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PREFACE.

When I first planned publishing some record of
my sister’s principal mountaineering tours, I thought
I should have merely to select and copy from closely-
kept journals. I was very much disappointed to find
that she had not begun to keep a journal during the ten
years when she accomplished most. The recordin small
pocket-books is so closely written (often with bad ink)
as to be very difficult to read, and also so abridged that it
hardly could be of general interest. The Matterhorn,
the Dent Blanche, the Kiger, the Grand Paradis,
etc., all belong to this period. Monte Cristallo was
accomplished in 1888, but the journal of that year has
been lost or mislaid. I have, however, the account of
that ascent and some others in letters to a cousin, who
has allowed me to take extracts; and I thought it best
to begin with these extracts, and some short accounts
which my sister wrote herself for s friend. After this
come some short extracts from a tour in 1883, when
my sister began keeping a journal, but apparently she
did not keep one every year. The tour of 1890
appeared to me very interesting, and I have copied the
greater part of it. At the end is a list of the peaks and
passes she had gone up and over, which my sister
made herself.

M. L. H.

g, A,
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MOUNTAINEERING RECORDS.

1873.

ASCENT OF THE TITLIS.
[Letter to M. T. M.]

EXGELBERG,
August Tth, 1873.

That afternoon I went up to the Triibsee hut to sleep
to be ready for Titlis next day, it is eight hours to the
top from here, so I thought it better to divide it, and
up to the Triibsee it is very steep and stony. It had
been such lovely weather hitherto I never thought of
rain, but all night long there was an awful thunder-
storm with deluges of rain, and next morning a thick
fog, so I came down again, thoroughly depressed. After
that, Titlis was enveloped in clouds for two or three
days, but about Tuesday it began to clear, and I fixed
to try again, Hilda* having announced she should like “to
go along ”’ we set off together with a guide apiece, and got
very successfully to the Triibsee by daylight. It was pitch
dark when I got there the time before, and I left it in

*An American lady met at Engelberg. M.L.H.
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fog, so I had no idea what it was like—a lovely- little
grassy basin, the snow close down all round. The first
time I had it all to myself, but this time it was very
different, Hilda and I had to sleep together in one bed,
and a little boy and girl from Basle together in the
other, it was very funny. We were roused before
twelve, and had to start at half-past with lanterns, and
for three hours had to go on stumbling and tumbling
in pitch darkness : I could not see at all, Hilda managed
much better. I was thankful when it began to dawn,
I thought it never would. We had a halt at dawn
under a large rock, and some food, and then started
again, now we had light, and a splendid sunrise. When
we got to the glacier we were roped together, the glacier
was most easy to cross, but afterwards we had a steep
slope of very slippery snow with no footing at all. We
struggled up breathless, and it was fortunately not
very long, and afterwards it was not so steep, and
there was more footing. It was bliss when we saw the
cairn at the top, and we finally got there soon after
seven, six hours and a quarter from the Triibsee. I am
sure I should have been nearly an hour less about it but
for the darkness. Five and a half hours is the time
given in Baedeker, so it was only three quarters of an
hour more after all. It was a splendid panorama view,
but nothing, in my mind, to the one from the Schilthorn.
It was awfully cold, but we found a sheltered nook,
where we/had some food with the little boy and girl
from Basle, who, I regret to say, had got up half an hour
before us. There is a book in the cairn where we wrote
our names, but I could not find any trace in it of F. or
O.or E.and P. Coming down over the snow was great



Titlis. 5

fun, I pulled Hilda down several times, and kept up
myself very well, I was glad, as I had tumbled going
up more than she did. We got down in five hours, the
last hour into Engelberg down what they call the
Pfaffenwand is awfully steep, and it was very hot, and
poor Hilda quite gave in and fainted. I was on in
front, and did not know till she came up to me again,
leaning on her guide’s arm. I was quite fresh, only
boiled and rather footsore. I always get so footsore just
the last hour or two down, which are always over rough
stones. Hilda retired to bed at once (one o’clock), and
did not appear till the same hour next day. I need
not say I went about as usual, and was very thankful
for Speis. I let H. read this and she thinks I shall have
given you the idea that I pulled Hilda down on purpose,
because she went up better than I did. It was her own
fauls letting the rope get tight between us, the guide in
front would have pulled me down if I had let him get it
tight, but of course I did not.
E. H.



[Account drawn up for a friend.]

In 1875 I made the acquaintance of Aloys Pollinger,
and am proud to think I was the means of introducing
that now famous guide to general notice. Previously
he had only been a local guide on the Matterhorn,
which he had been up twenty-three times before his
ascent with me in 1875. We had first an abortive
attempt to the hut, the old one on the Swiss side, and after
a night there we had to come down from bad weather.
A day or two afterwards we tried again, and were amply
rewarded. Poéllinger was so satisfied with me on the
first attempt that for the second he took his old father,
(who was dying to go up), as second guide, so that he
had two incapable ones to look after. I believe I was
the sixth lady to make the ascent, now of course it is
a high road. On thisoccasion the summit was literally
a knife edge. We were a party of eleven. I and my
guides were first, and Pollinger had to go very cautiously
along, cutting steps for the rest to stand on the summit.
In 1881, six years later, I went up again on the Italian
side, descending on the Swiss side, and this time a
carriage and pair might have been driven along the top.
I felt quite an impostor when I thought of the graphic
descriptions I had given all these six years.

Aloys Pollinger was my guide in 1876, 1877, and
1879. 1In 1876, we accomplished the Dent Blanche.
]
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Jean Petrus, afterwards killed with Mrx. Balfour on the
Aiguille de Peteret, was my second guide. The weather
was perfect, which accounts for my having succeeded
where so many, much more competent, have failed. I
believe Miss Brevort, Mrs. Jackson, and myself are still
the only females who have accomplished the Dent
Blanche, the latter has done it twice. The first night
was spent on the Stockje hut (much too low). A
mountaineer and guides came in for a few minutes very
dejected, on their way down from an unsuccessful
attempt on the Dent Blanche. When they were gone,
Péllinger remarked that the chief guide was Christian
Almer. I then wept, and said it was ridiculous for
us to attempt it when Christian Almer had failed.
Péllinger was very angry, and said, ‘“‘Es giebt noch
andere Fihrer in der Schweitz als der Almer.” Mrs.
Jackson has told me that Pollinger was very fond of telling
this story. He was quite right, and the next day was a
most complete success. The view was something too
splendid ; it seemed to embrace the whole of Switzerland.

In 1880, I went to Austria, and had local guides.
In 1881, I began with Peter Anderegg, and he continued
with me till his unfortunate accident in 1894. My last
glacier ascent was the Becker in 1895. I was so nearly
frost-bitten on that occasion, going very slowly in bad
weather, that I have avoided glaciers ever since. I
consider I have had two adventures, I may say narrow
escapes. On one occasion I was sitting on the summit
of the Mont Pourri with Peter Anderegg, and Henri
Serafin as second guide, when suddenly an enormous
block of rock slowly detached itself close to us, and fell
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like thunder into the valley beneath. It might just as
well have been the piece on which we were sitting, and
Ineed not say we did not linger. I neversaw anything
so curious and fascinating as the way it slowly detached
itself, following the inequalities of the ground. With
the same guides, we were rather rashly glissading down
the Swiss side of the Col de Miage, when we were
caught in a small avalanche, and went rolling over and
over, and finally lodged on the edge of a crevasse, down
which the greater part of my luggage, and both the
guides’ice-axes disappeared, and were never recovered. I
stuck to my alpenstock and felt rather pleased. It was
with these same guides that I went up the Reuithor
in (I think) 1881, and I consider the view from that
mountain quite the finest I ever saw. The whole range
of Mont Blanc in front, the Grand Paradis and Grivola
(Graian Alps) range quite close, and the Matterhorn
range, every peak to be clearly seen. No doubt Monte
Viso, but I do not remember. What struck me most
was how clearly it made one understand,

“Mont Blanc is the monarch of mountains,”
it towered so immeasurably over everything else. No
one who has only seen it from Chamounix can have an
idea of its splendour.

E. H.



1876.
JUNGFRAU.

[From letter to M. T. M.]

EGGISCHHORN,
July 31st, 1876.

I am in excellent spirits, as you may suppose—
the Jungfrau and Finster Aarhorn being things of the
past. . . I was to have gone on to Zermatt from
Zinal last Tuesday by a very nice adventurous route,
but the whole of Monday night and Tuesday it poured—
the only bad weather there has been—and guides and
all agreed it would be impossible to attempt it. I
thought it better, therefore, to come here at once. Igot
here early on Thursday morning, and in the afternoon
went to the Faulberg hut—about five hours’ walk from
here on the Aletsch glacier. Very early next morning
we started for the Jungfrau, and were on the top soon
after nine. 1t is quite easy; but when you get to a
point called the Rothsattel you see the aréte rising like
a very thin white bow in the air, curving outwards. It
is quite broad when you are on it, but endless; and I
was made longer by & very high wind which almost took
me off my feet. The precipices looked to me worse than

