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CLIMBING FROM THE OUTSIDE 

CLIMBING FROM THE OUTSIDE 

BY JAMES MORRIS 

(A paper read to the Alpine Club on November 5, 1963) 

HE outsider I say it myself is not always right. Darwin was 
once watching a hippopotamus at the London Zoo when a small 
girl and her even smaller brother approached the cage beside 

him. At that moment the hippopotamus chanced to close his eyes. 
' Come along,' Darwin heard the girl say sharply to her brother, ' that 
bird' s dead!' 

So she was wrong for a start, and I dare say the bird outlived her. 
Sometimes, though, the ill-informed preconception, the outside view, 
turns out to be magically accurate. For some ten years now I have 
had my eye upon the front door of the Alpine Club, at once so suggestive 
and so daunting, so posh but so romantic. Whenever I have passed this 
way, generally with the banker's testimonial and grandmother's birth 
certificate· that I did not realise the Wulustani Embassy needed in order 
to grant me a week-end tourist visa--whenever I have stumbled through 
Mayfair with my certificate of whooping-cough immunisation, I have 
allowed myself a diffident glance at these famous portals, and imagined 
what splendour of character must be glowing there inside. What 
glorious craggy scholars, plunged moodily in Horace or testily disputing 
interpretations of Tertiary deposits! What magnificent clerics, deep 
in leather armchairs in their wide-brimmed hats, stuffing pots of pate 
de foie gras into canvas rucksacks and murmuring invectives against the 
Bishop of Wo'olwich as they consult their Bradshaws for the best con
nexions to Bettws-y-Coed! What squadrons of eminent adventurers, 
striding in from Alp, Andes or Duke of Edinburgh's playing-field! 
What raggle-taggle eccentrics, I have always thought, what breath of 
heather or of edelweiss, what shiny calf-bound volumes of Whymper, 
Conway or Mummery, what bubble of bunsen 'burner from the Sherpa 
quarters behind, what tanned bearded faces everywhere, sharp-boned 
and visionary, like some shuttered brotherhood of mystics and volup
tuaries! Thus, gentlemen, I used to see the Alpine Club, as I hastened 
along South Audley Street: and tonight, bless me, it all comes true. 

It's a proud thing to be addressing the senior association of mountain
eers only a little more than ten years since I first took up the sport. 
During those years, while I have extended my range of technical 
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experience from Everest to several of the more severe ascents in the 
Malvern Hills, I have enjoyed a constant stream of kindnesses from 
climbers, kindnesses sometimes so positive that my whole family's 
future has been affected by them: so if in the course of the next half 
hour you feel like throwing your pince-nez or your moustache-cup at 
me, please aim off for affection, and remember that I'm only one of those 
confounded reporters. It is the corporate image of your fraternity that 
is my subject tonight nothing more personal than that. I think the 
first contact I ever had with your craft was when, as a small boy, I walked 
past the Radcliffe Camera in Oxford one day to find that somebody had 
shinned up the dome and put a British flag on the top of it it was in 
the days when we still admitted to having a flag. Looking back on the 
occasion, it seems to me that though the feat certainly made me wonder 
how, it did not make me ask the question why: and even today I find myself 
reluctant to raise the old problem of the mountaineer's motives. The 
impulses that urge men to any action seem to me so complex, and so 
contradictory, that you can never properly unravel them, any more than 
you can analyse the extraordinary fact of inspiration: and as a matter of 
fact I strongly suspect that the people who are most interested in why 
climbers climb mountains are the climbers themselves, whose eyes 
light up with an eerie introspective gleam, like a patient ringing the 
psychiatrist's door-bell, when they sense that you are approaching the 
subject. 

I don't propose to offer you that Freudian self-indulgence tonight, 
thuugh individual sufferers may, if they wish, make appointments with 
my receptionist. It is not the id of the Alpine Club that is my subject. 
No, there are a number of more visible symptoms of the mountaineer's 
condition, as apparent to the outsider as the closing of a hippopotamus's 
eye, and it is chiefly upon these that I would like to ponder: for nothing 
strikes me more pungently than the contrast between the radiant, 
spacious nobility of your sport in the general, and the oddly finickity or 
paradoxical flavour of much of it in the detail. ' Great things are done', 
said Blake, ' when men and mountains meet. This is not done by 
jostling in the street.' Dean Gaisford of Christ Church once began a 
sermon with the tremendous words: ' St. Paul says in one of his Epistles, 
and I partly agree with him ... ' Well, I partly agree with Blake. Great 
things are done, but the meeting of those men and those mountains, it 
seems to me, is generally preceded by an unexpected amount of jostle. 

