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POCOL
(5,020 ft.)

THE CROCI PASS
(5,950 ft.)

FALZAREGO PASS
(6,920 ft.)

International winter sports centre and
summer resort, situated in the heart of the
Dolomites, 100 miles north of Venice.
Glorious panorama, pleasant climate, with
an excellent sunshine record.

Some Hotels

Class Beds
MIRAMONTI MAJESTIC De Luxe 220
ALASKA PALACE st 192
CorONA 1st 108
CRISTALLO PALACE 1st 198
DE LA POSTE 1st 133
SavoiA GRAND HoOTEL 1st 236
ARGENTINA (Pocol) 156
CONCORDIA AND PARK 122
EUROPA 81
EXCELSIOR CADEMAI 94
ITALIA
SAN MARCO 33

(4,020 — 9,900 ft.)

% 75 Hotels of every class — “Vouchers’
service” enabling lunch to be taken in
Alpine Huts and Mountain Hotels of
the Ampezzo valley.

% 5 cable cars, 9 chair lifts, 12 ski lifts and
2 tele-cabins.
Capacity 12,600 persons per hour.
Ski-Passes for 7 and for 14 days.

% 100 km. of well-kept ski runs with
telephone control and rescue patrols.

% Olympic Ice Stadium (open also in
Summer) and other ice rinks for skating
and curling.

% Olympic Jumping Hill “Italia”.
% Olympic Bobsleigh track.
% National Ski School with 130 licensed

instructors — Group and private in-
struction by English speaking teachers.

% Fashionable shops, Dancing, Night-
Clubs, Cinemas.

% Ski and toboggans available for hire.
% Every Sport.

% Rich programme of sporting, social and
cultural events. Of particular impor-
tance the WORLD BOB CHAMPION-
SHIPS (two- and four-men bob) 24th
JANUARY/6th FEBRUARY, 1966.

% B.E.A. Air service LONDON-VENICE
(direct bus connection to CORTINA)

% Daily air and bus services between
CORTINA-VENICE and CORTINA-
MILAN.

% International S.A.D. Motor Coach
Service from and to INNSBRUCK.

Further information and literature: Travel Agencies and Tourist Board CORTINA

D’AMPEZZO (Dolomites-Italy).

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

London’s Ski Resort! Visit the skier's paradise at Simpson, Piccadilly.
You'll find everything you need for the perfect ski-ing holiday. . . boots
and skis from the leading Continental manufacturers, an international
collection of ski clothes and, of course, the DAKS ski trousers that every-
one raves about. You'll be able to limber up at the Simpson Ski School
too. So we'll see you there.

ICCADILLY

on (Piccadilly) Ltd London W1 REGen
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THE HEART OF LONDON..

HOLIDAY
ON SKIS

Exciting Winter Sports shopping

at Swan & Edgar. An enormous variety of
ski clothes, apres-ski wear, spectator
sports wear, and accessories, all collected
together in one large interesting
department. First-

class value; moderate

prices.

One of our splendid
collection of

Jackets from

Switzerland in

plain or printed

nylon. This

warm, comfortable,
lightweight jacket has snug
fitting hood, and ribbed cuffs.
In a wide range of colours.
Bust sizes 34 to 40 ins.

from £6. 19. 6.

Elasticated ski pants, shower
proof, in black and a variety
of colours, waist sizes

24 to 32 ins.

5 gns.

SPORTSWEAR SHOP:

Fourth Floor.

PICCADILLY CIRCUS W.1. REGENT 1616
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Happy ski-ers enjoying the snow and sun in Norway.

o NORWAY

Plenty of Snow, Sun and Fun from
Christmas to April—and inexpensive, too,
if you go by Bergen Line, the shortest

sea route to Norway.

* The 1965-66 illustrated
i booklet “Ski-ing Holidays in
Norway” gives detailed
information of resorts and
their facilities together with
prices for inclizsive tours
from £24.5.0.

* Get your copy from Travel Agents or

BERGEN LINE

21-24 Cockspur St, London S.W.1.
Tel: TRAfalgar 4631
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e — GORDON LOWES

LIMITED

May our Skiv Expert Advise?

Here he is wearing a Nylon Anorak from
Austria, the reverse side quilted, wool
collar, detachable hood. In Black, Royal
Blue, Wine, Grey or Green. Remarkable
value at 10 gns. Look in at an early date
at our friendly shop on a tour of inspec-
tion.

Write for our winter sports handbook

“TO THE SNOWS?” giving full details of what we
do. Also “BADMINTON AND SQUASH” and
“COUNTRY COATS AND DRESSES”.

Champion, will always be ready to give a

; | Colonel Willoughby, the former Olympic

e

173 - 174 SLOANE STREET, LONDON S.W.1.

helping hand and run our Dry Ski School.

Telephone: Cables:
BELgravia 8484/5/6 GOLOW LONDON SW1

| Wayfarers

WINTER SPORTS HOLIDAY

Snow everywhere, glittering in the sun;
bracing Alpine air
and the lovely mountains all around.

A Winter Holiday in Switzerland
does you twice as much good

Organize your winter holiday now

Ask your travel agent

or the Swiss National Tourist Office
458 Strand, London W.C.2

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

Wayfarers were pioneers in Winter Sports way back in 1920.
T'hey have looked after many thousands of skiers.

Wayfarers’ tours range from £21.19.0d. Send for Wayfarers
Winter Sports Programme 1965/66. Wayfarers hold allot-
ments of rooms at many well-known resorts and are ready to
give immediate confirmation of your booking. Wide choice
of holidays from 15 days/12 nights £36.2.0. INCLUDING
INSURANCE (or Norway 10 days/15 nights from £21.19.0.)
Weekly all-couchette special train to Switzerland and Austria
with dancing in the Ski Bar on the way. Weekly special jet
air service London to Zurich.

THE WAYFARERS TRAVEL AGENCY LTD.
20 Russell Square, London, W.C.1
Tel: LANgham 8222

Members of the Association of British Travel Agents
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What hine .

Name of Tt
S di GHIGSKI ?

Chicski is smart skiing. Inexpensive skiing. All-in skiing. On
Chalet Skiing Holidays with Murison Small. A holiday full
of all-inclusive ups and downs. Because even lift charges are
included. So is air fare. And four meals daily. And free wine.
And reductions for groups of more than six drop the price
even further. In fact the whole thing is very, very cleverski!

Murison Small Chalet Skiing Parties in ADELBODEN, DAVOS,
SAAS FEE, VERBIER, ZERMATT, COURCHEVEL

WRITE FOR BROCHURE

 Murison Sma))

25 SHAFTESBURY AVENUE, W.1. GERrard 4753
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Are you
still lacing
e while others
A are racing?

Ski boots with buckle fastener are in advance

of their time

The HENKE Boot and Shoe Manufacturing Co.
Stein am Rhein, Switzerland
Represented by Folkman Sports Ltd., 6 Milk Street, London, E.C.2.

HEN KE Ski boots are available from the following Ski Shops

London: HARRODS
LILLYWHITES
GORDON LOWE
SIMPSON (Piccadilly)

Birmingham: DAVIES (also AMBLESIDE)

Bolton: ALPINE SPORTS

Brighton: SPORTS & LEISURE

Bristol: BRYANT

Carlisle: SPORTHAUS

Horsham: TONY SMITH SPORTS

Keswick: FISHER

Manchester: ELLIS BRIGHAM

Liverpool: ELLIS BRIGHAM

Newcastle: DENTONS

Newport: KIMPTONS

Reading: CARTERS

Glasgow: GREAVES

Edinburgh: LILLYWHITES
GRAHAM TISO

Aviemore: SKI D’ECOSSE

Aberdeen: CAMPBELLS SPORTS

Blairgowrie: ANGUS (Hire)

Dundee: CAIRDSPORT

Elgin: BEGG

Grantown: SPEYSIDE SPORTS

Inverness: KELLY

Kingussie: BADENOCH SPORTS

Paisley: PITCHER (also GLASGOW)

Perth: BANKS

Stirling: HENDERSON
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INGHAMS
NNOW THE
oLOPES

LOOK WHATYOU GET FOR £3540

® |ondon/Munich/London by air

Coach, airport/ski centre/airport

2 weeks bed and breakfast

Wintersports accident insurance

2 weeks unlimited use of all local ski-lifts
Resident representatives

Hundreds of other offers in our 1965/6
SNOWSPORTS PROGRAMME

To Inghams Travel, 26 Old Bond Street. London
Telephone: HYDe Park 3132

Please send me Inghams Snowsports Programme 1965/6

NAME

ADDRESS ____

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

Crusis year for the L.S.C. Bulletin. After Pauline Sitwell-Stebbings’ excellent
start—she produced an article in reply to prnth MacRobert’s, umnm‘]tatvly the
1064 edition was circulated. By tlu spring, it was obvious that this would be
the only reading in the 1965 number, unless drastic measures were taken.
Everyone had cither written for something else, wasn’t going to write AGAIN,
hadn’t got a subject to write about and not even the Ladies’ Week took place
to be left out of the records. (Editor’s apologies for last year.) The drastic
measure was to enlist the help of a Special Correspondent—the wrong sex for
membership to this Club but he has helped out valiantly and Neil Hogg’s
articles will be read with great interest. Members eventually got down to
it and displayed their talent admirably, making quite clear that the winter was
not such a dull one after all.

The domestic news is that Mrs. Anne, Mrs. Birts and Mrs. Mabey have
had daughters and Viscountess Emlyn, Mrs. Currie, Mrs. Noel, Mrs. Daly and
Mrs. Johnson have had sons. Our congratulations to all of them and very best
wishes to the following who have married during the year:

Miss Penny Walker to Mr. Oppenheimer.

Miss Doran-Webb to Mr. David Anne.

Miss Daphne Martin to Lt-Commander Shillingford, R.N.
Miss Cynthia Petre to Mr. Halacy.

Miss Rosecanne Watson to Mr. D. S. G. Adam.

The new members are Mrs. Benwall, Miss P. Hodgson, Miss M. V. Storey,
Miss V. Whittome and Miss D. Gillespie. We are de 110 hted to welcome thun
and hope that they will join the rest of us at the A.G.M. to be held at the
S.C.G.B. at 5-45 p.m. on Wednesday, 27th October. This is followed by
a Cocktail Party at 6-30 p.m.

