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A NEW S.C.G.B. CENTRE

By HenrieTTA FRESTON

MeLcHSEE-FRruTT is reached in a day from London by air. The train
route from Ziirich passes through lovely country and one gets a
glimpse of Lucerne before continuing the journey to Sarnen. The
bus ride from Sarnen to Stockalp takes about an hour and is not
without incident. The road is narrow and winding and there are
many travellers who want to alight, heavily laden with baskets and
bags, at the most unexpected places.

On safe arrival at Stockalp it is only fifteen minutes by air cable
to Melchsee. Not very many people can go up at one time, so this
sometimes entails a long wait, but there is a restaurant at Stockalp
where weary travellers can have refreshments and keep warm until
their turn comes. Here I must give a word of warning—show your
ticket and get a number before seeking a pick-me-up. Next year the
cable car is to be bigger and is to go faster, and the Waldhaus
Restaurant at Stockalp is to be enlarged; this should prove a welcome
improvement. The bus and train service is best at the week-ends,
but obviously there are more people too, so it is best to arrive on a
week-day, especially towards the end of February and in March and
April. One of the charms of Melchsee is that at present it can’t be
reached by car and is not over-crowded, so that one can enjoy the
“ Parsenn of Central Switzerland * in solitude.

Melchsee-Frutt is in the centre of Switzerland at 6,000 ft. above
sea level, and is an ideal centre for children, beginners, medium skiers
and tourers who like day tours. The tours are not difficult, the
slopes mostly being wide-open fields with a varied choice of ways
down. There are glorious views from the summits and one sees
many well-known peaks. The climbs range between 1 and 4} hours,
according to where you want to go—and whom you are with! Tree-
running is only encountered on the runs that go down to Stockalp.

This year—unlike most Swiss centres—we had very good snow
conditions throughout the season until well into April, and a good
share of sunshine too. At times there was a strong wind and on
those occasions the cable railway could not run, in fact once we were
cut off for five days and the menu had to be changed; the juicy steaks
ceased to appear! Perhaps those stranded down at Stockalp enjoyed
them.

There is no village at Melchsee, just the two hotels (the Kurhaus
and the Reinhard), a small pension, one little shop—which has a
surprising amount of things for sale—a chapel and a few chalets.
The Ski Club parties stayed at the Hotel Reinhard this year, and
received a very warm welcome. It is a delightful hotel, spacious and
comfortable, and the cuisine is excellent. There is dancing in the
hotel and always something going on for those who want to be gay.
Those who prefer the peaceful life are protected, as the bar, where
the dancing takes place, is sound-proof. The family Reinhard take a
personal interest in the welfare of their guests, and everywhere there
is an atmosphere of friendliness.
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The Ski School is most co-operative and tours are arranged as
often as possible. The standard of teaching is high and those who
attended the classes made marked progress and enjoyed themselves.

The S.C.G.B. was active throughout the season with tests, races,
expeditions and various other amusements, including sailing across
the lake on a windy day on ski, with blankets stretched between ski
sticks to act as sails. We had a most amusing race and the winners
sped incredibly fast. There is never a dull moment at Melchsee.
One party distinguished themselves in a singing competition, others
in playing an extraordinary game with bottles. There were carnival
nights and gala nights and dancing competitions; in fact there was
nearly always something going on which gave an excuse for a party.

Perhaps one of the highlights was the not-so-young Ski Club
Rep. racing in an ‘‘international event ”—a ““ He and She™ race
organised by a German party—with Walter, the man who looked after
the ski, stoked the stoves, put out the chaises longue and so on. This
entailed tossing off strong drinks, and kissing at various strategic
points, as well as speeding down the course! They did the best time
by 3 seconds, but were discreetly running Hors Concours, so as not to
disappoint anyone else who wanted to win!

If you are not wedded to pisfe running, and like soft snow and
going to places away from the world and his wife, Melchsee will
please you very much. All the members who went there this year

enjoyed it—including the S.C.G.B. Representative.

KAFFEEKLATSCH
By N.M.S.

So much is written nowadays about the cost of funiculars, #/¢férigues,
ski-lifts and the like in proportion to the footage they climb. One
reads that the ski-lift at X will carry you 29o ft. for 1s. 6d., or the
téléférigue at Y Goz ft. for ss. od.; and that therefore the comparative
cost per 1,000 ft. descent is such-and-such—Pure Bradshaw from first
to last.

Nobody seems to cater for the middle-aged, who are possibly
not as sound in wind and limb as they were, and who like to rest
awhile on the way down. I should like to see a time-table where the
Chalets where you can sit in the sun and sip a coffee are enumerated
and given their true merit.

With the advent of funiculars and ski-lifts, piste ski-ing has
become a mad rush to get to the top, and an even madder rush to
get to the bottom again, a little reminiscent of the Brighton Road on
a summer Sunday. Woe betide the middle-aged skier like myself
who likes a coffee en route. You have only to mention the word and
out comes a stopwatch; “No, sorry, we have only three and a half
minutes to catch the train up again,” and so on for the whole day,
until you collapse into your hotel at the end groaning about the
20,000 ft. you have covered without so much as a sniff of a coffee.
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No time to admire the scenery, or look for a chamois, or the tracks of
hares and foxes.

I have been tempted many a time (I said tempted!) to misread
the time-table, and assure my companion that we have quite five
minutes in which to catch the train, when, in point of fact, three and
a half is cutting it fine. My joy is complete when we approach the
station to see the train crawling out, and I know that just around the
corner there is a delightful little chalet, where every form of apéritif
is to be had, and not another train for half-an-hour; plenty of time
for my coffee!

These non-stop, non-coffee-drinking skiers miss so much that
makes for a pleasant ski-ing holiday in the Alps. They cannot tell
you the names of the peaks, because they never have time to look at
them; the Jungfrau, the Eiger and the Matterhorn are just names on
maps. They don’t know one animal track from another, because they
pass by so quickly they haven’t time to notice them.

Let us have some more coffee drinking, or something stronger
if you prefer it, and more time to become acquainted with the
mountains.

IMPRESSIONS
By BunTYy STOCKWELL

CorTINA D’AMPEzZZO—magic sounding name! How exciting to
arrive there at night for the Olympic Games!