It is first a kind of schoolboy jostle. The philosophies of your craft 
are often less serene, lofty and stoic than the world likes to suppose. 
Brasher observers than I might accuse you of arrested development. I 
prefer Winthrop Young's analysis of the condition as a' constant renewing 
of youth'' which, if it doesn't make the mountains skip like young rams, 
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often sets the mountaineers incongruously a-jig. I think you must admit 
that your apparently irresistible urge to climb things is no more than a 
survival of infantile instincts, recognised indeed by the very t itles of 
your literature Scrambles amongst the Alps indeed like Hop-scotch 
in Kensington Gardens or, even more frankly, The Playground of 
Europe. Do you never feel, when you are adjusting your crampons for 
the last pitch of the Eiger, that you are merely reliving the old illicit 
excitement of clambering up the outside of the cot ? Is not this Alpine 
Club itself the ultimate sublimation of a tree-house? I have watched 
climbers at a moment of success, reaching the summit of some minor 
pinnacle, or emerging over the lip of a bottomless cliff, and the expression 
of their faces then seems to me almost indistinguishable from that 
illuminating the features of any story-book urchin, when he has inched 
his way along a particularly fragile branch, in full view of the colonel's 
drawing-room window, and pinched the very best of all the Cox's 
Orange Pippins. When I saw that flag on the top of the Radcliffe Camera, 
it did not seem to me at all odd, at ten years old, that somebody should 
have climbed up there: domes are made for climbing, as every small 
boy knows, and as that peculiar naturalist Charles Waterton demon
strated once and for all, when he climbed the dome of St. Peter's in 
Rome, and left his gloves on the lightning conductor (the same Waterton, 
it is perhaps apposite to recall, who twice a year gave a dinner-party in a 
grotto in his park to a hundred lunatics from the local asylum). 

And the obsessive nature of the mountain sport, too, has something 
to it of Hornby trains or even of Enid Blyton. I doubt if many members 
of this Club are also members of the Noddy Club, but I don't doubt that 
if the corn-flake packets offered free sets of authentic, true-to-life, 
three-colour cut-out alpinists, you would collect them as avidly as 
ever the addicts waited for Big-Ears. The climber's eye, like the imagina
tive child's, seems to have perceptions all its own, so transmuted is its 
vision into diagrams of Prusik loops, footholds and alternative routes. 
The Second Pyramid, Mr. Showell Styles tells us in his scholarly way, 
gives better climbing than the Great Pyramid of Cheops, and indeed 
includes an exposed Fourth Dynasty traverse whose standard is actually 
reported to be Difficult! Long routes of any standard of difficulty, 
reported the Senior Tutor of University College not so long ago, 
enthusiastically surveying the rose-red city half as old as time long 
routes of any standard of difficulty and exposure could be found at 
Petra! Dag Hammarskjoeld once observed to me, looking out of his 
window in Corbusier's United Nations building, that not since the 
Gothic era had architecture offered so many exciting possibilities to 
the alpinist. I don't know of many pastimes that have quite this effect 
upon a grown man, but perhaps the nearest parallel is the passio_n that 
so many Englishmen feel for railway trains an enthusiasm which, far 
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from evaporating with age, leads them ever more helplessly into the 
maze of bedside books and Bluebell Lines. The urchin stealing apples; 
the devotees on the Paddington platform; the seething crowds at 
P-y-G any Saturday evening; all have in their eyes a light which falls 
short of the fanatic, but might be classed as Tractarian a Keble gleam, 
with a flicker of ritual to it. 

Upon most ordinary people it presently dawns that apples can better 
be bought in the market, that if the railways are to survive all trains must 
be done away with, and that mountains can most comfortably be enjoyed 
over a gin-and-tonic from an hotel balcony. The mountaineer, it seems, 
never reaches this bathetic moment of truth, and is impelled through 
life by the old jostle of romance .. The dizzy rock-face, so easily to be 
avoided by the cosy footpath along the lane, remains to him as timelessly 
alluring as any gold-green livery of the Brighton and South Coast 
saddle-tanks. I am told it was pre-eminently the English who, in the 
splendour of their Victorian prime, evolved this peculiar attitude towards 
mountains, now emulated all over the globe; and I cannot help wondering 
if alpinism would ever have emerged as a sport at all if the English 
had really had to face mountains as geographical obstacles to progress. 
Mountains have, after all, never really done us much harm, and the 
horror that the old writers used to profess at the very thought of them 
was mostly literary fancy. 

