
BIOKOVO

hut-but at last just when we were beginning to wonder if we had passed the
hut in the darkness the tracks led us on to rocks and a little lower we found
ourselves looking down on the roof. Arrows on the rocks showed us how to
reach the door. It was 11. 30 pm, 21 hours since we had left the Gervasutti hut
that morning-a time not flattering to our competence. Rain started soon after
we artived. Inside, the Austrians were celebrating their climb. We asked for
hot water for coffee, ate the remains of our bread and, when the celebrations
had finished, stretched out on the benches and tables as there was no room
in the bunk room.

After this we had neither the time nor strength for one of the big routes
on Mont Blanc. ] eremy and I chose a holiday climb up the SE arete of the
Aiguille Savoie (3603 m) from the Triolet Hut. Clouds were hanging over the
high peaks but as we approached the summit they rolled aside to reveal the
Grandes ]orasses, a glimpse of its great N face on the right, the E face bounded
by the Tronchey Arete on the left, the line of our climb discernible between
the 2; beyond, in the background, were the great ramparts of Mont Blanc, a
dream for another year.

A first impression of Biokovo
Ernest Shepherd

Exploring little known but attractive mountain areas in the Mediterranean
countries of S Europe can be a rewarding holiday activity, making a change
from over-populated and over-climbed Alpine peaks. Mediterranean countries
are generally mountainous, Yugoslavia particularly so, yet except for the
]ulian Alps in the , this beautiful country is apparently unknown to British
mountaineers. Although lacking the height of Alpine peaks, many of these
lesser Yugoslav mountain groups reach a respectable altitude, and are often
most attractive and craggy, well worth the attention of those seeking solitude
in an unspoilt wilderness.

One such mountain group is Biokovo, towering spectacularly above the
holiday resorts of the Makarska Riviera on the Dalmatian coast, mid-way
between Split and Dubrovnik. Like most Mediterranean hill country, Biokovo
is all limestone. Above the sea and the coast road, pine forests and vineyards
lead up past picturesque villages to an escarpment, its great crags running
parallel to the coast for miles. On top of the escarpment, at more than 900 m,
lies an undulating plateau-like area, from which the tops of the Biokovo
range rise up; the 3 main peaks according to the Makarska tourist leaflet are
Sv Ilija (1640 m) to the NW, Sv ] ure (1762 m) in the middle, above
Makarska, and Lopata (1536 m) farther to the SE.

My explorations were made from Podgora, though any of the seaside
resorts between Brela and Podgora would be suitable for excursions into the
Biokovo. There are camp-sites at Makarska, Tucepi and Podgora. The escarp
ment comes down almost to the main road near Brela to the NW and looks
quite tempting as a rock climbing area. Maps of Biokovo are unobtainable

203



BIOKOVO

even in the town of Makarska, and I could get no information or advice other
than to follow the rough road which-zigzags up to the plateau from Podgora
and Makarska. However, this merely adds to the fun and adventure in what is
therefore to all intents and purposes unexplored territory.

With memories of too many people on British hills and seriously eroded
paths, it was sheer bliss to find Biokovo deserted, untrodden, and without
paths on the topS except possibly on Sv Jure which has a mountain hut on
the summit. Certainly the topS I visited showed no trace of human activity
other than a few dry-stone wall defences erected during the last war by local
partisans. Anyone with a car can drive up to the plateau from Makarska or
Podgora on the tough and stony but motorable road. On reaching the plateau
the road forks, the right fork going E over to a village called Kosica, the left
fork going W above the escarpment to descend again at the other end.

A newer, wider road, not yet tarmacked, has been dynamited across the
crags, S of the old road, to skirt around the SE end of the escarpment, leading
inland and E to Vrgorac, leaving the Biokovo range to the W still unspoilt. I
returned to base via this new road after an ascent of a top of 975 m to the S
of the range. Before reaching the road, I des~ended into a most beautiful
hanging valley, a 'lost valley' hidden away in the hills. Here among the trees
were the ruins of a long-deserted lonely settlement. Between fringes of trees
were well grassed pastures, which showed signs of recent use by cattle.