The Dolomites soared into the darkness like giant sentinels.
Then a blinding scene of floodlights and a multitude of coloured flags

everywhere gaiety and expectancy. Parties of competitors on their
various wavs to early bed, parties having fun, hopeful shopkeepers
and restauranteurs angling for the shoals of stargazers.

Into a car and up a very steep hill, toes curled up trying to help
the car get a grip on the ice, round an old cowhouse with a final
christy and so to the Villa Ehrenberg de Begontina proudly flying the
Union Jack. :

What a beautiful home it must have been. I looked out of my
window and my eyes travelled down to the town and then up the
mountain to the other side of the vallev, drawn to the floodlit War
Memorial high up in lonely splendour. Few other memorials can
have such a magnificent setting. Searchlights were playing on the
clouds reflecting signs, apparently something new in technique.
Our room was heated by a superb green and white china stove fed,
like some giant Moloch, with huge logs of wood piled into it from
the sitting room next door. Rather terrifying to be in a panelled
room and to open a small iron door and see flames licking the walls!
[vy trailed round the walls and across the ceiling, the doors were
decorated with eighteenth century paintings, old prints hung every-
where. A hideous little iron stove stuck out into the room; however,
it kept the coffee hot and was a useful waste-paper basket. The
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sanitation, although incongruously modern, had old fashioned
tendencies, and we had to rise above a permanent flood in one of the
white tiled bathrooms.

Upstairs to the kitchen, where a small staff were reigned over by
a splendid Italian peasant woman whose lasting impression of the
“Inglesi” must surely be their capacity for potatoes. She short-
circuited the difficulties of peeling sufficient quantities by producing
the most enormous dishes of delicious spaghetti—washed down with
the local chianti. These to be remembered rather than the more
austere meals of tinned rations forced on us in the interests of economy.

Out into the intense cold of the morning. Shouldering a path
through the crowds it was fun listening to all the different tongues
and spotting the fashion highlights. . . . A girl “ poured ” into
immaculate white vorlages. . .. A competitor’s sable apres-ski hat. . . .
Course officials in their scarlet and bright blue looking a little self
conscious, especially the fat ones. The swapping > of pins was in
full swing and a fine rash was appearing on many proud lapels.
Everywhere and on everything Olympic Rings.

All activities were a gradual build-up for the “Opening,”
lavishly staged and most successfully produced. Zeno Cold skied
down from the War Memorial bearing the Olympic Flame, spectacu-
larly followed by gunfire and a rain of coloured rockets and star shells
—and, it is rumoured, with a box of matches in his pocket. The only
hitch, the speed skater’s ghastly trip over the wire while bearing the
Torch round the Stadium—there couldn’t have been a person present
who did not hold his breath and share his dreadful agony. Finally,

the firm voice of Italy’s Giuliana Minuzzi spoke the Olympic Oath—
the first time a lady-skier had been so honoured—and the 1956 Winter
Games were ON.

Whatever happened or has been said about these Winter Oly mpics,
and it is easy to be wise after the event, anyone who had the good
fortune to be part of them must have felt the magic in the air and
known they had shared a place in history.

MENS SANA IN CORPORE SANO

By Joax WaHITwWORTH

WHAT an imaginative plan it is to increase the joy of anticipation of
a ski-ing holiday by taking part in a scheme of graduated exercises
for several weeks beforehand. The exercises, so minutely described
both in line and prose, in Pre-Ski Exercises give plenty of variety
and make certain that no muscle in the body is left in any doubt as
to what will be required of it in the weeks to come.

If time is no object then intending skiers couldn’t do better than
to do most of the exercises in the way described (even to the wearing
of the cap—woollen) and the number of times suggested. For
everyone who values a stable spine it would be much better to skip
the exercises involving forward bending of the trunk; there is a
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strong body of medical opinion to support the theory that forward
movements do certainly encourage that most fashionable of com-
plaints—a slipped disc. As the main object of these exercises is to
cut out some of the occupational complaints of the skier it would
be gratuitous to substitute a new one. If it is necessary to earn a
living as well as to prepare for a snowline holiday, some of the general
fitness exercises could well be left out or done less frequently.

For the nursery skier (not to be confused with the skier of the
nursery slope) bunny jumps, skipping, climbing trees or merely
running ceaselessly to and fro is quite enough preparation for muscles
which are never given a chance to stiffen.

If there is room at home to expand, a family full-dress rehearsal
could well be indulged in; this would give the uninitiated a foretaste
of things to come and a chance to get the feel of ski boots and
ski legs. Some local colour could be added by the father of the
family, taking the part of the Ski Lehrer, calling out, ““ Bend ze knees
g0 "—demonstration then follows—or  Bend ze corpse forvard,”
possibly accompanied by swooning from those less familiar with the
hazards of a ski-ing holiday.

Finally, one word to the touring skier, who uses his shoulder and
respiratory muscles every bit as much as those of his trunk and lower
limbs. A few simple breathing exercises done in front of an open
window, and some strenuous work for the shoulder muscles to
accustom them to supporting heavy weights will prove well worth
while. Who can forget the grinding pain from soft shoulder muscles
totally untutored (especially the feminine ones) in carrying loads only
suitable for Everest porters. The enthusiastic skier who rolls his
lawn for months before his holiday, carrying gradually increasing
loads, has certainly got something; and yet when his holiday comes
his muscles will think he has got nothing.

“ Mens sana in corpore sano.” Freely translated, those who are
mental enough to go ski-ing can at least have a fit body.

I SKI THOUGH BLIND*
By Dgr. Erxst FISCHER

It was in Russia, in July, 1944, during World War II, that I lost the
sight of my left eye. In October, 1951, my right eye, too, went blind.
There followed lonesome days and sleepless nights, in which I tried
desperately to cope with the collapse of my whole visible world.
All that was dear to me in the activities of daily life, including my
profession, had to be written off; all that remained were memories,
now poignant with regret, and my spiritual resources at a low ebb!