We tremble to survey (wrote Pope) 
The growing labours' of the lengthening way; 
The increasing prospect tires our wond'ring eyes
Hills peep o'er hills, and Alps on Alps arise! 

He was only writing about literary criticism, though, and had never 
seen an alp in his life: just as we need not really take very seriously the 
palpitations of those many eighteenth-century English writers in whom 
the first sight of the Brecon Beacons was likely to induce a terrifying 
attack of vertigo. 

For other peoples the mountains had more real meaning. The course 
of American history was governed by the presence of the mountain 
ranges the Appalachians, for so many years the frontier of Christian 
civilisation; the Rockies, which stood like a rampart between the prairies 
and the Far West; the Pacific Sierras over which the pioneers passed 
with such dreadful hardship that at the Donner Pass, for instance, several 
travellers once ate each other. I don't suppose anyone has ever eaten 
a member of the Alpine Club. I don't think anyone would dare, and 
anyway the mountains have not made that sort of demand upon us. They 
have usually been our friends even in India they did not block our 
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expansion, but provided us with such a useful kind of playground that 
that Great Game lasted a hundred years; and here at home we need not 
doubt that if it were not for the legendary restraint of the mountains, 
calling always to th~ir own, the Welsh would have conquered us by 
force long ago, instead of merely glissading in to all key positions of the 
Establishment. The English were able, from the start, to view the 
mountains with a gentlemanly air. When Sir Martin Conway wrote 
the article on mountaineering in the I Ith_ edition of the Encyclopedia 
Britannica, he did not blush to record as the first four practitioners of 
his craft the Emperor Trajan, Peter III of Aragon, Petrarch and Leonardo 
da Vinci. Certainly it is only lately, I think, that less eminent citizens of 
the mountain regions have become alpinists just for the fun of it: there 
are many Americans to this day to whom the mountains are, as Arch
bishop King once put it in his essay on the origin of evil, 'rubbish, not 
only disfiguring the face of the earth, but also to us useless and incon
venient'. (That Archbishop, I take it, wasn't a member here.) No 
mountain peasant I ever met, in Andes or Alpujarra, Himalaya or 
Highlands, ever expressed much desire to go and climb the blessed 
things. The fostering of that perverse desire, gentlemen, was left to 
your fraternity: before your arrival upon the scene, just as the soldiery 
was always licentious, so the mountaineer was nearly always rude. 

But for you the increasing prospect never tires, and the growing 
labour seldom makes you tremble. It might be said of you, as West 
Riding people say of themselves, that you grow happy in your own 
misery: not like the lunatic, who bangs his head against the wall because 
it feels so nice when he leaves off, but actually in the enjoymel)t of the 
hazards, exposures and squalors of your craft. If there is no challenge, 
you cheerfully create one. Not long ago I was walking in the Welsh 
hills with a most eminent member of your Club, a man of a hundred 
perilous ascents, and a thousand hair-raising escapes from calamity . 
We came to a spot where our path momentarily divided. The left-hand 
track stayed at the same level, rejoining its other half twenty or thirty 
feet further on. The right-hand track went over a very, very small 
bump, such as you might have to take a half-hearted run at, before 
pushing a Bath-chair to the other side. I watched my companion closely 
as we approached this bifurcation, and sure enough, when he saw the 
alternative before him, a glazed, set, resolute look overcame him. We 
parted. I took the left path; he took the right; and when we met again, 
half a minute later, he looked at me, I swear it, with just the faintest sus
picion of contempt, as though I was not living up to my early promise. 
'I do hope', he -said with an abrasive smile as we continued on our way, 
'that this is not proving too much for you.' 

