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View from the Summit
Sir Edmund Hillary

Doubleday, 1999, pp. 309, £20

W e have been treated to several good books by Ed Hillary. This is
probably the last and the best. As he says in his Introduction, 'This

is the story of my life, condensing 79 years of somewhat vigorous activity
into a few hundred pages. My views may not always coincide with the
stories of my companions, but this is the way I clearly saw things at the
time.'

He largely disposes of Everest and its immediate aftermath in the first
two chapters and then, unlike in the other books, we have a fascinating
account of his early years which helped to shape his personality and
character, and those of his younger brother Rex: 'As we grew older and
more strong-minded, we all started clashing ferociously with our father's
rigid views.' Ed was never given any pocket money and when his father
took up commercial beekeeping, with up to 1600 hives, the two boys were
kept hard at it, humping l20lb crates of tinned honey - without any pay
either. But he was happier beekeeping than he was at university where he
spent two miserable years without passing a single exam. It was ironic that
he was later given five honorary doctorates, wrote a number of books, and
proved to be rather good at organising expeditions!

His carefully hoarded savings from service in the New Zealand Air Force
financed his early climbing career, a turning point being his meeting with
Harry Ayres, New Zealand's outstanding mountain guide, with whom he
made the first ascent of the South Ridge of Mount Cook. It was another
climbing partner, George Lowe, who first suggested going to the Himalaya
and, together with Earle Riddiford and Ed Cotter, they formed the first all
New Zealand team with the objective of climbing Mukut Parbat, 23, 760ft,
in the Garhwal. Although Earle regarded himself as the expedition leader,
organised the permit, and with dogged determination reached the summit,
Ed had little respect for him. Ed and George were the strongest pair, but
when Eric Shipton invited 'any two' of them to join the 1951 Everest
Reconnaissance, it was Earle who accompanied Ed rather than George,
who had no money left.

All three New Zealanders were invited to join the abortive Cho Oyu
Expedition in 1952 and its exciting exploratory aftermath, which confirmed
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that Ed and George were the better pair to be selected for Everest in 1953.
However, Ed quickly realised, with his competitive approach of those days,
that it was unlikely that John Hunt would let the two New Zealanders
climb together and get to the top - so developing a partnership with Tenzing
seemed a good idea. Indeed it was. Both Ed and George proved to be
tremendous assets to the expedition, but I occasionally thought that the
way they pushed themselves forward illustrated the difference in approach
between forthright antipodeans and some of the other team members 
perhaps equally competent - imbued with the more reserved or deferential
attitude inculcated by the typical English public school of those days.

One paragraph where I think Ed is a bit off the mark is in commenting
on John Hunt's plans for the two summit bids:

He was proposing that Charles Evans and Tom Bourdillon should use
the powerful closed-circuit oxygen equipment to make a thrust for the
South Summit at 28,700 feet. The final push to the top would be made
by Tenzing and myself, using the more reliable open-circuit oxygen.
The terms 'first assault' and 'second assault' which became attached to
these two endeavours were completely misleading. Charles and I agreed
with John's recommendations and I was left in no doubt that the final
summit assault would be the responsibility of Tenzing and myself.

At the time, I think the rest of us felt that both assaults would be serious
attempts to reach the main summit, although we realised Bourdillon and
Evans would have much further to go from the South Col at 26,000 feet
than Hillary and Tenzing who would have the benefit of starting from a
higher final camp at 27,900 feet.

But these are minor and some may think unnecessarily carping criticisms,
which should not be allowed to detract from his telling of the whole
enthralling Everest story. Clearly the same thrusting approach accounted
for Ed's success in reaching the South Pole ahead of Bunny Fuchs' Trans
Antarctic party. Ed was a brilliant improviser and team builder, never
hidebound by the traditional views of the 'experts' and I chuckled at how,
in his converted Ferguson tractors, he seemed to run rings round his higher
authority: 'From then on I decided I would largly ignore the instructions of
the Ross Sea Committee and, as leader in the field, make whatever decisions
I regarded as appropriate.'

After Everest and the Antarctic, people kept telling Ed he would never
have to work again; dozens of companies would want him to represent
them and the money would keep flowing in. It didn't quite turn out that
way. After a trip to New York, the Marshall Field organisation who
published the World Book Encyclopaedia invited him to Chicago and, to
his astonishment, they supported his next expedition which would be a
happy blend of science and mountaineering - investigating high-altitude
acclimatisation and searching for the yeti. But they made him work hard
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for it afterwards, giving 106 banquet lectures in 80 cities and shaking hands
with 17,000 'World Bookers'. This led on to an association with Sears
Roebuck as a camping equipment adviser and then, in 1964, to the formation
of his Himalayan Trust to organise his programmes of school, hospital and
bridge building in Nepal.