With much longing I thought of my mountains and of climbing
and ski-ing expeditions. What would become of my beloved ski
that had carried me up and down the snow slopes like a god. I

*Reprinted by kind permission of The New Beacon, Royal Institute for the Blind.
p Y I )
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recalled one snowy night when I had guided a gr ()up of skiers back
to camp, my eyes no hc]p in finding the tr: il, for I had to depend on
the feel of my feet on ski. The vast expanse of greyish white snow
showed no trail or marker. Heavy snow-flakes whirled, blocking out
all sight, and there was only one way to get thm\mh—— by hd by
concentrating on the resistance of the ski to the SNOWYy (rmund
Many were the times I erred from the trail, but the softer snow gave
warning and by careful side- stepping I soon found the path again.
This ascent, with constant attention to every step upward, was
strenuous indeed, but it brought us safely to camp.

As I had then been able to make my way without benefit of sight,
relying solely on the feel of my ski, w h\ could I not now follow the
track ot a ne\vl\' made ski trail? Of course, one would need a guide
or compqmon but T was lucky enough to find one in Gretl, my ski
companion of former days .

During February I left hospital and mid-March found Gretl and
myself in Austria’s Y\ rol. Gretl broke trail and I followed without
difficulties while she chatted; I listened intently to her voice, the
sound indicating her direction. For the rest I felt my way along
her track, any dC\mtmn registering immediately by the softer snow
undertoot On the w ay back my U)m]ﬂm(m tried chz anging directions,
using sharp turns and even a few wide swings. We were silent, so
that I might hear the swishing noise of her ski as she cut through the
snow like a knife through icing sugar.

While at first it required concentrated attention on my part to
follow in Gretl’s tracks and keep the proper stance in relation to her
position it soon became easier. As we practised day by day, I began
to react automatically to any impulses transmitted to my now much
keener sense of hearing, as well as the * feel 7 of my ski, by instant
correction of any errors in action. Walking on ski presented no
longer any difficulties ; I was able to glide down a gentle slope without
a fall and to make a kick turn while wnulmg was no trouble at all.
For a change of direction, the good old stem turn did the trick every
time, even though it did require some practice under the altered
circumstances.

Words fail me to describe the elation and feeling of triumph
I experienced, when tired but lnpp‘ relaxed on the train that brought
us back to Vienna. And what is more, I had proven my contention
that a blind person can ski.

The following year I left with my “ Ski-ing Eye ” for a new
section of the Auﬁtrmn Alps. Wherever there was a snow-covered
slope, up and down it we went and, after a few runs, I no longer
minded ski-ing into the pitch dark. On the way back, we took
several longer runs, my comp: anion going ahead and mllmu at regular
intervals: < g0-go-go,” which told me there were no obstacles.
Traxcrsmg it was P()bslbk to regulate my speed and, on hearing the
call ““ turn ” (right or left) T was able to come to a quld\ stop, and my
companion and I soon developed a feeling of happy teamwork, which
gave me a sense of security. Absolute confidence in the Sl\x-mg Eye
is essential to the blind skier.

At times there were other skiers on the sl(»pcs but not until
they noticed my yellow arm band and asked questions, did they become
aware of my l)cmw a blind skier. In fact, they rather doubted that
I was mmll\ bllml However, they did try to keep out of my way
and we did not interfere with each other in the least. As we con-
tinued practising, my confidence increased and the feeling that I was
making progress, l)murrhr the warm glow of satisfaction.

After the first trials at blind ski-ing, I began to think of the
possibility of gmup ski-ing. I was convinced it could be done. T
knew several blind people who were ski enthusiasts, so one fine
wmtcr s day I met with three blind comrades, a seeing and  Ski- ing
Eye > lady, and a ski instructor. Ski over one shoulder, the poles
in the f)thcr free hand, we walked in single file up the road to I\r>ben71
Mountain. Constant small talk kept us together and in line. At the
top there was a fine wide slope. Our ski instructor directed each of
us individually, gave the starting signal, called the turns and stops
and gave helpful advice. While climbing uphill, he directed each
skier in such a way as to be out of the path of the one ski-ing down.

The method by which the instructor taught us the turns was so
simplc that I want to mention it here. Starting in the usual correct
position with knees well bent, poles in hand at the correct angle,
you let go. As you want to turn, you push your right fist qurdﬁ
the left ski point, as though to grasp it; instantly, the ski turn to the
left. Then you proceed the same way for the flpr)sitc swing, the
left fist towards the right ski p«»im and the ski turn to the rxg;ht

You practise this for a while and in no time at all you are able to
swing down even a steep slope. On the way back, our Ski- ing Eye
lady started first, the Mmd skiers following the sound of the instruc-
tor’s constant “ go-go-go.” Before crossing a narrow bridge, the
signal “turn” gave warning to stop and thus we arrived at the
outskirts of town without mishap.

Our group consisted of seven blind war veterans who convened
without any official organisation; we each found a Ski- ing Eye lady
and together made lengthy excursions on ski during our vacations.
Each blind person and his cnmpmhm form a unit and the several
units are kept together and led by an instructor. He takes the lead,
then follows the first blind skier with his companion and so on; hl\e
a mother hen with her chicks, the ski instructor keeps cxlling to his
flock.

From the sound and location of the instructor’s voice, the blind
skier senses any change of direction and thus is able to make the
same turns at the same spot as the instructor. In the same way each
companion directs her blind charge downhill over the path or slope
taken by the instructor. A descent in such unbroken formation by a
group of blind skiers cutting their PlttLrﬂ\ through the snow, is
quite an 1cu)mp11\hmun and can only be achieved by group practice
allied to various sports such as gymnastics, swimming and hiking.

Summarising my C\puruncm I would like to say that a wltnl)l
companion, or Ski- ing Eye, is indispensable for ski-ing when blind.
Women are to be pr(tuud as their motherly instinct and greater
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patience make them ideal companions. The Ski-ing Eye should be
as good a skier as her charge, though in group ski-ing a somewhat
less experienced companion will do. The leader of a group should
be a ski instructor.

The ideal terrain is open slopes and wide trails. On the open
slope the blind skier has practically the same possibilities to swing
Of Schuss as any seeing skier; on any uphill climb the same rules apply,
but on the downhill run it is different. The blind cannot see the
frequent changes in the terrain and cannot, like a seeing skier, com-
pensate by shifting his weight rapidly. Therefore, the descent is
broken up into shorter runs. Even while ski-ing with a group, each
blind skier should have a companion who gives him the necessary
feeling of confidence by her frequent calls. The short command
“halt” or “stop” should only be used in case of danger. 'The
quieter and more evenly the directions are given, the steadier the
blind person will be able to ski.

