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THE ALPINE CLUB OrnTUARY: 
Nettleton, C. W. . . . . . . 
Bradley, M. G. (resigned 1939; re-elected 1953) . 
Wybergh, C. H. . . . . . . 
Murray, A. E. . . . . . . 
Porter, C. 1{. (resigned 195 r; re-elected 1953) . 
Ross, D. B. . . . . . . . 
Emmons, A. B. . . . . . . 
Noyce, C. W. F. (resigned 1952; re-elected 1955) 
Gugliermina, G. B. (Honorary Member) . . 
Trevelyan, G. M . (Honorary Member) . . 
English, H. B. . . . . . . 
Mills, E. J. E . . . . . . . 

HENRY BEVINGTON ENGLISH 

1905- r962 

Year~( 
• 

Election 
190I 
1904 
I9IO 
I917 
1927 
I930 
1934 
1939 
1953 
1956 
1957 
1957 

H. B. ENGLISH was born in Krugersdorp, South Africa, on February 19, 
r go 5, and died at his home in Rondebosch on April 22, I 962. He was 
educated at Highfield College, Essex, and joined the staff of Kodak, 
South Africa, in Durban in 1923. After serving the company at first 
in Cape Town, then as Manager in Bombay and later as assistant to the 
General Manager, Cairo, he was appointed Manager of the Johannes
burg Branch and, in 1949, Managing Director of Kodak (South Africa) 
(Pty) Limited. He subsequently became Chairman of Directors of the 
Company. He was a great lover of mountains and during the time he 
was in India he skied and climbed in Kashmir. He joined the Moun
tain Club of South Africa in I 93 6 and did much climbing in the 
Worcester (South Africa) District. He was Vice-President of the Club 
from 1954 to 1958, served on many committees and right up to the 
end was active on the sub-committee responsible for the production 
of the Journal of the M .C.S.A. 

English was equally active in the Ski Club of South Africa, which 
he joined in 1933, and was in the climbing party that first discovered 
the ski fields that are used today on Matroosberg. He was an office 
bearer of the Ski Club and, besides being President of that Club for a 
period, was also a life Vice-President. When he '¥as Vice-President 
of M.C.S.A. he was able to show Sir Edmund Hillary and George Lowe 
many of the local climbs during their visit to Cape Town. · 

One of his ambitions was to become a member of the Alpine Club 
and in 1957 he was proposed by General Sir Roger Wilson and 
seconded by me, and was duly elected on December 1oth. This gave 
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him much pleasure. Up till then, visits to the mountains of Switzerland 
had not been practicable for him and he was looking forward to 
satisfying that wish and in particular to visiting 7 4, South Audley Street 
and being present at one of our receptions, meetings and winter dinners 
as well as meeting some of his eo-members of the A.C. 

I first met English about fifteen years ago and quickly discovered his 
great love of mountains, and although 6,ooo miles away he became a 
great personal friend of mine. It has been my habit since the war to 
visit South Africa almost every year and always during my few days ' 
stay in Cape Town, before going further afield, we met. He showed 
me great kindness and not infrequently drove down to the harbour to 
meet me. It was a pleasure to be in his company. 

English was a man of outstanding ability but withal showed a kindly 
tolerance and helpfulness towards those of lesser stature. 

In accordance with his last wishes his ashes were buried near the top 
of the 7,ooo ft. Matroosberg that he loved so much. 

He is survived by his wife, two sons and a daughter. 

E. V. TowNSHEND. 

CHARLES SCOTT LINDSAY 

1888-1962 

ScoTT LINDSAY, who died on February 9, 1962, was a man of fervid 
enthusiasms, complete lack of tact and a deep love of the mountains. 
The two former traits made him a difficult companion, but he could be 
a staunch and "loyal friend. At the University of Freiburg in the Black 
Forest he came under the tutelage of Dr. Henry Hoek, then a young 
professor but already an outstanding mountaineer and skier. This 
association was to mould his whole climbing life, for while he did some 
summer climbing, his greatest happiness was found on skis in the 
mountains, where he was one of the pioneers, and throughout his life 
delighted to encourage and help the young to share his pleasure. 

Arriving in Zermatt in March, I 908, he found the village in peaceful 
hibernation, but contrived to spend a month in exploring the glaciers 
on ski, and in the first winter ascent of the Adler Pass became the first 
Englishman to take ski to 12,ooo ft. 

As a young man he was faced with a decision which was to have a 
profound effect on the history of British ski-mountaineering, for he was 
in Wales in 1909 with Arnold Lunn when the latter was seriously 
injured in a rock fall. The surgeon who was attending him stated that, 
owing to the risk of gangrene, he must amputate the leg at once unless 
he were asked not to do so by a third party who would be responsible to 
the family. Lindsay decided that the risk should be taken. 
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He was the first member to be elected to the newly formed Alpine Ski 
Club, and served as its Secretary in 1909- 10, and again in 1914- 15, and 
as President in 1953. He was elected to the A.C. in 1928. Although 
he had not kept up many close contacts in the Club, he derived great 
pleasure from his membership and, in failing health, made what was to 
be his last excursion from home to attend the Reception last December. 

c. B. c. HANDLEY. 

ERNEST JAMES EDWARD MILLS 

1926- 1962 

MAJOR Jimmy Mills and I spent a wet week-end at Helyg during May 
of last year discussing possible Himalayan plans. He had just returned 
from the Staff College at Quetta and while there had trained three 
young Pakistan Army Officers in the skills of mountaineering. Another 
Pakistani, whom I had introduced to the mountains when last out there 
in 1959, had since reached the summit of Masherbrum with an American 
expedition. Here was the basis of a strong Pakistani element for a 
joint expedition. From this and from Mills's driving enthusiasm was 
born the Pakistan- British Karakoram Expedition, I 962. The expedi
tion was to explore Khinyang Chhish, 2 5, 762 ft., and Pumarikish, 
24,457 ft., with the object of making an attempt on one of these un
explored mountains. 

Mills was killed this summer with Captain Dick Jones (not a member 
of the Alpine Club but well-known there), when climbing a snow ridge 
at about 2o,ooo ft. on the south-east side of Khinyang Chhish. The 
major obstacles on the route had already been overcome and the way 
to the summit seemed clear, when the snow on which they were moving, 
which had already been crossed twice that day, avalanched. Other 
members of the party tell of the care with which the route had been 
prepared by Mills and of the fixed ropes secured over the difficult 
pitches before the porters or the less experienced members of the party 
were allowed to move over them. It is ironical that this meticulously 
careful mountaineer should have been killed when the route appeared 
to have become a snow plod to the summit. 

Mills died in his prime, both as a soldier and a mountaineer. He 
undoubtedly had a distinguished military career ahead of him and his 
ambitions for further exploration and mountaineering included a major 
expedition to the Antarctic for which his plans were already well 
advanced. 

He had a varied and interesting career as a mountaineer and had 
always seized any opportunity of undertaking enterprising projects 
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whenever his military duties, in various parts of the \iVOrld, made this 
possible. 

He had climbed from 1945 in North Wales and Scotland and in 1950 
was Assistant Leader to the British Schools Exploration Society Expedi
tion to North Norway. In 1951- 2, when stationed in vVest Africa, he 
had found numerous rocks to climb there and in 1953 he climbed in 
the Sinai Desert. In 1954 he organised and led the Parachute Brigade 
Ruwenzori Expedition. Among their climbs was Margherita by the 
North-east ridge which was believed to be the second ascent of this 
route. In 1955 he organised and led another expedition for the 
Parachute Brigade in which he was then serving, this time to Alaska. 
It is clear from his book Airborne to the M ountaz'ns that he had more 
than his fair share of problems and frustration to overcome before this 
expedition eventually reached the mountains, but he faced these in his 
usual imperturbable and patient manner and got his own way in the end. 
There followed seasons in the Alps before he had his introduction to the 
Karakoram in 1958, as a member of the Joint Service party which 
climbed Rakaposhi. In 1959 he led the Army Mountaineering 
Association Alpine Meet and was organising Secretary of the Services 
Expedition which climbed Annapurna II. 

He went to the Staff College in Quetta in early 1960. His plans for 
an attempt on Dobani, 2o,ooo ft., that summer had to be abandoned 
by him because of illness but the Pakistanis whom he had trained in 
Quetta pressed on with the plan, but were turned back by steep ice at 
about 17 ,ooo ft. By October he was fit again and made a brief visit 
to the little-visited mountains of Swat Kohistan. He returned there 
at the end of the year, with his Pakistan proteges, for some fine winter 
climbing. The main object of this expedition was to give his Pakistani 
friends experience of greater mountaineering. He has written of the 
first major summit they reached, of their ( ... looking at the face of the 
unknown ; caught up in the exciting mystery of the mountain world. 
And they would go on. That was all the success I asked from the 
expedition.' 

They did go on and two years later one of them was close behind 
him on the ridge of Khinyang Chhish when he fell to his death. I know 
that it would be his wish that they should climb the mountain one day 
and this would be the greatest tribute they could pay to a fine friend 
and mountaineer. 