The SkiKit Market will be at the S.C.G.B. on Thursday, 4th November,
at 6 p.m. All old ski clothing and equipment are needed, and please come and
buy as well. Proceeds to go to Ladies” Alpine Racing.

The following Clubs have sent us their Annual Journals and we would
like to thank them very much indeed:—The Ladies’ Alpine Club, Mardens,
The White Hare, the D.H.O., The Royal Naval Ski & Mountaineering Club,
the Ski Club of Australia and the Club Mediterranee.

Subscriptions.—Despite the capitation fee of 1/- per Member to the
Federation, the L.S.C. subscription still stands at §/- which the Committee
hopes not to increase. Some Members, however, already contribute an extra
5/~ per annum to the Racing Fund and if others would like to donate this

867




amount annually, the gesture would be very greatly appreciated. Anyone
wishing to do this should instruct their bank to alter their Banker’s Order to

10/~ per year, also to send a postcard to the Hon. Treasurer, notifying her of

their intention.

Badges.—L,S.C. B.ldgc\' can be obtained from the Hon. Treasurer, Mrs.
J. Riddell, 17 Hyde Park Gardens Mews, W.2.

Prices:—Metal 8/6; cloth, large 7/6, small s/-. Please could Members
remember to enclose cash with their orders.

The L.S.C. Sweater.—Rosemary Sanderson writes of the further
excursions of the versatile garment:—*“This year it went exploring to darkest
Africa and got up the Djebel Toubkal (4,167 m.) the highest mountain in the
Atlas, then it turned round and climbed Mont Blanc, both of these expeditions
on the elegant form of Belinda Coryton. Then, thinking it should not despise
home ground perhaps, it scrambled up Snowdon and intended to rock climb
on Tryvan, also in Snowdonia, but its wearer (on this occasion R.S.) was so
hot with anxiety that she left it behind. Next year it has all sorts of excitements
in view, including the Pyrenees. A limited number of these sweaters are on
sale at L4 17s. 6d. and can be obtained from Lady Blane, 232 Cranmer
Court, S.W.3.

Advertisements.—Without these our Bulletin could not be published at
all and Members are carnestly requested to let the Hon. Advertisement
Secretary know of any firms that might like to take advertising space, and to
use those firms that do advertise with us, quoting the L.S.C. when making
an order or reservation. )

Members® Articles.—Enough has been said, but please write what you
like soon, and at the latest by early June. Ideally, articles should be t\'}ml
with double spacing and two copies sent to the Editor. Clearly written articles
are also gladly accepted—and black and white glossy prints. '

Race Weeks, 1966, will be at Andermatt.

Juniors January 6th - 1oth.
Men  January oth - 14th.
Ladies January 14th - 20th.
The L.S.C. Junior Cup will be run with the Junior Kandahar at Miirren
on January 4th, 1966.

S.C.G.B. Parties

It is hoped that these parties, some of which are being run for the first
time, will be well supported.
1. Representatives’ Course at Sauze d’Oulx sth Dec. - 18th Dec.
2. General Ski Training, at Grindelwald and

Chiateau d’Oex areas 22nd Jan. 6th Feb.
3. “‘Off piste month, Gstaad area” 1oth Feb. 6th March
4. Party to Andermatt roth Mar. - 3rd April

) There are also three parties for young people under 19 in the Christmas
holidays—one at Grindelwald and two at Zweisimmen.
Full particulars for all parties can be obtained from the Secretary, S.C.G.B.
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SYNOPSIS OF PRESIDENT’S SPEECH, October 1964

Tue President thanked the Hon. Treasurer Mrs. Riddell, the Hon. Editor Miss
Fulton, the Hon. Advcrtising Secretary Miss Leverson and the Hon. Secretary
Lady Blane without whom the Club would find it difficult to continue, for all
their hard work. She congratulated Patricia Murphy on winning the L.S.C.
(Ih:unpionships, Bunny Field on winning the Vienna I)crby and also Helen
Jameson, Bridget Newall, Emily Worral and Bunny Field again for their
excellent performances in Junior races against a lot of Alpine competition.
Davina Galica, Gina Hawthorn and Jane Gissing did extremely well in Sweden,
Finland and in countries behind the Iron Curtain.

There were two Stop Press babies—Zandra Johnson, a son and Jo Daly,
a son. There were also two deaths—Mrs. Richardson and Mrs. Rigby.

Commenting on the Olympics, the President did not give the results as
these had already been published. The Ski teams were going to Buckingham
Palace the day after the L.S.C. Meeting, together with the other Olympic
competitors. The Austrians had built a small chapel up at Leitzum despite the
fact that they had not completed the Olympic Hotel—remarking on this to
Maria Goldberger and adding that the British would never have thought of
doing such a thing, Maria replied “Oh, but the British would have built
extra W.C.s first!| I’ There were 7,000 people at Leitzum it was very cold and
not a bush in sight!

Everything had been admirably organised except the flow of traffic from
the car park at Axams after the first day’s racing when, to begin with the
racers’ buses were held up for  hour to allow cars out of the car park and
then the police lost their heads and would not let out any cars until all the
buses were down. The police were receiving orders from helicopters by
wireless.

The President thought Leitzum would be a good place for holiday ski-ing
as the facilities were excellent and one could stay either in Axams or Innsbruck
quite cl)c.\pll\x

The pre-ski training at Bowles Gym near Tonbridge Wells had been
a great success. Under the able and enthusiastic leadership of John Disley, an
ex-Olympic athlete, straight exercises were given light relief by rock climbing,
itself a test of balance and strength. A system to measure fitness progress had
been worked out by such means as taking the pulse rate one minute after five
minutes of the “Boston one Step” (i.e.) stepping up and down on to a wall
18" high for boys and 16" for girls; measuring the height of a standing jump
and the distance achieved from a standing long jump, to mention just three
of them. Visitors were very welcome at Bowles and some members of the
committee were very stiff next day.

Finally the President made an appeal for people to support the Federation
as it was now the only racing organisation and if it failed we would have no
ski teams in the Alps.




JUNIOR CHAMPIONSHIPS, January 1965
By Appy RAEBURN

THE Junior Championships were held at Wengen; the Downhill on an excellent
piste from just above Wengen Alp to the bottom of the Hahnegg Schuss. The
weather was alright but not brilliant. It was very sad that the dependable figure
of Werner Staeger was not on the slopes and we all wish him a speedy
recovery.

The race started on time thanks to Sheila Murphy running as second
forlaufer leaving me, the assistant starter with the walkie-talkie connecting us
to the finish in case of accidents. This I am thankful to say was not uscd,kthc
course being in excellent condition and the children ski-ing with their heads.

It is quite entertaining marshalling the children so that they do not miss
their start. Some are so large and so old for their age I almost felt I ought to
see their birth certificates; others so small, T was left wondering if there was
a branch of the N.S.P.C.C. I should contact in Switzerland! But having
checked safety straps etc. once they were off and through the first gate there
was no need to worry, they were obviously veterans at the racing gflmc.

Having sent the last competitor off, the Starter and I were somewhat
dismayed at the pile of seventy or so windjackets and not a trainer or anyone
else about to help carry them down. I suppose the children thought, if they
thought at all, that some mountain fairy would spirit them to the D.H.O.
office, as they had left tickets and money in the pockets.

The Slalom next day was run over two courses on the Hahnegg. It was
won by Virginia Cox who shows great promise and has profited from her
time on the senior training at Val d’Isere before Christmas.

I was interested to overhear chit-chat between assembled starters before
the second run, criticising the gatekeepers. Some juniors evidently think that
gatekeepers are professionals, or should be, at any rate for their championships.
Perhaps they would prefer ball pole slaloms in future?!

We must thank the D.H.O. for an admirably run Championship which
they finished off with prize-giving at the Palace, the prizes being presented by
Mrs. Walduck. But the best part of the whole week to my mind were the two
days after the races which we spent on the Minnlichen in gorgeous powder
snow and bright sunshine with not a racer in sight.

JUNIOR CHAMPIONSHIP RESULTS

Boys’ DownmirL: 1st M. Edwards-Car. Gires’ Downntie: 1st V. Cox.
2nd C. Rush. 2nd B. King.
3rd I. Todd. 3rd C. Varley.

Bovys’ Statom:  1st M. Edwards-Car. Girs’ Statom: 15t V. Cox.
2nd I. Murray. 2nd C. Varley.
3rd A. Ballantyne. 3rd B. King.

COMBINED : 1st M. Edwards-Car. COMBINED : 1st V. Cox.
2nd I. Murray. 2nd C. Varley.
3rd I. Todd. 3rd B. King.

NEXT YEAR’S SNOWS

(from a special correspondent) New Hoce

REGULAR visitors to St. Moritz in early December expect to find both the
village and the slopes reasonably quiet. This year we were astonished and
intrigued; not only was the village gay with the first celebrations of the
Centenary of Winter Sports but the slopes also were dotted with figures whose
activities were not easy to fathom.

At first sight they looked like ski classes, but I soon saw that ski-ing
instruction was not being given. They knew how to ski already. Group by
group they swerved down the pistes, now in decorous sedateness, now in
flashing wedels. Now one would be the leader, looking after his flock in the
true professional style, then another would take his place; and at intervals they
would gather beside the track in solemn huddles for earnest discussion.

When the sun went down I became involved in a part of the crowd
carrying skis home, and discovered to my surprise that they were chattering
gaily in English, and very oddly too. Torque, torsion, parallelograms of forces
—could this be an eccentric engineering school on an outing? An unmistakable
Admiral swept past under full sail, discoursing largely of navigation in the
mountains. Further on two bronzed young heads leant affectionately together.
I eavesdropped without shame. “Depression, nose-bleed, dizziness,” Juliet
was whispering and Romeo replied tenderly “Yes, and fits of nausea; and the
thing is to get them down quick.” As I veered away I bumped into a lone
figure in full summer mountaineering rig, with the addition of spats. He
stalked on muttering about slings and ropes (or could it have been arrows?)
but I thought I had recognised the features of a well-known personality in
politics and television. My curiosity overcame me. “‘Is that the former Minister
of Bonkers?” I asked of a goggled and helmeted shadow at my side. “Oh no.
That’s a White Hare, I think. Or perhaps an Eagle.” Almost tearfully I broke
out “Then what does that make you? Alice?”