Our group has already accomplished several long downbhill runs
over difficult terrain, and at a ski resort in Germany a skier with his
instructor went down a fairly steep run of nearly two miles, twice in
succession!

But what a feeling of mastery, of freedom and of adventure
ski-ing can bring to one who is blind.

I know nothing quite like it to bring sparkling health to the
cheeks and to equip leaden-feet with the wings of the morning, if
only for a brief and thrilling interlude.

SKI-ING IN PERSIA
By G Kimmins

UsuaLvy it’s Friday morning—the Persian Sunday, unless one is in
the British Embassy or lucky enough to get the day off, and then it is
Sunday—for ski-ing in Teheran.

Invariably the day begins by being completely chaotic. Ski-ing
clothes can’t be found as the bargee (Persian for maid) has put them
away, and, being Friday, it is her day off and so she is not there to
tell one in what obscure cubby-hole she has hidden them. The “boy”
has tried in vain to make the hot water work, but, as the boiler is
temperamental, erratic and Persian this is an impossibility, and so
shaving is done in ice-cold water to a slight accompaniment of
grumbling. Breakfast is swallowed rather hurriedly, as by this time
one is about an hour late for picking up various people who want a
lift up to Arbali (the place where one skis). Ski, food, drink, extra
sweaters, etc., are piled into the car and off one goes; collecting one’s
friends en route.

As soon as Teheran is left behind the road turns from asphalt
to stones, bumps and dust. Arbali is about an hour and a half’s drive
away through a rather deserted, stony, sandy, mountainous desert.
At first there are only patches of snow, which become larger until
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everywhere is thinly covered; the further and higher one drives the
thicker the snow becomes. Occasional tiny villages are passed,
situated by rivers which are surrounded by sudden splashes of green.
The countryside has an extraordinarily fascinating beauty of its own;
the rugged, barren snow-capped mountains, with strata of many
different colours—green, mauve and orange among the changing
shades of brown and yellow; sometimes a lone tiny figure on a donkey
or a caravan of camels going from somewhere to somewhere on an
unseeable road; or a ragged bunch of men, covered with dust from
passing cars, as they vainly try to fill the pot-holes in the road.

Eventually one arrives at the village of Arbali. The road then
winds up a mountain-side, clinging to the edge of a terrifying precipice.
Everything is covered with snow in which, if there has been a recent
fall, one is bound to get stuck. However, with any luck the bulldozer
will be working and the car will be given a push—upwards, one
hopes devoutly, but sideways as often as not as the driver is rather
careless. At such moments the sheer drop of several hundred feet
has a petrifying aspect. The bottom of the ski-lift is then reached
with, one hopes, no more difficulties. Masses of ragged, frozen-
looking men and boys rush up to the car in hopes of getting some
money afterwards for helping with ski and looking after the car.

There is a stone hut for eating and resting in here. Having
greeted friends and chatted for a while, ski are put on and one walks
to the ski-lift. Below the lifts is a very good nursery slope for
beginners. The slopes are dotted by people in varied costume.
Usually the English are easily recognisable by an outrageous hat or
peculiar trousers, but always striving hard and willingly. Here and
there one sees a motionless Persian, so exquisitely dressed that she
would look more at home in the Palace Hotel, St. Moritz, than in
the wilds of the Persian mountains.

There are two ski-lifts, but only one works. It is the most
wonderful contraption, having a fantastic engine, which looks as
though it has been taken out of a dilapidated lorry, and is extremely
difficult to start. Usually about twelve men are working on it, all
giving opposite and completely different advice, shouting at the top
of their voices with absolutely no result. In the end, someone
decides it must be frozen, having been exposed to the snow, wind
and ice for the past week; so, regardless of a full petrol tank on the
engine, a fire is lit underneath! In a quarter-of-an-hour it is working
and—provided someone has remembered to bring some extra petrol—
will work for the rest of the day; otherwise it will stop, amidst a
helpless shrugging of shoulders. = After paying five r/als (about six-
pence) for a ticket one is pulled 400 feet to the top, at an extremely
sedate pace. One’s difficulties are not yet over as the last pitch of the
lift is a practically vertical slope. Unless one is very quick at swinging
the right ski out sideways one finds oneself crashing downwards into
the poor people behind, taking them with one in an ungraceful and
probably rather painful descent. Having managed to get off the lift
without mishap there is a very enjoyable and quite steep descent back
to the lift, which is all too short.
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If there is enough snow, instead of going back to the ski-lift
one can go down the other side of the mountain where there is a
long and extremely nice run down to Arbali village. However, if
one forgets to tell a car to go down to the village, then there one
stays unless willing to climb for a very long way. If there is not
enough snow to go down to Arbali village one spends the day going
up and down the ski-lift with a break in the middle for a picnic lunch,
helped down by a bottle of Persian wine or vodka; invariably one
skis much better after lunch. By about three-thirty or four o’clock
the sun has disappeared behind the mountains and it becomes very
cold, so everybody leaves for Teheran feeling rather tired but very
happy.

It is possible to ski in several of the mountains nearer and further
away from Teheran. Indeed, one can do so in a place called Shim-
shak until the end of May, provided one starts at about three o’clock
in the morning, before the sun has turned everything to slush. The
trouble is that the mountains are unknown, there are no guides and
therefore one must be quite a competent skier before attempting
them, and be prepared for a long climb. Demavend, the only Persian
mountain known to most people, is hardly every skied on from
Teheran, as it is a terrific drive of about ten hours; moreover, it is a
very long climb, with nowhere to stay unless one took a tent, which
would be much too cold in winter.

CLOTHES AT CORTINA

By ZAanDrRA NoOwWELL

Tais being Olympic year, there was a buzz of activity before the
teams went out to France for their training. Individual trainees were
busy getting themselves fit, either at their own homes or up in the
Lake District, where they water-skied throughout the summer and
made use of the excellent facilities provided by Sir Wavell Wakefield,
the Chairman of the Ski Racing Committee. A tremendous amount
of work was done by Robin Brock-Hollinshead ordering and collecting
equipment, which turned out to be extremely good. Last but not
least, the clothes, which were worn throughout the season by the
team members, were being made and fitted by the various firms which
had so very kindly offered to provide them for us.