Looking back over his life, with its triumphs and tragedies: setbacks on
Makalu; the loss of his fIrst wife Louise and daughter Belinda in a light
aircraft disaster; but his later happiness in marrying June Mulgrew; what
does one make of it all? In the Everest days, Jan Morris wrote: 'He had a
tremendous, bursting, elemental, infectious, glorious vitality about him.'
Now, in his eighties, I imagine that his greatest long-term satisfaction may
well have come from his 36 years' work with the Himalayan Trust. In the
words of Jamling Tenzing, 'Sir Edmund, he's worshipped, you know, as a
god among the Sherpas.' It has also been a personal privilege for me to
help in a very small way as a trustee of the UK Branch of the Trust, chaired
by his old climbing friend George Lowe.

George Band

High Achiever. The Life and Climbs of Coos Bonington
Jim Curran

Constable, 1999, pp264, £18.99

The fIrst question one might ask on being faced with a biography of such a
high-profIle fIgure is - why? What more is there to learn about Britain's
best-known mountaineer that hasn't already been told in two volumes of
autobiography, numerous expedition books, magazine and journal articles,
television fIlms and lectures? Sir Chris Bonington has worn his public
persona for such a long time, and has been so open and honest about his
inner thoughts, fears, doubts and dreams, that there surely can't be much
left untold. Can there?

Or has Jim Curran unearthed some juicy bits of scandal - unlocked a
cupboard full of skeletons and set them dancing before his readers?

The answer is no. This is a kindly biography, affectionate almost, written
by someone who clearly likes his subject without being in awe of him, who
can poke sly fun at him, but who will also defend his achievements when
critics jibe at the often misunderstood 'voice of British mountaineering'.
Misunderstood? Misrepresented? Well yes, for in the cynical and anarchic
world of climbing it is perhaps not surprising that Bonington's enterprise
should provoke both envy and scorn - usually from those who could match
neither his climbing skills nor the intellectual successes of his best-selling
books, or from those who resent his ability to turn mountaineering into a
public performance. But by showing how Bonington , the thrusting climber
and expedition entrepreneur, has emerged from Bonington the insecure
child, Jim Curran has exposed the essence of his subject, the man behind
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the public face - a complex character who suffers the frailties of self-doubt
yet achieves so much - which should help silence the critics and maybe
even add to the list of his admirers.

Anyone who has read Curran before will know that his is a smooth,
easily digestible and engaging style. His tales flow with a rhythm. He's a
story-teller who often uses humour as a means of emphasis, as he does
here in High Achiever. And his retelling of familiar Bonington adventures is
refreshirrg, for he carefully selects the highlights and then reworks them
with economy - a method similar to that which he used to such effect in
his excellent history of K2.

Yet although it is Bonington the climber, the perpetual and impulsive
mountain enthusiast, who rightly claims the major part of Curran's book,
it is Bonington the child who first captures the reader's attention and
provokes a deal of sympathy. His childhood, we learn, was unsettling and
lonely. As an only child of a short-lived marriage, brought up as much by
his maternal grandmother as by his mother, he suffered all the upheaval of
wartime Britain and appears to have dreamt his way through solitude.
Curran the biographer must have been delighted to get his hands on the
diary in which Helen Bonington kept track of her son's early life,· and he
makes judicious, sensitive use of its contents.

Thus we learn of the boy's unease at boarding school: 'At night his gallant
pretence of happiness breaks down and he begs not to return to St
Christopher's.' In another quotation we fmd that: 'He seemed resigned to
school life, rather than actively enjoying it.' And although the lad has a
high IQ he does not distinguish himself, as Helen discovers at the Senior
School Prize Day.

When all the speeches have been made and the many prizes awarded,
the more social business of the day begins. We take a stand-up tea and
individual parents seek brief talks with their son's class-master. I find
Christian's teacher and suspect, from his replies to my questions, that
he cannot clearly identify Christian among the boys who cluster near
the bottom of the class.

Bonington's short-lived career in the RAF was similarly undistinguished,
and failing to qualify as a pilot he transferred to the Army where, as an
officer-cadet at Sandhurst, he was apparently famous for being 'absent
minded and chaotic', found the social life hard to handle, but relished the
war games and was very happy on exercise in Germany ploughing through
the countryside in a tank.

By this time, of course, he had discovered climbing. Like Shipton, one of
his early heroes, the young Bonington had come to mountains through
books, and although their differences were considerable, Curran points out
that for both Shipton and Bonington their basic wanderlust was essentially
the same. It's a wanderlust that can never truly be laid to rest.
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The young Bonington developed an enthusiasm for climbing adventure
that, fortunately, was matched by gut ability. However, his first foray into
the mountains nearly ended in tragedy when he and a friend were
avalanched off the slopes of Crib Goch - 'the most exciting and enjoyable
day I had ever had'. He was later taken to Harrisons where he 'felt a
sympathy with the rock ... I found it stimulating. I knew that I had found a
pursuit that I loved, that my body and temperament seemed designed for
it, and that I was happy.' One senses that a couple of words should be
added to this final sentence. It ought to read ' ... and that I was happy at
last'. From Harrisons there developed a natural progression, to Wales (again)
where he found himself on a rope with Tony Moulam, and then to Scotland
where, fortuitously, he took part in Hamish MacInnes's first winter ascent
of Agag's Groove on Rannoch Wall. MacInnes recalls that Bonington was
, ... incredibly young and boyish-looking. It was quite amusing how
members of the Creagh Dhu reacted to him - they thought he must live in
a dolls' house! But he was, even then, a very competent rock climber and
they had a lot of respect for him, even if it was rather grudging.'