She raised her goggles and looked at me with mild surprise, revealing the
benevolent features of a racer famous in international circles for many years.
[ shall call her Soss because that is in fact what she is called.

“Come” Soss said, and leading me firmly past the Cresta Bar and Hansel-
mann’s she introduced me to Mark, who seemed to be the other twin sun
round which these Mercuries revolved.

Together they explained. This variegated and animated company of
ninety skiers constituted the Learner Representatives Course instructors and
candidates, of that protean organisation the Ski Club of Great Britain. Seventy
candidates, chosen from the most promising and diplomatic of British skiers,
were being trained in all the arts of caring for the interests of Club members
and indeed of all English-speaking skiers. Not in ski-ing—that was taken for
granted—but in dealing with the many problems of the skier coming to the
Alps for the first time, or to a new resort, or with a large family, or simply to
his or her favourite resort which is, however, never quite the same as it used
to be unless the Club Representative can contrive to make it so. Advice,
courtesy, sympathy, support in adversity or success; on planes, on trains, on
pistes, in hotels, on racetracks or glaciers or on the equally perilous surfaces
of night-club dance floors and in the mazes of village politics. Special instruction
on snowcraft, on first aid, on safety bindings, on the organisation of tours and
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races, on the jealously-guarded standards of the British proficiency tests, on
mountaineering, on C lub history, on the satisfying of 1mpoxs1b e demands and
the fulfilment of unreasonable hopu Wihat with ski- ing from dawn to dusk,
lectures before dinner and discussion meetings afterwards, these devoted
idealists deserve such sport as may be pro\’ldul in Paradise; though I doubt
whether they will get it, the w orld being what it is.

Really I had no right to be surprmd The Ski Club of Great Britain has
already gone through so many evolutionary ch anges in response to changing
circumstances that one more ouﬂllt not to ;1\0 rise to comment. Born in that
JtminerL of remote aristocratic eccentricity that has ushered so many sports
into the world, it blossomed out after the first world war into unpruuhnud
glory as the pioneer of downhill racing and the trainer of many champions.
This was the Golden Age of British skiers. Despite the lack of ski-ing facilities
at home they followed the straight path of Vivian Caulfield or unravelled the
tortuous routes devised by Arnold Lunn in all Alpine countries and even as far
afield as British Columbia and the Himalayas.

But the second world war brought this halcyon period, already a little

clouded, to an 1brupt end. When the dust of war and the smoke-clouds of

politico-financial restrictions had settled down the Club found itself faced with
an entirely new situation. Gone were the bright, bold, bourgeois days so
perfectly pru(rud in the drawings of d’Egville. Ski-i -ing h: ul become ()\(FI))"]I[
a national sport not only in the Alpine countries but also at home, where
people had at last w oken’ up to the fact that snow falls on Scottish, Welsh and
even on English hills.

“And that” said Soss “is the situation we are de aling with. Part of it
anyway—what concerns the skier on the snow. In the past there hnn been
wonderful individual Club representatives that none of us will ever forget;
and ot]urs well, not so wonderful. We are going to make sure that all our

people abroad know their job right through and do it. The typical skiers of

today are Miss Jones of the typing pool and her friend from the Post Office:
and if you have to scrape all the year to buy your fortnight on the snow you are
going to look for value for money, and onl\ real practic: al help will be of any
interest to you. With over two ]umdrad thousand winter- sporters coming
from Great Britain every year, and the numbers rising all the time, we can’t
afford to stand still even if we wanted to. Now even an old dug-out like you,
properly trained of course . . ..”
I withdrew into the friendly shadows of the Alpine night.

BEHIND THE IRON CURTAIN
By Amy BLANE

WE Cft London Airport in a B.E.A. p]am on the morning of June 4th; when
I say “We,” I mean Helen who was going to the E.LS. C ongress which was
bunq held at Mamaia, a seaside resort on the Black Sea in Rumania, and three
Americans who were also bound for the Congress—Mr. and Mrs. Nl\h}\l an by
name and Mrs. Nishkian’s mother who was known to everyone as “Lottic.’

Our start did not go quite smoothly, as after we had taxied out on the runw ay
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they said something was wrong with the plane. Luckily we were only delayed
twenty minutes so that we caught our connecting plane at Paris and were soon
on our way to Vienna. We had a very nice lunch on this Rumanian plane but
there was only beer to drink; no coffee or anything like that.

At Vienna we were allode to go into the Alrport to see the shops and
then got back into our same plane for \xlmt we expected to be tea, but when it
arrived it was sandwiches, and beer again!

On arrival at Bucharest we were met by our Guide, a young girl who was
very upset that we were as many as five as it meant trying to order another
taxi. Taxis are very difficult to get in Bucharest and we noticed what a little
traffic there was. After about an hour a taxi arrived and took us to the Tourist
Office where our passports were inspected and our hotel tickets, which we had
obtained and paid for in England, were exchanged for a small piece of paper—
this caused trouble later on. I also changed a Travellers’ cheque and luckily kept
the slip saying I had done so, because when I next tried to change a cheque they
wouldn’t do so until I could produce proof of having done so before in
Rumania.

Our hotel, the Lido, gave us a delicious dinner at 10 o’clock at night,
served out of doors beside a large swimming pool with artificial waves. The
next morning after breakfast, again taken in the garden, the five of us set off
with our Guide in a tiny bus to see the Town and its surroundings. Bucharest
is a beautiful town with broad streets and wonderful parks and lakes. We went
to the village museum which is an open air museum of about fifty little houses
all furnished in the different styles of the various parts of Romania. It would
take about a day or more to see them all but we went into four which were
most interesting.

Helen and I went on to Marmaia on a mid-morning plane the next day.
The Americans were not so lucky and had to go at 6 a.m. We flew in
a tiny plane which went very low and bumped about a good deal but we
arrived s‘ml' . We were met and taken to the International Hotel which was
the Headquarters of the Congress. The hotel was in a lovely position with
a terrace leading straight down on to the beach, but sad to say the Black Sea
was very, very cold with the temperature as cold as the high up lakes in the
Swiss mountains. There was no tide, but each morning the beach was
thoroughly cleaned by a motor instrument and by hand. Helen was one of the
very few regular daily bathers.

We all went to the opening of the Congress and there was a wonderful
display of dancing given by the local troupe from the adjoining town of
Constantsa. The Mayor of Constantsa also gave a morning cocktail party to
which everyone was invited. Marmaia itself is a modern seaside resort
beautifully laid out with gardens and flowers and all along the road to
Constantsa there was one long bed of roses.

Members of the Congress had to work really hard starting at 9 a.m. and
going on until dinner-time with only a break for lunch. There were trips
arranged for the “Camp Followers” which enabled us to see the countryside.
We were taken to an enormous and beautifully kept vineyard, and after seeing
over it we were invited to taste eight different wines and were then given a glass
of the one we liked best.

The day after the Congress, Helen and I went on an organised excursion
to Istanbul. We left Constantsa in the evening by boat and early the next
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morning we entered the Bosporus where we took a Pilot on board and then
sailed up to Istanbul with Asia on one side of us and Europe on the other. On
arrival, we were taken by coach to see the City, seeing the Blue Mosque and the
King’s Palace and in the afternoon Helen, an American and myself broke
loose and went to the Bazaar. The Turkish Ski Club gave a cocktail party in
the evening and after dinner we went by bus to a famous place for real
Turkish tea; talking of tea, Helen and I became great Turkish coffee drinkers
during our stay at Marmaia. We ended up our evening at Istanbul by going
to see Belly dancing which was done on an open air stage, the whole place
smelling of honeysuckle. Belly dancing is not vulgar when well done. We
returned to our ship and sailed back to Constantsa from where we had an early
start the following morning. The bus failed to pick fourteen of us up at
4-15 a.m. but after telephoning the airport a fleet of taxis arrived for us and we
were lucky to get our plane to Bucharest—the French and Spanish were not so
lucky and missed their connections.

‘Budapcst, Prague and then on to Brussels by the extremely comfortable
Sabena Airways and finally back to London.

I feel I know a good 1(11311}' of the European Airports now and if I write
another article it had better be on these Airports.

Behind the Iron Curtain there is a lot of work being done and the people
seem to be well looked after; of course they have that feeling they cannot go
the other side of the Curtain and they would not accept money for tips. They
were glad to have clothes and stockings instead, as these things are expensive
and difficult to get in the shops.

Everyone at the Congress seemed so happy and mixed so well together;
there were Russians, Bu]gari;ms, East and West Germans, Americans, Japanese
and many other nationalities. I feel that if only all these nations could meet
together in such happy circumstances more often, it would help to give them
all a much better understanding of each other. The Roomanians were most kind
and did their utmost to entertain us and make us comfortable during our visit,
which was an extremely interesting one.

ADVANCE COURSE — GRINDELWALD
23rd January — 6th February

By DaAraNE EATON GRIFFITH

AT six o’clock one Saturday evening about a dozen of us foregathered in the
Bahnhoff bar at Grindelwald to hear from Neil and Soss, and from Herman
Steuri, what form of pleasures they proposed to put us through during the
next fortnight.

It was soon only too apparent that there was not to be much free time.

We were to try to cover most aspects of ski-ing, to learn something ;1boutﬂ
the hazards of taking a party on a tour, and know what to do in times of
trouble.
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The first of our aprés-tea lectures was on the hidden mysteries of the
compass; and to confuse the issue magnificently all our compasses were
different. Some even sported different size degrees. However, sitting with
maps spread out we soon had the lingo—if not all the facts— to hand. Everyone
spoke of orientation, and no one said, “‘down there and a bit to the left—.”

One day we climbed from Bort and went over to Rinderfelt. We could
see the wind blowing over the ridge, and yet our side was sunny with drifting
fog. It was a long climb, sometimes steep, and had one horrible scraggy
traverse. The high winds of earlier days had blown all the snow off, leaving
loose shale above the fearful drop. Mercifully one of the foggy patches blew
up as we crossed and we couldn’t see. Nevertheless this, and other runs in
perfect powder, were sufficient to show us what wonderful scope exists in this
touring area.