Among other things with which we were equipped were ski
trousers, specially cut by Ebster at Harrods, made from a fascinating
blended black and royal blue Bilgeri material, which looked wonderful
from the start and retained its good shape throughout. To top these,
for wear on the slopes, we had blue Everest-cloth anoraks, with warm
and most comfortable nylon linings. They were made with a
kangaroo pouch and attached hood, were beautifully light and com-
pletely weatherproof, which was saying something last season! They
were specially made for Lillywhites by Howard Flint. Our team
sweaters with the coloured roundels and dates were, of course, the
standard ones.

528

For the parade at Cortina and for general out-door wear we wore
red stocking caps and had superb three-quarter-length reversible
jackets, presented by the British Olympic Association. On one side
they were lambswool and on the other bright blue gaberdine. They
were particularly useful as they could be used either on the snow or
for aprés-ski wear.,

For aprés-ski wear we had lovely blue pleated terylene skirts,
which were a great success; I have worn mine on many occasions
this summer, with a mental vote of thanks to Maxwelle Originals.
With them we wore check blouses of two shades of blue, with a
clever adaptable neckline; they were made by Bernella.

It was interesting to see the clothes chosen by the other teams
at Cortina. The Germans wore grey-green suits, so well cut that it
appeared that they had been poured into them. The Swiss wore
white and grey, not very practical for constant use, and the Not-
wegians had an attractive grey-blue uniform. It was almost a pity
for them to wear their anoraks, as they covered their wonderful,
multi-coloured sweaters. The Italians were wearing a deep lilac
colour, and the Americans had an infinite variety of clothes and
uniforms, their sweaters being the most outstanding item in their
wardrobe.

I do feel that our appearance compared favourably with that of
the other nations; in fact, after the parade at Cortina many favourable
comments were made. This smart appearance is a most vital part
of a team’s equipment, as it helps not only the morale but also the
ski-ing when the clothes are as practical and comfortable as ours were
this year.

Our sincere thanks go to the many firms which helped us in this
way during the Olympic season.

SKI-ING - IN THE SOUTH PACIFIC!
By JiLrL FrrzGerarLp

To me it is a happy thought that not many years hence skiers over
here will be saying, come the summer months, “ Where shall we ski
this July? Chile? Australia? New Zealand?” . .. No, it’s not as
crazy as it sounds, especially when one considers the enormous strides
made in aviation in recent years, and the promise of even better
things to come in the way of faster air-travel and general reduction
in fares. Even now, New Zealand is only 48 hours away by air!
Though I admit that the fares are, as yet, a major drawback.

But even these days, to the majority of people, ski-ing in New
Zealand sounds just as wildly improbable as surfing in Iceland—for
to them New Zealand is just another group of islands in the Pacific,
perhaps a little larger than the others, and situated somewhere off
the coast of Australia”! Far from being semi-tropical, our climate
is very like that of Britain, while both islands are blessed with a
“ backbone ” of mountain ranges offering ski-slopes which can be
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favourably compared with those in ski-ing countries throughout the
world. Access to these slopes is still a major problem, but since our
first ski-lifts were installed in 1947 each year has seen tremendous
progress in the facilities which our ski-resorts have to offer—and each
winter, as a result, the standard of ski-ing has improved. I hope
the day is not far distant when, like the Swiss, the Austrians, and the
Scandinavians, we will be known as a nation of skiers—for wherever
one lives in New Zealand one can find good ski-ing within, at the
most, 4 or 5 hours’ easy motoring distance.

Many of you will have now seen that magnificent film, * The
Snows of Aorangi ”—a documentary produced by the New Zealand
Film Unit and filmed in colour by our ace camera-man, Brian Brake—
which has aroused the interest of skiers all over the world. It is a
“ must see ” if you wish to find out more about New Zealand ski-ing,
and is, incidentally, a brilliant film which has already won major
awards at film festivals throughout Europe. “ Snows of Aorangi ”
is mainly concerned with ski-touring on the Tasman Glacier, in the
Mount Cook region of the Southern Alps, being a record of a tour
carried out in 1952, but it also has brief sequences filmed at Coronet
Peak and Ruapehu, major ski-resorts in the North and South Islands.

Coronet Peak, the mecca of skiers in the South [sland, is ideal
ski-ing country and is, incidentally, my favourite resort in New
Zealand. We have there a chain of ski-lifts extending from the snow-
line, about 3,500 feet, to within a few feet of Coronet Peak itself,
about 5,500 feet—and the run down, over steep, tree-less country,
is nearly perfect. There is scarcely a rock beneath the snow, and as
the slopes lie away from the sun a good season will give weeks of
ideal ski-ing in packed powder snow—the dream of every skier.
Although the vertical descent is short by European standards, the
slopes are so open that one can still find tremendous variety in a
comparatively small area. At the foot of the ski-lifts is a minute
mountain village, consisting of a number of Club lodges, at which
guests as well as members can stay—the main chalet, with a heated
community room and cafeteria, and living quarters for the ski-lift
attendants and ski-patrol—a first-aid hut, ski-repair shop, and ski-
hire and ski—shwp. Most people, however, stay in Queenstown, a
delightful village on the shores of Lake Wakatipu, some 3,000 feet
below and ten miles from the ski-ing grounds, and each morning the
ski-buses bring one from there right to the ski-lifts, a journey of
45 minutes . . . and back to Queenstown again at the end of the day.

The first ski-school was established at Queenstown in 1947, when
the manager of the Mt. Cook Tourist Company invited Olaf Rodegard
to come out as soon as the Sun Valley season was over and teach
at Coronet Peak for the whole winter. This was a tremendous
success, and ever since then Olaf has been sending us instructors from
Sun Valley and other American ski-schools each year—with the
result that every season sees an improvement in the general standard
of ski-ing.

