Kurz’s right knee. Looking up we found to our
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TaE EAST FACE OF MT1. TASMAN FROM GLACIER DOME.
(Dotted line shows up and down routes.)

B =S8ilberhorn. C=Tasman. D =*Shoulder.’

surprise that the last 10 ft. of the upper lip were nothing but
a thin overarching gable of congealed stalactites of ice : inside
was a wondrous icicle-fringed grotto, wherein our bodies threw
shadows of deepest ultramarine in the dim light. A short
way up the final ridge, we shirked an attack on an overhanging
schrund, and skirted along its lower lip on the E. face for quite
200 yards, before a chance of success presented itself. Here
the obstacle ran up into a bay, to the apex of which we mounted.
To our left the schrund forked, the upper prong narrowing
rapidly to a thin crack. The day was won if we could attain
the floor of the upper fork, which was choked with snow,
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Direct ascent to it was impossible owing to the unbridged
chasm of the lower prong, but we could cross the main schrund
on débris straight in front of us. The almost sheer wall opposite
was blotched with some frail snow-pimples, which formed a
precarious and irregular ladder, whose stability seemed to me
insufficient to withstand our weight. I was leading at the
time, but felt doubtful whether my icemanship was delicate
enough for the job. Kurz, who was more hopeful, stepped
gallantly into the breach, and with brilliant skill mastered
the problem. By deft foot-pressure each pimple was so trodden
down as to give the maximum support, but the rungs were so
awkwardly spaced, that I for one found it extremely difficult
to raise my weight from one to the other without a dangerous
thrust from the hind foot, the ice being too hard to allow of a
driven pick to help the leverage. None of the essential steps
on this 15 ft. ladder collapsed under us, and at the top of it
a more substantial traverse landed us on the sloping floor
between the prongs, whence, breaking through a screen of
icicles, we emerged on the face, walked round the end of the
crack and cut our way back to the ridge about 80 ft. above
at its steepest and acutest point. The edge here was too
adventurous even for my new ‘ Eckenstein ’ ecrampons without
steps, but we found below the slight corniche on the E. flank
a convenient groove where hard snow gave good footing, till
the angle eased off. On the last lap, wildly elated at certain
vietory, we did a vigorous spurt, the right foot treading squarely
on the edge and the left driven firmly into the steep ice of the
W. face. The proud moment of attained ambition arrived at
8.50, exactly 7 hours after the start, 7 hours as intense with
hopes and fears as I have ever spent on a mountain, for I
confess without reserve that the conquest of Tasman had been
an overmastering obsession of mine, ever since I first set eyes
on its glorious majesty.

Our preliminary reconnaissance from Glacier Dome had
satisfied us that, granted perfect conditions, there was nothing
to prevent us from descending the virgin N. ridge, and, at its
foot, either dropping direct from Engineer Pass, or else
traversing Lendenfeld and descending from the next col which
has twice been reached from the Grand Plateau by parties
led by Peter Graham, and looks less steep and less dominated
by hanging ice than the first alternative. In point of fact
there was no symptom of undue danger in either of these
broad open couloirs at this time of year, though when we
traversed Haast and Lendenfeld a month later the sights and
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Mt. TASMAN FROM Mrt. TORRES.

Showing the unclimbed West Ridge, and on the left the top of the
North Ridge.



Phot. M. Kurz.

Mr. TASMAN FROM LENDENFELD.
Showing the North Ridge and Shoulder.
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sounds visible and audible in the channel to which we com-
mitted ourselves on this occasion were enough to freeze the
marrow in the bones of two cautious mountaineers with a
strong dislike of perilous situations and a vivid memory of
Captain Farrar’s last words of advice to us before we left
England : ‘ Achtung, immer Achtung!’