It is some small consolation to hear from friends in Gilgit that they 
considered this to be the best equipped and best organised of the many 
expeditions that have passed through that place. This was due entirely 
to meticulous planning and preparation by Mills and is typical of the 
care with which he always undertook his varied adventurous projects. 

His death at such an early age will be a great loss to the Army and 

• 
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to the world of mountaineering and exploration and he will be sadly 
missed by his many friends both in this country and in Pakistan. 

To his wife J eanne and their young daughter we extend our heartfelt 
sympathy. 

• H. R. A. STREATHER . 

HENRY EDWARD NEWTON 

CANON H. E. NEWTON,1 who died on January I9, 196I, was educated · 
at Haileybury and Emmanuel College, Cambridge. He was ordained 
from Cuddesdon in I 897, and after serving as curate at Clapham for 
four years went out to New Zealand, where he was vicar of Ross, 
South W estland, till I 907. His parish was two hundred miles long and 
twenty to thirty miles wide. Roads were primitive and his only means 
of visiting his parishioners was on horseback. It was work for which 
his adventurous temperament fitted him ideally. He was already an 
enthusiastic mountaineer, having had five seasons in the Alps, including 
two at Arolla (r9oo-I9oi), where he was taken in hand by Waiter 
Larden and achieved most of the favourite peaks guideless. On the 
West Coast of New Zealand he found an unlimited field for his bound
less energy. At that time the side valleys leading to the great glaciers 
falling from the Main Divide had been explored and mapped by 
C. E. Douglas and A. P. Harper, but almost no alpine work had been 
attempted, the chief interest of the local inhabitants being the search 
for gold. He was lucky, however, to find a kindred spirit in Dr. 
Teichelmann, another recent arrival from England, whose medical 
practice was co-extensive with Newton's parish. Together in I9o2 
they made the first crossing of Graham's Saddle from Waiho to the 
Hermitage, returning to the coast by crossing the virgin Baker's Saddle 
into the Copland valley. In I9o3 with the youthful Peter Graham to 
help with the heavy swags, they made the first exploration of the 
mighty Fox glacier, reaching Pioneer Pass and Engineer Col. In I 904 
Newton with Peter's brother, Alex, again reached Engineer Col with 
designs on the North-east ridge of Tasman, which he rightly judged 
to be easier than the Silberhorn ridge of the first ascent, though the 
weather never allowed him to prove it. In 1905 with Teichelmann 
and Alex Graham he explored the La Perouse glacier, and from it made 
the first crossing of Harper's Saddle to the Hermitage. Here they 
were joined by R. S. Low, Peter Graham and Jack Clark, and proceeded 

1 We regret that, by an oversight, this notice has not appeared earlier.
EnrTon. 
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to make the third ascent of Mt. Cook, up and down by Zurbriggen's 
ridge. In I 906 the party again visited the La Perouse valley and made 
the first ascents of La Perouse and David's Dome. In I907, returning 
to the Fox, they achieved three more mighty peaks, Douglas Peak, 
Glacier Peak and Torres. Later Newton, with Alex Graham alone, 
added Lendenfeld and Haast, Bristol Top and Conway to his list of 
first ascents. 

Such in brief is the tale of Newton's achievement in the Southern 
Alps. To appreciate its true value, account must be taken of the condi
tions he had to face short holidays, incessant west-coast rains, virgin 
bush, impassable gorges, primitive equipment, no guides, no huts, no 
amenities. His successes were the reward of iron determination allied 
to strength and skill above average. In the words of the Jubilee 
Number of the N.Z.A.J.: 'Canon Newton was the driving force of a 
team whose achievements speak volumes for his knowledge of moun
taineering principles.' Nor will it be forgotten that it was he who 
found and started on their brilliant careers those two great guides, 
Peter and Alex Graham . 

Returning to England in I907, he served as curate at St. Andrew's, 
Hillingdon, and later as Chaplain at Cuddesdon. In I 9 I 3 he was ap
pointed Vicar of Helmsley, where he remained till I932. He ended 
his clerical career as Vicar of Millington (I937- I946). From I923 to 
I 946 he held office as a Canon of York. 

During all these years he retained his love for the mountains. After 
a fruitful season in the Oberland in I907, he was elected a member of 
the Alpine Club in Igo8, proposed by Malcolm Hepburn and seconded 
by J. Davidson. No record seems to be available of his subsequent 
climbing, but his taste in mountains was catholic and his frequent 
visits to the Alps covered many districts, his usual companions being 
R. E. Osborne and B. J. K. O'Malley. In Britain, Skye was a special 
favourite, to which he returned again and again. In I935 he revisited 
New Zealand, where he had a great reception from his old friends on 
the West Coast, and notably from the Graham brothers, who were then 
running the W aiho Hotel. While there he had the great pleasure of 
joining Alex Graham and the Misses Scott and Roberts in a camp up 
the remote Arawata valley, every detail of which was flown in by air, 
in extraordinary contrast to his camps of thirty years ago. Here he 
had the satisfaction of adding another virgin peak, Mt. Eros, to his 
record. In I936 Mr. and Mrs. Peter Graham came over to England, 
and the reunion was celebrated by a visit to the Alps, in the course of 
which they crossed the Col du Geant from Courmayeur to Chamonix. 

For the ALPINE JouRNAL he wrote an admirable article, 'Two 
seasons on the West Coast of New Zealand' (vol. 29, p. I), and further 
reminiscences of his N .z. experiences, 'A Beginner in the Bush' (vol. 
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54, p. 218). He also contributed occasional notes on out of the way 
spots in the Alps and obituaries of his old climbing companions, 
R. E. Osborne, Dr. Teichelmann, R. S. Low and Alex Graham. 

Throughout his life he was a man of dynamic energy and enthusiasm. 
Everything he did he did with all his might. In his old age, when 
mountains were beyond him, he would take his holidays in Brittany 
by car or bicycle, and spend his time studying and photographing the 
various Calvaries, in which he was greatly interested. Both in England 
and New Zealand his lovable nature won him the affection of many 
friends of all ages, and he was never happier than when entertaining 
them in his home at Harrogate. 

H. E. L. PORTER. 

- -----------------

CUTHBERT WILFRID FRANK NOYCE 

1917- 1962 

WrLFRID NoYCE was forty-four when he lost his life on July 24 this 
year, when descending with Robin Smith from the summit of Garmo 
Peak in the Pamirs. He was a person of very unusual gifts, and these 
showed themselves early on. He became Head of the School at 
Charterhouse, went up to King's College, Cambridge, with an open 
scholarship in 1936, and by 1940 had added a First in Modern 
Languages to a First in Part I of the Classical Tripos. During the war 
he learned Japanese and became a Captain in the Intelligence Corps. 
He was in India from 1942 to 1945, at first doing Intelligence work, 
later as Chief Instructor of the R.A. F. Aircrew Mountain Centre in 
Kashmir. When the war ended he taught languages for four years at 
Malvern. He married in 1950, and went as a master to Charterhouse, 
where he was for ten years. In the summer of 1960 he gave up 
teaching in order to devote all his time to writing, of which he had 
already done much. This was a bold step ; but beyond all doubt his 
real fulfilment, whatever his influence as a schoolmaster, lay outside a 
teaching career as a writer and a poet, and, of course, as a mountaineer . 

I only came to know Wilfrid N oyce at all well some years after the 
war when, in 1949, we had a short season together in the Graians. 
We were both starting again in the Alps, he after a fall on Gable a 
year or two before, I after the accident to N ully Kretschmer and John 
J enkins in I 94 7. Peter Harding joined us, unfortunately only for the 
first few days because of a bad heel. I remember writing beforehand 
to Wilfrid to make sure that he really only wanted to do easy routes. 
His answer was reassuring, and in fact the expeditions we made were 
very ordinary ones, though one or two involved long days. It was an 
ideally chosen district: few huts, no guidebook, only a borrowed map 
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and a postcard of instructions from A. C. Pigou, to which we owed a 
memorable day of steamy heat traversing the Bee d'Invergnan and the · 
Grande Rousse from a camp by a torrent in the pine-woods of the 
V al Grisanche. Even on this holiday, I discovered in quite trivial ways 
how different Wilfrid's standards were from my own. There was a 
little stretch of dry glacier which had to be crossed to reach a bivouac 
hut; the ice was perfectly easy, except that it was just steepening to 
spill over a big cliff a few yards below. Wilfrid walked across it 
without taking his axe from under his arm, then had to wait while I 
put on crampons. On a traverse of the Grivola, he drifted on ahead 
up the South face and only came back from the top when I shouted up 
to him asking to tie on. This was quite a long day, fifteen or sixteen 
hours, but next morning he made us walk most of the twenty-five odd 
miles from Val Savaranche round to Cogne and, a poignant memory, 
took it for granted when we got back to the tent that, as this had not 
been a climbing day, only one egg would be enough for the evening meal. 