Meeting MacInnes led to his first visit to the Alps where the two made a
short-lived attempt on the Eiger's North Face, of all things! The following
year, with MacInnes and Don Whillans, he snatched the plum of the Dru's
SW Pillar, and in 1959, with Gunn Clark, he made the first British ascent
of the Direttissima on the North Face of the Cima Grande.

Although Bonington's army career never properly took off, his short time
in uniform brought him the bonus of a trip to the Himalaya, on a Joint
Services expedition to Annapurna II - this, after having been unaccount
ably blackballed from the Royal Marines expedition, led by Mike Banks,
to Rakaposhi in 1958. Annapurna II was an almost perfect Himalayan
introduction and the start of the expedition phase of Bonington's life, which
of course continues to this day, and has been thoroughly documented in
his own books, articles and lectures. It was what led to his escape from Van
den Berghs, which he joined after leaving the Army, and which is encapsu
lated here in High Achiever, as well as his other climbs in the Alps and Britain,
where his public profile grows apace.

So a carnival of climbing adventure unfolds before the reader, interspersed
with the introduction into his story of Bonington's courtship of Wendy,
who becomes his wife; the constant worry of how to earn a living; the brief
spell as a photojournalist for the Daily Telegraph Magazine; the tragic loss of
his first son ... And while it is climbing that gives pace to the book, it is this
background of human relationships that gives it depth. Clearly anyone who
has been at the sharp end of mountaineering for as long as Bonington, will
inevitably have had some close calls and seen injury and death come to
others. He has lost more friends through mountaineering than most, has
been deeply troubled by that loss and has questioned his continuing obses
sion with mountains - yet still adventure calls and it is impossible to walk
away from it.
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In 1982, after Pete Boardman and Joe Tasker disappeared on the NE
Ridge of Everest, he promised Wendy that he would never go back to
Everest. But three years later, at the age of fifty, he could not resist the
invitation by Norwegian, Arne Naess, to join his expedition on the origi
nal SE Ridge route. There were no new challenges to face here, apart from
the personal one of getting to the summit and seeing the view for himself.
But he went, with the rebuke of his sons, Daniel and Rupert, but with the
quiet understanding of Wendy who admitted that she had never really
believed his promise anyway. As we know, for a few days Bonington held
the record for being the oldest Everest summiter, and Curran points out
that with Everest now behind him, he has lost a lot of his insecurity and
obsessiveness, and has gained an inner calm that was not there before.

High Achiever is not a deeply probing, intellectual, biographical exercise.
Thank heaven for that. It is an easy and entertaining read, and because of
that it repays reading twice, for the story romps along and it's only on the
second time round that one trips over nuggets worth studying. It ought to
sell well, and serve as an inspiration - and a warning - to young climbers
with a penchant for high adventure.

Kev Reynolds

The Totem Pole
And a Whole new Adventure

Paul Pritchard
Constable, 1999, pp.xiv + 208, £16.99

Climbing is a risk-fuelled passion, an antidote to the stifling security of
conventional existence. In 1997 Paul Pritchard was one of its leading
exponents and documenters: winning the Boardman Tasker Award with
his first book Deep Play financed a round-the-world climbing trip. Seven
weeks into the adventure, his life was changed forever when part of 'The
Totem Pole', a Tasmanian sea stack, hurtled down onto his head, leaving
him hemiplegic, dysphasic and unable to continue his former life.

The Totem Pole - and a whole new adventure is a humbling account of the
shock of sudden disability and its aftermath. Its dramatic beginning, with
Pritchard's damaged brain convinced that a staff nurse is attempting to
murder him, immediately takes the reader to the delusional world of the
brain injured, recreating the too-rapid transition from vigour and coherence
to immobility and incomprehension.

Writing is a cathartic experience for Pritchard, allowing him to record
the details of his hospital stays in Tasmania and Bangor and his six-month
rehabilitation in the Clatterbridge Unit with precision, honesty and humour.
His pen portraits of fellow patients are vivid and wry - imbued with the
understanding of a man on the inside. The brutality of brain injury is never
left undescribed, but compassion and an irreverent sense of humour educate
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in a way clinical analysis or pious debate never could. The extent of
Pritchard's post-injury achievements are implicit - and the more telling for
this: the memories of the fierce athleticism and independence of a climbing
lifestyle bring accurately into focus the trials of dependency and an
institutionalised existence.