the Matterhorn. . . It was a moment of bliss when
9
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I sat with my legs dangling over, Interlachen (or
rather Lauterbrunnen), just at my feet. There was
mist in the valleys, but it rolled away and we saw
Lauterbrunnen and Interlachen just below us, and where
Miirren is, but I could not make out the houses there.
Eiger and Monch looked like two little sentinels on
the other side, as we went up. The snow was rather
soft the last part coming down, and very tiresome getting
back to the Faulberg hut. It would have been as easy
again a month later. When I went over the Mdnchsjoch
three years ago there was no snow at all on the glacier—
it was like a high road. However, we were back at the
Faulberg hut by three. It was very hot and a glaring
sun, so I thought my best plan after tea was to rest till
the sun went down; so I did till about six, then weni
out and, to my horror, heard a click of alpenstocks, and
there was a file of about a dozen winding over the
glacier to share this very small hut. There were only
six, however—three very nice men and their guides. We
combined our portable soups and made a very good
strengthening brew. They were also bound for the
Finster Aarhorn. Of course, it was rather hard work
and against my principles to have two such days together,
but as both are done from the same hut, and it was such
splendid weather, it seemed a sin not to attempt it.
Next morning I got off first, very early. There is quite
a col to be crossed before you get to the Finster Aarhorn,
and, of course, these brisk young men overtook me before
I got to the top of this col, which seemed endless.
However, the top was flat and hard, and then there was
a good piece to go down, then a more gentle ascent; and
I came up to them again at the place where they were
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having a meal. After that there was a snow-slope—not
very bad—and then some rocks, and then the top looked
close to. They said it would be four hours, and I could
not believe it. However, very soon I did, for we came
to the most awful snow-slope I ever encountered except
on Monte Rosa, which was worse, as it was soft, and
this was providentially hard, with steps. We kept
seeng the others scrambling along the final Grat over our
heads, and my one hope was that we should get to the
Grat before they got down from it—and we just did.
They called out to me that there was fog and it was
fearfully cold, and that I had better turn back—as if it
was likely, when I had just got through the toil and had
come to the interesting part, and we were only about
half-an-hour from the top. They were most easy rocks,
and never seemed precipitous, and they were interspersed
with short easy bits of snow. I never was in the least
cold—never even put on my jacket till we were quite
at the top ; and one of them told me next morning at
breakfast his feet were frozen in his boots. You cannot
stand at the very top—it is such an overhanging bit of ice.
I wanted very much, being so light and held by the rope;
but Pollinger just reached out and chipped a bit off the
end with his axe, and it broke away so very easily I
ceased to want. Such a view I never saw—nothing but
snow, glacier, and desolation ; one could not recognise
anything except the Jungfrau and the Schreckhorn,
everything looked so different. I am very thankful I did
not miss it, and there was very little mist, which kept
nothing away, and it was quite clear and a bright sun
overhead. I put an envelope of H.’s in the bottle, with
the date. I must say for myself that I was both up and
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down the rocks in about a quarter of the time those
young men were; but, of course, three people roped
together would get on much quicker than six. That
awful snow-slope which had taken more than two hours
to get up we were down in about five minutes. I made
a sledge of my petticoat and they dragged me down; I
hardly walked a step till we were down at the glacier
about one o’clock. Little did I think what was then
before me. 'We had decided to go back to the Eggisch-
horn another way by the Oberau glacier, which the
second guide, a local man, said was shorter; and it
turned out to be a sort of Col du Géant—I thought we
should never get out of the Seraés. It was very interest-
ing, and Iquite forgot all about the Finster Aarhorn before
the end of the afternoon. At half-past seven we got to
a most delightful Alp, where I had some exquisite milk,
and then they said we were two hours from the hotel.
However, with the darkness and a very rough path at
night, it was past eleven before we arrived. I really
was not at all tired in myself. I was a good deal delayed
by one of my eyes watering very much, and I had
incessantly to stop to wipe it—the light from the lantern
just caught it. This was Saturday night, and I was
down at eight o’clock next morning for the early
Communion, this being the first Sunday since I left
when there had been any service. My eyes were very
bad all day. I just managed to scribble that card to H.,
and sat in my room till dinner-time bathing them with
milk, and last night, at the recommendation of my
guide, went to bed with a piece of raw meat on each,
like a prize-fighter, and it has certainly done them good,
as you see I have written all this. This is the nicest
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Lotel in all Switzerland, I think. I am quite sorry to go.
I have given myself an extra day for my eyes and my
complexion, greatly to Pollinger’s dismay; but I was
firm. It is very provoking for me, as I am quite fresh,
and Gullick’s boots are so exquisite I have never been in
the least footsore. The sun on the snow is truly awful
this year. I never got damaged at all last year. I am
going to walk down to Viesch in the cool of the evening.
To-morrow morning early I shall drive to Visp, and in
the evening ride to St. Nicholas; and hope to be able
next day to get to the hut on the Weisshorn, but unless
my eyes are well I shall not attempt it. I think they
will be—they are so much better to-day ; but the skin of
my face is tingling, which I suppose means it will peel
again. I cannot wear both mask and spectacles at
once. I soak my face in cold cream, which everyone
recommends. I always now take cold tea to drink, and
find it so much better than any sort of wine. The
flowers have been splendid—Ilarge yellow anemones,
pansies like garden ones, primula farinosa in heaps,
Lyetonis Alpina, which I never found before ; also Draba
Arzoides and Liottard Gagia, new to me. The latter
is a lovely little yellow flower. There was heaps at
Arolla—a most exquisite place.
E. H.



1881.
DOM.
| From letter to M. T. M.]

Hoter, MonTE Rosa, ZERMATT,
August 6th, 1881.

There has only been one bad day since I left home
the 4th July, and that day I was walking down a long
valley, and was quite thankful to have rain instead of sun.
I have been successful this tour beyond my wildest
dreams, till yesterday, when a thing happened to me
which has never happened before. I had started on
Thursday for the Dom, one of the Mischabel Horner
near here. I knew it to be long and tiresome, but of no
particular difficulty, but being the highest mountain in
Switzerland I wanted to have done it. I got to the
sleeping-place on the rocks all right on Thursday, and
yesterday started for the top, and somehow could not get
on. The weather was splendid, the glacier in very nice
order, but the rocks too dreadful, either all that
crumbly stuff, Geroll, or very sharp points cut into layers.
I never saw such odd rocks. I toiled and toiled, and
never seemed to get on, and I thought of giving in, a
thing I never did before. At last the thought of giving

in began to be pleasant to me, and I asked them frankly,
14
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going on as I was going then, how long did they think
I should be? One said three hours, and the other
did not think three hours would do it. I then quite
decided to give in, I felt I could not bear three hours
more, and I did not even care to go on, I never felt like
that before. I should have been wild on either the
grand Paradis or the Matterhorn at the thought of
turning back, and generally I go plodding on without
thinking of time. So we did turn back and I don’t
much care, even to-day. Anderegg, my own guide, is
perfectly miserable, he never ceases saying “ Ach, es ist
grosse Schade ; Es thut mir sehr Leid!” It is a fearful
tie having a perpetual guide, and I shall never have one
again. It was so delightful last year in the Tyrol being
rid of them between times and not having them always
loafing about, a tie on one’s conscience when one wants
to be quiet. It was very well we did turn back
yesterday, for, as it was, we only got to our sleeping
place by seven o’clock, these horrid rocks took almost
as long to come down as to go up, and the glacier
was still more crevassed, one had to be going round
to get out of the way. This morning we had to come
down to Randa, we started at 4.30 and were there before
nine, I had some food, drove back here, and was dropped
at the baths. . . I propose on Tuesday going over
the Mischabel Joch to Saas, and from there to the
Eggischhorn. . . The hotel is so full to-day, being
Saturday the people come here for church. There
is a concert in another hotel this evening at eight. I
shall feel obliged to go as the proceeds are to be given
to the poor at Zermatt, though I would much rather
have gone to bed. I have done the Mont Pourri this
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year, which I believe no female has done, and also
crossed the Grand Paradis from Cogne to Val Savaranche,
which also I don’t believe any female has done.
On the other hand all the female mountaineers have
done the Dom, and I never heard it thought much of,
I cannot think what possessed me, but it cannot be
helped. Teddy would be much tried if he were here,
hundreds of novels, but not one complete.

E.H.




1882.

HIGH-LEVEL ROUTE FROM ZERMATT
TO CHAMOUNIX.

[From Letter to M. T. M.]

Pexnsion CoUTTET,
CHAMOUNIX,

July 31st, 1882.

I have at last accomplished one object I have long had
inview—getting from Zermatt to Chamounix by the high-
level route. I started last Monday, the 24th, from
Zermatt, for the Stockje hut, on the Zmutt glacier, a
walk which always takes me six hours, though other
people seem to do it in four, I cannot think how they
manage it. On our way we met three men returning
from an ineffectual attempt on the Dent Blanche, a
thing which always gives me a fiendish satisfaction. I
shall be sorry if the Dent Blanche gets common.
A man came up after me to the hut, also to doit, and
started before me next morning. I have not been able
to find out whether he accomplished it or not, I almost
think there was too much wind. 'We had only three
hours up to the top of the Col de Val Pellina, and
managed it very comfortably, and got down to Prarayen,
a group of chalets at the head of the Val Pellina by 1.30.