In the North Island, Ruapehu is the main ski-ing centre: it is
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one of three mountains lying right in the centre of the i.sland; Ruapehu,
Tongariro, and Ngaurehoe, but the first of these is the only one
suitable for ski-ing. Ngaurehoe is a very active volcano at times, and
not to be recommended for winter-sports! At the foot of Ruapehu
nestles the Chateau, a large luxury hotel where many skiers stay, gnd
which houses the ski-instructors and all the staff who run the sk_i—llfts,
mountain transport and so on. From the Cha_tcau itself a w'md_mg
road climbs four miles up the mountain to the foot of Fhe chair-lifts,
and as at Queenstown one finds here a small alpine village of Flub
lodges, with a ski-hire and repair shop, cafeteria, and so on. fhls
is very different terrain from Queenstown—real mountain ski-ing, in
fact, with some magnificent runs down the various glaciers when one
has ridden to the end of the last chair-lift—and, for beginners, a
T-bar on the nursery slopes. Franz Skardarasy, of Ziirs, established
the first ski-school here just before the war, but there have been
tremendous developments since then, mainly thanks to the enter-
prise of Walter Haensli, of Klosters. Walter spent several winters
instructing at the Chateau and building up the ski-school there, and
was also responsible for installing New Zealand’s first chair-lift at
Ruapehu in 1954, although by then Harvey Clifford had taken over
from him as head of the ski-school—Walter having had to return to
Switzerland to take care of his business interests there. Ruapehu has
a longer season than Coronet Peak, mainly due to the higher altitude,
and also to the fact that one can find perfect ski-ing on the glaciers
until as late as January—our midsummer. In the warmer \\'ent}_xer
enterprising skiers climb to the summit, bathe in the crater lake (which
is warm, as Ruapehu is a dormant volcano) and then ski down the
glaciers again! :
. But the main strength of ski-ing as a sport in New Zealand lies
in the fact that wherever one lives there is good ski-ing near to hand,
and, apart from these two main resorts, there are numerous Sm;zller
ones run by the local clubs where week-end ski-ing thrives. The
small town where I live in the South Island has a club with a mcmbcp
ship of over 100 young and enthusiastic skiers, who have b_uilt their
own ski-lodge and installed a rope-lift on an ideal snowfield only
so miles inland—a motoring distance of little over an hour, \\‘{til a
short climb from the car park up to the lodge. There, for 2s. 6d. a
night hut fees, 2s. 6d. a day for the ski-lift, and the cost of transport
from the town, members can have two full days’ ski-ing each week-
end for /ess than they would spend on cinemas and so on during a
week-end at home! This means that ski-ing can be anyone’s sport,
for there are even good ski to hire for those who feel they cannot
afford the initial outlay for equipment—and, for all this, ;mm‘ml
membership fees are only a guinea for each member, and less for
children still at school. This is a typical New Zealand club, one of
many—I can think of a dozen or more in the South Island alone,
and the North Island will have as many again.

All these clubs run  ski-weeks” during the season, with
emphasis on the training of juniors—and we have, m‘:nidititjn, slfidn.g
scholarships open to junior members, which provide a fortnight’s
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free instruction and accommodation for eight youngsters at the
Chateau in the North Island, and eight at Coronet Park in the South.
The clubs nominate any particularly promising gitls or boys under the
age of 16 amongst their members, and for two weeks each year the
lucky ones spend a fortnight of intensive training in downhill and
slalom practice with the head overseas instructors at Ruapehu and
Coronet Peak—by this means we hope to provide a pool of experienced
racers for future New Zealand teams. The scheme is still only in its
infancy, but is already showing tremendous results.

The answer to the amazingly low club membership fees in New
Zealand is, of course, that nearly all the work on club lodges and
lifts is done voluntarily by members during the summer months, in
a series of week-end working parties. Needless to say, the young
men who are carpenters, engineers, and builders by trade are eagerly
sought after!—and the women do their part too, acting as cooks and
caterers for the amateur workmen and wielding a paintbrush with the
greatest skill between times. The results are impressive—Aorangi,
Ruapehu, and Tongariro, in the North Island, and Otago, in the
South, are magnificent examples of this enterprising spirit, having
built club lodges which are an example to all. ~ Splendidly designed,
with attractive community rooms painted in gay colours, drying
rooms, men’s and women’s bunkrooms with adjacent shower and
washrooms, these lodges provide the skier with every comfort.

Yes, as things are, we’re well on the way to becoming a nation
of skiers. I still remember with delight the day when one of our
Sun Valley instructors, newly arrived for the season at Coronet Peak,
received a letter from his mother in the States . . . « —so glad to hear
you’re enjoying yourself, Bill, but Gee! it must be funny to see all
those natives on skis!” What an entrancing vision that remark
conjures up—hordes of Maoris in grass skirts, feathers in their hair,
and bare feet firmly clamped into Kandahar bindings! T hope he
never disillusioned her.

The major drawback, as T see it, is our isolated position in the
world, which means we are at present sadly lacking in international
competition—every two years we hold an inter-Dominion event
against Australia, but this is not enough. A small team did go to
Oslo in 1952, and the experience gained there was invaluable—but
we were all bitterly disappointed when for some mysterious reason
the N.Z. Olympic Council turned down our application to send a
team to Cortina this year. T say mysterious, because the reason was
never made clear to us, but I fear it was mainly apathy on the part of
our present Ski Council and the Olympic Council. The fact that the
Australians, whom we defeated in the last inter-Dominion racing in
1953, sent a full team to Cortina made us all the more convinced that
we should not allow our comparatively low standard to be a deterrent
in sending representative teams overseas. In the few short months
they had in Europe, the Australian team improved out of all recogni-
tion—and T feel a New Zealand team would have done likewise, thus
helping to raise the standard at home, and providing a further incentive
to our younger racers who are even now approaching their peak.
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Well—are YOU coming to New Zealand? 1It’s all there, waiting
for you—Ruapehu, Coronet Peak, superb ski-touring on the Tasman
Glacier, “ pioneer ” ski-ing on the club grounds throughout New
Zealand—and a warm welcome from every skier in the country,
including myself !

“SOMETHING TO YOUR ADVANTAGE .. .”

MEewmBERS are always asked to quote the BuLLETIN when contacting
advertisers; this can benefit individuals as well as the Club. For
instance: :

Benjamin Edginton offer members 5 per cent. cash discount on
any catalogue items (except for ski boot hire). They have supplied
most of the major expeditions, including Everest, and are the only
firm in London where I have found Kendal Mint Cake, the ambrosial
peppermint fudge. ‘ &

Swan & Edgar don’t print a catalogue. They are, all the same,
worth a détour between Lillywhites and Simpsons, e route for
Harrods and Gordon Lowe, since they specialise in low priced ski
clothes, particularly for children. . ‘

Unaccompanied children can be sent to Zermatt with the
Wayfarers Travel Agency, in charge of a P.N.E.U. headmistress. I
have seen her in action, and she is extremely good at the job. This
agency also deals in out-of-the-way centres, both in Switzerland and
France.