In fact some of my early promise fizzled out long ago in Nepal, when, 
steeling ·myself for the first of those awful rope bridges, and marching 



68 CLIMBING FROM THE OUTSIDE 

bravely ahead of my porters across the alarming void of the Bumbu 
river, to set what I thought should be a proper British ex~mple
arriving shakily at the other side I looked back to see how successfully 
I had inspired my employees, only to find them wading through the 
torrent a couple of hundred feet below. Since then I have been unable to 
go quite the whole _hog in self-defiance, and only enjoy my discomfort 
when it is unavoidable. Such is not the climber's way. The very nature 
of your sport demands of its devotees that they take the difficult road, 
stop fiddling about on the Pyramid of Cheops and get over to that traverse 
on the Second Pyramid before attempting which, Mr. Styles tells us 
as a matter of technique, the Arab guides ' close their eyes and appear to 
pray'. Off-stage, too, so to speak, the alpinist often seems to have a 
taste for discomfort for bunks, cold water, chipped mugs and bugger
mugger fun. The thing that most surprised me about climbers, when I 
was first thrown into their company, was how often they slept with all 
their windows closed. The next most surprising thing was their un
expected leaning towards the communal. 

Several climbers I know cherish a sharp antipathy towards the game 
of cricket. I used to think at first that this was because their own sport 
was essentially individualist, while cricket was a team affair. Ten 
years' exposure to the ethos of alpinism, however, has convinced me that 
the opposite is the case. In the practice of mountaineering, so far as I 
know, there is no moment of personal challenge quite so absolute as 
that chill moment when the opening batsman, au · alone at his wicket, 
faces the fierce onslaught of the bowler, the spiteful attentions of ten 
eager fieldsmen, and the cold sceptical judgement of the crowd beyond 
the boundary a position of human isolation perhaps comparable only, 
in the field of sport, to that fleeting moment when the matador, all 
alone in the ring, awaits the opening of the trap and the thundering 
arrival of the bull. The climber seems to have no such .moment of 
isolation. On the rock-face he is at least always attached to somebody 
else, by the umbilical of the rope, and off it too, oddly enough, he usually 
seems to show a preference for doing things in company. He loves to 
work up a right old fug and call for beer all round. He is pre-eminently 
a clubbable sort of man. There are few human activities more beautiful 
to watch than a practised rock climber in action so delicate but so 
strong, so fastidious of movement, apparently so effortless, presumably 
so unafraid. Yet off the mountains the climber usually turns out to be a 
surprisingly earthy sort of fellow not bawdy indeed, but rather 
folksy. 

Up in the mountains, free as air 
High, high, high! 

Finding new life and ideals there, 
High, high, high! . 
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We're Sierra Club hikers out for the fun 
Of hiking from dawn till the set of sun 
With a song in our hearts when the day is done-

High, high, high ! 

6g 

So sing the members of your delightful and distinguished opposite 
number, the Sierra Club of California, but there's nothing specifically 
transatlantic about this jolly gusto of mountaineers. I won't invite you 
to join me in a chorus now, but I have no doubt that somewhere in the 
heart of my eminent audience, a sing-song is simmering. The desert 
makes men solitary; the jungle seems to make them argumentative; the 
sea makes them superstitious; but the mountains, above all, make for 
gregariousness. I doubt if there is a more close-knit freemasonry on 
earth than the company of climbers, and the outsider, walking into a 
roomful of you, instantly feels the presence there of some vague web-like 
substance, enmeshing you all, novices or greybeards, in a special miasma 
of bonhomie. Within it, your tolerance of each other seems to know no 
bounds. You cheerfully share hotel bedrooms, and are frightfully nice 
to each other when you wake each other up in the small hours. I suspect 
you scarcely -flickered an eyelid when one famous mountaineer used to 
indulge his habit of walking stark naked through hotel lobbies. You 
may not realise it, but you do form a recognisable clan, presenting to 
the world, when the occasion demands it, a surprisingly united front. 
' They're an odd lot,' a colleague of mine once wrote to me about the 
American chapter of your order, 'getting a story out of them is like 
squeezing a h~resy out of the College of Cardinals.' 