In the evening the lectures continued and we learnt how to make rescue
luges, tie knots, foretell avalanches and read the weather! Herman had strong
views too on the question of equipment and morale. He bound the two together
unforgettably in our minds by saying with great gusto that “some equipment
was only good for the morals.” However the laugh was soon on us as we tried
these things in practice. Our improvised luges made bumpy runs for the
“bodies,” and our controlled roped ski-ing was not always so controlled.

Following a windy spell Herman gave us a wonderful demonstration of
mountaincraft. He explained why slopes which had earlier been safe were now
no longer so, and was so knowledgeable that he actually made one slope
“slide” by stamping at the side of it.

One morning Neil had arranged for us a demonstration of an avalanche
dog at work. A young man was buried and this brilliant two-year-old Alsation
and his handler set out to find him. For a2 moment we thought he was going
to “find” at the wrong place but the dog had only stopped to sniff at one of our
“sitzens.”” Sure enough soon afterwards he started to scratch at the right spot,
and the buried man was freed. It was most impressive.

Later on our map-reading lessons were put to the test. In three groups this
time we were told to climb the Gemsberg. This proved a brute and we all
tried to put into practice the lessons of the last few days—nice easy gradient
and large turns. But oh dear no! We sunk ignominiously to kick-turns and to
carrying our ski over shale precipices. Finally, exhaustion and wind-blown
snow made us give up threequarter way and we returned with side looks at
our mentors. They, the dears, laughed knowingly at our troubles.

Leaving touring for a day we had a slalom race, individual for the Davis
Cup, and in teams. The Eagle, Kandahar, Ladies Ski Club and S.C.G.B. were
all represented. But of course some teams—Ilike mine—were disqualified by
members who fell! To everyone’s delight the result was a win for Belinda
Coryton and the Eagles.

Our last day started boldly with an attempt to go to Brienz, but ended
alcoholically. There was a blizzard and it was bitterly cold, but to our relief
Herman said we must turn back. On the way down we found a chalet with
a haystore and in no time some of us were buried inside munching rolls and
swigging brandy. Eventually we arrived at Schwendi and changed our
swigging to gluhwein.

So ended an eventful and happy holiday with many thanks to the hard
working trio who had organised it all.
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LADIES’ SKI CLUB SALVER

By Ros HEpPwORTH

QuaLIFICATION: Kent girls under 19.

GIaNT StaroMm: Wengen 3oth December, 1964.

Courst: ‘“Punch Bowl,” set by Werner Staeger.

WEATHER AND SNOW: cold and clear, powder on hard piste.
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o
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I

8, Bridget Mabey g
=
5
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11, Isobel Mabey
12, Cassandra Jervis
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THE course was set very much as last year, but the weather and snow were
perfect, and the times much faster (about ten sgmn@s) JS.lrb.}m‘ King did \\'clll
to win, being the youngest, at sixteen, of the first four to finish. Onl‘\i -2 of
a second separated her from Emily Worrall who had been training with the
British B Team. Maud Illingworth’s time was also a good one. Among the
younger ones Vicky Stace showed much promise. Barbdr.\'g team won the
team cup, the other members of her team being Ian Bloom (1’ 10-8”) Neil
Mitchell (1 13-8”) and Robbie Bruneau (1’ 11°6”). There were sixty entries
and fifty finished, the best time of the day being Andreas Cova (1” 8-0”) from
Milan.

DATE oF NEXT RACE: 29th December, 1965. Entries to D.H.O. Office by noon
on 28th December, 1965.

ATALANTA CUP, LILLYWHITES CUP, NOVICES’ CUP
& 2nd YEAR SKIERS’ CUP

ATtarantAa Cup, Liteywnires’ Cup, Novices’ Cup AND SECOND YEAR SKIERS’
Cup, were again competed for in February by British girls at schools in
Switzerland. The races—all slaloms—were held at Schonried and there were
getting on for a hundred competitors.

The Videmanette school from Rougemont who specialise in producing
good first-year skiers, took the first seven places in the Novices’ Cup. The
Atalanta Cup was won by Barbara King from the Ecole Internationale with
Barbara Birks of Clos des Abeilles second; and Jane Lindsay from Chatelard
was the Under 15 winner, giving her the Lillywhites’ Cup. Lcslcy—_];mc Oliver
from Le Torrent was the best Second Year Skier.

A great deal of piste preparing was required this year owing to the
quantities of snow that had fallen, but the weather on the race days was
marvellous and everyone enjoyed themselves. A number of the the girls took
part in the Luttman-Johnson cross-country race later in the month and did very
well indeed.
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GULMARG, CHRISTMAS, 1937

By CyNTHIA GUETERBOCK
(Written in 1938)

WE left Rawalpindi at 8 a.m. on our 210 mile car journey having spent the
last forty hours coming by train from Quetta.

The car, though old, was roomy and managed to bear up under the weight
of our two selves, bearer, driver, bedding rolls, suit case, picnic basket, canvas
bags, attache case, rug, topees, kettle, lantern, skis and sticks.

We soon left "Pindi behind and began to climb; small hills thick with
scrub shortly gave place to the high tree-covered hills near Murree at 7,000
feet.

We dropped down to the valley of the Jhelum and followed the river to
Kohal where we crossed it and were then in Kashmir State.

Customs and toll came shortly after at Domel.

For a long time we followed the course of the river, gradually gaining
height until we had a steep gorge falling away on one side with rocks rising
almost vertically on the other side.

This continued for many miles and seemed almost interminable until at
last a huge plain was reached. It seemed most unexpected to find such a plain
at 5,000 feet above sea level and sad too as the Dashmiri is the poorest and most
down-trodden of men while the plain is the richest in the world.

Tall poplar trees line the road on both sides and the country becomes very
dull with only an occasional orchard or village to break the monotony. The
car gave us a certain amount of trouble; a puncture, something connected with
the auto-vac, and on the inability of the driver to engage a lower speed until
he had stopped his engine caused us a good deal of delay. However, we arrived
at Tangmarg at 6-15 p.m., where the road ends. There we were surrounded by
a mass of coolies, all anxious to carry our baggage or supply us with ponies.

Arrangements were made and shortly afterwards we set forth for Gulmarg
1,500 feet higher. It was distinctly eerie to ride in pitch darkness with gentle
snow falling and tall trees closing in on all sides. An hour and a half brought us
to the door of Nedou’s Hotel and the warmth within was very welcome. It
seemed like a forgotten fragment of civilization in the midst of a clearing in the
forest. The living rooms are under one roof but the bedroom huts are situated
all round. The hotel is built for summer use only, so walls are thin and draughts
prevalent. Ground temperature at night was generally 34 degrees of frost! Heat
is provided by a strange stove into which wood is put at one end and water at
the other. Much smoke results, and sometimes heat as well. We were a very
cheery party and totalled 93 round Christmas, when a good time was had by all.

Coolie-pones take skiers from Gulmarg (9,000 feet) up to the Khillan
slopes 1,300 feet higher whence they may climb the slopes of Aphawat on
their own feet should they so desire. From Khillan one has a most magnificent
panorama laid out; about 400 miles of Himalayan peaks on view including
Nanga Parbat. We had some grand ski-ing well up to the standard of some of
the small Swiss places. Two days were devoted to racing owing to the
abundance of cups presented by generous donors. My poor efforts were
crowned with success, entirely due to the low standard of the other performers
in my class!

On December 315t a foot of new snow fell. In the night another 34 feet
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fell and by the morning of New Year’s Day we appeared to be cut off from
the outer world. Before the "phone broke down it was learned that the lorry
bL\xring Supplics from Srinagar to Tangmarg would be unable to get tl]mug]l.

The hotel manager (rather a poor fish) was rapidly losing his head and reported
that he had only enough food to feed us until lunch time the following day.
It was decided that we should all ski down to Tangmarg (30 of us) to make
a track which the coolies could use for bringing up supplies when these might
be procurable.

Only one liaison officer was left lwhim to send and receive messages to
and from Srinagar. The only 'phone at Tangmarg is to be found at 1 foot
6 inches from the ground in the Power Hmm and there we went to discover
tm[]ur plrtlull ars from the outer world. Owing to a mistaken message of

“making trek” instead of “making a track” the Kashmir Government had been
stirred into action—this we gathered from the phone Babu. The Lambardar
(or head man of the village) had received oukn to supply the visitors with
firewood and blankets! However, we managed to }\u\u.l\u him that these
were not required and he promised instead to supply on the following day
20 chicken, 200 eggs, a maund of rice and 2 sheep!

On our return to the lmtd the manager greeted us by saying that he had

discovered a large supply of tinned goods about which he had hwmmn The
coolies were able to get up on ;].mu‘nv\ 2nd and we heard that the road to
Srinagar would be open in a few days. We were able to spend the night of
January 4th there.

Srinagar had the forlorn appearance which a plains town mantled in
snow always presents.

The first rlmw we were asked— ‘Do you want to hire a house-boat?’’
The houses looked very desolate and one wondered how “Suffering Moses”
and the other s 1opkupu> managed to keep warm in such an obviously summer
resort.

We left at 8-20 a.m. the next day with a better car driver than before and
one chain on the off rear wheel. It took three hours to do the first 50 miles, so
snow-bound were the roads. Twice did we have to be dug out from the side
of the road while endeavouring to pass other traffic going in the opposite

o

direction. There is much to be seen on a journey like this:—The Kashmiri
always hangs his hay to dry on the boughs of the trees; a bullock cart containing
stones for road repairs carries a red Hilg as well. It takes two men to work
a spade in these parts; one pulls with a rope while the other pushes.

Native women, mmmll\ two or three together, carry water-pots on their
heads; the men carry sheep-skins filled with wln(nmtlu drink) on theirs. The
hmvust loads are borne by head. Two coolies will carry a sofa or piano, one
a large armchair, while another will literally trot while balancing a heavy
trunk and hat box on his top-knot!

The Indian delights in sounding his horn and gives one ample proof of it.
On hearing the blast of a horn it is absolutely essential for the pedestrian to stop
and look and cross to the opposite side of the road in front of the car. Perhaps
he gets a better view that way.

I think January sth must be St. Goatherd’s day. At first I thought that it
might be market day; eventually I came to the conclusion that all the local
goats were being exercised and aired simultancously with or without their
respective owners. Quite an aroma, all their own they had, those goats.
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Spitting is a favourite indulgence in India; it is not only the L\p(CEOI’JthIl
to which I object but the abominable noise which prcccdm the exercise.