Yet the most affecting element of the narrative is Pritchard's unwavering
determination to see his catastrophic accident as a chance for a new
beginning: '1 was embarking on a whole new adventure, where nothing was
certain. Just how 1 like it and will grow to accept it.' He writes candidly of
his despair and anger at the loss of the life he loved, his grief at the
disintegration of his relationship with his partner and his anxiety about the
eventual extent of his mobility. The acceptance of suffering and the absolute
certainty that life will continue to have rewards lends the book a dignity
which never allows readers to descend into pity. When he revisits the scene
of his accident one year after the event he watches his friends complete the
climb which he was unable to do. There is the expected sense of a circle
closed; completion.

However, Pritchard's joy - '1 had broken into a broad smile within and
without' - has nothing to say of endings but only 'the germ of a new life',
the expression of quiet triumph which brings this book to a close and
anticipates the next step on the road to physical and emotional recovery.

ValRandall

Tibet's Secret Mountain. The Triumph of Sepu Kangri
Chris Bonington & Charles Clarke

Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 1999, pp. xiv+254, £20.00

Chris Bonington has himself remarked on the difficulty expedition books
pose - the irony that though mountaineering is very exciting to do, the
sequence of events tends to follow a well-worn pattern - planning, approach,
climb, descent, return home. It is very difficult, in writing about it, to break
out of this natural sequence successfully, but equally difficult to keep saying
interesting things if you don't.

Tibet's Secret Mountain. The Tn'umph of Sepu Kangri - a clever sub-title
incidentally - has two advantages in this respect. One is the joint authorship,
which can be tricky, but it works here. The other is the fact that the book
covers not one but three expeditions: a reconnaissance of the mountain in
the autumn of 1996, then two attempts to climb it (the second preceded by
further exploration by Clarke) in the spring of '97 and finally in the autumn
of '98. The team varied from year to year, which keeps the human interest
alive, and the constancy of the objective holds the book together. That the
summit was not reached despite Victor Saunders and Scott Muir getting to
within a hundred and fifty metres in '98, seems to have been entirely due to
unsettled weather. Having experienced the supposedly brilliant weather of



BOOK REVIEWS 311

the Tibetan autumn myself in 1999, when things seemed more akin to a
particularly bad August in the Alps than to the en4less blue skies and perfect
neve of one's imagination, I can sympathise. Furthermore, in 1999 we were
quite well west; Sepu Kangri is in the east, in the eastern Nyenchen Tanglha
some 300km north and east of Lhasa, where one would expect conditions
to be considerably worse.

Bonington's writing in this book is as professional and readable as ever.
He knows the tricks of the trade, and in particular he knows how much of
himself to give away. The first chapter, recounting the project's origins and
generally setting the scene, is a great introduction - pure Chris! But with
this exception I probably preferred Clarke's sections overall. This is less a
criticism than a reflection of the difficulty of interesting an expert audience
in the climbing narrative - the problem I have already mentioned. The
wider public, at which the book is presumably aimed, will probably have
no such difficulties.

Clarke's writing is less smooth, but very powerful in places. There is a
wide-eyed excitement (not innocence; not with Charlie!) that comes over
well. I thought the best sections of the whole book were those in which
Clarke is talking about medicine - there is real heart in them. But then I am
someone who almost always prefers the writing of people who are not full
time mountaineers. I also thought the passages from Victor Saunders on
the final attempt on the summit, short as they are, an effective reminder of
what a good'action' writer he is. And whilst on the subject of Mr Saunders:
Clarke's description of his and Victor's ascent of a minor summit above
base camp is memorable. At the base of the final snow dome Clarke feels
uneasy about the conditions. Victor is more confident:

'Look, you silly twit, this is my job. I know this slope is fine. It's granular
snow on ice, well formed and there isn't a chance of it avalanching.'

They continue to the top and back down without mishap. A few days
later, Clarke notices that Victor is looking slippery; and glancing up at the
mountain realises that the slope they were on has avalanched. Pure Victor!
And gloriously described.

What grates on me is the juxtaposition of Tibet and all that implies about
experiencing an earlier culture, an earlier time, and the modern realities of
expedition sponsorship, satellite phones and the rest. Of course, this is
realistic, this is the way it is. But if mountaineering is in part an escape,
then so should reading about it be. Chris is well-known as a technophile
and loves playing around with gadgets - though enthusiasm led him to a
gadget too far and an over-complex system in '98, as he freely admits. But
essentially he loves it, whilst I can't be the only one to feel some sympathy
with the lorry driver from Grimsby recently interviewed in The Finandal
Times: ' ... website this, dotcom that. It's enough to drive you up the bloody
wall.'

There is an artistic problem too. In reading the book we are constantly
pulled in opposite directions, just as Chris himself must have been. That
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suggests that the writing is an excellent reflection, and that is entirely
appropriate - Chris is essentially a journalist, a good one. I am less sure
about Charlie. But though honest, this tension between the romantic past
and the brave new future sets up a tension which is in danger of leaving the
book without a soul. Given so much excellent writing from both authors,
that seems a pity.