85 Podgora and the escarpment. Tbis and next photo: E. A. Shepherd
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The limestone crags of the escarpment would no doubt yield some fine
routes to pioneering rock climbers. A gully of a few hundred feet provided
me with an enjoyable solo climb. The rock was clean and sound. The first 150
feet was fairly steep, but as expected mostly moderate with one move
perhaps D. Above that the climbing was easy. I went on to the nearest top,
1035 m on my altimeter, name unknown, situated on the edge of the escarp
ment.

Hill walking was rough underfoot, mostly rock, with plenty of scrambling.
Although it was July, hot and dry, there were still many wild flowers. On
some ridges it was necessary to wade through masses of what I think were
Cream Corydalis flowers (which grow mostly in the Balkans), buzzing with
thousands of wild honey-bees, but I was never stung! Amongst the rocks were
small junipers, occasional larger trees and dwarf oaks which here and there
formed impenetrable jungle, necessitating a retreat and a change of route.
Fauna included chamois (on the escarpment), lizards, adders, eagles, kestrels,
ravens, beautiful coloured beetles and rather larger spiders, whose webs felt
remarkably strong when I accidentally walked into them.

Below the tops and near the edge of the plateau I saw 2 more hamlets of
ruined roofless houses which must have been abandoned a long time ago.
Some of their cultivated plots remain, presumably still tended by the family
living in the solitary house where the road from Podgora comes out on the
plateau.

86 Looking (5)
down on
Drasnice
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I was there in July and it was quite the wrong time of the year for hill
walking. The heat was intense, the hot sun making the plateau like the
Sahara. For this reason I was unable to get to Sv Jure, the highest point away
to the W, but I did get up Lopata (1536 m). On that occasion I was lucky in
getting a lift for 2 or 3 miles along the plateau in one of the few cars which
venture on this road, after I had slogged up all the way from Podgora, suffer
ing severely from the heat despite wearing only shorts, socks and boots. I
think May would be the best time of the year. You need almost fanatical
determination to get much done in the summer months.

In cool weather it should be possible to explore most of Biokovo's tops in
a few days especially with a car to get up the 900 m to the plateau. A car
should be regarded as a means of providing more time to explore these hills,
time to stand and stare, enjoying the views and the solitude.

Triennial Report 1973-5
Derek Fordham

Greenland

The general trend over the past 3 years has been a swing away from a few
large highly organised expeditions to a proliferation of short term and not
always well organised parties which, competing during the short summer
season with the various commercial interests also operating for the limited
but essential onward boat transport, often create delays comparable with
those caused by the ever present and unpredictable pack-ice.

The rather arbitrary manner in which the closure of the airfield at
Mestersvig to mountaineering expeditions is administered has meant that this
trend, which is as much a reflection of changing attitudes to expeditions as a
result of easier and cheaper air access, has centred on 2 distinct areas, the SW
coast and the E coast immediately of Angmagssalik. The former being a
finite area now in danger of becoming inundated with climbers each summer,
and the latter, whilst sharing similar problems in the immediate vicinity of
Angmagssalik and the airfield at Kulusuk, being on the S fringe of extensive
ranges of magnificent and largely unexplored Alpine peak which, perhaps
fortunately, demand time, perseverance, and perhaps most of all, luck with
the pack-ice, to enable any expedition to come within striking distance. Con
tributing to the pack-ice problem are the mighty arctic glaciers draining the
Inlandsis and every year this 3000 m high, silent dome of ice lures small
parties away from the coast to sledge and ski across its vast white desert, a
landscape and experience totally arctic.

1973
On the E coast only 3 parties managed to get permission to fly into Mestersvig.
These were a scientific expedition, from Imperial College, London and the
University of Cambridge, concentrating on the Lang and Roslin glacier areas,
and from the University of Sheffield working on the coa tal geology of the
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