The N. ridge now lay before us in all its enticing length.
The conditions could hardly have been better, the weather was
certain and the day still young. After 15 minutes on top,
spent chiefly in studying the magnificent N. face of Mt. Cook,
we started down it, moving one at a time, but without finding
it necessary to cut steps, the ridge being gentler in angle and
less acute of edge than its sister on the S. The W. face in the
upper part presented an Alpine phenomenon which neither of
us had seen elsewhere. It was draped with row upon row of
gigantic leaning columns of porous ice, perforated by deeply-
cut funnels of almost circular section. The cause of them is
obscure, but they are a permanent feature here, being visible
in the earliest photographs. It is curious that the W. face
of Mt. Cook too has a peculiar ice-formation, to which I shall
refer later, also permanent and also unique in our experience,
but quite different from that on Tasman. The E. side, as usual,
was heavily corniched, and we had to proceed warily between
the scallops of the W. and the oubliettes of the E. At 9.50
we paused for a meal on the N. shoulder, after which our
cameras recorded faithfully a scene of Alpine beauty, which
for me is unforgettable. Below us lay the immense névé of
the Fox, and beyond it the west-coast bush and the illimitable
ocean : to N. and W. a vista of ice-clad peaks, many of them
all the more lovely in my eyes for having permitted my feet
to wander up and down them : behind us the ridge which has
been the subject of many day-dreams in the past years. The
remainder of the ridge calls for no special comment, and we
reached Engineer Pass without incident at 11.30. This col
had thrice been attained from the W. by Canon H. E. Newton
and Alec Graham between 1904 and 1907 : they had been
rightly confident that the N. ridge provided an easier route to
the summit than the S., and only very bad luck in their weather
robbed them of the first ascent.

Kurz’s damaged knee was now becoming very swollen and
painful, and no amount of auto-suggestion could deceive me into
believing myself at my best. Accordingly we relinquished the
traverse of Lendenfeld, and set about the direct descent of the
3000 ft. concavity leading to the Grand Plateau. Below the col
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party. Lower down, too, the snow-slopes, by which one
regains the Haast ridge from the glacier, were in a distinctly
dangerous state, so that altogether the descent took slightly
longer than the upward journey. The climb, however, is quite
first-class, and Miss Barker may be proud to be the first lady to
have reached this summit.

The weather now broke, and we returned to the hotel for a
day or two of rest and ablution. On the 17th we went right
through to the Malte Brun hut. This attractive little hut has
only eight bunks, but that night, tempted by the cloudless day,
eleven people congregated in it. One of them was Miss Beattie
of the Ladies Alpine Club, who had crossed Graham’s Saddle
under the guidance of Peter Graham. We had discussed the
possibility of such a meeting a year before in England, and the
event was all the more pleasant for being quite unrehearsed.
The fine day was only a flash in the pan. Next day Kurz and I,
defying the omens, made a ecramponed dash at Elie de Beaumont
(10,200 ft.), and got to within 1000 ft. of the top, before a fierce
sou’-wester caused a precipitate retreat. The tiny hut groaned
beneath the weight of wet clothes hanging from its rafters by
the time the last party to return had shed its paraphernalia.
Despite the constriction and the steam we were a very cheerful
party. Peter Graham’s inexhaustible fund of climbing anecdotes
kept us all interested and amused, till fine weather dispersed us
in different directions on the 20th. That day the Barkers and
we climbed Aiguille Rouge (9731 ft.), and on the next Malte
Brun (10,421 ft.) by the favourite W. ridge.