I wonder if one solution, for very good climbers anyway, is to follow the
late Alex MacIntyre's example and not attempt the wider canvas at all; to
admit to a narrow-minded egocentricity and write only of this. Or
alternatively, to write a pure travel book, or a book of ethnography. The
attempt to be all things can easily create a philosophical muddle, and though
this is probably an honest reflection of the truth, it doesn't necessarily make
for the most satisfying read.

Phi! Eart!ett

Mesolcina - Spluga
Allesandro Gogna and Angelo Recalcati

CAI/TCI, 1999, pp. 575, L. 70,000

The names Pizzi Campanile, Cavregasco, Ledii, Stella and Tambo will
mean nothing to most readers, for they form part of a relatively remote and
infrequented mountainous region that forms an arc north and west of the
Bregaglia. The area covered by this, the latest guide from the Club Alpino
Italiano/Touring Club Italiano under the general co-ordination of our
member Gino Buscaini, lies first between the Maloja and Spluga passes,
with its southern boundary the Val Bregaglia, and then between the Spluga
and San Bernardino passes, delineated to the west by the Mesolcina Valley
but including peaks all the way south to Lake Como.

The northern sector, which contains the popular ski resort of Madesimo,
contains the higher, more gentle and partially glaciated peaks, a number of
which creep over the 3000m mark. This is a fine area for low to middle
grade alpinism, great treks in the summer and interesting mixed climbs
plus ski touring in the spring. The peaks to the south are lower and even
less well-known but sport some superb rock faces of excellent gneiss, offering
great classics from names such as Bramani and Vitali. In recent years these
faces have been revisited by local activists to produce high standard
'arrampicata'. Notable in this development has been one of Italy's legendary
alpinists and rock climbers, Allesandro Gogna, who was the obvious choice
to author this guide. Colour photo-diagrams, topos, maps, cragging and
ice climbing are all included in this well-produced guide to an area that
will almost certainly continue to remain delightfully unpopulated with
plenty of exploratory opportunities.

Lindsay Griffin
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Creagh Dhu Climber: the Life and Times of John Cunningham
Jeff Connor

The Ernest Press 1999, pp. 233+11, £14.50
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Creagh Dhu climber John Cunningham died in 1980 at the age of 52 in a
bizarre accident on the Anglesey cliffs. He was the strongest climber in
Scotland in the '40s and '50s and his clubmates Mick Noon, Bill Smith and
Pat Walsh were the next strongest. In the '60s and '70s Con Higgins and
John McLean and, later, Rab Carrington and Ian Nicholson kept the Creagh
Dhu heart beating strongly. While other prominent Scottish climbers wrote
about their exploits the Creagh Dhu did not, and so their important history
has been until now an oral history, supplemented only by the terse route
descriptions typical of the club. These used to begin with the words 'Severe
in Rubbers' - a grading often translatable as HVS!

Jeff Connor and the Ernest Press have performed a valuable service in
combining an engrossing history of the Club with a carefully drawn
biography of Cunningham. At the same time Connor gives a well-rounded
and sympathetic account of the setting of the Creagh Dhu - its origins in
the years of the depression when much of Glasgow took the tram to
Milngavie, the bus to Campsie Glen or the train to Arrochar; its membership
carefully drawn principally from the shipyard trades; its climbing focus on
Arrochar and the crags around Glencoe - and makes a delicate traverse
through the more radical Creagh Dhu traditions of fighting, poaching, etc.
Connor's history and biography are closely based on communications from
the principals via letter, shorthand notebook or tape recorder. As an outsider
writing the history of a pugilistic club, verbatim reporting is a sound policy,
but it is also a pleasure to read a history which is not already corrupted by
the opinions of the historian. Perhaps all historians and biographers should
be warned that if they stray beyond fact or quotation they will receive a
sound beating from skilled tradesmen! Connor goes astray only when
following the lead of some of his correspondents in stigmatising Bill Murray
(and, by association, other JMCS and SMC climbers) as 'an establishment
figure', 'middle-class', climbing from hotels, etc. This is merely how a
tradesman perceives a bank clerk, for goodness sake, and is nothing more
than snobbery. While there are some members whose contributions to the
history are missing (eg Davy Agnew, Carrington, Jimmy Gardiner and
Higgins) and others who might have added much had they still lived
(Cunningham himself, Chris Lyon, Charlie Vigano), the important thing
is that Connor has got to most of the Creagh Dhu and persuaded them to
tell their story.