When cold the Indian covers up his nose and mouth with a bit of blanket
or sheet or anything else that he is wearing. He may have bare hands and feet
but as long as \mmtlmw covers his mouth he is apparently alright. But that
(lmx not 1}»1\1\ to me at all! It was grand to return to civilization (it took us
113 hours in all) at Rawalpindi and the greatest joy of all was to linger in the
luxury of a long bath w ltll running hot and cold water laid on!

BETTER ASK FIRST
By MARriA GOLDBERGER

THE first leg of our training with Ernst Falch in St. Anton was nearing its end
and we rlm‘.;ht it would be a nice idea to have some p]mmﬁrxp]ls taken,
('x}n'u.‘.H} as the weather was good. I arranged therefore with the local p]lOtO
shop to send a cameraman on the following day at 11-30 a.m., after our
morning’s training session.

The weather held and the day was perfect. At 11-30 on the dot the
photographer made his appearance with cameras, a tripod and all the usual
paraphern alia. We waved to him and shouted that we were just going up to
try the few slalom gates Ernst had set for the plmtnglxlphs, and would he sign.\l
to us w lml he was rud\ ?

The plmt«wl wpher unloaded his stuff and went about his job of placing
the tripod and camera in position. He appeared to be terribly far away. So
on our way up we asked him to come nearer. When the wnl\ came down
through the Slalom gates, however, our photographer withdrew again.
Perhaps we had failed to make it clear that we wanted close-up action pictures,
not the whole Slalom. I stopped next to him to explain. “But the girls will ]nt
me, if I come nearer.” “You needn’t worry; they ski very well and they won’t
ski outside the gates,” I tried to re-assure him. “Have you had much experience
in plmmwrlplnnw Slaloms?” 1 asked, slightly apprehensively. “None,” was

the reply. That explained it. lrmt dn\" a line on the snow from where the
best shots could be taken. But when the girls came down, our photog mplur
withdrew again. “If the pictures are not going to be what we want, we won it

buy many,” we told him. “Why should I care?” was the rather unexpected
re »l\ Ah, well, a sign of the times; they employ pvcu\inr people nowadays.

However, having gained confidence in tlu girls’ ski-ing he did come
nearer. When we finished we asked him “When can we sec the pictures?”’
“In a few weeks’ time, I think.”

“You were sent by Photo-Rio to photograph us, weren't you?” “I?”
replied the man in astonishment. “Certainly not!” I came from London on
my first ski-ing holiday, and as I got a bit tired after the first few d: ays lusons

I decided to have a d: 1y off and tlle some pictures. Photography is my hobby.’

We apo]omad and explained. Mr. R.. C. Hunt (that was the mntlgm an’s

name) promised to send us the pictures if they came out alright.
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He kept his promise and sent us some very nice photographs with a
charming letter: “I should like you to know that my photography after seeing
you that Friday afternoon was most rewarding. I shall definitely return to
St. Anton next year. Give my regards to the Team.”

The local photographer never turned up. Possibly he was trying to get
pictures of Princess Alexandra and her husband, who were holidaying in St.
Anton at the time. But the Hon. Angus Ogilvy and his ski teacher, Richard
Falch, spent most of that morning on the Slalom slope ski-lift next to us.

We respected his right to privacy and pretended not to recognise him.
Anyway, our mind was on slalom training.

COUS-COUS AND CAPTAIN’S BISCUITS
By BeLinDA CORYTON

TuE Eagle Ski Club trip to Morocco was fun in lots of ways, but the gastro-
nomic angle was one of the most interesting.

Booted and bristling with crampons, ten of us flew from London to Paris,
where we met Janey Reid who had come from Geneva. The airport restaurant
was just closing, but managed to produce some very expensive omelettes before
we caught the flight to Casablanca. The Caravelle touched down at 2 a.m.,
and shortly afterwards we had our first taste of Morocco, thick syrupy mint
tea offered from thermoses by the airport staff, who gazed fascinated as we
unrolled our sleeping bags in the arrival lounge and settled down to wait for
the first bus to the town at seven o’clock.

In Casablanca we collected Ted Chamier, who had made the complicated
Journey from Malaga with great skill by herself. More mint tea and croissants
at the station, where we were transfixed by the sight of a Moroccan setting out
his mat with great care and getting down to morning prayers; five seconds
later another man tapped him on the shoulder and pointed out that he was
facing north instead of east. It just shows one should carry a compass.

Moroccan trains are excellent and the countryside changed every few
miles, so the three-hour journey to Marrakesh passed quickly. As soon as we
arrived, a bargaining detachment dived into the Medina to negotiate for a bus
to take us to Oukaimeden, Luckily our chief interpreter had fluent French,
backed with useful experience on the Stock Exchange, and the price was soon
agreed. Our last square meal was now about 25 hours away, and we were
quite ready for large quantities of hors d’ocuvres and cous-cous at the Taverna,
a restaurant recommended by previous visitors.

The Drive up to Ouka was memorable. We set off southwards, the plain
stretching for miles on either side in browns and greens, and the Atlas just
visible ahead beyond lumpy red foothills. The bus was a Chevrolet of 1933
vintage, according to our motor experts, and the driver kcpt it at maximum
speed, with a noise like ten infuriated Bugattis. As we climbed up the winding
road into the foothills his style became more alarming, crossing his hands on the
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wheel as if for Auld Lang Syne, and turning round to keep up an argument with
the Moroccans on the back seat. The inside of the bus filled with fumes, and
the resident mechanic was busy on running repairs to the gear-lever between
“hanges.

dm]it'cntu;\ll\' we reached Ouka as darkness was falling. We were pretty glad
to breathe some cool mountain air before sorting (mr\sclvcs intg the bun'k—ryooms
at the Hotel de I’Angour and embarking on the first Monsieur Juvien's six-
course dinners.

This finished with the most delicious oranges any of us had ever eaten.
A slimming course of orange juice in Morocco would be pcrfcctl)’ bearable.
The piqcm; stew was g()od, too. _ ; i

Our three days at Ouka were varied. In the mornings we skied, c1Fhu
taking the chairlift to the top of Djebel ()le‘llI]‘K‘dL‘Il and trying the V‘AI‘IOU%
routes down, or climbing on skins to the other hills round the village. Luncl_ms
were late, six-course ones, and the weather usually clouded over around 1}11&—
day, so in what was left of the afternoons we cxplorcd the \."1110}' on foot,
loéking for wild flowers and prchistorig rock carvings and sorting out on our
maps which of the xurmun‘dmg mountains was which. ki

The touring partly left in the same ancient bl}S and m_ttlcd round to Il‘f_l !
where we stayed comfortably in the C.A.F. refuge, before setting off with
porters and mules for the long trudge up the valley to thﬂc Neltner Hut. At th}i
snowline the mules stopped, the Berber porters took the food bags and we too :
our skis and rucksacks, and we plodded on up soggy snow slopes, finally
putting on skins for the last hour’s climb. v g ”

At the hut we soon settled into a cooking rota, each team of two taking
turns to concoct meals from the dehydrated rations. Two members of the party
were very good at getting out of bed in the mm‘nings,’ ;md topk on the brcnk-
fast shift. The success of the expedition was Captain’s blscmts = round, six
inches across and one inch thick, which we ate instead of brcgd. IAhc}' are very
filling, economical in bulk \\'cight,.nnd go(@ \\'it»h_jam, marmite, pite or honf‘:\'.
Half a biscuit per person is plenty for breakfast. ‘1 hey taste l.xkc a cross bc_t\vun
dog biscuits and digestives, and we were only just bcgmmng to tire of thcm-
after a week. Dried a pple flakes were good too; Sfmkcd in water for a few h(;u‘r%
and sprinkled with raisins, apricots and the zest from oranges and lemons, they
were very refreshing for “afters”. Dried egg powder gave cn.dlcss opport-
unities for the more ambitious cooks, and dried vegetables dealt with the scurvy
problem. We spent hours pounding the lumps out of qchydmtcd curry bcf?rc
cooking it, and the results tasted authentic, but it can’t be recommended for
huts, as it had rather disturbing effects on our digcstlyc systems.

After six days at the Neltner Hut, which we climbed four 4—thous;111dcrs‘
and did some in‘tchSting ski-ing as well as all this cookery, we schussed oft
down the valley to the snowline (which was now much lower due to a 2-day
blizzard) and walked down to Imlil. Then .b}' bus to Marrakesh, where we
rejoined the car party who had been sigthccmg further north. A o

Dinner that evening was a celebration — we all ordered the things we
had missed at the hut, and consequently rather over-ate. '

Next day we returned by train and plane to Casablanca, Paris and Londop,
arriving dazed with travel but pleased with our‘cx‘pcdltxon‘ And there argj]stlll
some Captain’s biscuits left over, should any L.S.C. members have a penchant
for Winalot.
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OUR SCANDINAVIAN TOUR
By D1 ToMKINSON

Tessa Dredge and myself were lucky enough to be able to go to the races
in Sweden, Lapland and Norway held in March of this year. Our journey from
Austria involved travelling vast distances in a variety of vehicles, trains, ships,
aeroplanes, cars, buses and vans. We felt rather like Scott or some explorer as
we went further and further north, crossing a frozen sea from Germany to
Denmark, and then when we were flying north going over Sweden seeing

beneath us vast spaces with just trees and rivers, never a house or any sign of

civilisation.

Two of our three weeks were spent in the Arctic Circle. Gallivare-
Marmberget in Sweden, is a flourishing mining centre and the site of the
Lapland Cup. This race is very aptly named as there are many Laps in evidence
with their reindeers and gaily coloured clothing. There was a Lap Market held
during our stay and they had a variety of goods for sale, including reindeer
skins, jewellery, reindeer skin boots and saucepans. One could always tell when
there was a Lap nearby as the skins which they wear never seemed to have been
cured properly and so there is a peculiar odour.

The country was very flat and we skied on a hill which seemed to rise up
like an island in the sea. The downhill was quite fast but short, it had only three
corners in it, but there was a large bump at the end where many people would
have passed their jumping tests, had their Jumps been measured. Tessa did very
well in the Downhill which was very encouraging, as she went on to do even
better in the Downbhill in Narvik where we had the Holmenkollen-Kandahar.