This season in the Graians, although it was thirteen years ago, came 
a little more than half way through Noyce's mountaineering career. 
In a sense it was not typical: most of his ten or twelve seasons in the 
Alps showed a record of far more ambitious climbs. His guided 
ascents of I937 and I938 (I think the only years when, through the 
generosity of Pigou, he climbed with guides) were made at a time when 
few British mountaineers were doing major routes in the Alps. They 
were especially remarkable for their speed though, as he confessed, 
it was mainly 'an Englishman's self-esteem' which prevented him 
protesting against the pace which Armand Charlet set. He and 
Char let traversed the V erte from the Charpoua glacier over the Aiguille 
sans Nom and were down at the Couvercle by I I. I o a.m. They did 
the Grepon by the Mer de Glace face in just under J! hours, and Mont 
Blanc by the Old Brenva in 3 i hours, having started from the Col de la 
Fourche at I I .30 a. m. because of poor weather. With Hans Brantschen, 
Noyce traversed the Dent d'Herens from the Schonbuhl hut by the 
East ridge, and was back in Zermatt by 3 p.m. He did several other 
fine climbs in these guided seasons, including the North-east ridge of 
the J ungfrau and the North face of the W etterhorn. Yet his standard 
of performance was quite as remarkable over twenty years later when, 
in his last Alpine season ( I959), with Sadler and Mortlock as his com
panions, he made guideless ascents of the North face of the Dent 
d'Herens (Welzenbach route), the Furggen ridge of the Matterhorn, 
direct, the North-east face of the Lyskamm and the North-east face of 
the Signalkuppe on Monte Rosa at least two of these being first 
British ascents. Subsequently he gave a talk to the Club, 'N ordwands 
for the Ageing', 1 which many members will remember both as an 

1 A.J. 65, PP· 27- 36. 
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expression of his utterly unvainglorious mountain philosophy and 
because, as does not appear from the printed text, his slides, made up 
from climbs done in earlier seasons, seemed to range over half the 
great ridges and faces of the Alps. Mont Blanc, incidentally, did 
not figure very largely among them, because weather always cheated 
him of the biggest routes on the Italian side; but it was a mountain 
to which he kept returning and which, even with these frustrations, he 
had climbed by five of the ways between the Col de Miage and the 
Col de la F ourche, including the Sentinelle Rouge. 

Wilfrid Noyce had a natural sense of balance which allowed him to 
move easily, and often unroped, on places where other men might 
struggle. Climbing with Menlove Edwards some years before the 
war, he had a serious accident when a turf ledge came away on Scafell 
East Buttress; the completeness of his recovery from this was miraculous. 
He was one of the best British rock climbers of the pre-war period, and 
twenty-five years later was still leading routes of good V.S. standard 
with little apparent effort. He also seemed almost unaffected by 
tiredness or hunger, and few people can ever have seen him really tired. 
On the last day but one of an Alpine season, I think I 954, he and John 
Hunt were caught in a fierce electric storm and heavy snow three
quarters of the way up the frontier ridge of Mont Maudit. The 
retreat down the ridge must have been a nightmare for some hours, as 
two of us who were on the ordinary route on the Midi could judge; yet 
when we met up in the late afternoon and were walking down, it was 
Wilfrid who suggested that we should stay on at the Montenvers so as 
to snatch a quick traverse of the Petits Charmoz and the Aiguille de 1 'M 
next day before we left for home. In the Himalaya his stamina was 
formidable. He clitnbed Pauhunri ( 2 3, 3 8 5 ft.) in just over a fortnight 
from Darjeeling; himself led every step of the serious climbing on 
Machapuchare; climbed Trivor (25,370 ft.) in a day of near~y fourteen 
hours from the top camp with a sick companion. It is not surprising 
that The Ascent of Everest describes him as 'relatively fresh' on his 
return to Camp VII with Annullu from the South Col, or that he went a 
second time to the Col with a load and, for the last I ,500 ft., without 
oxygen. 

It is right to tnention the physical qualities which, with the determina
tion that went with them, would by themselves have made him an 
exceptional climber; but nothing could be more misleading than to 
give an impression that toughness appealed to him for its own sake. 
It was not in his nature or in his mountain approach consciously to 
perform exploits. He was reticent about his climbs, and when he 
wrote or lectured about them he never brought out, even by implication 
or deliberate understatement, how remarkable his own share in them 
often was. It was a personal relationship with the hills that concerned 
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him his own, and other people's. This is most noticeable in all his 
mountain writing, especially perhaps Mountaz'ns and Men (his first book) 
and South Col: and the relationship would have been a false one had 
any element of the competitive entered into it. 

Like Geoffrey Young, he saw mountains as a poet sees them, as is 
vividly revealed by passages even of his prose. Often he liked to be 
alone, 'for then', he wrote, 'the imagined shapes of the hills seem to 
speak'. Yet on such occasions he was seldom just passively contem
plative. After a full day he would set out from Pen-y-Gwryd again 
at 10 p.m. to sleep on the top of Snowdon; twice, on recent Easter 
holidays, he walked by himself over the 3 ,ooo ft. tops of Wales; and 
during a fortnight in 1961 in the High Atlas, when his companion's 
illness left him on his own, he not only had no rest day but more often 
than not crowded two days' climbing and ridge-wandering into one. 
Members of the Climbers' Club will remember a wartime entry in the 
Helyg hut book, recording about 4,5oo ft. of solo rock climbing, much 
of it Severe or harder, as well as a considerable walk.2 I doubt whether 
on days like this he was in any sense driving himself. More than 
most of us he knew 'the shouting surge of the spirit which comes in 
the moment of attack on storm slopes of ice or rock', but for him this 
day in the Ogwen valley or the packed days of the Atlas holiday were 
simply days lived to the full, as men should live them when they absorb 
themselves in the hills. 

Nor do I want to suggest that he was essentially a solitary person. 
,.fhis would be very far from the truth. Nobody had more friends, or 
enjoyed friendships more, although his quiet, almost hesitant, manner 
made him a difficult person to know well. 'The mountain itself and 
action upon it, companionship and an indefinable sense of greatness': 
these were the things that he put forward in an attempt to probe his own 

2 The entry reads: 
'May 7th, 1942. TRYFAN . 

Up Grooved Arete lower part to Terrace Wall. Sunny. 
Up Old Long Chimney do\vn T errace Wall Variant. 
Up New Long Chimney down Old Long Chimney. 
Up Belle Vue Bastion. 

• 

Down T errace Wall Variant, over Bristly Ridge and Glyders. Down 
D evil's l{itchen. Up Hanging Garden Gully. 

lDWAL SLABS. 

Up Central Rib and up Cinderella. Down Holly Tree Wall and up 
Cinderella's TV\·in and dovvn Lazarus. Do\vn Tennis Shoe. 

EAST WALL. 

Girdle Traverse and down Grooved Wall. 
Up Ash Tree Wall, down by T ennis Shoe. 
H eather Weakness, etc. 
Up Rake End Chimney. 
Up Heather Wall but defeated on last pitch so down H~ather Weakness, 

C.W.F.N.' 
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motives for climbing. He himself was a superb companion in a tent 
or on a rope: considerate, unassertive, completely tolerant, never 
disturbed. In the most expert party, without wishing to be so he 
might find himself the real leader. One noteworthy recognition of 
this was his election, in the last year of his life, as President of the 
Alpine Climbing Group. 

N oyce had scholarly and literary tastes but, much more than that, 
it was probably as necessary to him to write as it was to climb. 'I 
needed to grind into words something of the emotion which was 
holding me,' he wrote of Everest. Most of his published writing, 
though not the greater part of his poetry, was concerned either with 
mountains or with the motives for active adventure, and to the public 
he was best known as a mountain author. But he would have wanted 
to write if he had not been a mountaineer at all, and it is sad that his 
death has cut short the wider literary career which, with his retirement 
from teaching, was only just beginning. It is in fact possible to think 
of his literary career so far as a period of apprenticeship. His earlier 
books, along with so much that is good in them, show unevennesses, 
conscious experiment and the signs of a still maturing technique; and 
they were, of course, written in spare moments snatched from a busy 
school life. But his best writing is memorable, notably South Col 
(though perhaps The Springs of Adventure gave him as much satis
faction). In their different ways, these two books leave no doubt at 
all of what he had it in him to do. It is worth remembering, incident
ally, that although spare time was so important to him for his writing he 
gave a good deal of what he had to the thankless work of editing 
climbing guidebooks; between I 94 7 and I g6o he saw a long succession 
of Climbers' Club guides through the press, and only this summer had 
produced, as General Editor, the first of the Alpine guidebooks in 
which the Club and the Alpine Climbing Group are collaborating. 

Many people who knew Wilfrid must have felt that there was a 
special quality in him, a humanity of both intellect and character, which 
pervaded everything he did. As a climber, he was of a different order 
from most of us, but it was not this, ultimately, which singled him out. 
People who climbed with him will remember his technical mastery and 

. the climbs which they would not have done without him to lead them; 
they will remember him balanced in a step, or disappearing round an 
edge of red rock. But they will remember also evenings spent with him 
in a tent, talking; the walk over the tops on which he always insisted 
after a. Welsh rock climb; and, perhaps most vividly, days of tiredness 
when he went on ahead to look for the hut or when in mist and snow 
the party plodded down the glacier, leaving it to Wilf to find the way. 