Cunningham had an interesting climbing career embracing besides British
crags the Alps, New Zealand, the Himalaya, South Georgia and the
Antarctic. His routes from the '40s, such as Autumn Slab, Gallows Route and
Guerdon Grooves on the Buachaille set a new standard in Scotland much as
did the routes of Arthur Dolphin in England; in the '70s he perfected the
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'moving piton' method of ice climbing which swept step-cutting (alas!) into
the history books. So he was an important climber, worthy of biography,
and Connor's account of his life is faithful and sympathetic. But there is a
curious feature of Cunningham's climbing which the book touches on but
perhaps doesn't tackle as thoroughly as it merits. Given his prodigious ability,
Cunningham was (in conventional terms) an under-achiever. In Scotland
he made few routes to compare in quality with Smith's Gladiator's Groove
on Arrochar, with Walsh's routes in Skye and Glencoe, and with McLean's
Subtraction and Torro on Ben Nevis. And beyond Scotland, though
undoubtedly dogged by very bad luck, he did not leave much of a mark.
Yet all would agree that from his first efforts in the mid-'40s until the mid
'70s there was no more capable climber in Scotland. So why? Why, for
example, did he leave the crop of wonderful lines in Glencoe to be harvested
by Jimmy Marshall, Noon, Robin Smith and Walsh in the late '50s? Was it
just his absences abroad in the Antarctic, or was Cunningham perhaps
motivated in a different way from other climbers?

Connor's history and biography are smoothly integrated and well
illustrated with excellent contemporary photographs. It is an indispensable
source book for British climbing of the period and should be on every
bookshelf alongside those other indispensables Dennis Gray's Rope Boy and
Harold Drasdo's undervalued and beautifully written Ordinary Route (also
from the Ernest Press).

Robin N Campbell

Darkness and the Azure
Anne Sauvy

Baton Wicks, 1999, pp. 192, £8.99

This is the third collection of Anne Sauvy's short stories to be translated
from French into the convincingly robust vernacular of our English-speaking
mountaineering fraternity. Moving between her home in Chamonix and
her academic life at the Sorbonne, she creates stories of earthy reality with
elegant plots that echo not only De Maupassant and Poe, but also at times
a Maigret in crampons. Sauvy's wit and humanity will give these stories a
wider appeal than the world of boots, bivvis and smelly bodies. Indeed,
many of them are about those who suffer the anxieties of waiting for a loved
one to return, or are set in the valley hotels and mountain huts from which
climbs and accidents are recollected and relived with often eerie detail.

'Mystery, magic and metamorphosis' are the declared themes of the book
and the clever plotting of these stories certainly weaves some creepy paths
through the mountains. What if, for example, in the seconds of a fall to his
death, a climber saw all his future life pass before him instead of his past
life? Anne Sauvy can develop a poignant narrative out of such an idea that
leads to a son saying of a photograph on his office desk, 'I never knew him.
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He died just before I was born'. What if a hut custodian was so kind to
everyone who stayed with him (the book is full of in-jokes like this) that he
could not be tempted by any of the devil's assistants? When, even against
Lilith's ploys, 'the insignificant warden of an alpine hut had braved the
Satanic race with quiet audacity', the plot requires more imaginative devices.
Anne Sauvy is never at a loss to pull the unexpected out of her bag of
tricks. The threat to build a new ski development on his beloved mountain
nearly has the custodian in desperate despair, but rather than resort to violent
protest he withdraws to an alpine monastery as a novice, causing con
sternation in Hell. Even the unlikely final outcome has a last laugh against
hut custodians.

It is characteristic of Anne Sauvy to celebrate humane values and to
parody pride. Indeed, it may well be that these rather old-fashioned values,
together with the gentle wit of her style and the intelligence with which she
presents her alpine culture, led to this book failing to reach the short list of
the Boardman Tasker Award in 1999. The horrific details of recent events
in climbing on display in the short-listed books had more in common with
the Trainspotting school of fiction. To expect fiction to somehow out-shock
reality is to miss its point. These stories are gently reminding us of the
richness of our experience in mountaineering culture. There ought to be an
honoured place in mountaineering literature for the sheer imagination,
humanity and intelligence of Sauvy's short stories. They deserve not only
support, but enthusiastic purchase as literary value for money which is
guaranteed to provide both insights and chuckles to those who pack them
in their sacks or their armchairs.

Terry Gifford

Distant Mountains. Encounters with the World's Greatest Mountains
Photography by John Cleare

Duncan Baird Publications
In association with Discovery Channel, 1998, pp. 176, £25

In this nicely, though not extravagantly produced large-format hardback,
our member, John Cleare, has adopted the unusual approach of bringing
together a selection of narratives from notable authors, then illustrating
these with images from his own personal archives. Whether this works
will, I feel, be largely a matter of individual taste. Nearly always the
personalities depicted in the prints bear no relation to the text and on
occasions the same criticism can be applied to landscapes chosen to
accompany a particular chapter. In some instances getting this 'two for the
price of one' is a bonus; in others it can leave one a little frustrated. However,
having recently read several far from perfectly edited productions, abounding
with typos and annoying errors in both text and picture captions, it was a
real delight to struggle to find anything technically amiss with Distant
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Mountains. But then why should this surprise me? One wouldn't expect
anything less from Cleare.

Although several of the pieces have previously appeared in print, most
contemporary authors have been commissioned to produce a short chapter
on a particular region of the world's mountains, and their work is
accompanied by a one or two-page fact file complete with informative sketch
map. An interesting addition, recalling the rope ring and grappling hook
sketches in Whymper's Scrambles, is that throughout the book small,
uncaptioned studio photographs, generally of climbing equipment from
the Victorian era to the present day, have been 'pasted' into the text.