For our last full week at the Hermitage, Kurz and I elected to
bivouac up the Hooker valley. There are three tempting
expeditions to be made at its head : La Pérouse, David’s Dome,
and the W. face of Cook. The Hooker hut is too low and too
distant to be a good base for these peaks, while the upper
bivouac-site on a slab at the head of the glacier at an altitude
of 8000 ft., though extremely convenient to climb from, is
horribly exposed and isolated. The alternative is to camp on
the Pudding Rock (approx. 5800 ft.) 8 hours lower down and a
short 3 hours above the hut, from which retreat is possible in
almost any weather. Two years ago I had spent the best part
of a day in helping to extend the diminutive camp-site, build a
solid wall and weed out angular débris from the floor. Here,
with the aid of two strong and cheery porters, Mahan and
Sheeran, we established ourselves with provisions for five days
on January 24. It was not altogether without misgivings that
we committed ourselves to the shelter of my frail tent : so far
we had not been favoured with more than two consecutive fine
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The third and last traverse was made on February 24 of the same
year, by Mr. S. Turner, Frank Milne and J. Lippe. The first
and third parties had ice to contend with all along the ridge,
while the second was favoured with good snow. The first
started from a bivouac at about 7500 ft. at a point I shall refer
to as Pt. ‘A’ below the rock-ridge leading to the low peak.
The others started from the upper Hooker bivouac at 8000 ft.
None of the three had crampons.

At 2.30 we started traversing on an upward slant a stretch of
glacier towards Pt. * A’ by lantern light, and soon had reason
to regret our complete idleness yesterday. We ought to have
trodden out a foolproof track while the sun shone. As it was,
in attempting to avoid the vast schrund, which guards the
portal between the rocks of Pt. * A’ and the ridge above, we
ran into an impasse and had to wait for dawn to show us what
proved to be the one possible through-route. We passed
Pt.* A’ at 4.15, and proceeded without further setbacks through
the wild ice-scenery above, following almost exactly the route
marked ‘5’ in the illustration to its junction with route ‘6.’
Near this point we halted for breakfast from 7.15 to 7.40 at a
height by aneroid of 10,070 ft. Above Pt. * A,” the snow had
been for some distance tiresomely crusty : on the steeper slopes
above, however, it was so hard that Kurz with his shorter,
blunter spikes, found the going a great strain on his leg muscles.
After our meal, disliking the look of the upward traverse
marked ‘ 1,” and still more the ice-clad rocks leading direct to
the low peak, we struck out a line of our own more to the left
towards what we deemed an easy spot to cross the final schrund.
It proved very far from easy, however, and Kurz had some very
awkward left-handed cutting to do, before it yielded. He then
cut back to the right to turn the impending ice-wall above our
heads, working at express speed : for the place was dangerous,
and despite the early hour a small volley swept our route behind
us a few minutes later. After some 50 steps he called me for-
ward. I cut 30 more, and then found I could adhere safely
without steps—thanks to my ‘ Eckensteins.” So I went to the
end of my rope, cut a big step, and held firm while he scrambled
up. By this method we saved much hard labour, and attained
the ridge about a furlong N. of the low peak at 9.5, having
accomplished 5800 ft. of ascent in slightly under six hours of
marching. The low peak looked temptingly close, but we
refused to be enticed, partly because we had no idea how long
the rest of the climb would take us, and partly owing to the
feeling that to diverge from our line just to bag an extra peak
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would spoil the symmetry of a perfect traverse. So we set our
faces northwards, and soon gained the foot of the great break,
which bars approach to the central peak. Thanks to Kurz's
colossal reach this grim obstacle was taken in our stride.
Immediately above is the minor hump, to which the still
unclimbed ‘ Anzac ’ ridge ascends from the east. Milne and I

Green's
Mt. Dampier Saddle 12,349 ft. 12,173 ft. 11,844 ft.,

Photo, E. Teichelmann.)
Tae WEesT FAcE oF Mr. Cook FroM SumMIT OF LA PEROUSE.

Routes from the Hooker side.

. Fyfe, G. Graham and Clark. 20 Dec. 1894,

. Fyfe, Graham and Clark. 28 Dec. 1894.

. Mr. H. Sillem and P. Graham. Feb. 1906.