So when some of you ·snigger at the team spirit, I rather tend to 
snigger back. Far more than cricketers, I suspect, climbers like to 

__ muck in and pull their weight. Your attitude to fame, in particular, is 
one that would perfectly have satisfied Dr. Arnold. Now if I had climbed 
to the top of the Radcliffe Camera, I wo~ld most certainly have inscribed 
my name in full at the top of it, and per haps written a short account for 
the newspapers. That undergraduate, though, only put up a flag. It 
was a purely anonymous sort of gesture: it made him · famous only in 
the abstract. Mind you, like most climbers he wasn't prepared to leave 
nothing up there at all an attitude of ambition that has left our moun
tains littered with cairns, flag-poles and slices of Kendal Mint Cake. 
Criminals are often the same. They cannot bear to leave the- scene 
altogether a blank, and so they often deposit a clue themselves, scratch 
a slogan on a wall, or at least slink back one day themselves to see where , 

the corpse lay. 
This inability, for all your natural modesty, to leave your triumphs 

altogether unrecorded is, I suspect, symptomatic of a third kind of 

• 



CLIMBING FROM THE OUTSIDE 

jostle: a yearning for power just as the team spirit itself, after all, is 
only a device for winning. I have an eerie feeling that most of the people 
in this room tonight are suppressed megalomaniacs. It certainly is 
odd how often the images of divinity occur in the literature of the 
mountains. Not only are the mountains habitually God-like, but the 
authors often feel l~ke young gods themselves, striding among those 
celestial peaks ' High, High, High' with the clouds swirling around 
them and the air like nectar in their lungs· as though they were so many 
Tiepolo angels, airily floating through a painted paradise. ' Divine am 
I inside and out', the climber seems to feel in his moments of Wagnerian 
exaltation, ' and I make holy whatever I touch or am touched from.' 
No longer may we talk of conquering the mountains which, like 
underdeveloped nations, must now be treated with a special and rather 
sickly_ kind of obsequiousness. It is not them we are conquering, but 
ourselves, in looking outwards we are only looking in, and Life itself, 
the real zealots are quite likely to assure us, is only a difficult serac. 
This is the language of those who, like the most icy kind of evangelist, 
wish to demonstrate their dominance over the prosaic world: and it is 
perhaps fortunate for the rest of us, hag-ridden as we are by so many 
little Napoleons, that in your case the urge has been siphoned off so 
harmlessly into manly exercise. 

The mysticism that is its residue, though, still colours the popular 
image of your fraternity. 'Becaus~ it's ~here' remains your public 
watchword, and a distant, hazed and clairvoyant expression is essential 
to the mountaineer who wants to make a really successful lecture tour. 
I was once asked how I had most benefited from trailing John Hunt's 
expedition to Everest in 1953, and when I replied that it had got me a 
rise in my salary from The Times, my questioner looked at me almost 
resentfully: she had hoped I was going to describe to her the raising of 
Self to the level of the Eternal Snows. (Not, for that matter, that the 
material reward was anything extra-sensory. On my way back to 
Katmandu from that assignment I was invited to figure in an advertise
ment for the make of typewriter I had used on the mountain. I cautiously 
cabled Printing House Square to tell them of the offer, and to ask if my 
acceptance of it would prove disastrous to my career with the paper. 
Back came a reply that would puncture any mystic, just three words 
long: YES DISASTROUS TIMES.) 

The poetic visio11- of mountaineers is, of course, founded upon the 
thesis that Nature is necessarily beautiful. With this proposition I 
profoundly disagree. Nature often strikes me_ as being the most awful 
bore, and is not infrequently, in my opinion, of a most clumsy design. 
For example, the D_esign Centre would scarcely, I think, tie its tag 
around the neck of a blackbird, all bits and scratchy pieces. There is 
nothing scraggier than an old elm . . There is nothing more monotonous 
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than a sea without a ship on it. And nothing is more consistently over
rated, in my view, than the standard old mountain landscape a few 
bumps here and there, a swathe of the same old snow, perhaps a chocolate
box lake to take arty photographs of reflections in, certainly a lot of 
drab conifers wherever the eye can see. 'Nature I love,' the poet said, 
' and next to Nature, Art': but I suspect the golden age of nature-worship 
is coming to an end, and already people are beginning to put it the other 
way round. Listening in the car the other day to a Mozart symphony 
on the wireless, it suddenly occurred to me that for the first time that 
pleasant music, which I have always thought of as being more or less 
contemporary, was beginning to sound a little archaic: and similarly, 
I think, the convention that natural things are all lovely is perceptibly 
beginning to fade. Soon, I suspect, the very use of the word 'unspoilt ', 
to express a state of virgin nature, will be faintly comic. I am looking 
wildly ahead, I know, for just at the moment our world seems to be 
proliferating with camping clubs, caravan sites, associations for the 
protection of all possible wild life, however nasty, nature reserves, 
societies for the abolition of fertilisers and books about otters. Just 
at the moment there are many millions who will agree with you and with 
Byron that 'high mountains are a feeling, but the hum of human cities 
torture'. But it is not, I venture to prophesy, going to last just as the 
cult is not really very old. Already the art of landscape painting is 
recognisably in decline. Already the settings of our escapist literature 
are becoming more urban Richard Hannay's exploits were often set 
against bog, heather and open moor, but James Bond doesn't often leave 
the big city. Urban, technical life is the great aesthetic compulsion of 
our time, and the shapes of science the sweep of the aircraft wings, the 
elegance of the rockets, the hatchet-blades of the skyscrapers these 
are the forms that will, I think, soon dominate the romantic imagination, 
and make old nature feel fusty and flabby by comparison. 