Here is a chance to read the evocative writing of David Harris as he takes
us ice climbing, with an ailing companion, close to the Trans Canada
Highway, or a telling piece from Steve Roper on how putting away his
ropes and hardware allowed him a fresh and more enjoyable insight into
the Great American Desert. It has been a long time since I've read W H
Murray and a passage from his Undiscovered Scotland reminded me why he
became such an acclaimed and inspirational author. Over in the great
mountains of Asia, Kev Reynolds discusses the 'silence' of Nepal and
describes his thoughts on a recent trek to research a Kangchenjunga guide.
Jim Perrin, in a wonderfully descriptive passage, tells of his visit to the
Gangotri (this gem is carefully crafted and not some hurried, partially
thought-through article like those that sometimes grace the monthly
climbing periodicals), while Kurt Diemberger, in an excerpt from The Endless
Knot, looks back more than three decades to his first ascent of Broad Peak
with the great Hermann Buhl. Nearer to home and from the comparatively
little known book Clear Water Rising, globetrotting Nick Crane crosses the
Breche de Roland to travel forgotten Pyrenees trails above the wild Ordesa
Canyon.

Conway and Tilman inevitably make their appearance, the former in the
Alps and the latter pioneering in the Ruwenzori and on Mount Kenya.
However - and I already hear howls of rage - I am probably one of very
few people who have never found Conway's writing to be particularly
inspiring, nor do the words of HWT fill me with the same excitement as
those from the pen of his equally famous and long-time climbing partner.

Cleare makes his own contribution with a chapter on Patagonia (OK,
here the personalities for once are the same in both picture and text). Now
I've always thought Cleare to be a most underrated writer and this particular
offering, which certainly matches the quality produced by most other
authors in this book, deals with the uncertainty and primordial delights of
a trek in the Paine National Park. Also highly underrated is Mike Banks,
on this occasion giving us an amusing and very readable account of a trek
cum-climbing trip through the Cordillera Vilcanota. This chapter is
particularly well illustrated with shots taken by Cleare on a later visit

Throughout, the book attempts to capture wide-ranging viewpoints on
what we as mountain travellers get from our all-consuming pastime, yet it
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may also provide inspiration for planning similar adventurous journeys.
Cleare himself has taken part in many such enterprises throughout his
productive life, often for no other reason than his own enjoyment and
personal satisfaction. For as he says in the introduction, 'We have climbed
mountains because they looked enticing, not because they were famous;
we have crossed passes to see what was on the other side ... We were proving
nothing, writing no glowing reports. The ethos was pure - that of Tilman
and Shipton - and the style unfortunately against the regulations in many
places today.'

Lindsay Griffin

High Exposure:
An Enduring Passion for Everest and Unforgiving Places

David Breashears
Canongate, pp. 318, £16.99

David Breashears has two obsessions - climbing Everest and carrying a
film camera. On each of his four ascents the camera seems to have got
bigger, culminating in his taking the huge Imax camera to the summit in
1996, stepping past the bodies of friends who had died a few days earlier in
the worst tragedy to have ever struck the mountain. 'It was an open graveyard
up there,' Breashears writes with professional sangfroid.

In this book he describes remonstrating with a still photographer who is
about to photograph the body of one of his friends, and succeeds in
preventing that picture being offered to the world's editors. This dignified
ethical position does not appear to apply to those unknown to Breashears.
Both the Imax film and this book display the body of a mountaineer. Any
justification of this is absent from the book, indicating the limits of ethical
self-examination in a man who admits that he is earning his living from the
world's highest mountain. This may seem harsh since Breashears went up
to recover the body of Chen Yu-Nan from the fixed ropes, but it is Robert
Schauer's photograph of his doing this on 8 May 1996 that he reproduces
in his book. Much more important, of course, was Breashears' willingness
to abandon his film project to assist in the rescue of the tragedy's survivors.
This is, however, a review of a book and it is time that publishers were
encouraged by their authors, readers and reviewers to take a more respectful
line towards the families and friends of those who die on the mountains. A
single photo here undermines Breashears' ethical stance towards his own
dead friend.

This is a pity, because otherwise Breashears' judgement, opinions and
self-examination are the sound assessments of a mountaineer and film
maker who has given himself a thorough apprenticeship. This autobiography
shows how the kid who was bullied by an army father, who never faced the
consequences of his macho violence, escaped into the self-responsibility of
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climbing and made the c1eanest of first ascents on the rock walls of Colorado
in the 1970s. Soon he had talked his way into assisting in the humblest
capacity on films such as Seven Years in Tibet, Cliffhanger and Brian Blessed
in Galahad of Everest. In 1983 he transmitted the first live pictures from
Everest's summit. His surreptitious filming for his documentary of the
Chinese occupation of Tibet, Red Flag Over Tibet, involved a number of
interesting strategies to protect the identity of his sources. In fact the whole
book is a series of fascinating decisions and judgements about filming, his
companions and the costs to himself. His inability to find a role for his
marriage in his film-making career is both admitted and inadequately
resolved. This is a finely honed book which reveals more problems than it
intends behind the man who will long be known as the maker of the largest
format film of the highest mountain.