A. D. M. Cox. 

\ 
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SIR JoHN HuNT writes:-

WILFRID NoYCE was a close friend of mine for over twenty years. 
Particulars from his life have been adequately told elsewhere and it is 
as a friend, not as a biographer, that I prefer to write of him. 

I already knevv of him by repute from his great climbs and from two 
remarkable accidents before the last war, through mutual climbing 
friends. But our first meeting was in quite a different setting: a 
hutted camp in Norfolk, when he joined rst Battalion, The Rangers 
(roth K.R.R.C.) in early February, 1942: he as a newly-fledged 
znd Lieutenant, I as Second-in-Command of the unit. The bond of 
climbing drew us together in that bleak environment this and the 
fact that we had both survived serious accidents in the previous two years. 

Despite his neat new uniform, it was obvious that Wilfrid was not a 
warlike person; moreover, he was the reverse of ostentatious authority. 
I do not think he enjoyed commanding a platoon in the motorised 
battalion of an armoured brigade. But I soon appreciated his tolerance 
of, and adaptability to, new situations, even those as unfamiliar and 
uncongenial to him as this one; he could see the need for it and was 
willing to play his part despite a distaste for the precision and discipline 
of military life even despite an almost complete lack of 'know-how' 
about matters mechanical. 

But he was soon to find an outlet for his tastes and talents and apply 
them to the exigencies of training for war. How we enjoyed ourselves 
when, a few weeks later, I obtained the Brigade Commander's approval 
to run a Course in North Wales for a group of all ranks from trooper to 
major and mis-named it a 'Toughening Course'! To our surprise, 
everyone else enjoyed it too and this was due, in no small degree, to the 
informality of Wilfrid and the other climber-instructors. In this role 
the diffident, seemingly dreamy young officer, who was wont quietly to 
drift off on his own after a long day's training, in search of some new 
line up a cliff, was seen in a different light: a man content to commune 
with himself and with nature, whose approach to mountains revealed a 
new meaning to the title of our Course. 

Our ways parted during the rest of the war, though we kept in touch. 
Wilfrid, already an accomplished linguist, studied Japanese and was 
sent to Delhi in an Intelligence post. From there he was later to find 
an outlet to the mountains once more, as an instructor successively in 
Kashmir and in Sikkim at R.A.F. Aircrew Rehabilitation Centres. 
From friends who shared this work with him and from Wilfrid himself, 
I learned how much he enjoyed giving a taste of his preferred form of 
adventure to men in need of change from a very different kind of risk. 
His gift for teaching, whether to soldiers or schoolboys, was always 
best in this medium; he was a person whose message was imparted 
rather by sight and sense than through the spoken word. 
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Of his skill as a mountaineer, his magnificent record is adequate 
tribute. But I count myself fortunate to have seen so much of it at 
first hand; often on difficult climbs together. His sense of balance, 
sureness of foot and rhythm of movement on steep ground were a 
wonder to behold. Memories come flooding in: of a day on Pillar 
Rock when we met again soon after the war, over Easter in 1946 he 
was just back from climbing Pauhunri and I from the crags of Olympus. 
l-Ie led Harry Tilly and myself up the' Very Severe' Savage Gully, down 
over the famous Nose and the North Climb, then again up the exhilara
ting North-west route; all in quick succession with effortless ease and, 
apparently, with a wide margin of safety. 

Yet only two days later he was lucky to survive when he was blown 
from his holds and fell, breaking a leg, while climbing the Shark's 
Fin on Tophet Bastion, Great Gable, in a gale. From an earlier fall 
in Wales when I had held him on the rope and later, in the Alps, I 
sometimes wondered whether this margin was not a narrower one for 
him than he, with his superb technique, believed it to be. 

Wilfrid's part on Everest has never been adequately told. When all 
combined so splendidly to produce the final triumph, it has always 
seemed to me invidious to single out individuals. Yet it is right now 
to recall my view of him, a tiny speck of blue anorak, breasting the 
ridge above the South Col at over z6,ooo ft., followed by the sturdy 
Annullu. For us all at Advanced Base in the West Cwm, this was the 
break-through to the final citadel of the mountain, which we had 
begun to question our power to reach. For me who knew him so well, 
it was no surprise; I had chosen him to give this lead. 

A few days later, knovving his phenomenal stamina and resources of 
will, I asked him to climb a second time up the Lhotse face, so as to be 
in support of the second assault. We met at Camp VII, I on my 
way down with Evans, Bourdillon and Ang Temba, he on his way up 
with Ward. I do not know how we, in our extreme exhaustion, would 
have fared that night but for N oyce's ministrations. 

Two days later he went on to the Col with one Sherpa, shouldering 
part of the burdens of two others who turned back after starting out 
from Camp VII. 

Without doubt he could have reached the summit and I know, from 
a quiet uncomplaining word to me at Base Camp on May 8th, after I 
had explained the plan for the assault, that he felt this, too. It was 
some comfort to us both that we were to have made a third attempt 
together, if such had been needed. 

In three successive Alpine seasons, 1954- 6, with Michael Ward and 
David Cox, we made a number of fine climbs. Of these, I remember 
with most pleasure our failures and successes on Mont Blanc. The 
failures due to bad weather on the Innominata, Peuterey and Frontier 
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ridges are no less good memories now, than the four glorious days of a 
double traverse of the mountain; from Les Contamines to Courmayeur 
over the Aiguille de Bionnassay, Aiguille du Gout er, Mont Blanc and 
Mont Maudit; then back from Italy to France up to the Brenva face, 
diverted by the weather from the Route Major but not deterred. We 
climbed by the Sentinelle Rouge to the top, and down past the Grands 
Mulets. My diary records such phrases as ' ... Wilf led magnifi
cently ... ', ' ... Wilf, indefatigable, walked on down to Chamonix ... ' 
(the rest of us, of course, used the teleferique !). 

His later climbs on bigger mountains, such as Machapuchare and 
Trivor and, no less remarkable, on the harder Welsh routes with Don 
Whillans and other leading cragsmen, bear witness to his continuing 
stamina and skill as he passed the 40-year mark. In the Alps, the direct 
ascent of the Furggen ridge on the Matterhorn in 1959, in which he 
took part with Colin Mortlock, was an outstanding feat. 

But testimony to Wilfrid Noyce simply as a great mountaineer would 
present a quite incomplete impression of the man. His scholastic 
attainments and literary gifts are recorded elsewhere and add. to the 
picture. But as with others, his true worth was in himself, as a person. 
His deeds helped to form his personality as he fulfilled them and he 
stands out from this background of achievement : a quiet man, yet 
someone of whom no one could fail to be aware: a man ever seeking 
the truth, yet accepting the mystery of the infinite: a man at peace with 
other men and with the world around him, who made others in his 
company feel at their ease. I never heard him say a word unkindly 
about anyone, though he always spoke honestly. 

This quality of kindness and his constant thoughtfulness for others 
made him greatly loved, without his seeking affection or popularity. 

In the last few weeks of his life he was still winning new friends in our 
strangely different company. This is, when all is said and done, why 
we went to climb in the Pamirs and it provides a sufficient reason for 
all that men and women strive to do. 

CHARLES ROBERTSON PORTER 

DR. C. R. PORTER, who died on May zo, in his eighty-sixth year, did 
most of his climbing relatively late in life, for, except for a single 
season round Arolla in 1913, all his alpine climbs were made in 1925 
and succeeding years. 
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He was educated at Charter house and The London Hospital, qualify
ing in r 900. All his life he was a very keen traveller and, before he 
settled down to a medical practice at Berkhamsted, he went on a trip to 
China and Japan as a ship's doctor. 

In the first War, he served from 1914 to 1918 in the R.A.M.C., being 
in France from September, 1914, and, later, in East Africa. 

He had climbed quite a lot in the Lake District and in Wales and was 
in the Alps in 1925, 1926 and 1927, being elected to the Alpine Club in 
the latter year. About this time he got to know Frank Smythe well. 

Following illness due to overwork, he went round the world in 
1929- 30, and retired from practice finally in 1932. A versatile man, 
he was an ardent fencer and a member of the London Fencing Club in 
the thirties; later in life, he took up painting. But foreign travel was his 
greatest interest of all; he and Mrs. Porter went abroad nearly every 
winter and their travels included the West In dies; by land to India; 
North Africa; Argentina and Chile, crossing the Andes; and across 
Africa, up the River Congo and on to Mombasa, and then to Mada
gascar. He read a paper on his Madagascan trip to the R.G.S.l and 
exhibited there his paintings of the island, in 1939. 

At the outbreak of the second War he worked for a while in the G.P.O. 
in London, and on moving to his final home at Bridport, Dorset, he 
helped the local doctors throughout the war. To his widow, to whom 
we are indebted for details of their travels, we express our sympathy 
in her loss. 

T. s. BLAKENEY • 

• 

DONALD BRACKENBURY ROSS 

r882- r962 

THE late Brigadier Ross, father of another member of the A. C., expressly 
desired that obituary notices of him should not be written, and, after 
consultation with his family, it is agreed that only the barest mention of 
his death (in March last) should be made. The Alpine Club (to which 
he was elected in 1930) can be grateful to his memory, nonetheless; it 
must be rare for anyone who has done virtually no serious climbing for 
more than sixty years, to retain undiminished his interest in mountain
eering and in the Club's activities. 