17 B
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It was a cold, dull afternoon, or I should have enjoyed
myself very much basking about, but as it was, it was
rather miserable, and I retired to rest in a barn, on
hay, feeling rather doubtful whether we should not have
to go down the valley next day. However, it was
tolerably clear, we were rather late in getting off, and
at the very last minute, when we were just starting,
Anderegg (who, though a worthy man and a very good
guide, is sometimes extremely wearing) said, ‘“ Es wire
vielleicht besser etwas Fleisch und Wein mit zu
nehmen.” Just fancy, when they had had the whole
of the afternoon before to prepare, and they always
take hours to put up provisions. I said, of course,
we could not possibly wait any longer, it was their own
fault, and we started without; they had some scraps,
and I had some. We were going over the Col de la
Reuse d’Arolla, they had neither of them ever been over it
before, and I was in terror lest we should find ourselves
in the wrong valley again; however, after an endless
but not unpleasant trudge down the Otemna glacier, we
found ourselves at Chaurion, & group of chalets in the
Val de Bagnes. There I had expected to stay, but
they looked so very uninviting I could not, besides,
we all required food, and I felt I could not do another
glacier pass without a thorough day’s rest, so we had
to trudge more than three hours further to Mauvoisin,
a very nice little inn, where I passed the next day very
comfortably, staying in bed very late, and I had some
very decent food. It was thick fog all day, and it would
have been quite impossible to cross a pass, so it was
well we had come on, it was bitterly cold, but they
lighted the stove. I never for a second expected to be
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able to cross the Col de Sonadon next day, having gone
to bed at 8.30, with thick mist everywhere, but at one,
when we had to get up, it was quite clear, and we were
off at 2.30. We had to tramp more than two hours
back the same road, which was provoking, but the whole
way up was ni¢e walking, even the moraine was nice,
it is extraordinary how different passes are, and we had
exquisite views, seeing all we ought to have seen coming
down the Col de la Reuse d’Arolla. Just close to the
glacier we came upon a tiny little meadow, quite gemmed
with geum montanum and pansies, it was exquisite.
The col goes right under the rocks of the Grand Combin,
the last pull-up the snow seemed endless, but we got to
the top at 12-15. There, to our dismay, the other side
was a mass of mist, not a thing to be seen. They neither
of them had an idea of the way, and appealed to the
porter, a young man from the inn at Mauvoisin, who at
once frankly acknowledged he had never been before.
‘We went down the only way there seemed to be, and
every now and then sat and waited for the fog to lift a
little, and then we saw nothing but enormous gaping
¢ Schlunds ’ all round us. 'We knew we ought to make
for a red tower of rock, but no rocks were to be seen
anywhere. At last the fog lifted a little, and there was
that horrid tower miles above us, we had gone down
much too low, and had to toil up to it again. When at
last we got to it, we knew we had to go down a couloir,
and after poking about a little they pitched upon one,
the very worst rocks I ever was on, all smooth and
slippery, and interspersed with soft wet snow. For two
mortal hours we were getting down these rocks, at one
place (I never was in a worse) I had to make an
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immense stride across a wet, slippery, flat face of rock,
facing it without the smallest hold, and only room for
the point of my toe on either side. The guides were
parallel with me on each side, each on a very awkward
place, so that the rope did not seem to do much good,
for if I had slipped it must have pulled them down. I
am safe here, so we got through somehow, but it was
endless, and when we got down, the moraine and path
down the valley were just as horrid as they had been
nice on the other side. Anderegg has since found out
we came down quite a wrong couloir. We got to
St. Pierre about 8, and as I felt I could not possibly do
another glacier pass without rest, and St. Pierre would
have been a dreary place to stop at I resolved to make a
push for Chamounix next day. I was up at five, had a
carriage to Ossieres, and from there started over the
Col de Champey, a green col, and I did enjoy it. It was
such a relief to be on green after cold wet glaciers, and
also, though very fine where we were, there were clouds
on all the higher mountains, so I could enjoy myself
with a clear conscience. In about two hours we came
to the Lac de Champey, and then I sent them on, and
had a most delicious wade, and it was exquisite. We
then came to a little inn, where I had some poached
eggs and beer, which was like nectar, and fortunately it
was flat for a good while after. We had finally a good ™
pull, more than I expected, but eventually got to the
Foulaz inn (where the routes over the Téte noire, and
Col de Balme divide) by 4.30, and there my toils were
over, and I had a carriage, and was in Chamounix by
nine, and found my luggage all arrived, and a very
comfortable room ready for me. E. H.




1885.

COL DE BERTOL.
[From letter to M. T. M.]

PexsioN CouTTET CHAMOUNIX,

August 3rd, 1885.

I arrived here yesterday, after, I may truly say, an
arduous week, or rather ten days. I started on Friday
the 24th from Zermatt rather in a scurry at the last. I
had not meant to start till the Saturday, baving had
rather a long excursion with the Walkers the day before,
but, would you believe it, not a guide could be found at
Zermatt who would start on Saturday, because they
would miss their mass on Sunday. I did feel ashamed
of myself, as a clergyman’s daughter, having wanted
them to, but I confess I did, and should bave had no
scruple, once in a way. Ever since I missed the
Schreckhorn by waiting for Sunday at Grindelwald I
have had a grudge against Sunday. However, 1 had to
scurry off and L. W. helped me very much, she is so
very nice. As I started late I took a horse for the three
bours to the glacier and got in very good time to the
Stockje hut. Next day I was to go over the Col de
Bertol to Arolla. I bad done each side of the col at
separate times, with other things, but never done it

straight on end, besides it was much the nearest way to
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Arolla. It is a thoroughly well-known pass so I had no
qualms. Would you believe it, that idiot Peter and the
other man took me the wrong way! I became aware
of it as soon as we got to the top and began to descend
into a hole which I knew took to the Col de Valpellina
and the Col du Mont Brulé, over both of which I had been
before. The latter took to Arolla, but a much longer
way. The Col de Bertol takes one down close to the
hotel, and by this one I had to go miles down a long
glacier, I knew exactly where we had gone wrong, but
it would have been so far to go back, besides they would
argue they were right. However when we did finally
arrive at Arolla (at five instead of about two as I had
expected), they were at once confuted, and told they had
been quite wrong, it was a consolation to me to feel how
well I had known the way, besides they took me over a
great piece of moraine coming down, which I knew was
unnecessary and they were confuted about that too. I
did scold them well, I wasin a fury, and Itold the second
man I would have nothing more to do with him, I had
engaged him for the whole way to Chamounix. Arollais
a sweet little place, only a hotel and some chalets close
on the glacier and very comfortable. It had been
enlarged since I was last there, and there were several
people in the hotel, among them Canon Lefroy, and we
had a service in the salon on Sunday morning, after
which I went and sat by the river. Next morning I
started about three over the Col du Mont Rouge for
Mauvoisin, in the Val de Bagues, with an Arolla man
as second, to be sure we went over the right col. I was
horribly afraid of being taken over the Col de Cheillon,
where I had been before. The original second man
begged humbly to go as porter that he might learn
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the way, and he was really a very nice man, and so
penitent that I let him, and we arrived successfully at
Mauvoisin, passing over some very interesting moraine,
not unpleasant to walk upon, where I am sure S. would
have found most interesting things. I am sure he would
revel in moraines. Tuesday I stayed at Mauvoisin to
recruit, it is nothing but a hotel, perched high up.
Several foreign ladies and one man were staying there,
the ladies seemed able to take most enormous walks.
Next day I went to a hut just under the Combin on the
way over the Col de la Maison Blanche, and the day
after got over the col, and down to Bourg St. Reue in
the Val d’Entiemont. Having had two hard days I
drove down to Orsiéres, and took a horse as far as it
could go on the way to the Cabane d’Orny, six hours
from Orsieres for my last pass. The path was so dry
and slippery, and the horse stumbled about so, I quite
expected to break my neck, but it carried me for about
three hours, and I walked therest. I don’t think I ever
was in such a beautifully situated hut as the Cabane
d’Orny. The grand Combin and the Mont Velan were
close to, and right on the whole range of the Graian
Alps, the Grand Paradis and the Grivola, both of which
I had been up, towering above them. Mont Blanc was
separated by the col I was to cross next day—the Fenétre
de Salena—it was to burst upon us. It was an exquisite
evening and a perfect sunset—all the peaks pink. The
weather has been perfect for a whole fortnight and we
never gave it a thought. Would you believe it next
morning there were thick clouds everywhere, however
we started at four, it bad been so very fine we could not
help thinking it would clear. - However it came on high
wind, hail and snow, and after much indecision we



24 Mountaineering Records.

turned back, it was nine by the time we were back at the
hut, and we at once started by a cut for Champey, from
which there is a pass on to the Téte Noire. The cut was
very rough, but rather interesting. I got to Champey
by 1.30. I had fondly hoped to get a mule there to go
to the top of the col, but they had not one, so after
having some food I had to start off again, feeling
desperate. However I got up better than I could have
expected, and we were at the Hotel Glacier de Trient
on the Téte Noire soon after eight, and next morning I
got up at five, had a carriage and was here by ten, found
my luggage and was respectably dressed and in church
by eleven. I may*be said to have had no solid food
since the previous Wednesday at Mauvoisin, neither at
Bourg St. Pierre, Orsiéres, or Glacier de Trient was
there either meat or bread that I could swallow, Coftee
and soup (poor) and some biscuits and indifferent eggs,
sustained me. I did enjoy my meals here yesterday,
and shall do the same to-day, the food is excellent, and
it is such a nice hotel, directly facing Mont Blanc, and
the Aiguille de Dru peers up on one side. 'We have just
had immense excitement watching a party at the top,
cannon firing, etc. There is an excellent telescope here,
even I can see the people at the top. They are two
Frenchmen, it is the fifth ascent, all the others have
been English. To-morrow I am going up for luncheon
to the new hotel on Montanvert, I want to see it, and on
Thursday, if fine, I shall start for the Fenétre de Salena,
which Ishould have seen coming. It will be the wrong
way for the view but I cannot help that. If the weather
is doubtful I shall be satisfied with the Col d’Anterne,
and then I am going to make my way to Lausanne.
E. H.



1886.
NUVQLAO.
[From letter to M. T. M.]

AQuinLA NERA, CORTINA,
July 30th, 1886.

The weather is now lovely, and Cortina so very
delicious I am staying longer than I intended. T had a
hard day yesterday, and am only prowling about. I
went up the Nuvolao yesterday. It isaminor Dolomite,
in a very central position, and the view was certainly
splendid, and most of the more famous Dolomites were
quite close. I started at four in the morning, and the
sunrise reflected on Monte Grace was quite splendid ; it
looked scarlet. The Nuvelao has two points—the higher
one difficult and the lower one easy. I did the difficult
one first ; it had only one bad place, but that really was
most awkward. I almost thought at one moment I
should have had to give in. The guide first scrambled
up a sort of flat face of rock where there seemed no
footing at all, and then I had to work myself up a sort
of chimney to get to the point where he was—I could
not possibly have got up the flat face. There was no
footing at all in the chimney, and I had to worm myself

up till I could get on my knees on a flat stone, and I
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kept getting my head under this stone, and could not
get beyond it. I lost my bat and the net off my hair,
but at last accomplished it. I had previously lost a red
shawl, and the skirt of my dress was left intentionally
below—so that the Nuvalao was strewed with my
property. They were all recovered except the net.
‘When we got to the top we saw another party making
their way up—a lady on a mule—and their guide began
shouting to mine ; they wanted to come up too, but had
no rope. They had picked up my red shawl. We were
altogether an hour-and-a-half at the top, it was so
delightful ; then got down, which was rapidly accom-
plished. My guide ran off to these other people with
the rope, and then I went to the lower point—rather
grudging the trouble, for it took nearly an hour. Soon
after we got there we had the amusement ot looking at
the other people on the point, and when we had got
down they had just got to the bad place coming down,
so we sat and watched them. I could just make them
out, and I knew they were English, for I distinctly
heard the lady call out, ¢ All right.” They did not
overtake us on the way down, though I sat half-an-hour
at a delicious little inn about an hour above Cortina,
having coffee ; but at dinner I found I was sitting next
them—a very nice man and his niece. They had never
thought of going on that point till they saw me, and
then they thought they must. . . I forgot to tell
you, on the Nuvelao I saw chamois closer than ever I
did in my life—quite plain to the naked eye. They
were at the top of a wall of rock in front of us; there
was absolutely no descent even for chamois on the
other side, and they had to come down before our very
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eyes and run along the base of rock in front of us. It
was too delightful. I just got up to the top of the bad
place in time to see them—two of them. . . How
truly delicious it would be to have you going over Jochs

with me.
E. H.