Narvik is prinmrl]'\' a port which .\hips the iron-ore from Sweden to
factories throughout the world. The sea never freezes here, even though it was
so far north, as the Gulf Stream runs rigllt up the Norwegian coast. From the
top of the Downhill, it seemed that we would go right down into the fjord
and join all the ships which were sitting there. In the winter, for three months,
there is never any light at all as the mountains cut off what little sunlight there
might be. To us it seemed as if it was still the middle of winter, but the
Norwegians assured us that it really was springtime. We had the races at
4 p.m. as the light was at its best on the course at this time, but it seemed very
funny to be going out to do a race at that time of day.

The ski-ing here was very good, the Downbhill was extremely fast but as
the course was so well prepared, we didn’t mind so much. Tessa was 4th in the
Downbhill and missed being third by 1/100th of a second. The Slalom was a real
test and from the five English speaking competitors, only one finished both
courses.

The food we ate here was completely different to that which we had been
used to, lots of fish, and in Are in Sweden we had fish for every meal which
lost some of its novelty after a time. Much of the meat seemed to be reindeer
meat and was sometimes a bit salty. One never had fresh fruit or vegetables,
but instead there were lots of creamy cakes.

Our trip back to Austria took us 3 days in the end and it seemed like the
middle of summer to see the grass coming through and the sun shining so
warmly that one could feel the heat. However, I feel that our visit to the Arctic
Circle 1s one which will be remembered by us both for a long time.

THIS LANGLAUF LARK

By Nei. HoGe

THEY were just in front of me and I couldn’t help hearing \\']1;1t”t1;g‘\' were
saying. Three of them, trudging in a hamstrung way (‘18 I was myself), from‘
the bottom of the Minnlichen run towards the station. “It \\'ould.bc my
favourite run if it wasn’t for this langlauf at the end.” “Yes, and to think that
there are people who go langlaufing for‘il.ml"‘ ‘ _ il

The words threw up a startlingly vivid picture in my mind. A snow-
covered lake glittering in the sun between high fells. Two young men and
a girl H‘l\lxinqixlnng the level track, the heels of t]mgr narrow slg)s flung high at
every stride, sticks swinging free, bodies relaxed, faces full of ‘I.mg]ltcr at the
sheer pleasure of the casy rhythm. T hey had large packs on their lmcks{ t(‘)p}jg:d
by rolled slvcpmg sacks, but they must have .\n'f‘n mnl\'l})g a gomr f:fitunv
kilometres an hour and they were certainly aiming to do thirty or tort}‘_
kilometres before evening. Not like us, plodding unwillingly a couple of
hundred vards along the Jevel and gruml“lmg about it. A

The fact is that today ski-ing has become so specialised that the tcthplquc
and equipment required for one branch of the sport are ]mpclcgl(\i unsmﬁablc
for the others. Our heavy alpine skis and ironbound boots were just the thing
for the long, firm piste of the Minnlichen, but f(wr W JH‘img 0‘11 the ]C\'L:l they
were pain and grief. Not that walking has anything to do with langlaufing. It
is a different movement, another gait altogether. .

Well, then, what? It is not so casy to uxpl(my It you are a ﬂ‘lL\\x\]kCr, or
indeed any kind of cross-country hiker, you know the joy of laying back mile
after mile '(\l\w]\‘n country, adapting your speed and rhythm to the ground }iou
are crossing. Imagine thatinstead of walking you can dance over the ground,lt 1at
every \[q; will take you three \Jl'\‘\VUI' more gnd that each do\f'n\\'flid s ,OPE
\\l”’gl\'\‘ you a pause for rest or, if you prefer it, .1‘(11‘&11‘;&‘ of rb}l nrn 111](
a higher speed. Then add the winter sport ‘l\u'kgmunu of sun and snow, w Iltl
hills and woods to taste and a profusion of \\'c]l—cqmm\:al 1.105[015 to \pgnd the
night in, and you may have some idea of what ski-ing is like in the Scandinavian
«'oinnrrhw. It is not at all the same as alpine touring, with its lo}lg. slow ascents
and continuous downhill running, and whole worlds away from the ton-up
traffic of the }\l‘\tn“ ' ) . skl

How is it done? I am speaking out of turn, l\u.mac‘l am a lwgmnulm t]“f
sport, despite long touring x\x}‘k‘ricm‘g in the Alps. But it wcms‘to me mtlt t u‘
basic fact is that if you use your weight and muscles ‘cm'n\:tl} and 11.1'}0 tl.u
right wax on your skis you can get a direct forward drive from each foot lm
turn without slipping backwards, A]K‘{ this, combined \\'lltll ic rhrp\t of t\lc
sticks, enables you to slide smoothly forwards at the speed of a trotting ]n_ﬁ»r.\c.
It is a loping gait, with a slight roll in it, the weight of [?u‘ body 1L1Ang1ng -h>om
one ski to the other, either leg bending at the knee, str.\lglltcn'mg in the slight
hop that gives the crucial drive and relaxing as tl?c \\'L‘lg]ltf\\'ll)gs forward 011‘
to the other foot. Timing, balance and the coordination of all the movements
of the body build up a subtle harmony in the expert which leaves the beginner
hopelessly behind. ‘ . ' S

But not so hopelessly as the beginner in Downhill ski-ing. This is a sport
that you can begin to enjoy at once, even when you are no longer young;; tllcr'c
is little of the alarm and despondency that attack the alpine neophyte after his
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first vain attempts to stand up. You can go for a tour your second day on skis
and enjoy it: on the other hand you can spend a lifetime perfecting your style
and rhythm and enjoy that too. The goal, of course, is to be able to tour from
hut to hut as the Norwegians do, fast, smoothly and without fatigue, and the
great moment comes when your instructor informs you, after due deliberation
and with the gravity suited to so solemn a pronoun’ccmcnt, that you can join
a Scandinavian party without fear of holding them back. : M

i Technique is the first requirement, but the right equipment is essential too
if you are to make any progress. Here you will get a shock if you are used to

alpine prices. Your whole outfit of light wooden skis, light boots (oh, the relief

after the double alpine type!) and sticks will work out at something around

£ 15 all told. In the Alps you can pay £ so for skis alone. This pleasant surprise

will meet you all along your progress. Minor tours on the well-marked tracks of

a Norwegian centre can be safely carried out by a group of beginners without
the use of expensive transport or protl‘\sion.ll assistance. You may need to
spend half-a-crown on a bus-ride home if your route takes you far afield, but
what is that for a day’s sport? Your alpine outfit will do well except for skis
and boots—but for real comfort I recommend a pair of Norwegian breeches
in plngc of the tight trousers in fashion among Downhill runners.

If you ask me where to go to learn, I can only reply, from my limited
experience, that I was well taught in Geilo (access b\".\lnp to Bergen and thence
by the main Bergen-Oslo line) and that the surrounding country strikes me as
ideal for beginners in langlauf. But there is no lack of resorts—ask the travel
agents—and if you like mountains and have some experience of glaciers there
is the Jotunheim range at your disposal, with the small, very eay hotel of
Leirvassbu at the central point. Don’t go there with the idea that you know all
about ski-ing from having learnt to wedel on hard snow—go there to learn
a new sport that is more than 4,000 years old, and you will do so with delight.

AUTUMN IN SWITZERLAND
By PAULINE SITWELL-STEBBING

AT the end of Elspeth MacRobert’s delightful article entitled “June on the Ski
Slopes.” sl_lc said, “I wonder what Switzerland is like in Autumn?”’

Hot foot to the typewriter, here I go. It is a breath-taking experience;
colour is the keynote and quite, quite fantastic. .

. Tgkc thc region from Lausanne to where the Simplon-Orient Express
dives into its tunnel; the lower slopes of Vaud and all the Valais are one
enormous curtain of orange and flame, laced with yellow, scarlet, biscuit brown
and pale pink. The vineyards’ turning shades seem alive like the heart of a fire,
the tones mixed in pointillist fashion, seem to sizzle and vibrate, one can hardly
bear to look away. 1

Near some fine edible chestnuts at Kew stands a lone and small tulip tree
which, every autumn, turns marigold merged with sunflower yellow. A
hilarious blazon of a sight to cheer and warm one against the dcprcssling7 damps
of November. Imagine then, whole mountain H:mks, hundreds of hectares
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displaying this gorgeous riot; and here and there and high above in clumps or
single trees, the golden yellow fire of turning larches burn their singing colour

among the dark green pines.

[ know two sights only in the same vein which can match this wealth of
visible song. In the valley of Aosta from Courmayeur and the Mont Blanc
through to Italy by way of the Grand Paradise and Victor Emanuel’s private
hunting ground, the country is richer in larches than anywhere I have yet seen.
To the wonderful colour is added the delicate texture of the trees themselves
which add a lightness and grace of thistledown or marabou feathers, creating
a quality of orange mist as if to blow away at a breath. The turning of the
Turkey oaks from Bursa to the Bosporus, gain much from the background
contrast of intense green grass and purple carth, as exciting as they were
unexpected. Look long and deep at a “Cape Gooseberry” lantern of the
brightest variety in full sun: here in miniature, is the same feeling.

Just one aspect of a Swiss autumn; the one that affects me most. One could
talk of the almost audible sigh of relief breathed by every hotelier, as the last
summer guests depart. The turning-out of old gear as their hunting season
begins. The days spent quartering the mountain undergrowth with dogs that
resemble our hounds, and the marvelling at the hunter’s eye-sight which needs
no binoculars and the fund of local “lore” taken for granted. Though my
heart always turns over with misery, hunter though I have been, when I see
beautiful but pathetically dead deer or chamoix tied to the roof racks of cars,
with a sprig of pine branch in their lolling mouths. Then the slow nomadic
treks of sheep and cows returning to their winter stables while the first
flurries of snow seem to fold up the year.

But the memory of the colour remains most vivid and the smell of wood
smoke and the incense of burning vineyard refuse, with its vine-charcoal smell

of the finest, l.u'gcx[ Provencal barbecue ever made.