Kendal Milne have just opened a winter sports department,
which should be a boon to members in the Midlands.

We are pleased to be the first British publication carrying an
advertisement for Méribel-Les Allues, the centre of Les Trois Vallées
in Savoy. Skiers who want good ski-ing and gaiety will find it a
miracle; not for the dinner-jacket-in-the-jungle school.

As well as more conventional travel, not to say the Ski Club’s
parties, World Sport and Travel handle the dog-sleigh tours in
Norway. (S.N. & Q., September, 1955.)

Huskies are, however, strictly optional; whereas there were only
three ski-tows in pre-war Norway, there are now ninctcer_) and the
abonnements seem fabulously cheap by Alpine standards. Midsummer
ski-ing is also available, and the * Blossom ** and “ Glacier > Slaloms
take Ilwy]xcc in June and July respectively. (Article next year, please,
Zandra.)

Summer ski-ing is also featured in the Aosta district of Italy,
notably at Cervinia (Breuil). Indeed, we might have had an article
about it, but for the unfortunate fact that our Hon. Treasurer edits
a rival publication. This is the more regrettable in that the publicity
not only mentions “ Ski-ing competitions in August” but also
“ Launched kilometre tests, with ‘ Gold K’ prize.” So not only
might one return from one’s summer holiday with a race in the bag—
they are all strictly lowlander “ for city skiers only ”—but also with
—if not “ the ”—Gold K. Any comment from our Sinister Father ?
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If there are any mistakes in members’ names or initials they are

asked to notify the Hon. Secretary, and also change of address.
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INFORMATION PLEASE

The Hon. Secretary and Hon. Editor do their best to keep track
of those members to whom exciting things happen, such as getting
married, having babies, breaking necks or even moving house.

They are, however, bound to miss a great many of these gripping
instalments and would be most grateful if members would send a
post card as and when these notable events occur

FOR SALE AND WANTED

Advertisements (which need not concern ski-ing) should reach the I]m_]_ Editor
by July 1st. The price is 1d. per word. Names and addresses must be included,
and payment should be sent with order.

Norway-
Inexpensive Winler Sporls

Come to Norway this year for a
wonderful holiday in sun and snow!
Grand ski-ing terrain, gay companion-
ship, good food and comfortable
accommodation. Inclusive tours for
as little as

£21 17s. 6d. for |4 days

Ask your Travel Agent for copies of the
Norway Line booklets “Inexpensive Winter
Sports Norway' and “Winter Sports for
Youth Hostellers Norway'', or write to
the address below.

FRED. OLSEN

For free booklets write to:

Fred. Olsen Lines Passenger Liaison Service,

| Dept. A, Grand Buildings, Trafalgar Square,
London W.C.2

N.B. Bookings through Travel Agents

only osLO NORWAY

When replying to Advertisers please mention the L.S.C. Bulletin




We have an excellent ' )
selection of outfits for -

men, women and child- S :[{j[ ‘VF A R k (M/g/

ren. All our clothes— =y Y

many of exclusive design
=drec abSOlll(C]_\’ correct, Tailored Shirt in *“ Gredana ' Tartan, a washable

’
bot in /1€ ¢ ateris * S l Y | wool mixture material. Side slits, adaptable collar.
ot St)k and material. 0’ (l (/) 0]. l7.6 \ | Predominating: Red/Green, Scarlet/Black, Blue
Jackets, trousers and boots ‘ : | Black, Scarlet/Gold, Bottle, White; also Blzack
P e 1 Watch design. Bust 34, 36, 38 ins. 52/6
may also be hired at very
e P A Aroec s Tapered-leg Needlecord Slacks. Adjustable waist
XL&ISOﬂfdeL, Chdlng. Please J 1 belt; half-cuff turn-ups. One pocket. Black,
write for our fi 7 1 -ate / Turquoise, Red, Royal, Gold, Green. Waist 24,
e ully illustrated Turguoise, R 1 24
ISt.

P Two-colour Ski Jacket in proofed poplin. Straight
and roomy, zip fastening to chin Elasticised
ribbing at neck and cuffs. Hood lining and zip
fastening inner bib, in contrasting colour. Black
with Emerald or Scarlet, or Maroon/Ice Blue.
Bust 34, 36, 38 ins £6/15/6
Well tailored Vorlages in proofed materials. Navy,

Black or Green. Waist: 24, 26, 28, 30 ins.
Wool-mixture Gabardine 77/6
All Wool Barathea, 5 gns. (Waist 32 ins. £5/12/6.)

Inland orders under £3,

postage and packing 1/3

extra

Sportswear : Fourth
Floor

M oss 8 Ros OF COVENT GARDEN
¥ THE COMPLETE MAN'S STORE

JUNCTION OF GARRICK AND BEDFORD STREETS, W.C.2 And Branches Tel: TEMple Bar 4477

SWAN & EDGAR LTD., Piccadilly Circus, W.I. Regent 1616

When replying to Advertisers please mention the L.S.( Bulletin When replying to Advertisers please mention the L.S.C. Bulletin




fly metropolitan

to winter sports

Watchcoat—styled on the Navy's
watchcoat. In navy blue, £24 3 0;
in chocolate brown, mid-grey or
camel, £25 15 0. Light-weight Scotch
tweed suit, about £34 0 0

1 Gieves

LIMITED

THE NEWEST
AIRLINER

IN EUROPEAN
SERVICE

Tailors, hosiers and hatters
since 1785

27 OLD BOND ST LONDON W1
Telephone : HYDe Park 2276

MANCHESTER/ZURICH
— LONDON/GENEVA & BASLE

The METROPOLITAN is the newest, quietest, most
comfortable airliner in European service, with:

"GORDON LOWES

i

SKIERS® HALF-WAY HOUSE

* Two seats each side for greater comfort
Make our friendly shop your jumping off

Winter

wool,

it
S
s
Laran ]
et

Sports Sweater in oiled

55s.