Will this affect your reputation, as we wondering spectators peer in 
through the keyholes of alpinism ? Probably not. You are a very 
adaptable kind, and one arena for mysticism will do as well as another. 
Perhaps, as Hammarskjoeld suggested, Manhattan will replace the 
Himalaya as the ultimate object of your ambitions, and the first ascent 
of the Post Office Tower in the Tottenham Court Road will excite your 
visionary instincts. For I know, frivolous though I have been this 
evening, that at the bottom there is something serious, strange and 
changeless about the jostling impulses of the mountaineers something 
that really does bring us, as I suggested at the start, to the thresholds of 
psychiatry. It is as though the mountains are only an excuse: that all 
your bold adventures, your comradeship, your trappings of mystic 
guff, only mask something paler and more muted at the heart of you. 
Perhaps death has something to do with it, standing as it does at the 
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foot of every rock. Certainly, to this one outsider, the most haunting 
and nagging thing about the company of mountaineers is a streak in 
them of a kind of nihilism something less frivolous than escapism, 
less sententious than anarchy, less specific than religion. It reminds 
me of that unanswerable woman's reason, Because which is, of course, 
the one that Mallory fell back on. Search through the pages of Wilf 
Noyce's Springs of Adventure, and you will find at the end, to my mind, 
only a restless yearning for an impossible fulfilment a blank at the 
bottom. ' I think the immense act,' wrote Chesterton, ' has something 
about it human and excusable; and when I endeavour to analyse the 
reason of this feeling I find it to lie, not in the fact that the thing was big 
or bold or successful, but in the fact that the thing was perfectly useless 
to everybody, including the person who did it.' Tilman was not joking, 
I think, when he prefaced his book about the 1938 Everest expedition 
with this quotation, and for me it sums up best of all the disturbing 
element of your craft. There is something bird-like to you, something 
elusive and feathery that I can never. quite catch: and come to think of 
it, it was as some such swift and slippery creature, pale among the 
tapestries or above the escutcheons, that the old artists used to represent 
the human soul. 

That bird's dead. I am probably quite wrong about you, and am 
certainly surprised and relieved to find that the Alpine Club can listen 
to such twaddle for forty minutes without stumping out for mulled claret, 
ringing testily for its carriages, or even taking snuff. But when it comes . 
to mountaineers, we are often mistaken. I once attended a very grand 
London banquet at which the guest of honour was Tenzing, then on 
his first visit to Europe. It so happened that I sat next to the major-domo 
of the affair, an eminent ex-diplomat of the old school, and during the 
evening he turned to me and said that he hoped I would enjoy the claret. 
It was, he said, not only the last crate of that particular vintage that they 
had in their own cellars, but was very probably the last in London. I 
was naturally very impressed, and I looked across at Tenzing, one of 
nature's ambassadors, to see how he was enjoying the wine. Well, he 
was enjoying it very much indeed. I suppose he'd never tasted anything 
remotely like it before, used as he was to that species of alcoholic porridge 
familiar to you all as chang. He was drinking it with a delightful gusto, 
the lackeys were filling and refilling his glass, an.d his face was radiant 
with pride and pleasure. He was a joy to see. A little later the old boy 
beside me spoke again. 'Ah, Mr. Morris,' he said with satisfaction, 
'how good it is to see that Mr. Tenzing knows a decent claret when he 
has one!' 

• 

• 

• • • 


	78-63 - Version 2
	64-77
	76-65 - Version 2
	66-75
	74-67 - Version 2
	68-73
	72-69 - Version 2
	70-71
	70-71 - Version 2
	72-69