SOJOURN I[N SPAIN
By Tep CHAMIER
Last spring, having barely survived the previous winter we decided that the
English climate was more than we could bear, and that a migration to Portugal
or Spain was indicated. We would go by car and personally investigate all the
lovely places one read about in the Sunday Telegraph by Nigel Buxton; also
I cut out an article from Ski Notes and Queries about ski-ing in the Sierra
Nevada and salted it away for future reference. Then we bought a new Cortina
Automatic and WENT. To do this involved selling the house, and storing the
furniture, so by the time we were ready by the end of September, both were
totally exhausted and about round the bend. This is not the ideal condition
to start motoring all the way to Southern Europe, so we compromised with
motoring from (Ihcrbourg to Paris, and then took the (Ar—slccpcr to Biarritz,
a very comfortable way to begin. From there we went on to Lisbon, Cascais
we thought quite lovely—and then down to the Algarve hoping to find an
ideal spot for the coming winter. Intrigued, but not really completely sold, we
continued along to Seville and presently found ourselves in Gibraltar, and then
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up the Costa del Sol to Malaga, Nerja, and Almunecar some 65 miles north-east
of Malaga, where the gorgeous prospect of mountains running down to the
sea and edged with lovely beaches was just what one had in mind. So we
stopped at a hotel on a beach rightly named the Portomar and started house
hunting.

The people of Spain speak only Spanish—period. Mine had been confined
to two half-hours per week with the B.B.C., added to which my deafness
competed with my enthusiasm. However, I was determined. Our first home-
stead was charmingly Moorish in architecture. The water supply and heating (?)
arrangements were pure Heath R obinson, cooking utensils and stove practically
non ex., and in one week we gave up the unequal struggle, the husband having
succumbed to a sharp attack of gout (undiagnosed I imagined at least a
thrombosis) and we removed ourselves, or rather were assisted aw ay to
another and more salubrious “casa” at Punta de la Mona, a very lovely location
3 miles from Alumecar. This was, in sailing parlance, much better “found,”
and was perched on a hillside about 300 feet above the Bay of Herradura, with
heavenly views on three sides and a charming terraced garden and piazzo.
Otherwise notable for enormous double beds—one quite as large as the kitchen
which in Spanish houses seems to completely lack what we look upon as
necessities. This lasted happily for three months, when the owner, a German
lady of title, decided to return, so we moved again, not very far and the same
sort of position. The house was called “Hong-Kong,” the furnishings having
a strong Chinese flavour, but it was very attractive, the kitchen and stove a great
improvement and everything very new and clean, and a maid went with the
house. We hope to return there in October.

Meanwhile the article from S. N. & Q. paid dividends. I wrote to Marjorie
von Schlippenbach, the author of it who lives in Malaga, and who is married
to a pet of a German Baron who farms. She is English, has lived many years in
Spain and has written quite the best book on Andalusia, entitled “Malaga
Farm,” under her maiden name of Grice-Hutchison. She persuaded me, without
any great difficulty, to join the Eagle Ski Club Tour to the High Atlas in
February and I immediately sent back to England for my skis and impedimenta
that I had left ready packed for just such an emergency. Unpleasantness at
Gibraltar at that time was going full strength and although I received word
from the Shipping Company that my things had arrived in Gibraltar in
December, it seemed impossible to get them any further. A demand for my
birth certificate, and a copy of the lease of the house were among the very odd
things required in order to ship them further, so we got into the car and five
hours’ driving brought us to our objective. It took two hours to find the
warchouse which housed the skis, etc. but only 20 minutes to clear them
through the Spanish Customs—so no complaints. We diverted to Rhonsa on
the way home, a most lovely old Moorish city which I had long wanted to sce.
It is full of historical interest, built on the edge of a precipice hundreds of feet
down with a foaming torrent at the bottom, and steep mule-tracks leading up
to the old Gateways in the City walls. Toledo is another of these marvellous
old Moorish cities, where we stayed overnight on our return trip to England.

I like the life in Spain enormously, and find even the peculiar mealtimes
plcasing. Lunch at 2-30 or 3 p.m. gives you a nice Iong morning to go to
Market (no telephones, no deliveries) for the days’ food and get back in time
for swimming and sun-bathing. A maid is always available to clean and cook
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the lunch which is the main meal of the day—after 4 p.m. you are on your
own. Siesta from lunch till § p.m., tea, and dinner around 9 o’clock when it is
cool. The views of sea and mountain are lovely and I never seemed to have
time enough to paint all the lovely scenes I wished to.

I felt that T ought to see a bullfight—it is such a controversial subject, and
went with some English friends to one in Malaga, where the bullfights are
supposed to be very superior ones. The first ten minutes of each episode, when
things are more or less even between the matador and the bull, the whole thing
resembled a most fascinating ballet, and I was very interested and thrilled, but
when they went on to exhaust the bull by spearing him, and bleeding him with
darts by the picadors I thought it too sad and removed myself before the end of
the party, my sympathies being with the bull. If I had waited another twenty
minutes [ would have seen the bull charge the matador instead of the cloak, and
floor him. His picadors had some difficulty in rescuing him, and the bull
gored him.

I went to the Sierra Nevada for ski-ing one weekend with Marjorie Horne,
an old ski pal of mine from early days. She and her husband Geoffrey Horne,
who I used to ski with in Klosters, live in Alumunecar part of the year and farm
an estate. All reports said “powder snow,” and we started for Granada with
high hopes. Alas we arrived in a fochn—everything in the melting stage and
the hostels very primitive and rather dirty. It was not a success and we returned
home next day. I had hoped for a bit of practise before the High Atlas trip,
but the change from sea level to 10,000 feet all in one day was very difficult to
cope with apart from the bad snow conditions.

I went off in February to Morocco and met the Eagle Ski Club in Casa-
blanca en route for Oukemaiden—you can read all about it in the Eagle
magazine. It was a most interesting trip although Anno Domini prevented me
from doing the really interesting tough bits.

I like the Spanish country and village folk very much. I have not met the
aristocracy. The former are kind and friendly, naturally good mannered, and
will do anything to assist one, refusing any reward. Apart from keeping a sense
of humour if you're trying to get something done, you cannot help but
like them enormously. The truth is not in them very much, because they want
to say what will please you, and my Spanish teacher warned me that any
explanation beginning with “es que,” (it was like this) was bound to be a tall
story.

The sun of course is the greatest joy in Spain. Glorious weather all through
the autumn, sea bathing right up to Christmas and I started again the end of
March. The short period of “winter weather” produced high winds and
torrential rains with brilliant days in between. Incidentally all the houses leak, but
you get used to that. Rubber boots and good mackintoshes are very necessary,
but this was very fleeting and the early spring which floods the hills and valleys
with pale pink almond blossom and tender green grass is quite out-of-this-
world.

We look forward very much to our return in October.
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Morgan, Mrs. D, (formerly Wright), ’37.

Morgan, Mrs. R, ’36.

Muirhead, Mrs. R. (née I ngland), ’so.

Murphy, Mrs. M. (née Mackinnon), *26.

Murphy, Miss S., *60.

Murphy, Miss P., ’60.

Murray, Mrs. Douglas (née Wardrop-
Moore), ’49.

Murray, Mrs. P. J. A. R., ’63.

Neilson, Mrs. (née Watson), '35

Newall, Miss B., ’63.

Newall, Mrs. F. L. (née Redmayne-
_l(vn(‘\n ‘j’,‘.

Newton, Mrs. T. C. (née Thomas), ’23.

Nicoll, Mrs., ’60

Noel, Mrs. G. T | lamlyn (née Head), *60

Norman, Mrs. Colleen (for merly Eaton),
’30.

O’Halloran, Miss J 53,

Oppenheimer, Mrs. (née P. Walker), ’61

()'l{ulll}', Mrs., ’50.

O’Rorke, Miss C., '38.

Palmer, Miss B. L., ’s2.

Parr, Mrs. M. C. (née Frip), ’35.
Parsons, Mrs. A. W. (née A. Carr), ’s3.
Paxton, Miss P., ’50.

Pearcey, Mrs. J. (née E. Hewetson), ’39.
Pearl, Miss Susan Warren, ’63.
Pentreath, Mrs. (née Wilson), ’35.
Pierry, Mrs. N. C. (née Pritchard), ’57.
Pixley, Mrs. Marion (née Steedman), ’39.
Playfair, Mrs. (née Mavrogordato), ’27.
Procter, Miss S., ’61.

Raeburn, Lady, ’23.

Raeburn, Miss P. M., ’29.

Raeburn, Mrs. (née Pryor), ’s1.
Rankin, Mrs. Patrick (née Hester), "z,
Rawlence, Mrs. C. T. (formerly Carter),

)

39.

Raynsford, The Hon. Mrs., ’so.

Reichwald, Mrs., ’s52.

Reid, Mrs. J. C., ’64.

Rendle, Mrs. (née Kilroy), ’30.

Riddell, Mrs. (formerly Oddie), ’31.

Rivers, Bulkeley, Mrs. R. (formerly
Langford-Holt), 49.

Rodger, Mrs. J. M., ’s3.

Roe, Miss Isobel, ’38.

Rook, Mrs. (née J. Whitelaw), *s1.

Russell, The Hon. Mrs. A. Dy "53)

Salm, Miss E., *63.

Sanderson, Miss R.., ’62.

Sangster, Mrs. ’A. B "5

Saunders, Miss F., ’63.

Scott, Miss B., ’30.

Scott, Miss C. A., ’s2.

Scott, Miss P, E. A., ’52.

Scott-Brown, Miss J. M., ’56.

Segrave, Mrs. (née Grace), '37.

Shaw, Mrs., ’s4.

Shaw Stewart, Mrs. J. (née V. Mackin-
[u\]lbv '441

Shearing, Mrs. z‘('mrmcrly Murphy), ’38.

Sherer, Miss M. C., g

Shillingford, Mrs. J. (née D. Martin), ’s2

Sitwell-Stebbing, Mrs. P., ’62

Skotzin, Mrs. (née Palmer-Tomkinson),
33

Smith, Mrs. Kenneth (née Barry), ’33.

Smith, Miss Susan, ’63.

Smith, Mrs. B. N., ’63.

Snowden, Mrs. (née I’J(CISHH—“IU\\'H)‘
’53.

Somerville, Mrs., ’39.

Southall, Mrs. P. H., ’s6.

Spaull, Miss E. A., ’s4.

Spence, Mrs. H. R. (née Walter), ’31.

Spence, Miss M., ’61.

Sperling, Mrs. (née MacLeod), ’so.

Spring-Smyth, Miss P., '63.