1888.
[From Letter to M. T. M.]

AQuirLa NERa,
CORTINA,
August 4th, 1888.

I found your letter yesterday on my return from
Monte Cristallo. It was the great thing I wanted to
accomplish this tour. I was baulked of it two years
ago by bad weather. . . I almost think I prefer this
place to San Martino, there is much more variety in the
way of walks. . . We stayed two days at Pieve di
Cadore, which is a most exquisite place. I at once
began taking steps about a guide, and was very glad to
secure the one I had when I was here before, and
another very good one. On Friday evening, about six,
I started for the little inn at the top of the Tre Croci
pass, about an hour-and-a-half from here. It was very
cold and they had been scouring all the rooms, and they
were sopping wet. I thought I should get rheumatism
but have not. I went to bed wrapped in all my out-door
clothes, and should have slept very well, only on those
occasions I am so nervous about not being called I
strike a match about every hour to see what time it is.

The Italian guides are much more prompt at starting than
28
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the Swiss, who are ages getting ready. We were off at
three next morning, and at the top at 10.30, and never,
not even on the Italian side of the Matterhorn, had I
such a scramble. I had to be constantly worming
myself up chimneys of rocks, the sides all ice, there
were the largest icicles I ever saw. At the top all was
clouds, but I had beautiful peeps going up and down,
and the rocks of Cristallo were a sight to bebold,
perfectly perpendicular smooth red walls of an immense
height. Cristallo itself is most beautifully jagged at the
top, I thought we should never get to the real top.
There was a visitor’s book in a tin box under a rock at
the top. I did not see the name of any English female
but there were three Germans, one of them Madame
Tenschker, with whom I was once in the Concordia hut.
‘We came down the other side to Schleuderbach where
I arrived at four. Schleuderbach is a lovely place
between here and Toblach. I drove back here.
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1883.
STELVIO AND ORTLER SPITZE.

‘WEDNESDAY, JULY 11th. Istarted in the diligence
over the Stelvio at 5-30. The diligence was a carriage,
and there was only one other passenger, an Englishman,
Colonel Eden. I walked most of the way, it is a most
splendid road. There were high walls of snow on each
side of the road near the top. I should much have liked
to go up the Dreisprachen Spitze, which Ball says only
takes ten minutes, but no doubt it would really have
been an hour. At the top the Ortler bursts upon you.
That was now my goal, so I looked at it with anxious
interest. We had some luncheon at Franzens 6Xe a
little way down on the other side. Then, as we
approached Trafoi, I asked to be shown the place where
the man murdered his wife, pushing her down the
precipice. The place they showed us seemed peculiarly
ill-suited for the purpose, nothing of a precipice. The
day was lovely and Trafoi looked a sweet little place,
just under the Ortler, which looked splendid. I had
some coffee, and then began enquiring about a guide,
and soon secured a very good one, called Matthias Thoni.
I found the three fountains (from which Trafoi takes its
name) were about an hour’s walk off, so, as I had had a

good deal of trudging, and it was very hot, I gave them
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up. There was a delightful large balcony to the Speise
Saal, where I sat contemplating the Ortler.

THURSDAY, JULY 12th. The interest of the tour
may now be said to have begun. A lovely day. I had
breakfast on the balcony. Then followed the usual
discussion about “ Proviant’’; and atlast, at twelve o’clock,
the start for the Payer Hiitte wasmade. The first hour
was fortunately through a wood, and in shade; and
when one gets above the trees I never care about the
heat, as the air is always fresh. It was an exquisite
walk—not steep all the way. We came upon an Alp
where I had some delicious milk, and 1 had dinner at
the hut—a most palatial one—about six o’clock. They
had said the walk would be about four hours, but, of
course, I knew that meant six for me. The evening had
now become quite gloomy, and there was no view.
There were alreadyin the hut a German and his guides,
who had come up from Sulden on the other side, intend-
ing also to make the ascent next day. This was my
first experience of an Austrian hut ; it was most superior
to the ordinary run of Swiss huts. There was a separate
room above for guides, quantities of appliances, and
even numbers of the Alpine journal to read, and packs of,
I must say, very dirty cards to play with. I had some
food, and then lay down with a heavy heart, for the
weather looked most unpromising.

FripaAY, JunLy 18th. A furious gale. I at once
gave up all idea of attempting the Ortler that day. The
German hesitated, but finally made a start about seven.
Besides the wind it was very misty, so I did not envy
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him. The Trafoi guide set off to St. Gertrud, in the
Sulden Thal (much nearer than Trafoi), in search of
food. I implored Anderegg to go too, but nothing would
induce him to leave me alone ; so he stayed close by the
stove, where I should have liked to be. As it was, I
sat outside whenever the wind moderated a little. Iread
the Alpine journal, and played patience, and had not at
all a bad day. The German got back about three, and
said the wind was not as bad on the top as in the hut.
He then took his departure. Thomi arrived soon after
from Sulden with supplies. He had some idea of
cooking (Anderegg has none), and he prepared some
nondescript pieces of veal so nicely that I quite enjoyed
my meal. The evening was lovely, and I had a splendid
view from the top of the hut—all the Oetzthal mountains
and many more, and the top of the Ortler quite clear,
and the moon rising on it; below, the Vintzgau road
winding along, and two sweet little lakes just below us.

SATURDAY, JULY 14th. Got off at four o’clock. I
felt so fresh after a thorough day’s rest that I got on
very well, and it is certainly the easiest first-class
mountain I ever was up. There is a piece nearly flat
at first, then a gentle descent and a few very easy rocks,
then snow-slopes; but nothing of a grind. The end
was very interesting. One went along an aréte for 20
or 30 steps, then it finished abruptly—hanging over the
glacier. If it had been clear it would have been splendid.
All the way up the sun kept peeping through the clouds,
8o that we quite hoped for a view ; but at the top there
was no distant view, though the glacier beneath and all
around was clear. It was piercingly cold at the top; I
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could hardly write the names on a card to put into a
bottle which was there. It was just ten o’clock when
we got to the top. I quite forgot to mention that all
my enjoyment of the little interlude of rock was marred
by the fact that the Austrian Alpine Club had carefully
cut steps all over them. T never knew such people for
trimming their mountains. At 1-30 we were back in the
hut, and stayed there till three, as a pelting hailstorm
came on. Then we started in a fair gleam for St.
Gertrud, in the Sulden Thal. We had got over the
first rocks, which were rather interesting, when again
violent rain came on, and continued with little inter-
mission all the way, varied by & thunderstorm ; and, as
part of the way was through a wood, I felt rather
uncomfortable. However, I pelted on as hard as I could,
and most of the way was very good walking. It would
have been a perfectly exquisite walk in fine weather. I
arrived soaked at St. Gertrud at 6-30, but was soon
comfortably established (with hot water) in a very nice
bedroom in a dear little inn, kept by the sisters of the
priest, the Fraulein Eller. I came down and found
quite a comfortable table d’hote, with excellent food,
instead of everybody having their portion separately
among books and inkstands——the usual plan at Tyrolese
mountain inns.

SuNDAY, JuLy 15th. I was up in time to go to
church at eight o’clock. St. Gertrud is the sweetest
little place. It consists of nothing but the church (very
tiny), the priest’s house and the inn kept by his sisters,
a barn, and another inn a little way off. The valley is
lovely, the Ortler towering over it, and other lovely
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mountains all round. The Ortler was, however, not
visible this morning, and the ground was thick with
snow—indeed, it was still snowing. I felf truly thankful
to be in such good quarters. There were some very nice
people—all Germans, of course. A Professor with his
wife from Berlin (she was called Alma, and was a most
elegant person); a brother-in-law was travelling with
them. The food was really excellent. Mittag at 12
and Abendessen at 7-30. Plenty of vegetables, which
one rarely sees in the Tyrol. The old priest, Herr Eller,
came in for all his meals, and talked in the most
interesting way. He had once been to Salzburg—that
was the extent of his travels. There were several guides
about who had seen me in Switzerland. I went a walk
with one of them (Hans something) to the village of
Gampenhofen, half-an-hour up the valley. He showed
me his house, very comfortably furnished, and a very
nice-looking wife.

MONTE CONFINALE.

(JoLy 17th and 18th. By the Cevedale Pass to Santa
Caterina, sleeping at the Schaubach hut. M.L.H.)