Mr. Earle with P. and A. Graham and J. Clark. 1909.
. Miss Du Faur with P. Graham and D. Thomson. 1913.
. Mr. S. Turner with P. Graham and F. Milne. 1914.

had had designs on this ridge two years before, and doubtless
others before us, but I believe no party has ever started for it.
Now that I have looked down its final 200 ft., the crux of the
problem, my enthusiasm to be the pioneer of this new route has
lost most of its edge. After several photos we mounted easily
to the Central Peak (12,173 ft.) and there spent five minutes
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THE ICE-RIDGE AND HIGH PEAK OF Mr. COOK
From near the Central Peak.
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LE RECEVEUR, FROM BELOW THE WEST RIDGE OF Mrt. TORRES.
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seven weeks at the Hermitage : during all that time Mr. Clarke,
the manager, Clem Williams, the chief guide, and his brother
Vie, and the whole staff had done everything in their power to
ensure our comfort and further our plans, even when these
entailed inconvenience and extra work to themselves. It was
not without a feeling of real regret that we set out on February 3
to tramp up to the Ball hut for the fifth and last time. On
the 4th with 30 Ib. swags we toiled against a strong gusty wind
over Graham’s Saddle, on the crest of which we met a gale so
violent that we could not have surmounted the final ice-slope
without the anchorage of our crampons. We had started at
8.15, and reached the Almer bivouac above the great ice-fall
of the Franz Josef at 2.30 in rain which threatened to get
worse. After an hour’s rest and a brew of tea we took
advantage of a temporary clearing to make a dash for the
Defiance Hut, situated on the left bank between the two falls.
Peter Graham had warned us in January that the upper fall
was quite impassable this season, and had given me explicit
directions how to avoid it: we were to ascend a spur from
the bivouac, and cross the tributary Almer glacier on an
obvious bench, contour across the head of the Carrel creek, -
and descend the perversely named ‘ No Go’ creek, whence
an easy passage across the glacier to the hut was assured.
Lapse of time had muddled my memory, and when we arrived
at the head of Carrel creek I assured Kurz that our instructions
were to commit ourselves to the repulsive gorge that fell away
at our feet and disclosed beyond a vista of cruel and wicked
sharks’ teeth. He naturally demurred, but I was adamant.
Down we went, and by dint of our good erampons and much
exciting saltation, endured without reproach and with
exemplary patience by my trusty companion, we laboured
through the lower half of the fall and entered the hut at 6.45.
Next day we had more excitement, skirmishing with the lower
ice-fall, to get to the bush track on the right bank. From the
hut to the path took 2 hours, and at the end, having escaped
finally from the wilderness of séracs, Kurz held his crampons
aloft and uttered the dramatic words ‘ My crampons, I kiss
you!’ Chambers met us on the track and led us to Waiho,
where we received a warm welcome from the Grahams. Our
plan now was to bivouac high up the Fox glacier, and try to
repeat some of the successes which fell to Canon H. E. Newton,
Dr. Teichelmann, and Ale¢ Graham in 1906 and 1907. The
rest of the day was well spent in studying photos of the scene
of our proposed activities. Next day was wet, but the camp-
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gear and commissariat were arranged, and on the Tth we drove
down by service car to the start of the Fox track with Dave
Graham, a nephew of the famous brothers, and a Maori, Joe
Bannister, to help us carry the stores necessary for six or seven
days’ absence. When all our separate packages were cast
forth from the recesses of the car, rucksacks and sugar-sacks,
ropes and paper parcels, imagination boggled as to how they
were going to be stowed on our backs. The load to be divided
must have been close on 250 lbs. Our porters shouldered
a liberal 60 lbs. apiece, and the rest adhered somehow to us
three. At the slow crawl such burdens enforce, we slouched
through the bush, then along the right bank of the Fox river
to the snout, stumbled across its dreary moraines, and a little
later established our first camp on the left bank under an old
moraine cliff, which looked and was perfectly safe, until a
mischievous kea spotted our camp from a distance, circled
round for a bit forming his plan of campaign, and straightway
began to prise out loose boulders directly above us with his
beak and launch them at us with screams of delight. Having