Stafford, The Lady (née M. Campbell),
50.

Stanford, Mrs., ’53.

Stanham, Mrs. A. G. (née Blaxland), ’s1.

Stern, Miss J., ’63.

Staeger, Mrs. Werner (née Follett), ’61.

Stirling, Lady (née Wedderburn-Wilson),
34.

Stockwell, Mrs. Bunty (formerly Green-
land), ’28.

Storey, Miss M., 6.

Taylor, Mrs., ’s3.

Taylor, Miss T. A., ’48.

Templeton, Viscountess, ’29.

Thomas, Mrs. R.. A. S.; 50,

Tomkinson, Mrs. W. R.. (née Blane), ’29.

Tomkinson, Miss D., ’6o.

Topham, Miss P., ’31.

Travers, Miss G., ’63.

Trustram-Eve, The Hon. Mrs.  (née
Elliott), ’59.

Tulloch, Mrs. A. (née Walker), ’36.

Tulloch, Miss R, ’62.

T'urner, The Hon. Mrs. (née Schuster),
23.

Tyser, Mrs. A. (formerly Gunn), ’47.

Waley, Mrs., ’59.

Watson, Mrs., W., *s4.

Webb, The Hon. Mrs. Clarkson (née R.
Wakefield), ’so.

Webb, Mrs. J., ’63.

Welsh, Miss S., ’63.

Whalley, Mrs. S. (née Knight), ’s8.

Whittome, Miss V., ’65.

Williams, The Hon. Mrs. Moyra, ’47.

Willis, Mrs. B. (formerly Ringrose), ’s0.

Wood, Mrs. A. G. (née Appleyard), *39.

Worral, Miss E., 63.

Worthy, Mrs., ’s8.

Wyatt, Mrs., ’so.

Young, Mrs. James (formerly Bingham),
)
39.

Members are asked to notify the Hon. Secretary if there are any

mistakes in the Members’ List,

or of any changes of address.
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This Year WHY NOT TRY

MERIBEL

THE NEW RESORT 5,000 FEET UP
IN THE SAVOY ALPS

[

(",

Innumerable runs with level differences
of over 4,000 feet, many easy, others
for first-class skiers

[

|
[

N

ll

10 chair and ski-lifts - Ski school, 35 Teachers
Liaison with COURCHEVEL by
télécabine of “La Saulire”

I

There are also 2 télébennes and 4 téléski
on the East side going up to 9,000 feet

On the Saint-Martin de Belleville or West
side there are 1 télécabine and 2 téléskis
going up to 8,000 feet

Spring ski-ing and mountain touring

Save time by overnight train from PARIS to MOUTIERS

Bus connection to MERIBEL (12 miles from station)

S e PP SR s « ke all, Al sl LI
OFFICE DU TOURISME DE“LA
VALLEE DES ALLUES

Meribel - Les Allues - Savoie Altitude 1,600 m.

Telephone : 1 MERIBEL-LES ALLUES
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SPORTS
CONTINENTALE

THE W.I.

SKI-CENTRE WITH AR

EVERYTHING
EXCEPT SNOW!

Wherever the Snow is . . .

You’ll find everything you want for the ski-ing holiday of a lifetime at

Sports Continentale

Goggles, Bindings . .

Anoraks, Ski-Pants, Sweaters, Socks. Ski-Caps,
- and anything else you’ll need for a smarter.

happier, safer ski-ing holiday!

HIGH-STYLE
SKI-ING AT NEW
LOW COST !
Be smart—Ilook smart
hire yourself a top
quality complete ski-kit
from Sports Continen-
tale or buy a complete
budget-beating outfit!

APRES-SKI SPREE

See the superb range of

British and Continental
skiand apres-ski fashions
at Sports Continentale.
Choose from the world
famous White Stag col-
lection.

FAMOUS NAMES AT YOUR FEET !

Ski confidently in HUMANIC Ski Boots! Ski safely
with TYROLIA Bindings! Ski smoothly on KNEISSL
skis! Or choose from other world-famous names at
Sports Continentale! Boots: Competition, Pfronten,
and Super Chamonix. WHITE STAG SKI SWEAT-
ERS. Skis: Kistle, Blizzard and Fischer.

W.1. SKI-SCHOOL

Austrian Instructors take you through a specialist-
planned six lesson course. And it costs only 30/-. Enrol
to-day—and get even more fun from your ski-ing
holiday! (Afternoon and Evening courses.)

Group Organisers: contact Mr. C. Prior for details of
special rates !

| See the latest ideas in ski and apres-ski wear at the London Show- |
room. Or use the famous Personal Mail Order Service. Post this |
coupon NOW for the colourful Winter Sports Catalogue.
NAME
| ADDRESS |
ESS.
| SPORTS CONTINENTALE, 5/7. Tottenham Street, Tottenham
~ Court Road, London, W.1. Tel.: LANgham 6192 |
| Opposite Heals Furniture Store and adjacent Goodge St. Tube St.

When replying to Advertisers please mention the L.S.C. Bulletin
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Ski Anywhere But Stop First at Lillywhites . . .

There are superb ski resorts
around the world, but onlyone
Lillywhites with its inimitable
ski fashions including the
exclusive American collec-
tion by Ernst Engel, the very
latest equipment and the
expertise of top skiers.
Wherever your winter sports
holiday, stop first at
Lillywhites!

.,,ulwwwr&s

PICCADILLY CIRCUS

5
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SKI-WISE

NORWAY GIVES
YOU THE BEST
HOLIDAY!

Superb terrain and snow conditions,
uncrowded ski-runs and lifts, sunny sett'ed
weather. .. plus sate slopes and expert
instruction for beqmmers' No wonder ski- ing
is the national sport of Norway! Travel in
style from Newcastle to Os\o by the popular
passenger ships ‘Blenheim' and ‘Braemar’ —
then enjoy the ski-ing holiday of a lifetime!

70 DAYS FROM £21.19.0
14 DAYS FROM £26.18.0

FREE illustrated brochure from Fred. Olsen
appointed Agents throughout the country,
or direct from:

Fred QOlsen

NORWAY LINE

(W.S.13) 33-43 BURY STREET, LONDON E.C.3

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




The Station sends greetings to all members of the
Ladies Ski Club.

All Summer and Winter Sports.
The Villars-Bretaye Railway runs every 30 minutes
2 Telecabines 16 Ski-lifts
40 Km. of pistes, easy, medium and difficult.
Swiss Ski School with 40 instructors
Hotels de luxe and all categories
400 chalets to let.

All modern entertainments.

Villars Tourist Office. Tel. 3.22.02

TO THE SNOW with ERNA LOW
A Comprehensive Ski Service for Skiers hy Skiers

We offer the greatest variety of Ski Holidays, including Wedel Courses,
Ski Touring Groups, Family, Young People and Teenagers Ski Parties

Special features of our service:—

Easy, Quick and Economical travel by Day Ski Air
or Erna Low Ski Specials

Allotments at over 300 personally selected hotels in the best Austrian,

Swiss, French, Italian, Norwegian and Spanish centres

Erna Low Ski Representatives at 18 Resorts.

Ski Passes for unlimited use of Cable Cars and Ski Lifts, included in many

of our arrangements

Skiers Facility Cards (£1 5s. 0d.) which entitles the holder to 10 Dry Ski L’.
Classes in London and many other concessions

Free Ski Holidays for Organisers of Private Parties (15 members minimum)
or Ski Air off season concessions for smaller parties

Motorists Ski Packs

Write now for the Erna Low Ski Literature:
1. SKI GUIDE FOR ALL STANDARDS

2. SUGGESTIONS FOR ORGANISERS OF PRIVATE WINTER SPORTS
PARTIES.

SKI PARTIES FOR CHILDREN, TEENAGERS AND YOUNG PEOPLE.
SKI-ING FOR THE FAMILY.

47, (LC) Old Brompton Road, London S.W.7.
m 'Phone KEN 0911, 8881-6.
Member of A.B.T.A.

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

HOTEL L’ERMITAGE

MERIBEL-LES-ALLUES
SAVOIE, FRANCE
5,429 ft.

JOIN THE INCREASING NUMBER OF DISCRIMINATING
SKIERS WHO COME TO THIS THREE-STAR
HOTEL YEAR AFTER YEAR

Under the personal management of Mlle. Fontaine

(Bi-Lingual in English and French)

% FAMOUS FOR COMFORT AND CUISINE
% 50 YARDS FROM CENTRE OF THE VILLAGE
% THE NEAREST HOTEL TO THE SKI-LIFTS
% ROOMS WITH BATH

% BAR

% READING AND CARD ROOMS

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




SWITZERLAND

Gs BERNESE
OBERLAND

Situation:
The Winter Sports resort of Gstaad is situated at an altitude of
between 3,500 and 4,000 feet above sea level, between the most
famous ski-ing mountains, thus sheltered from the winds
Winter-Season:
From December to the end of May. Summer: May-October
Sunshine:
Daily average in winter, 7 hours
Swiss Ski School Gstaad:
Under the direction of Bruno Trojani and 15 first class teachers and
qualified mountain and touring guides. Special children classes.
Half-day Fr. 6.
6 Half-days Br.. 30;
12 Half-days Fr. 50.
Sports Events:
Montgomery Ski jumping
Giant Slalom, 22nd February.

Atalanta Cup
Lillywhites Cup »To be competed for by British girls
Novices Cup J at school in Switzerland.

Social Events:
During the whole winter season there are many gala-evenings, fancy-
dress balls, concerts and cabaret attractions in the different Hotels
and Bars.

Church Services:
Protestant, Catholic and English divine service.
Special reduced tickets valid on all the 25 ski-lifts of Gstaad and
surroundings:
1. Family ticket with coupons: 120 coupons  Frs. 20.
500 coupons Frs. 75.
2. Ticket with photograph of holder, valid for unlimited runs:
7 days Frs. 70.
10 days Frs. 95.
14 days Frs. 120.
I month Frs. 180.
Season  Frs. 350.
Save your Swiss francs by asking vouchers for the above mentioned tickets
from your Travel Agent or the Swiss Tourist Office, 458 Strand,
London, W.C.2.

Good comfortable hotels

Information:

TOURIST OFFICE GSTAAD - SWITZERLAND - OR TRAVEL AGENCIES
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