Jury 19th. I made enquiries about a guide for
Monte Confinale—a peak just in front of the hotel, from
which Ball says there is a very fine view. I found on
enquiry I could come down the other side close to
Bormio, and as I had meant to drive to Bormio next
day to spend Sunday there, I was delighted with the
idea. I got a very nice young guide, called Giovanni
Compagni. I had left my box at Bormio, so had very
little to take.
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Fripay, JuLy 20th. Off at four, with Anderegg
and Campagni. I was under the impression Confinale
was a very moderate affair, four or five hours at most.
It was quite a mistake, it was endless, shoulder after
shoulder had to be mounted, one part very steep and
crumbly. About eight it began to snow, but I went on
considering I should be at the top directly. It was
11.30 before we reached that top in a thick mist, not a
yard before us could we see. The descent to Bormio
then began, and I soon found it was an ill-omened hour
that the idea had struck me. It was a most rough,
uninteresting descent, it was impossible to get on fast
after the snow was passed, and it rained in torrents.
‘We sheltered for a short time in a chalet, but it seemed
better to get on. The last part was through a wood,
a very stony path, and finally an hour and a half of road.
‘When we were on the road, and I was thinking how
delightful clean clothes and food would be at Bormio, it
suddenly struck me I had not got my keys. I felt in all
my pockets, and I remembered I had left them in my
bag at St. Catarina. I was in despair, and proposed to
the stalwart young guide that he should go back to
St. Catarina by road, and come early next morning
to the Bagni Nuovi with my bag. He agreed at once.
I was very sorry for him, for of course he was looking
forward to a jovial evening at Bormio. He stopped to
speak to some friends in a village we were passing
through, and then started back, about three hours walk.
Anderegg and I plodded on and got to the Bagni Nuovi
by 7.30. They looked delightful, after the glaring
bareness of St. Catarina.
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SATURDAY, JULY 21st. Up very late, and began to
poke among my things. I found my writing case, and
it suddenly flashed upon me I had put my keys there
not to be a weight in my pocket, and the wretched
young man had had his walk for nothing. He arrived
before I was dressed, with the bag I had left at
S6. Catarina. I did indeed feel guilty, but did not
reveal that I had them all the time. I had a very
pleasant day. Sat with a book in a niche on the Stelvio
road. 3

(Monpay, JunLy 23. Back, driving to St. Catarina.

Juny 24th—26th. By the Gavia Pass, the Passo
del Liago Oscuro, and the Val di Genova to the Corona,
‘ g very decent inn "’ at Pingolo. M.L.H.)

Fripay, Jury 27th I had a quiet day. In the
afternoon I strolled up towards the Val di Genova to see
the part I had come down in the dark. To my surprise
I saw a lovely liftle church, perched upon a high rock,
at the entrance to the valley. I did not feel equal to
toiling up to it to-day, but decided I must go before I
left. On the way there I passed another church, San
Vigilio, covered with some most curious frescoes of the
Dance of Death, very old fifteenth century, the priest,
the girl, the king, etc. I looked at them thoroughly.
Back to the hotel, very comfortable.

SATURDAY, JUuLy 28th. Off at six for Dosso di
Sabbione, only a grass mountain, but a very fine view.
Four or five hours going up it was very hot. The most
striking point of the view was the Bocca di Brenta, a
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most beautiful narrow cleft between the Trenta Alta,
and the Cima Tosa, two splendid craggy points.
Melting hot in descent. Sat under some cherry trees,
and ate some cherries. Felt I must get over the Bocea
di Brenta.

Sunpay, JUny 29th. I went to the church at
Pinzolo, a large handsome building, and heard an
Italian sermon. Then I went to have another look at
the frescoes di San Vigilio, and to look at the church
of San Stefano. There was a nice little path up to it,
the rocks were covered with lovely pinks. A dear little
church, much the same frescoes as at San Vigilio, and
a very curious one, inside, of Charlemagne. I stayed
there a long time, there is a little village just below.
Back to the hotel by 3.30. The weather was not
promising, and having much more I wanted to do, I
felt Bocca di Brenta must be given up this time, and
I must leave by diligence next day.

(Jury 30th—AvuausT 2nd. By Tione, Trent, Botzen,
Meran, Naturug to Kurzrad. M.L.H.)

I had meant to try the Weisskiigel from Kurzrad,
but there was no guide to be had. I decided to go over
the Hochjoch next day, and try the Weisskiigel from
there. The Kurzrad inn is only a pothouse. I had
gome rather wretched food in an arbour.

(The Hochjoch was accomplished, but the Weisskiigel
had to be given up owing to bad weather. M.L.H.)

Came over the Kreuzspitze to Fend, a lovely little
place in the Oetzthal. Room in the priest’s house. No
hotel. An English party arrived and a girl was put into
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the other bed in my room. I did not mind as I was
starting very early for the Wildespitze.

Monpay, Avugust 6th. Off at 2.45, a lovely day.
Three hours to the Breslauer Hutte. I had a nice
elderly guide, Johann Schreiber. A long grind up,
easier when it got to the steep part towards the end.
At the top at 11.80. Johann wanted to stop short of the
final top, he said it was ¢ gefahrlich fiir Damen,” but
Peter at once went on, so he had to follow muttering.
It seemed perfectly simple. There was a splendid
view of the Oetzthal mountains and others. The snow
was very soft on the way down. There was a very
good path after the Breslauer hut. At Fend about five.
The Wildespitze is the highest mountain in the Tyrol,
80 I am much pleased to have done it.
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1890.

(After a very pleasant time at Ober Ammergau,
Emily was at Salzburg with my sister Edith and five
cousins. One cousin was an invalid, and very kind and
unselfish, and she decided to go with her maid to Zell
am See, while the others came there by Berchtesgaden
and the Steinerne Meer. It was the second time E.
crossed the Steinerne Meer. M.L.H.)

Fripay, Jury 4th. This morning all came right.
A. had made a plan to start off to Zell am See that very
day, so as to secure one evening with G. and G.J. She
only bargained she was to have nothing at all to do with
our luggage. We had never intended she should, and
it was all despatched to Zell am See with the aid of the
porter, except the modest kit we were to take with us.
At eleven o’clock we were all seated in the steam tram
in the highest spirits, it starts just opposite the hotel.
A. came to look at us, she was to start about one. It
was a delightful open tram, and took us right through
the town, stopping at different stations, and then on to
a place called Drachenhohle, There we found a very
nice sort of open omnibus waiting which conveyed us
to the Konigsee, a most exquisite drive all the way, by
the side of the Alm, the stream issuing from the lake.
About half-way we stopped to bait at a little village, and
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had some delicious strawberries and cream. We passed
through the outskirts of Berchtesgaden and called at
the railway station. It was just 2.30 when we arrived
at the Konigsee, we at once secured rooms, asked the
waiter to see about guides, and then started in a boat
rowed by two women and a man, to make the tour of
the Konigsee. It is a lovely little lake, the sides quite
perpendicular almost everywhere, and the water the
deepest blue. There is a little promontory called San
Bartolomeo with a church and an inn, there we halted
to have some food. We had most excellent trout, a
kind they call Saiblinge, and potatoes. There was a
party of Bavarian musicians, they had a zither, a guitar
and barmonica among them, and played and sang
delightfully. One of the men and one of the women
then danced a sort of slow waltz. The man suddenly
heaved the woman in the air and swung her round,
then slapped his thighs violently. They were all got
up in beautiful Jiger costumes, green gaiters and bare
knees, feathers in their hats. All the Bavarians and
Tyrolese are beautifully dressed, very different from the
Swiss. We then rowed on to the end of the lake, and
walked across the Salet Alp to the little Abersee, and I
showed them the Sagenek Wand up which we expected
to start the next day, though we could not tell the exact
place. From one point of the Konigsee there is a very
fine peep of the Watzmann, with the glacier between
the two peaks. I had been up it in 1880. We were
back about seven, and found our guide ready to settle
with us, Michel Brantra, a very nice looking man. He
informed us there was now a hut on the Steinerne Meer,
and that everybody made two days of it, so that instead
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of starting at three in the morning we need not start
till nine. We thought for some things it might be
better, so agreed, but I was much disappointed to find
we were not to start by the Sagenek Wand, but by a
new path near the waterfall, just beyond St. Bartolomeo.
He then inspected our kit and pronounced it too heavy
for even three men, so we fixed to send two bags to Zell
by post. We then had our meal and I wrote my
journal in M. and P’s room, a very nice one with a
balcony looking towards the lake.