T. s. BLAKENEY. 

1 G.J., XCV, p. 191. 
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HUGH RUTTLEDGE 

I884- I96I 

I REME:viBER my first meeting with Hugh Ruttledge, in the autumn of 
I 93 2, when as newly appointed leader he made it his business to inter
view with typical thoroughness all those whom he thought worth 
considering for inclusion in the I933 Everest party. He was more than 
twenty years older than I was, and yet no one could have been 
kind er, more friendly and interested, or better at putting an anxious 
and desperately keen young climber at his ease. But it was his 
modesty that impressed me most. There he was, chosen to take this 
expedition, after long frustrating years, towards a goal for which so 
many of us had been trying to prepare ourselves, and yet he spent much 
of that afternoon explaining to a young stranger that he was no great 
shakes as a mountaineer, but that he hoped that his knowledge of travel 
in the Himalayas, and of their peoples and languages, might be some 
use to the expert mountaineers who would do the climbing, and whom 
he was very proud to command. 

Hugh Ruttledge was a genuinely modest man. He felt that he had 
had greatness thrust upon him, and in the company of climbers re
counting, as they tend to do, their own technical achievements, he 
made very little of his own considerable Himalayan journeys, journeys 
that were all the more gallant since an accident had left him with one 
leg shorter than the other. He was a delight to travel with, on those 
long days across the cold Tibetan plateau. He enjoyed travel as such, 
which is not true of all climbers. He was interested in his surroundings, 
in the people he met and their customs of hospitality or bargaining, 
in the un-shy birds and beasts of Buddhist Tibet. And on duller 
stretches, he talked fascinatingly, and with the skill of a good story
teller, of his experiences in the Indian Civil Service in Agra and Delhi 
and Almora. His younger friends, who had not known him during 
his active career, found plenty of evidence that he had been a greatly 
beloved Commissioner in India, and during the I 93 3 expedition we 
were continually impressed by his sure and friendly touch when dealing 
with Tibetan Dzongpens and their wives, with our fierce-looking 
muleteers and yak-drivers, or the Sherpas and local porters. With 
them all he had a natural authority, tempered by real liking for people 
of many different kinds. All in all, no one who spent any length of 
time with Hugh Ruttledge came away with any other conviction than 
that he was an essentially good and friendly and honest man. And no 
one could fail to respond to his skill and sensitivity as a writer. The 
I933 book is, taken as a whole, the best written of all the accounts of the 
expeditions to Mount Everest. 

To try to assess Ruttledge as a leader of two Everest expeditions is 

• 
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much more difficult, and it is a task I approach with great diffidence. 
I was heavily involved in the controversies that succeeded the 1933 
expedition, and even at this distance of time it is hard to prevent my 
affection for Hugh Ruttledge (an affection which was generally shared 
by the members of that expedition) getting in the way of an objective 
assessment. 

But I must soberly record my conviction that it was unfair on 
Ruttledge, and perhaps on us, to ask him to lead that particular 
expedition. General N orton was of course asked to lead it, and it is a 
great pity that his military commitments prevented him from accepting. 
I feel the less uncomfortable in writing this, because I am sure that Hugh 
Ruttledge's gentle shade would agree, with his disarming modesty, that 
Norton's brilliant climbing record on Everest gave him an obvious first 
claim which Ruttledge could not match. And yet, when we faced crisis 
on the North Col in 1933, with Camp V above us unachieved, Ruttledge's 
latent powers of decision came to our rescue, his morale s~eadied us, and 
the subsequent climbs made by the two summit parties stemmed 
directly from the lead that he then gave. 

It was a particularly difficult moment at which to assume the lead. 
Nine years had passed since the loss of Mallory and Irvine, and, of 
the earlier parties, only Crawford and Shebbeare were deemed still 
suitable. Odell was thought too old, and later underlined the seriousness 
of this error by his ascent of Nand a Devi. In addition, after the fatal 
and empty years of war, a new generation of young, mainly university, 
climbers had arrived, spearheaded by the successful Kamet team. 
I do not see how one can easily demonstrate to modern climbers, with 
the Everest Foundation behind them, just how hard it then was to get 
to the Himalaya, and just how bare the cupboard was of those with 
relevant Himalayan experience. Ruttledge, not in any technical sense 
himself a climber, had to take direction of a bunch of mountaineers 
who had won such old-fashioned spurs as were then worn in ranges 
with which he was unacquainted, and using techniques and competencies 
which he had never had the chance to master. We were a young, gay, 
confident and outspoken lot who undoubtedly often bewildered and con
fused our leader, though, once again, it is to his credit, not ours, that 
Hugh Ruttledge made so many permanent friends among us. And, so 
that we may get things straight, let it be recorded with all the sincerity 
which I can command, that no Everest leader has been better or more 
loyally supported than Ruttledge was by our party during the course of 
the 1933 expedition. The differences and divisions which arose all 
came later, after we had returned home, and older people had their share 
in causing them. 

I believe, though it is hard to convey my belief at this distance of time, 
that Hugh Ruttledge was caught up in difficulties which were much 
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larger- than those attaching to the conduct of a single expedition, or to 
questions of his own adequacy as an Everest leader. And the years 
between 1933 and 1938 saw these problems largely hammered out and 
solved. 

There was first the question whether, with everything apparently 
solved up to z8,ooo ft., Everest had become purely a mountaineering 
problem, so that the continued presence as co-partners on the Everest 
Committee of the representatives of the Royal Geographical Society 
was now irrelevant, the more so as experienced young climbers felt 
that the interests of that distinguished Society did not include the right 
of decisions about the best ways of solving a technical climbing problem. 
On that, I now think that the last word was said by the special com
mittee which we managed to get set up in 1936 'to consider the relation
ship between the Alpine Club and the Mount Everest Committee'. 
They reported that 'Everest remains a diplomatic as well as a moun
taineering problem', and that for this problem the most influential 
organisation of geographers as well as that of the mountaineers was 
needed. I now think that, in the then circumstances of politics and of 
the special position of Everest, they and Hugh Ruttledge were right, and 
that the young climbers who had some reason to believe that they alone 
were competent to pick and mount an Everest party were wrong, although 
I bitterly disagreed with the verdict at the time. The second and 
larger cyclical difficulty in which Hugh Ruttledge found himself in
volved, through no fault of his own, was the recurring struggle between 
the young active climbers who climb the big mountains, and the older 
men who run a club such as the Alpine Club and, in the main, decide 
the policy of the enterprises with which it is associated. There is no 
need to labour the point of the succeeding palace revolutions which 
have reformed the Alpine Club or adjusted its government at those 
moments at which the crevasse between old and young has yawned 
widest, but it is difficult to over-emphasise the frustration felt by young 
climbers in the mid-nineteen thirties, believing, as they did, that the 
conduct both of the Club and of Everest affairs was largely in the hands 
of people who had not been near a serious climb for years. The Special 
Committee of the Alpine Club itself came into being through the passion
ate beliefs of the young climbers and the disquiet expressed by many 
disinterested older mountaineers at the way in which the Club was being 
run. In the event, the Special Committee reported in a way which 
ensured that Tilman' s r 93 8 expedition left under happy auspices. The 
main achievement of the Special Committee was to ensure that the A. C. 
representatives on the Everest Committee should no longer be a self
perpetuating oligarchy, but elected by and answerable to the whole Club 
membership, and if the active young climbers could not influence the 
choice of these representatives, it was no one's fault but their own. 

?-7 
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In these troubles and difficulties, I have tried to show that Hugh 
Ruttledge was caught up almost unknowingly. Between the years 
I 93 3 and I 93 5 he twice resigned from the post of leader of the next 
projected Everest expedition, uncertain whether he would command 
enough support from those who had been his close companions in 
I933· Later, offered the leadership of the I935 reconnaissance and 
of the I 93 6 main expedition by Sir Percy Cox, and shortly afterwards 
by the Everest Committee itself, he overcame his natural diffidence and 
accepted leadership of the I 93 6 expedition. 

It remains to face the most difficult question of all. Why should 
it be supposed that Hugh Ruttledge, indomitable and gallant Himalayan 
traveller, linguist and friend of people of many different nations, 
modest and kindly character to whom few did not feel impelled to 
respond loyally, was not the best choice among a very small number to 
lead the Everest expeditions of the mid-nineteen thirties? I think the 
trouble was that his qualities of modesty, kindliness and gentleness were 
not those which easily overcame the difficulty of directing men who in 
that particular field had experience of a kind that he lacked. He was 
chosen to lead a group of young men who knew far more about moun
taineering than he did. And therefore it was when technical decisions 
had to be taken which appeared to him to have several equally possible 
answers that his real dilemma appeared. He worked himself to the 
verge of collapse preparing for an expedition that was very hastily moun
ted, and then, during its conduct, found himself listening too con
tinuously and too deprecatingly about the ways in which the problem 
might be solved. There were too many voices, and, if the voice of per
sonal ambition was rarely raised, and, when raised, as often thoroughly 
discounted, Hugh Ruttledge found it difficult, in that inevitable Babel, 
to make up his own mind, and, when he did, he sometimes made it up by 
a snap decision on evidence that was not the best. 