Wool Cap 12s. 6d.

ground to the snows, where expert advice
for seniors and juniors on clothes and
equipment is always available. Continental
ski wear is our new trend including elastic
vorlages in gay colours with anorake and
sweaters to match. Other features are the
Head, Gomme and Kurz ski: latest safety
bindings including the Marker: Italian ski
boots from 5 gns.: and our Hiring Scheme
Send your ski early for relacquering, new

bindings, edges, etc

Write for our popular catalogue ** To the
Snows.”  Prompt mail order service

21-23 BROMPTON ARCADE,
KNIGHTSBRIDGE, LONDON, S.W.3.

Telephone: KENsington 4494/5/6.
Cables: Gorlowe, London.

When replying to Advertisers please mention the L.S C. Bulletin

* Nose Radar to avoid bad weather

* Quiet flying — new soundproofing system

* Refrigerator in the galley and supreme Swissair service

* Telescopic Passenger Steps — no waiting when you land

The METROPOLITAN introduces a completely new standard
of Tourist flying

See your Travel Agent NOW for bookings

SWISSAIR

EUROPE MIDDBDLE EAST U8k A

Offices in: LONDON, MANCHESTER, GLASGOW, BIRMINGHAM, DUBLIN

CRCI61

SOUTH AMERICA

When replyving to Advertisers please mention the




\Synowapo% vne feolria
o weeko Shi's 40&&70
ﬂ(/m fZ)”-/.S‘O inctiding

/zowa;éoz# Slecpers or

.. are best discussed at Simpsons
For here an expert interest is taken
in the sport. You will find
the most practical —as well as the gaves
outfits for the slopes, and equipment
by the master makers of l':‘i[tr[vl

Vews Flash ! Let us show vou skis b
Franz Kneissl and Anton Kaestle usec
with such great success this vear of®
in the ()I_\”,’,]‘-

Winter Giames a

bnd derect fmw«yosz
Tbavin, yoo e JZoit Jea ?oaﬁ

Write, *phone or call for your copy of
SNOWSPORTS 1956/7

om F. & W. INGHAM LIMITED

Agents for the Austrian Federal Railways

143 NEW BOND STREET, LONDON, W.!I. 'Phone: MAYfair 9885




THE WAYFARERS TRAVEL AGENCY

SPECIALISTS IN WINTER SPORTS
Write now for Programme of about 100 holiday suggestions for Austria, France, Italy. Norway
Switzerland . . . either Organised or Independent.

Many considerable reductions. Most based on Special Train travel or special inclusive
Air fares. In the former case at little more than the SINGLE fare for the RETU RN
journey, with the possibility of COUCHETTES at only 21s. each way

Examples of Special Train Holidays (for amplification and for AIR HOLIDAYS ask for our
Programme) all of 15 days’ duration. Leysin, Grand Hotel £34 3s. 0d . Sylvana £29 19s. 0d
Zermatt, Gabelhorn £29 19s. 0d.; Dom. £37 17s. 6d. Galtuer, £26 16s. 0d. (£25 0Os. 0d. in
January). Morzine (Haute Savoie) £39 13s. 0d.: Mijolfjell (Norway) £25 18s. 0d. (£22 0s. 0d
in January)

The Wayfarers will do all the work for THOSE GETTING UP A PARTY
Leader given FREE HOLIDAY including Ski-Lifts, etc

Spring Ski-ing—departures March 30th and April 6th, 1957

Write NOW for details to

THE WAYFARERS TRAVEL AGENCY LTD.
20, RUSSELL SQUARE, LONDON, W.C.1

Telephone : LANgham 8222 Telegrams : Wayfarers, London

Gedden's of forndor

(Established 1806)

A WINTER SPORTS DEPARTMENT

has been opened by this old Established Firm and we have pleasure
in presenting to you in our showrooms

MODERATELY PRICED SKI WEAR
OF

FIRST CLASS STYLING & QUALITY

SKI TROUSERS WIND JACKETS SWEATERS
SKI BOOTS SKI SOCKS GLOVES

etc., etc

Send now for our Winter Sports Catalogue. Prompt Mail-order service

Expert advice always available

To: GIDDENS of LONDON (Dept. L.S.C.) LANgham 2866 7
Streatham Street, Bloomsbury, London, W.C.|

Please send me your W inter Sports Catalogue
Name

Address

When replying to Advertisers please mention the L.S.C. Bulletin

How long is a winter sports holiday ? Not long enough.
Then fly BEA and get to the snow with all possible
speed. To Geneva in less than 2 hours 5 Munich,
2 hours 20 minutes ; Oslo in 3 hours ; Barcelona,
3 hours 30 minutes. These BEA flights mean time
saved, time gained for your holiday. And indeed your
holiday begins and your worries end the moment
you’re in BEA’s hands. Your luggage, skis, and skates
are BEA’s responsibility from terminal to terminal.
On board your Viscount or Elizabethan all is comfort.
You are offered reading matter, refreshments, and
meals with BEA’s compliments. And you arrive as
fresh as you started in high fettle for the high white
slopes.
For full details see your travel agent.

RITISH EUROPEAN AIRWAYS

When replying to Advertisers please mention the L.S.C. Bulletin




KING AND HUTCHINGS, LTD.
PRINTERS HH UXBRIDGE




	Nov-1956-No26_01
	Nov-1956-No26_02
	Nov-1956-No26_03
	Nov-1956-No26_04
	Nov-1956-No26_05
	Nov-1956-No26_06
	Nov-1956-No26_07
	Nov-1956-No26_08
	Nov-1956-No26_09
	Nov-1956-No26_10
	Nov-1956-No26_11
	Nov-1956-No26_12
	Nov-1956-No26_13
	Nov-1956-No26_14
	Nov-1956-No26_15
	Nov-1956-No26_16
	Nov-1956-No26_17
	Nov-1956-No26_18
	Nov-1956-No26_19
	Nov-1956-No26_20
	Nov-1956-No26_21
	Nov-1956-No26_22
	Nov-1956-No26_23
	Nov-1956-No26_24
	Nov-1956-No26_25
	Nov-1956-No26_26
	Nov-1956-No26_27
	Nov-1956-No26_28
	Nov-1956-No26_29
	Nov-1956-No26_30
	Nov-1956-No26_31