SATURDAY, JULY 5th. A lovely morning. I got
the old hotel book and found my name in July 1880, and
above it written in pencil Steinerne Meer, Moderegger,
which, I conclude, was the name of my guide. When
the three appeared one of them turned out to be a
brother of Moderegger, who no longer guides. The
third was called Georg Priitz, all very nice men. We
got off punctually at nine, one of the guides and two
other men rowing us. It was very hot and they were
more than an hour rowing us to the Schraimbach fall,
where we were to start. The head guide gave us our
final choice which route we would take, we were to pay
a mark more to each guide if we went the steep way
(18 marks). We asked which way had most shade and
heard the new way, so thought we had better keep to it,
as that was evidently what the guide preferred. We
accordingly disembarked at the Schraimbach falls, and
were fairly started at ten minutes past ten. We had
first a great many wooden steps, which soon got one up
to a great height, and crossed the fall by a wooden
bridge, there is a curious natural bridge of stone just
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below. I very soon fell into my usual position of the
last of the party, and enjoyed myself very much, I
cannot bear to feel anybody close on my heels. The
girls, on the contrary, feel depressed if they are not well
forward. I occasionally came upon M. straying about
after flowers, but she always passed me with the
greatest ease when she began to walk again. The
walk was lovely, sometimes through a wood, some-
times through lovely open glades with splendid
walls of rock, very superior in point of view
to my old route, but it seemed to me it must be
three times as long, it wound away so much to the
right. The guide persisted that it was much shorter.
It was very hot, and it was indeed bliss when in about
two hours and a half I came upon them all sitting in a
little cavern, a crucifix by it, with a stream flowing by,
and the wine being produced. We had brought two
bottles of Feuerberger, a vintage much recommended
by the girl at the Konigsee inn, and each had a buttered
roll in her pocket, also we had a few hard boiled eggs.
After a little food, and wine and water, we felt like
giants refreshed. I started off first, as I always do
when there is a halt, to get a little start, but they all
gradually passed me, G., who professes not to like
climbing, now taking the lead in the most powerful way.
The path was now up a couloir called the Saugasse,
very steep, and it was very hot. The flowers had been
lovely all the way, but they now began to be most
abundant, one could get bunches of Alpenrosen and
forget-me-nots without straying from the path. There
was a beautiful lilac flower like an azalia, which M.
and P. had never seen before. Tooking back there was
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a splendid view of the Watzmann. No glacier on this
side. The peak which is really the highest looks much
the lowest, as the guide says “ Es tduscht.”” At last the
top was reached, and we saw the Funtensee hut in a
glade below us, with a little lake close to. M. H. and
I were the last to arrive, it was then only 4.30, so we
had not been so long after all. The rest had been there
gome time, and had ordered tea, which we had sitting
at a table outside the other side of the hut looking over
the lake, a beautiful sharp peak called the Schotmar
Horn rising just beyond. M. instantly began to sketch
it. I felt 1 must paddle in the lake, went down to it,
took off my boots and stockings, put my foot in what
seemed to be in a nice place, instantly sank in mud
almost up to my knee, toppled over, fell sitting in the
lake, and rose up a cake of mud behind. E. and M. H.
were just coming up with towels, so warned by my
example they looked ouf for firm stones. I found one
and we had a most delicious footbath, paddle it could
not be called as we could not stand. All the grass near
was gemmed with Primula Farinosa and gentians. Near
the hut there were masses of Dryas Octopetate. Before
it was dark we were driven into the hut by rain, which
depressed us very much. M. had made a lovely sketch
and started with her flowers. The interior of the hut
was wonderfully comfortable. There were two rooms,
one with a very good stove, several tables and benches,
and several bedrooms above, one containing three pallets
was assigned to the girls and me, one with two to M.
and P, and E. had one to herself. Three gentlemen
arrived, two with guides and one alone, so with the man
in charge of the hut we were a party of fifteen. One of
D
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the gentlemen was a botanist, but ‘‘ Leider,” he had
forgotten his book, so could give P. no assistance in
identifying her flowers. We had a really excellent
meal of colash (meat cut up into little bits with gravy),
buttered eggs, and more tea. The girls’ appetites were
excellent, it was a great relief to find they were not
overdone by their walk. 'We retired to rest about nine,
hoping against hope it would be fine in the morning,
the rain was beating upon the roof. The pallets were
merely mattrasses, with a gray blanket to cover one.
Pillows. covered with red, I spread a towel over mine,
and lay down in most of my clothes. The rooms
were only separated from each other by boards with
wide chinks between, so we could all converse together.
Only one of the German travellers could have a room,
what became of the others I do not know. The guides
were making a great noise talking down below, when
suddenly we heard the German go to the top of the
stairs and call out ‘‘Teufel! ist es hier Liandes
Gewohnheit dass die Fihrer die Herrschaft storen.”
They did not take any notice, and he swore a little
more and went away. Very soon we heard him again
tramping along the passage. ¢ Potz Tausend !
Donnerwetter ! ich werde den Zeitungen schreiben.”
Still no one took any notice and the poor man had to
give in. E. who was in the next room, heard him
muttering to himself. We were all in convulsions, but
were much afraid of his hearing. It poured without
ceasing the whole night.

Sunpay, Jury 6th. Still pouring this morning. I
thought it was no use getting up, it was evidently
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hopeless, so I did not get down till past ten o’clock. Up
to twelve o’clock we hoped it might clear, but as the
rain was then worse than ever all hope of getting away
that day was abandoned. Such a Sunday was never
spent by any of us before. Our resources were very
few—Baedeker the only book, for we had left Salzburg
with the idea of doing the walk in one day and getting
to Zell-am-See for Sunday. P.and Ihad each a stocking
to knit, but unfortunately very little wool—it came to
an end very early. Patience was then declared allowable,
and we all played at intervals for the rest of the day.
P. and M. H. went out for a walk and came in soaked ;
drying their clothes took up some time. M. drew
flowers the whole day till it was too dark to see, then
she too took to patience. 'We had several meals—colash,
coffee, eggs, beer, tea, etc. One form of eggs, an
Eierschmarn, turned out a failure. We had ordered six
portions, and thought it would be delicious; but it was
hard, cold pancake, cut into little bits. The poor man
who kept the hut (Georg Schoch) was employed the
whole day cooking for us and the guides, who never
ceased eating at their table. Theyconsumed quantities
of beer, but we noticed that Georg himself only took
coffee. In the afternoon they had a visit from some
young men and five young women from the Alp. They
all sat solemnly round the table, and did not seem to
talk very much. The young women did not stay long.
Towards evening we began to play games, under the
auspices of G., and made a great noise, which amused
the guides very much. (I should have mentioned that
the other travellers had all departed that morning, before
I was down.) The rain had now changed to snow, and
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our prospects for the morrow looked very black. G.
made preparations by buying a pair of gaiters and a pair
of strong woollen stockings from Georg—the latter to
draw over her shoes, she being very insufficiently shod
for such hard work. We retired to our pallets soon after
nine, with heavy hearts.

Monpay, Juny T7th. No rain was heard in the
night, so I hoped for the best, and our joy was great to
hear Michael calling us at four o’clock, and saying he
thought we could go. At 5-30 we were actually off—G.
in her gaiters and stockings, and I lent her my water-
proof, having a thick jacket. I soon had to take it off,
for it was not at all cold, though snowing; and so lost
sight of the others. Of course, there was no red mark
to be seen, and I was rather perplexed, when I saw one
of the guides, and he stayed behind with me, going my
pace the whole time ; and I enjoyed the walk thoroughly.
(This was, of course, only for the first part to the
Riemens Hiitte, just below the summit on the other side.)
The walk was just what I remembered—undulating,
not much continuous mounting, over a plateau of stones.
Ten years ago Idid it in boiling heat, and can remember
no snow at all. Now it was snowing the whole time,
and the snow was very thick in places; the Schotman-
horn was white with snow, and all the other peaks were
invisible in mist. Schotman soon disappeared. The
effect of the Stony Sea was quite lost by its being covered
with snow; I was sorry for the sake of the others, but
the walking was much pleasanter. The way was all
marked by red splashes on the stones, but not half
as many as the day before, when the path was
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unmistakable. My guide remarked the Austrians were
always behindhand in marking the ways. (We passed
the Austrian frontier about half-way between the two
huts.) The others got on gallantly. I once caught a
glimpse of them eating hard-boiled eggs, but did not see
them again till the Riemens Hitte, which they reached
in four hours; I was about 20 minutes longer. It was
a most cosy little hut, also new since my last visit, and
kept by a woman with her little girl of twelve. We all
had delicious hot coffee in glasses, and then braced
ourselves for a fresh start. Coming down I can hold
my own, so we all kept together. The snow was still
thick and the path pretty steep. It winds round under
a beautiful large pillar of red rock, called the Sommer-
stein, which I remembered very well. Soon the path
became really very steep, and slippery with snow. The
guides arranged us in order firmly, saying, *“ Die jungen
Damen voraus.” I was put last, which I always like.
There were railings of iron and handles fixed in the
rock in all the awkward places, so there was really no
difficulty. The valley was full of mist: it was like
descending into a boiling caldron. The Sommerstein
was just over our heads all the time. 'When we got
below the difficult part there was no more snow and a
very good path, and we put on a good deal of steam.
There is a lovely terrace path through a wood ; they say
it has only been made two years, but I have an impression
of much the same kind of route only much longer. I
remember it seemed miles to Saalfelden. Now we
seemed to get there directly. 'We found there was a
train about two, and we caught it without the least
difficulty. The walk from the Funtensee hut took us
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almost exactly eight hours, including three-quarters of
an hour at the Riemens Hiitte. The guides had reckoned
it nine hours, so we were much pleased. We were quite
gorry to take leave of our guides—they were such very
nice men. They went by the same train to Hallein,
and meant to walk from there to the Konigsee—four
hours. We had a very short journey to Zell-am-See.

(From Zell the party was reduced to four. M.L.H.)

TrURSDAY, JULY 10th. At ten minutes to eleven
we four started in a very nice carriage for the
Birenwirth, the furthest point that can be driven to on
the way to Ferleiten. 'We had previously had a parade
of our luggage before the porter, to show him which
items were to go to Botzen, which to Cortina and
Ivindisch Matrei. It was a delightful drive to the
Birenwirth, first along the high road to Bruch, passing
close by Fisch Horn, a castle of Prince Lichtenstein’s,
which is a conspicuous object in the views from Zell,
and looks as if it were close to the lake, but is really a-
good way off. Then we turned into the Fuscher Thal,
a beautiful valley, and drove by the side of a foaming
stream (the Ache), and passed some pretty villages and
fine waterfalls. It was about two hours drive to the
Birenwirth, and then we had rather more than an
hour’s walk to Ferleiten, the driver and another man
carrying our luggage. It was very hot, but we all
enjoyed the walk, it seemed the real beginning of our
mountaineering. We passed the turn to Bad Fusch,
and then almost immediately came upon two sign posts
directing us to different inns at Ferleiten. The driver
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was very bent on our going to the Tauern, but we were
resolved to go to the other, which was the one
recommended by Baedeker, also I was sure it was the
one I was at in 1880. We got our way and walked
across a pretty path through hayfields, and were on
arriving volubly greeted by a middle-aged female, whom
we recognised as the Marie who had been described to
us. Scarcely had we arrived when a storm came on,
and it poured all the rest of the day. It was too
tiresome ; we had anticipated such a delightful afternoon,
prowling about Ferleiten and getting flowers. However
it was lucky we and our luggage had got in dry. We
had afternoon tea (our own tea) in a very nice verandah
which T well remembered, aud then I spent the afternoon
in M. and P’s room, writing my journal. We arranged
for two guides and a porter to take us over the
Pfandelscharte to the Glockner House next day if fing,
It was still pouring when we went to bed.