Hugh Ruttledge happened to be called to leadership at a moment 
which can be seen now to be a watershed in mountaineering history. 
The young climbers whom he chose with such painstaking care and 
modesty came to realise, a little later, that what Everest and they really 
needed was a climbing leader, whose mountaineering judgement they 
respected, and to whose opinion of the best way of solving the remaining 
technical problems they could defer. In a sense he acted as catalyst, 
and the I938 expedition had in Bill Tilman a leader whose moun
taineering competence was unrivalled, and who in turn prepared the 
way for John Hunt, whose single-mindedness to reach the top and 
whose trained and native skill in causing each member of his expedition 
to believe that he had a unique contribution to make towards its success, 
led to the triumph of I953, and, as John Hunt has generously acknow
ledged, it was on the lessons and achievements of the earlier expeditions 
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that victory was finally gained. And it may now be forgotten, in days of 
oxygen, of better equipment and of better physiological knowledge, how 
near to success we came in that bad weather year of 1933. In 1936, the 
conditions were even worse, and not even the most brilliant of leaders 
would have put his party on the top. 

Since those times, it is the active young climbers who have been in 
the ascendant. Just as we were, they are often brash and over
confident and intolerant. Ours is a curious game, in which, since the 
foundation of the Alpine Club by men who were very young indeed, 
good traditions, and good repute, and all the checks and balances by 
which a dangerous and spectacular sport can make itself acceptable to 
public opinion, must in the main be left to men whose most adventurous 
climbing is a long way behind them, and, in this strange series of 
adjustments, Hugh Ruttledge should hold an honoured place. There 
was never any leader who was more anxious that the teams which he 
commanded, and to whose views he showed such deference, should 
reach the top. There was never a leader who so husbanded the 
resources that he possessed, and who was so intent to prevent achieve
ment being marred by disaster. There can have been few leaders of 
any enterprise of comparable magnitude who, whatever doubts may 
have arisen about the quality and contemporary relevance of their 
leadership, have so retained the respect and affection over the years 
that Hugh Ruttledge retained with nearly all the members who set out 
with him in. 1933. 

I am particularly glad to know, as a main and troublesome and over
self-confident rebel in around the year 1935, that I was privileged to 
recapture and to retain the admiring friendship with Hugh Ruttledge 
which his qualities first made me proud to receive in 1933. The term 
'gentleman' is now defiantly outmoded, but it works with him. He 
was gentle, and he was a man. 

}ACK LONGLAND. 

DR. T. H. SOMERVELL writes: 

In 1926 Hugh Ruttledge asked my wife and myself to join him and 
his wife on an expedition in the region of N anda Devi, to find out 
whether it were possible to enter the so-called 'Sanctuary' from which 
Nand a Devi rises, by an eastern or northern route that would avoid the 
notorious Rishi Ganga valley. Colonel (now General Sir Roger) Wilson 
was also of the party. We climbed about in the area, but reached no 
summits and found that there was no 'easy way' into the Sanctuary. 
Ruttledge was an able if rather strict leader, keeping rigidly to a time
table (not only of days, which \Vas desirable, but of hours, which was not 
always necessary). This strictness was just part of his real devotion to 
duty. 
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While we were staying vvith him, people would come now and then 
with a gift of fruit, asking some favour of him in his capacity as Com
missioner. He told me that he hardly ever had a request of this sort 
'that didn't ask me to do something wrong. I have to send the ques
tioner avvay content, if I can, but never with the impression that I 'm 
going to do what he asks. It's very difficult.' 

He retired early from the I.C.S., chiefly in order to be with his family. 
I cannot help feeling that one of the reasons for this retirement was that 
he was so tired of making plans that he knew to be right, to find that the 
Government always thought they knew better than the man on the spot. 
He once told me that his life as a Commissioner vvas one of continual 
frustrations. But I certainly had the feeling that he was doing a fine 
job of work. With his regard for duty and high principle, he combined 
a real capacity for friendship, a consistent loyalty to his friends and a 
love for the mountain folk whose just and benevolent ruler he was. 

GENERAL SIR RoGER WILSON vvrites: 

Hugh Ruttledge was essentially a lover of adventure, and when fate 
decreed that, on joining the Indian Civil Service, he should be posted to 
the United Provinces, he took inevitably to the field sports big-game 
shooting and pig-sticking available to a. young civilian on the plains of 
Agra and Lucknow, where he started his Indian career. A season in the 
Alps gave him an admiration and love of mountains which never left hiiJ?.. 

After the First vVorld War he was posted to Almora, one of the Him
alayan Districts of his Province. A wise choice by the Government 
and a happy one for Hugh, who now found himself among the foothills, 
within sight and almost within reach of the big peaks. Soon stories 
became current of the Deputy Commissioner of Almora, who spent so 
much of his time on tour in his district and who seemed about to emu
late one of his predecessors, Traill, and explore the glaciers and peaks on 
the Tibet frontier. My own ambitions lay in the same direction and 
as we had the further point in common that we had both, at different 
times, been educated in our early days in Lausanne, it was not long 
before, in I 92 5, we joined in a reconnaissance to the head of the Milam 
glacier. This was followed next year by a more ambitious expedition 
into Tibet.1 On both occasions Mrs. Ruttledge accompanied us and 
added greatly to the enjoyment of the trip. 

On the approach march Hugh 's popularity was most apparent and 
his handling of the varied problems which were brought to him never 
ceased to rouse my interest and admiration. There was no doubt of the 
affection in which he was held in the countryside, and his handling of 
recalcitrant porters or an over-exuberant Sher:pa was equally sure and 

1 A. J. 40. 23. 

• 



IN MEMORIAM 399 

not lacking in understanding. Higher up, the handicap of a slight limp, 
the relic of his pig-sticking days, prevented him from becoming a good 
rock climber by modern standards, and possibly due to this his interests 
were rather towards mountain exploration than technically difficult 
ascents. He was a tireless goer, always ready to add to his knowledge 
and experience, and would play his part to his utmost in the furtherance 
of the work in hand in the role in which he was cast. He was a retiring, 
generous, loyal companion and a true friend. Whether on the moun
tain, during the long, hot marches, or weather-bound in camp, I could 
not have had a more delightful companion than Hugh Ruttledge. 

GEORGE MACAULAY TREVELYAN 

1876- 1962 

IT is as a great historian that George Trevelyan will always be rem em
bered. Believing that history must be the basis of humane (non
scientific) education in the future, he set himself to restore to history its 
place as literature and so to make it readable by the layman. His 
success was due to his gift of dramatic narrative, to his poetic povver of 
recreating the past, of conveying to others his own passionate interest in 
the feelings of men and women ,;vho trod long ago the same earth that we 
tread now. His best books, he thought, were the t'vo trilogies, the one 
telling the story of Garibaldi and the other continuing the work of his 
great-uncle, Macaulay, to the end of the reign of Queen Anne; but he is 
probably most widely known to the present generation by his one
volume History of England and his English Social History, also in one 
volume, published during the Second World War. 

Trevelyan had always wanted to be a historian and he grudged any 
diversion from his chosen path. But he was by no means lacking in 
public spirit. In the First World War, being disqualified by his eye
sight for military duties, he led the British Red Cross unit vvhich 
rendered splendid service on the Italian front, in the course of which 
Geoffrey Winthrop Young, his 'greatest friend through life,' lost his leg. 
When peace returned, it was only as a duty, though in neither case an 
unpleasant one, that he accepted from the Crown the Regius Chair of 
Modern History at Cambridge in 1927 and the Mastership of Trinity 
College in 1940. 

It was not, however, for his services to scholarship or as an eminent 
academic figure that he was elected an Honorary Member of the Alpine 
Club in 1956. It was rather, one may suppose, as a man who had 
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shown love of the mountains, in what an advocate of his canonisation 
might term 'a heroic degree', both by personal acquaintance at home 
and abroad and by his efforts to preserve those of his native land for the 
enjoyment of posterity. 

' I was never a climber', he confessed, though at College he was 
'socially on the fringe' of the mountaineering group of which Geoffrey 
Young was the centre. 'Sometimes they dragged me up places, but left 
to myself I was only a walker and runner on the hills. Geoffrey and I 
invented and initiated the Man-hunt in the Lake District, a game which 
enabled me to exploit my only athletic accomplishment of running 
and leaping downhill over very broken ground: my ankles are untwist
able.' But though not of their company he respected climbers. 
'It may be argued', he wrote, 'that scrambling and its elder brother 
climbing are the essence of walking made perfect. I am not a climber 
and cannot judge. But I acknowledge in the climber the one person 
who, on the whole, has not good reason to envy the walker. ' 

As a boy he 'soon came to think that poetry, history and solitary 
walking across country were the three best things in life'. He was 
indeed a walker of the Leslie Stephen class. At Harrow he was fortu 
nate in having as his housemaster Edward BowenJ whom he remembered 
saying to him,' 0 boy, you can never walk less than twenty-five miles on 
an off day'. Bowen however was largely a road walker and Trevelyan 
held that 'twenty-five or thirty miles of moor and mountain, of wood 
and footpath, is better in every way than five-and-thirty or even forty 
hammered out on the road'. All the same he had walked with Geoffrey 
Young from Cambridge to the Marble Arch in rz! hours. 