scared him away with some accurate sharp-shooting, we lay
down to sleep, trusting that if he returned the missiles would
bound over our prostrate forms. Next day we mounted the
glacier till the lower fall forced us into the gully between the
ice and the hillside. Above the fall is a fairly level section,
on which we crossed to the serub-covered bench on the side of
the Chancellor ridge, near the head of which we pitched our
second camp. The shortest way to reach the upper névé
of the Fox from here is to skirt the edge of the glacier below
the continuation of the Chancellor ridge : late in the season
this becomes impossible, and a long détour must be made to
the top of the ridge and down on to the névé from above. To
save time in the morning, the porters and I with all the tinned
goods explored the short route, and, with two deviations on
to the steep rock-wall that bounds the glacier, managed to
get through to the névé, where we made an oasis of tins in
the league-wide desert of snow. On the morrow we were on
the move at 4.15 and reached the dump at 5.20. Here the
porters had to leave us to secure their own retreat to the
Defiance hut, a complicated route for which clear weather and
plenty of time are essential. They unloaded the heavy stores
which they had carried so patiently, and left us with hearty
good wishes. Dismay seized us, as we gazed at the hateful
bulk of the burdens our own shoulders had now to bear. True
that the final camp-site looked comparatively close : true also
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Mt. TASMAN FROM THE NORTH SHOULDER
Showing the final 350ft. of the North Ridge. Behind, on the left, is Mt. Cook.
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Mr. TASMAN FROM DAVID’S I)G.\IF..
On the left is the West Ridge descending to Mt. Torres; on the right the South Ridge and the
Silber Horn. Below ‘s the La Pérouse Glacier.
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which courses like nectar through the veins. ‘Eat soup and
keep well,” says Campbell’s popular American advertisement,
‘Let no day go by without its plateful of hot, nourishing,
delicious soup.” We took Mr. Campbell’s advice, but to the
profit of his rival Mr. Heinz of the 57 varieties. There was
absolutely no temptation to linger in bed, the tent being a
tight fit for three even on perfect ground, while here we had to
conform our three big bodies to the accidental deformities of
the mountain side. I was out before dawn to start the cooker.
There was a high wind on the divide, and after breakfast we
gave the weather an hour to make up its mind. It decided in
our favour, and we set out at 8.15 to traverse Haast and
Lendenfeld via Pioneer Pass. I had twice reached the pass
from the other side, and each time the upper névé of the Fox
had appeared to be a gently-sloping, almost unbroken snow-
field. In reality it is furrowed with immense crevasses, which
are invisible, as one approaches from below, almost to the very
lip. The two miles from camp to pass took 2} hours. After
a halt on the pass we started again at 11.5 to make a new route
up Haast (10,295 ft.), which so far had only been ascended
once, by Canon H. E. Newton and Alec Graham in February
1907 up the 8. ridge. Haast has at least three summits of
over 10,000 ft., of which, as far as I know, only the lowest, that
on the main divide, has been climbed. Having scaled an easy
rock-buttress above the pass, we attained the great E. ridge at
noon. It had formerly been one of my ambitions to climb this
ridge in all its length from the Haast hut. We had followed the
lower third of it for two hours on our ascent of Haidinger, and
we now spent 1 hours on the final section, leaving the central
and probably most difficult part still untouched. I fancy the
whole climb from the hut would take a strong party not less
than 8 hours, and as very little of the ground is easy, almost as
much time would be required for the descent. The portion
we now wrestled with proved to be an exceedingly sharp
snow-aréte, broken by passages of ice. Near the top we were
confronted with a most sensational step, where the snow rose
at a steeper angle than any of us had ever met before on a sharp
ridge. It was a difficult task stamping steps up it with one’s
body hard against the slope. After some 40 ft. it turned to
ice, and I had to cut across the steep face to a rock-patch, from
which vantage-point peering round the corner I was relieved
to find a gentler slope of rock and snow, by which to turn the
obstacle. The summit fell at 1.45, too late for us to explore
the rock-ridge to the other tops, unless we renounced once
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