Fripay, Juny 11th. Called at 3.30, guides saying
“ Wetter gut.” We gotoffat4.30; the Pfandel Scharte
in clouds, but every now and then breaking through,
and finally becoming quite clear. 'We had first a long
way through the valley, the path rather muddy; when
we began to mount I soon dropped behind. The
‘Wiesbach Horn appeared on our right, and looking back
there was a splendid view of the Steinerne Meer, which
remained clear all the time. In about two hours we
passed a new hotel which was being built, and after
that the path became rather confused, and I was
rejoiced to see a guide waiting for me. The path
branched off to the right, across a muddy plain; I was
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glad when we began to mount again. We came upon
M., and I suggested wine, but the guide who had it was
far off in advance, so I had a few drops of Cognac. In
about another hour I came upon them all sitting under
a large rock and refreshing, so I had some wine and
bread and butter ; after that we did not meet again till
the Glockner Hiitte. Towards the end the path became
very interesting, winding sharply round into the gorge,
and the flowers were lovely, Soldanella growing in the
most uninviting places, actually in the gritty path. I
was delighted when the snow appeared, I can always
get on so much better. There was a long stretch of
snow, one kept constantly thinking one was at the top,
then found it stretching further back in that well-known
provoking way. It was soft, but I could tread very well
in the guide’s steps, and there was a very high wind,
very cold, and I could not get at any wraps except
my woollen gloves, which were fortunately in my
pocket.  Still I enjoyed it very much, and got on very
well, and was at the top—a little plateau of moraine
between two rocks—at 10.30, exactly six hours from the
start. No view, the Glockner ought to have burst upon
us, but all was thick mist. There was nothing to dally
for, the wind was piercing, and we posted down, and
were at the Glockner Haus in an hour-and-a-quarter.
The slopes just above the Glockner Haus were a
perfect sight, gemmed with primulas, pinks, gentians,
forget-me-nots, ete. I found them all assembled in a
bedroom which we were all four to occupy, all miserable
about the weather. 'We could just catch a glimpse of
the icefall of the Pasterze through the mist. We
changed our stockings and boots, and had some soup,
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and beef and potatoes. They talked of going out, but
I really felt I could not get all soaked again, with
nothing to see. It was too trying, it has always been
lovely and hot when I have been here before. There
was a delightful stove, and I had a nap near it, and
then went upstairs for pursuits. In the bedroom I
found them all assembled, E. on the bed, M. and P.
pottering about their flowers, in abject misery. We
had afternoon tea (our own tea), and about 7.30 coffee
and eggs. A German couple are here, and another
German has arrived with whom they have fraternized,
and are talking vigorously. The couple walked over
from Ferleiten this morning, starting before us. It has
poured all afternoon, and is very cold; but the stove
makes the room very comfortable.

SATURDAY, JULY 12th. OQur beds were reeking with
damp, but we wrapped woollen things about us and
slept very comfortably. We awoke to rain and mist,
and did not get up till past eight. We have passed a
miserable day, and are thoroughly depressed. It is too
disheartening to lose so much time, and have such a
dreary impression of these lovely places. It has poured
and blown a gale the whole day, and towards 7.30 a
violent thunderstorm began, which we hope may clear
the air for to-morrow ; but the people of the inn are not
at all sanguine. The German couple went to the Franz
Josef’s Hohe this morning, but saw very little, and they
have since gone down to Heiligenblut. Another very
dreary couple have arrived from Ferleiten. They have
hardly spoken, and no wonder—they must have had a
miserable walk. Several men and another female have
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dropped in this evening, we suppose from Heiligenblut.
The men have been smoking and objected to the window
being opened, which annoyed P. very much. When I
have been here before the large folding-doors towards
the glacier have always been wide open—the others
hardly know of their existence. P. and I have knitted
assiduously at our stockings. E. has read, and mended
her clothes. M. has drawn flowers till she is sick of
them, and is now writing a letter. 'We have also
played incessant Patience. To-morrow we must get to
Heiligenblut at all hazards. I had had visions of the
Hoffmann’s hut, and the Fuscher Kalu Kopf, but the
bare idea makes me shudder.

Sunpay, Jury 13th. Still prisoners. Thick snow
this morning, and such a gale that two gentlemen who
started for Heiligenblut had to turn back, one having
lost his hat. They made another start later on, and we
suppose succeeded, as they have not re-appeared. The
men of the two German couples (who both hailed from
Magdeburg) played chess. The happy idea struck us
of telephoning to Heiligenblut for our letters, and they
were brought up about three o’clock—the poor postman
two hours late. In the afternnon P., craving for fresh
air, sallied forth alone, and returned triumphant, laden
with Edelweiss and other flowers. M. and I could not
stand this, so got ready ourselves; and P. led us down a
most dangerous slope—just the sort of place where one
hears of people being killed going after Edelweiss. So
many stories of the kind recurred to my mind that I felt
rather uncomfortable, and I made a détour and got to
them an easier way. I should never have seen the
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Edelweiss if P. had not pointed it out, but once on the
track I found some independently. We came in, our
faces quite stiff with the wind. In the evening we played
Hilda's game of names of persons and places, which
whiled away a great deal of time. Finally, there was a
collision between P. and the Germans—she opening a
window for a little air, they instantly shutting it. She
opened it again, on which they sent her a message
by the waitress that there was another room where
ghe could sit. Great indignation on the part of P.
To-morrow we really must escape, whether we have
geen the Glockner or not.

MonpAY, JunLy 14th. Sun shining brilliantly this
morning. M. roused us all up soon after five, and by
seven we were all off for Franz Josef’s Hohe. The
path was all snow; generally there is none. I have
never gone there from the Glockner Haus before, but
I have twice returned along it in the opposite direction,
when coming to the Glockner Haus from the Glockner
and the Riffel Thor, in 1880 and 1886 respectively. On
both occasions it was about five in the afternoon, very
hot, and people were sitting about on benches. Franz
Josef’'s Hohe is just opposite the Glockner House, on
the other side of a little ravine down which flows the
stream from the Pfandel Scharte, and hanging over the
glacier. One does not go to the top—one winds round
it to the side opposite the Glockner to a point marked
by a cross, and a tablet to the memory of Hoffman, an
Alpine explorer. An hour further on is the Hoffman's
Hiitte, where I had thought of going for the Fuschen
Kahr Kopf; but these two days’ bad weather and all
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this extra snow have quite choked me off. The view of
the Glockner was splendid, the hut on the Adler’s Ruhe
quite visible. Our guide (a very nice young man) showed
us the exact place where the accident happened in 1886.
The Johannisberg—a round snow hill in the middle of
the glacier—was quite clear, which he said was very
seldom the case. On the way back we identified the
Vroschen Kahr Kopf, the Sonnen Wildek, the Gossnitz
Spitze, and several others. We could hardly tear
ourselves away, and were too thankful we had not taken
flight in the bad weather before having this exquisite
walk. We were back at the inn by ten o’clock, had
some soup, finished our packing, paid our bill, and about
eleven were off for Heiligenblut. The flowers were
lovely. I soon strayed away from the path on my own
account, and actually found Edelweiss at the first
attempt. M. and I got a good deal, but it is rather poor ;
it is still early for it. The first part of the walk is a
terrace path above the ravine descending from the
Pasterze ; high rocks on the other side, at the top of
which is the Leiter Thal. The Leiter Falls—about an
hour on the way—are lovely. M. insisted on going out
of the way to have a nearer view, and they all went but
me. I thought we saw them very well from the path,
and wanted to get on to the chapel of St. Bticcius, close
to which we were. St. Briccius brought the holy blood
from Constantinople, hence the name Heiligenblut ; and
the little chapel has a series of pictures of his adventures.
I had always been under the impression he was killed
by robbers on the Hoch Thor, but it appears he was lost
in a snowstorm. Ihad time to examine all the pictures,
and also to have a footbath in a stream, before they
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appeared. They gave such an account of the waterfall
I was sorry I had not gone, but regrets came too late.
We had now lost sight of the Grdsse Glockner for a
time ; it had been beautiful looking back, at last just the
point appearing like a sugarloaf. After the chapel of
St. Briccius the walk becomes more like a valley road, and
we began rather to flag with the heat, and occasionally
rested and inspected all the little shrines with pictures
of accidents, of which there are a great many. Heiligen-
blut, with its lovely spire, was in sight for a long time,
and never seemed to get any nearer. In all the meadows
haymaking was going on; it did not seem as if there
bad been any bad weather there. The stream, the Moll,
becomes quite an imposing river, the path crosses it
twice, and then there is rather a steep pull up to the
village, which we all felt very trying. It was 3.30 before
we were settled in our room at the inn, which looks
immensely improved since my last visit in 1886, and we
find there is a new Wirth, the old one died last year.
Hot water, change of boots and stockings, and tea, soon
set us up, and we sallied forth to inspect the church just
opposite the inn. Heiligenblut itself only consists of
the inn and about four other houses, and this imposing
church with a beautiful spire. There is a pretty church-
yard on the slope of the hill, with a most splendid view
of the Glockner, rising white and imposing behind the
green mountains in front, chief of them the three Leiter
Kopfe. The high altar is most imposing ; a high reredos
with scripture scenes in raised gilt work, the Nativity,
the Adoration of the Magi, the Resurrection and the
Ascension. In the middle the Coronation of the Virgin.
All round the church are scenes from the life of St.
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Briccius, and his tomb is in the crypt, a little history of
him hangs in the church, which we all read with avidity.
He was a Dane at Constantinople in the service of the
Emperor Leo about 914, 'Wishing to return to his own
country, he begged as a boon from the Emperor a little
bottle of our Saviour’s blood, which had fallen
miraculously from a picture pierced by a Jew. With
this he made his way across the Alps, but on the
Hoch Thor near here, fearing robbers, he cut a deep
wound in his leg and hid the bottle in it. He escaped
the robbers, but was carried away by an avalanche to
the place where his chapel now stands. His body was
discovered by three ears of wheat piercing through the
snow, and they tried to convey it to Heiligenblut for
burial, but the oxen who were to draw the cart with his
body refusing to stir, he was buried where he was.
Soon after his foot was seen protruding, and then the
bottle was discovered in his leg, and a paper, saying
where he had come from. The Archbishop of Salzburg
having ascertained the facts from the Patriarch of
Constantinople, he was conveyed to Heiligenblut, so
named after the precious relic, and in 1483 the present
noble church was built over his remains. The bottle is
kept in a monstrance, in a beautiful marble pyx, which
reminded us of the one at Nuremberg. There are also
some splendid vestments, some presented by the
Empress Elizabeth, and some by the Marchioness
Pallavicini, mother of one of the unfortunate victims in
the accident of 1886. We saw all their graves in the
churchyard, the two poor guides have a very pretty
white marble cross, which we liked better than the
more imposing monuments of the Marquis Pallavicini
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and M. Crommelin. They were trying to ascend the
Glockner by an aréte never yet attempted. It was early
in the year, and not very good weather, and it is
supposed either the snow or the rock gave way with
them, they were all found on the glacier ; Pallavicini at
some distance from the others, and not till some days
after them. Thereis also a tablet to a poor girl, Pauline
von Souklar, who was killed gathering Edelweiss on the
pass between here and Gastein. It happened the same
year, and I remembered hearing of it very well. The
funeral of the victims of the Glockner accident had just
taken place when I was at Heiligenblut in 1886, and
their graves were covered with fresh wreaths. After
the church we walked a good way along the carriage
road to ILienz, and made plans for an excursion to the
Zirmsee to-morrow, we feel we must stay a day here,
instead of going off to Kals early by the Bergerthorl as
we had intended. Coming back the view of the Glockner
was too lovely. The Speise Saal is very much improved
from what I remember it. We secured a guide and
arranged to start for the Zirmsee at six to-morrow
morning.