There "'ere few of the best parts of this island that he had not walked. 
He knew the north best, the long ridges of his own Northumberland, 
'the land of far horizons, where the piled or drifted shapes of gathered 
vapour are for ever moving along the furthest ridges of the hills, like the 
procession of long primeval ages that is written in tribal mounds and 
Roman camps and Border towers on the breast of Northumberland.' 
He had also walked 'twice at least' round the coast of Devon and Corn
wall. But hardly less well than Britain he knew Italy, from the Alpine 
passes to Sicily which he 'traversed on foot in pursuit of Garibaldi 's 
campaign of 186o ', as earlier he had followed his hero's march from 
Rome to the Adriatic. Central Italy he called a paradise for the walker. 
He agreed with his friend George Meredith that one 'should love all 
changes of weather'. He had once had eight days' walking alone in the 
Pyrenees, 'and on only one half-day saw heaven or earth. Yet I enjoyed 
that week in the mist, for I was kept hard at work finding the unseen way 
through pine forest and gurgling Alp, every bit of instinct and hill
knowledge on the stretch. And that one half-day of sunlight, how I 
treasured it! When we see the mists sweeping up to play with us as 
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we walk the mountain crests, we should'' rejoice", as it was the custom 
of Crom\vell's soldiers to do when they saw the enemy. Listen while 
you can to the roar of vv-aters from behind the great grey curtain, and 
look at the torrent at your feet tumbling the rocks down gully and glen, 
for there will be no such sights and sounds when the mists are withdrawn 
into their lairs, and the mountain, no longer a giant half-seen through 
clefts of scudding cloud, stands there, from scree-foot to cairn, dwarfed 
and betrayed by the sun. ' 

Walking to Trevelyan gave much more than physical or aesthetic 
satisfaction. It brought solace and strength to his whole being, not 
least in dark hours when the need for support was greatest. His own 
preference was for solitary \valks or vvalks with a not too talkative friend, 
but, as he wrote, 'there is no orthodoxy in walking. It is a land of many 
paths and no-paths, where every one goes his own way and is right'. 
His own feelings are finely expressed in the tvvo essays on 'Walking' and 
'The Middle Marches' in the volume Clio, a Muse, republished in 1919 
as The Recreations of an Historian. 

It was characteristic of him to wish that the beauty and freedom of 
the English hills should be preserved for the benefit of others and to take 
practical steps to that end. From money which he inherited after his 
parents' death in 1928 he gave assistance on a munificent scale to 
institutions whose aim it was to rescue what remained of the countryside 
from encroachment or desecration. He wrote for the National Trust 
the pamphlet' Must England's beauty perish?' He ~ras a member of 
its Council from 1927 till his death and one of its most generous 
benefactors, presenting it V\'ith valuable properties in Langdale and at 
Ashridge; he also bought land himself for the same purpose and did 
much to preserve the amenities of Cambridge and the country round. 
From 1930 to 1950 he was President of the Youth Hostels Association; 
he was always eager, in the most unselfish way, to help and encourage 
others, especially the young. 

In 1904 he married Janet, the daughter of Mrs. Humphry Ward, the 
novelist. His wife shared his love for history, for Italy and for the 
countryside and along with him, till her death in 1956, won the gratitude 
of countless friends for hospitality and kindness at Robin Ghyll, 
Hallington and Trinity Lodge. Trevelyan \vas known in his youth as a 
rather fierce Radical and anti-clerical; the years and the study of history 
added patience and understanding to his native force and integrity. 
His old age, despite his melancholy conviction of the decline ·of Euro
pean civilisation, was calm and serene, but stupidity, meanness or 
injustice would always produce a flash of the old fiery indignation. 

J. R. M. BuTLER. 

------------------
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EDW ARD OLIVER WHEELER 

I8go- Ig6z 

SIR 0LIVER WHEELER, one-time Surveyor-General of India, died in 
British Columbia in March of this year. His father, Arthur Wheeler, 
who had gone out to Canada in I 876, was a land surveyor by profession 
and a mountain explorer by instinct, and young Oliver was a member 
of mountain survey parties from an early age. His first recorded 
mountain ascent 'vas made at the age of tvvelve and it was also the first 
ascent of the mountain, which was named Oliver's Peak accordingly. 
Except for I go 5, Wheeler was out with surveying parties every year 
in the Canadian mountains until I 9 I o, his companions in his early 
climbs including pioneers like James Outram and such famous moun
taineers as V. A. Fynn, Tom Longstaff, and the well-known Canadian 
guides, Edward Feuz and Konrad Kain. 

In I 9 I o Wheeler was commissioned into the R.E., and he served 
with the Ist K.G.O. Sappers & Miners during the first World War, 
in France, Mesopotamia and India, winning the M.C. and the Legion 
of Honour. 

Joining the Survey of India in I919, he became Director in I938 and 
Surveyor-General from I941- 47. He was knighted in I943· When 
the I 92 I Everest Reconnaissance Expedition was organised, the Survey, 
as their contribution to the work, staffed and financed the surveying 
parties. Wheeler, who had had experience of Photo-surveying, which 
had received more attention in Canada than elsewhere, and which the 
Survey was anxious to employ round Everest, was chosen for the task. 
It is generally agreed that his was the hardest role of any member of 
the I 92 I party. He made a detailed survey of some 200 square miles 
of what is perhaps the most mountainous region of the world, and all 
subsequent cartographers of the area have been in his debt. For two 
months he was virtually on his own, with three porters; nowadays, 
Sherpas will run a camp anywhere, but in I92I the porters had to learn 
their job, and Wheeler did all his o'vn cooking. 

He examined the North Col (Chang La) from the west and discovered 
the approach to it via the East Rongbuk glacier, though in fact the 
attempt on the col that year was made via the Lhakpa La. Wheeler 
had suffered from indigestion much of the time, but nevertheless was 
able to join in this last venture, with Mallory and Bullock. 

Wheeler was elected to the Alpine Club in I9I I, and he became an 
Honorary Member in I956, a rare distinction, which his father had 
enjoyed before him. From I950- 54 he was President of the Alpine 
Club of Canada, of which Club he had been an original member, and 
of which he was elected an Honorary Member in I922. He enjoyed 
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great prestige in that Club and will be much missed; to Lady Wheeler 
and to his son we express our sympathy in their bereavement. 

'"f. S. BLAKENEY. 

JAMES MA N WORDIE 

r88g- rg6z 

SIR J ames Wordie was born on April 26, I 889 and died on January I 6 
last. He was educated at Glasgow Academy and at the Universities 
of Glasgow and Cambridge (St. John's College). 

As a mountaineer, his reputation was inevitably overshadowed by 
his prestige as a Polar explorer, both in the Arctic and in the Antarctic. 
In 1912 (and indeed earlier) he had visited the Alps, climbing only 
small mountains such as the Wildhorn, Dent du Midi and Piz Morte
ratsch. In 1913 he paid a visit to the Rocky Mountains and Alaska, on 
glaciological work, but without any real climbing. In I9I4 he was 
in the Oberland, accounting for the Finsteraarhorn, J ungfrau, Monch 
and NesthorFl; in the same year he left for South Georgia and the 
Antarctic. 

He was elected to the Alpine Club in March, 1923, proposed by 
A. F. R. Wollaston and seconded by N. E. Odell. He came on the 
Committee of the Club in 1929, and was Vice-President from I950 to 
195 r. He was President of the Royal Geographical Society, I95 r- 54, 
first Chairman of t~e Mount Everest Foundation, 1955- 56, and 
Chairman of the British Mountaineering Council from I953- 56. He 
was made a C.B.E. in I947, and was knighted in 1957. 