TuEsDAY, JULY 15TH. A lovely morning. E. and
I were loth to get up, but by 6.15 we had all started on
our walk to the Zirmer See, with a very nice guide
called Anton Lackner. He said he remembered me
ten years ago, when I went up the Glockner and the
Hochnarr with Anton Wallner and Georg Biuerle. (I
quite forgot to mention that yesterday on our way
down to Heiligenblut we met Anton Wallner, who first
greeted E. with effusion, thinking she was me, and then
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apologized to me for not having met me at Werfen, as
he had fixed to do, for the Dachstein, as if it had
happened last month instead of ten years ago. He said
a storm had prevented him going. I was very glad to
see him again, he is a good deal aged). The walk begins
with a few yards down the high road, crosses a stream,
and then you turn to the left, and go along a lovely
terrace walk up the Vleiss valley. First the road goes
through fields, and then, after passing the village of
Vleiss it becomes very wild, the path raised high above
the stream, flowing through a ravine, splendid rocks on
the other side. After some time the path descends to
the level of the stream and crosses it twice. The valley
is shut in at the end by some high rocks, under which
we were told the Zirmer See was, so we expected to
come upon it pretty soon; three hours we were told
was the length of the walk. What was our horror to
find it was on the other side of these rocks, and this
barrier had to be scaled. By this time it was very hot,
and I thought I never should get to the top. There was
a good path, sometimes rather stony, it mounted in
zig-zags, but was not zig-zaggy enough, sometimes it
went sprawling round, quite out of the way, and was
most tiresome. I made an attempt to go by a sign-post
which pointed to a short cut, but the guide called me
back, and as the poles marking the way came to an end
directly, I could not have found the way by myself. The
others got to the top in four hours forty minutes; I took
five hours. There is a hut at the top called Seebichl’s
where we were to have some food. I had discovered at
an early stage of the walk that this was the way I had
started for the Hochnarr in 1880. I must have been
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very differently constituted then to what I am now for
the walk to have made no impression on me; I had not
the least recollection of this steep pull up to the lake.
To be sure, I had no heat to contend with, for I
remember it was very cold when we arrived at the hut,
about seven o’clock, and I had instantly to put on extra
clothing. 1 went up the Hochnarr next day (after
sleeping on hay at Seebichl’s), came down the other side,
and then went over the Bockhart pass to Gastein,
coming down by the Nassfeld, and passing the Schleier
Fall, arriving at Gastein about nine o’clock. It was a
very long day. I am sure I could not possibly do it
now. To return to 1890. We had three eggs each at
Seebichl’s, at a table outside the door; M. and I had
some excellent beer, and the other two some very
indifferent tea. 'We went over the house, which now
has bedrooms instead of hay; it is kept by a very nice
couple, with a little girl called Lisa. After the meal,
we set off to look at the lake; we had dreaded a steep
descent, but were relieved to see by a sign post it only
took nine minutes to go there, and to find that the path
was quite level. The Wirth went with us, and rowed
us across in a little boat, quite full of water, we sat all
four in a row, our feet on a board. It wasa most lovely
little lake, embedded in mountains, which were reflected
in it, the Hochnarr at one end. I must have gone
nearly all round the lake to get to it; it is odd I do not
remember it. It was most curious, rowing about on a
lake almost on a level with the tops of the mountains,
at least it had that effect. Between Seebichl’s and the
lake we wiled away two hours, and started on the

descent at a quarter past one. The descent was a much
E
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quicker affair than the ascent, and would not have taken
more than three hours if we had not diverged to the
Gasthaus Fleiss, to see the view of the Glockner with
the Pasterze glacier, you see the whole with the
Johannisberg, there was not a cloud at first, but a little
one came hanging on to the top of the Glockner, which
rather added to the effect.  Later on it was quite clear
again. We had excellent coffee at a little table outside
in the shade, the splendid view before us. M. took a
sketch. A sweet little chapel (with really a very good
picture of St. Anthony and the infant Saviour) was
close to, we all went to look at it. It was a very hot
afternoon, and the hour’s descent from the Fleiss inn to
Heiligenblut was quite boiling. We were thankful
to find ourselves in the hotel. Later on, I went and
gat with P. on the wall of the churchyard. She had
brought over an inkstand from the hotel, and was
writing to H. I wrote my journal. P.isa splendid walker,
she has had no stick the whole day, and part of the way
was very stony and steep, and rough ; indeed, they are
both first rate walkers, good, both at mounting and
coming down. We have had a very fair dinner, and
arranged for two guides to start with us over the
Bergerthor to Kals, at 4.30 to-morrow morning.

‘WEDNESDAY, JULY 16th. ILovely morning. Got
off by five o’clock with three guides. Joseph Bernstein
came and said to me that three would be necessary to
carry our Gepick. He was one—we were very glad, we
like him very much. The walk began by returning
about a quarter-of-an-hour on the way towards the
Glockner Haus, then struck up sharply to the left, up a
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little field path, and soon got into a terrace path through
a wood—the opposite side of the valley to that which we
had come down from the Glockner Haus. We passed
above the Leiter Falls, which looked beautiful, and then
descended to the level of the stream, crossed it, and
skirted round the side of a ravine called the Untere
Katzensteg. (When I went to the Leiter hut for the
Grosse Glockner ten years ago, I went by the Obere
Katzensteg, which had no path, but one went along the
edges of the rock, and there was quantities of Edelweiss.)
After the ravine we got into the Leiter Thal proper,
which I had expected, from my recollections of it, to be
very wet walking ; but there was a beautiful raised path,
high up along the side, quite dry. (I had had a horse
from the hut to the edge of the glacier, and we could not
make out how I could have gone, as it seemed quite
impossible for a horse to go along the bottom of the
ravine where we were, and I know it went all through
wet, and I had often to get off and walk over very rough
ground. Joseph could not help us much, but I made
out at last I must have slept at the Sennhiitten at a
higher level, and come along a ravine higher up.) At
the end of the Lieiter Thal there was a little chalet, where
we had some milk which refreshed us very much. The
Glockner now began to appear in sight, and we had the
Hochnarr behind us—it was gratifying to be able to look
at the two at once. 'We came now to a little plateau
with cairns scattered about, and M. and I fondly imagined
it was the top, and thought it was time—we had been

mounting for about five hours, though a good deal of the -

way was undulating. 'What was our horror to hear from
the guides we had two bours more to mount, and they




68 Mountaineering Records.

showed us a great snow mountain we had to go over. It
looked to me just aslikely to take four hours. However,
we plodded on, and I must say there was not much of it
very steep. We came to a lovely little Alp, with cows
and sheep; and, just the Glockner and nothing else
appearing as in a frame, it was too lovely. We looked
at it for a long time, and could see exactly how I had
gone along the snow aréte to the right, and the hut on
the Adler Ruhe. M. sketched the outline. The top was
at last reached by me at 12.30; the others had been
there some little time. The descent was delightful—at
first over green slopes covered with lovely flowers. The
other side of the Glockner now began to appear. I do
not care for that side nearly so much; it does not look
so isolated. Towards the end the heat became intense,
and we had to trudge for ages along a terrace path
exposed to the full blaze of the sun, and, when we got
into the valley, along tiresome little stony paths for
some way before we got to the hotel. It was the same
inn where I was in 1880, but much enlarged ; and we got
very nice rooms. It was just 3.30 when we arrived.
‘We had tea and eggs as soon as possible, and then sallied
out for a stroll. 'We inspected the church. " There is a
tablet in the churchyard to the two poor guides killed
on the Glockner in 1886. Then we sat by the river,
where I had a footbath. We then started for the other
church down the valley, but only P. reached it ; the path
was so very stony M. and I gave in. P. returned laden
with white foxgloves and cornflowers. We had a very
good dinner. A very pleasant German couple were there
who were going to start over the Bergerthorl at three
next morning. We were to be called at four for the
Kalseethorl, so retired early.
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THURSDAY, JULY 17th. Very loath to get up, but
it had to be done. We got off by 5.20, crossed the
stream at once, and began to mount almost directly.
Luckily for us, it was a much smaller affair than the day
before. I was only three hours getting to the top, M.
two hours 25 minutes, and the other two, two hours and
40 minutes. It was delightful walking the whole way,
and the view splendid—snow peaks on every side, the
Glockner towering over all. From the top the Venediger
can be seen. There was a little inn at the top—I saw
it a long way off, with a cross and a sign-post, and was
sure it was the top, but thought I never should get to it.
‘We had coffee and eggs, and then went up a little hill
with a pole on it, but the view was not any better. We
were very sorry to take leave of the dear GrZsse Glockner,
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