T. s. BLAKENEY. 

DR. N. E. OD ELL writes: • 

Having known J ames W or die for over forty years, and shared his 
interests in the Polar Regions, I have been asked to add some notes 
particularly on that side of his activities. But while here temporarily 
in Pakistan, I am without my records and can only write from memory. 
W ordie's training as a geologist, both at the Universities of G lasgo"' 
and Cambridge, and his notable part in the Weddell Sea and Elephant 
Island episodes of Sir Ernest Shackleton's Antarctic venture of I9I4, 
were primarily responsible for my first contact with him. For two 
summers, I9I9 and 1920, he had served with the Scottish Spitsbergen 
Syndicate on their prospecting expeditions in that far northern region. 
A number of first ascents were made especially in Prince Charles 
Foreland. 1 When in I921 I was organising the geological and topo
graphical section of the first Oxford Spitsbergen Expedition, I tried 

1 See G.J., July, I 921. 
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hard to persuade W or die to join my party. He declined partly on 
account of his proctorial (f) duties at Cambridge at that time, but 
mainly due to his plans for visiting the remote Arctic island of J an 
Mayen. It was there that in 1921, with P. L. Mercanton and T. C. 
Lethbridge, he made the notable first ascent of the Beerenberg (highest 
point, Haakon Peak, 7,68o ft.), the great extinct volcano which domi
nates the island. He is commemorated by W or die Peak, the point his 
party had reached on the immense crater; where, incidentally, he liked 
to relate that the Swiss member thought fit to deposit a tooth from his 
child in the cairn of snow! When W. A. Wood and myself made the 
third ascent to the crater rim in r 93 3, we were denied, on account of 
mist, the spectacular view into the great glacier-filled caldera, nor could 
we find the unusual souvenir left by Mercanton f 

These early ventures of Wordie's were followed by a series of 
expeditions to East Greenland in 1923, 1926 and 1929, when he con
ducted parties of Cambridge undergraduates during the Long Vacations 
on their first Arctic adventures, out of which grew a notable band of 
Polar enthusiasts, many of whom found their way to the Antarctic as 
well. But Wordie's recruits needed no urging, for R. E. Priestley 
(later Sir Raymond, our ex-member) was at that time giving a course of 
Cambridge lectures on Polar Exploration, which, it was said, regularly 
emptied the Hawks Club of its sportsmen! Not only did these East 
Greenland expeditions provide impressive adventure for the young 
participants, but much useful geological and other work was done along 
the spectacular fjords, which transect the ancient ' Caledonian' range 
bordering the continental ice sheet. In 1929, moreover, Wordie, 
A. Courtauld and V. E. Fuchs (now Sir Vivian) made the first ascent 
of Petermann Peak (c. 9,650 ft.), by a long approach route from near 
the head of Franz J oseph's Fjord. Later, in 1934 and 1937, he turned 
his attention to West Greenland, Baffin Island and Ellesmere Island, 
where further Cambridge groups were again privileged to learn from 
him, and also from Dr .. T. G. Longstaff who was of the party, Arctic 
methods of travel and investigation. 

At Cambridge in his rooms in St. John's College for some years he 
housed the nucleus of the collections of the future Scott Polar Research 
Institute, and this, with his own extensive Polar library, was a source 
of inspiration to many of us. When the Institute was established in 
its own building in Lensfield Road, W or die became founder member 
of the management committee, and its chairman from 1937 to 1955. 
In this capacity he influenced policy, and encouraged Polar aspirants 
for many years. Moreover, his early interest in the Southern Ocean 
and its problems made him an obvious choice for the Discovery 
Committee of the Colonial Office, whose later outcome was the 
Institute of Oceanography. After the second Great War he was 
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elected chairman of the Advisory Scientific Committee for the Falkland 
Islands Dependencies Survey, which in I947 provided an opportunity 
of his again visiting Antarctica, notably Graham Land, the South 
Orkneys and South Shetlands. His last important work in an even 
wider national connection was in I955 when Wordie was made chairman 
of the Royal ociety's committee to co-ordinate the work of the British 
group of scientists participating in the important researches of the 
International Geophysical Year. 

He had already, in I952, been elected Master of St. John's College, 
after serving for many years as tutor and later senior tutor. He was 
proverbially a shrewd adviser, and a stolid, if not stubborn, deliberator, 
within and without his College's councils. Although shy and reserved, 
his innate Scottish ' fire' took, at times, amusing and unexpected turns, 
especially and oddly in respect of headwear. For instance, the writer's 
cap came in for trenchant criticism, on one occasion as too ' doggie' 
even for Cambridge! But this was 'capped' on another and Royal 
occasion, outside the R.G.S., London, when Wordie took violent 
exception to the writer's opera hat, and his feelings were only relieved 
when he smote it such a blow with his umbrella that it acquired a 
permanent list! In the circumstances, and with the pending emergence 
of the Royal party, suitable and prompt retaliation was scarcely possible! 

CECIL HILTON WYBERGH 

CECIL vVYBERGH was born at Weeton, near Wetherby, Yorkshire, on 
August I, I 87 I, and died at Exmouth after a brief illness on April 2 5, 
Ig6z. 

Educated at Aysgarth School, Sherborne, and Hertford College, 
Oxford, he was a keen and skilled musician and early in I 897 took the 
post of music master, choir master and organist at New College, 
Eastbourne, where he remained some two and a half years. After 
studying at the Royal College of Music he took his Mus. Bach. at 
Oxford in I go r and was for a time acting organist of Carlisle Cathedral. 
At some period in rgos /6 he vvas living at Cannes and was organist at 
the English church. He subsequently joined the staff of Lambrook 
School, near Bracknell, where he worked from Igo6- I9I7 and where I 
first met him in I 9 r I. He taught music and singing, played the organ 
in the school chapel, trained the choir, and also taught French. 

Wybergh suffered from deafness for most of his life which was a 
severe handicap to him in many ways, but he triumphed over it, as he 
did over so many other difficulties. He was, perhaps, rather alarming 
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in the class-room to small boys but in out-of-school hours he took the 
greatest interest in their pursuits and pleasures. I believe he worked 
at another school after leaving Lambrook, and he finally retired from 
teaching in I 924. 

He was elected to the Alpine Club on November I, I9Io, proposed 
by J. W. F. Forbes and seconded by J. W. Cooper. Feats were not in 
his way and he did not bother very much, so far as I am aware, to keep 
detailed records of his climbs and I think he had ruade many more 
ascents than the records indicate. He told me more than once that 
his main object in climbing was to enjoy the magnificent views and 
scenery of the high mountains. 

He first went to the Alps in I 894 (Monte Rosa and Finsteraarhorn) 
and had nine seasons before joining the Club. Among the ascents on 
his qualification list were the Grosse and Kleine Zinne, traverses of 
Rothorn and Matterhorn, Cimon della Pala, Jungfrau and Grivola. 

In I 906 or thereabouts he took up skiing and an account of an 
expedition he made in the early days with Sir Arnold Lunn may be 
found in the first issue of the Alpine Ski Club Annual (I 908). Davos 
was his favourite skiing resort and he stayed there many years for part 
of the winter season. 

There is a gap in his records from I9IO- I9I9 but I know that he was 
in the Alps almost every summer and in 1914 he traversed the Ecrins 
and attempted the Meije. He came back to the Meije in 1922 and 
traversed the peak, reaching the summit in 4 hrs. 5 mins. from the 
Promontoire hut a very fast time. Our first journey together was in 
r 92 3. We started by walking from Meiringen to the Kiental, went up 
the Gspaltenhorn and Wetterhorn and later Wybergh did the Schreck
horn. After I left him he went to the Sierra Nevada of Spain and, with 
a younger companion and a soi-d£sant guide, went up the Picacho de la 
Veleta. Wybergh was a very fast mover and it must have been on this 
ascent that the guide stopped some distance from the summit and said 
it was too late to continue to the top and the party should turn back. 
Wybergh, however, was of a different opinion and he and his companion 
went on and completed the ascent. Meanwhile, the guide went down to 
the valley where Wybergh subsequently found him about to organise a 
search party. On being asked why he had abandoned his clients he 
replied, 'the old senor went too fast for me'. Being then aged 
fifty-two the 'old sefior' derived a good deal of amusement from this 
incident. 

The following year we were joined by his cousin Hilton Poynton 
and started at Pralognan. We covered a good deal of ground but only 
got up the Grande Casse and two minor peaks from Pralognan. Later 
an attempt on Mont Pourri got no further than the Breche Puiseux 
where we had to turn back owing to the violent wind and driving snovv. 
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We stayed at V al d 'Isere, in those days a delightful unspoilt alpine 
village with little but two inns and a few chalets, and no road over the 
Col d'Iseran; from there we did a circular tour, Ceresole-Bonneval
Val d'Isere. 

The following year we crossed the Pyrenees and travelled in Northern 
Spain and in I926 were at the Riffel Alp, again with Hilton Poynton. 
I think I 927 was Wybergh's last climbing season. We started in 
Austria and went up the Gross Glockner, after a fruitless attempt 
defeated by a thunderstorm. In those far-off days it was the custom 
of the Austrian guides to take their clients one by one across the 
scharte between the Klein and Gross G lockner; great was the fury of our 
guide to find that Wybergh was following us and crossing the scharte 
by himself, unroped. 

I met him in Rome the following year and we had some walks in the 
Alban Hills; he continued to ski for a few more years. 

Wybergh was remarkably active for a man of his years and when 
over eighty-five made his first aeroplane flight and flew to Malta for a 
holiday. He made his last 'ascent' just after his eighty-sixth birthday 
when he walked with me to the top of Dartmoor's Cawsand Beacon 
(I' 799 ft. ). 

In I958 he met with a severe street accident, being knocked down by 
a car and breaking his hip, but his indomitable will triumphed over this 
disaster; his crutches were cast aside and he went about with two sticks, 
but he never regained his old form. Because of his deafness, in
creasingly bad as he grew older, he had not attended an A. C. meeting 
or dinner for many years and was known to few members· of the Club. 

Wybergh was a most entertaining companion; he had travelled 
extensively in Western Europe and had many interests in addition to 
climbing and skiing. He was too old to take kindly to modern condi
tions; he had an old-world courtesy and the exquisite manners of a 
greater age. 

To those of us who had known him well and had had the privilege 
of his friendship over many years his death was a sad blow. He was 
unmarried. 

D. F. 0. DANGAR. 
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