Terry Gifford

Everest: The Man and the Mountain
J R Smith

Whittles, 1999, pp. 320, £37.50

This is the first biography of Sir George Everest, after whom the highest
mountain in the world was named. Born on 4 July 1790, he joined the
Royal Military Academy at Woolwich in 1804, where his mathematical
potential was soon recognised. He arrived in India in 1806, joining the
Bengal Artillery, and in 1815 worked on a survey in Java before returning
to India in 1817. In 1818 he joined William Lambton on the Great
Trigonometric Survey (GTS), a task that was to occupy him for the rest of
his working life. Lambton's idea was to have a mathematical and geographic
survey that would cover the whole of the Indian subcontinent with a network
of triangulation. The backbone was an accurately measured meridional
arc up the centre of India from Cape Comorin at its southern tip to the
foothills of the Himalaya. Originally it was hoped that this might extend
north and join the Russian survey in Central Asia, ending in the North
Polar Sea, but this proved politically impossible.

The importance of this scheme was that it provided an accurate and sound
foundation for future mapping, and the accurate measurement of the
meridional arc would also help to determine the shape of the earth.

The formal order to start this work was issued in 1800, and considerable
progress had been made before Everest joined the GTS. However, in 1819
he developed either typhus or malaria and convalesced in the Cape of Good
Hope. He returned to India in 1821, and when Lambton died he took over
as superintendent of the GTS in 1823. Recurrent bouts of fever meant that
Everest had to return to England on sick leave. From 1825-1830, whilst he
was in the UK, work on the GTS stopped, for there was no suitable person
to replace him. During this period he was elected a Fellow of the Royal
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Society, and in 1829 he was appointed Surveyor General of India in addition
to his post at the GTS. There followed nine years of intensive field work
and administration, during which the northern end of the arc approached
the Himalaya. In 1842, on completing this work, Everest retired, handing
over to Andrew Waugh, and suggesting that the two posts be amalgamated.
When the highest peak in the world was discovered, it was Waugh who
suggested that, since local Tibetan and Nepali names were not known, the
name of Everest be given to it.

In addition to the biographical text there are sections on the identifica
tion of Mount Everest, the use of survey instruments and the general place
of the work of Lambton and Everest in the understanding of the shape of
the Earth. George Everest was a phenomenally hard worker with a fiery
temperament and acid tongue, for which he used to apologise, and his deter
mination to finish his appointed task was formidable. Not for nothing
was he known as 'Never-rest'.

All geographers, surveyors, mountaineers and those interested in the
exploration and mapping of India, the Himalaya and Central Asia owe a
great debt of gratitude to Prof J R Smith for this fundamental, important
and detailed work.

Michael Ward

Classic Dolomite Climbs
Anette Kohler & Norbert Memmel

Baton Wicks/The Mountaineers, 1999, pp.216, £16.99

My first climbs in the Dolomites were made with pretty much the same
gear we used in the Western Alps; we always wore boots and were equipped
for a bivouac. We knew of friends caught out in storms who had barely
escaped with their lives, so to be burdened in this way only seemed prudent.
Global warming, not to mention the fact that I'm too weak to carry a sack
up grade VI, has considerably increased the attractions of these magic
mountains, and the realisation that good adventures are to be found without
too much suffering has encouraged me to return summer after summer.

Let me give you an example of the excitement and contrasts on offer.
From a base within easy reach of the Sella massif, travel by car (or bus) to
Corvara and take the Boe cable car to the Crep de Mont followed by the
Vallon chairlift. Half an hour's easy walk from this leads to the foot of the
SE face of the Piz dal Lec (Boeseekofel). Suddenly, despite the proximity
of the tourists down in the corrie, you are at grips with a small but savage
bit of dolomite, complete with a tight chimney, a bold traverse followed by
an intimidating overhang which leads to an airy little stance. Then comes
the V+ crux! However, the top is not very far off and a quick, safe descent
can be made by heading eastward to the obvious via ferrata.

The relatively recent appearance of two guidebooks in English has done
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little to revive the interest of home-based climbers in what is in many ways
the most attractive of all the alpine regions. It is always a little difficult to
account for changing fashions but it is possible that the Dolomites fall
between the two stools of Chamonix-type high alpinism and sport-climbing,
with their reputation for loose rock, stone-fall, difficult free-climbing and
long complicated descents. In addition, the Dolomite activists have
preserved an ethical approach which means that bolts are the exception
rather than the rule. As a result, most of the routes have escaped the
sanitisation imposed on rock routes in many other areas and have therefore
retained an air of seriousness, both real and perceived, which is bound to
deter those who expect their climbing to be risk-free.

So what of this latest guide produced with the intention of rekindling the
interest of the British in the Dolomites? Well, first of all I should say that I
have been using an Italian translation of the earlier edition of this guide so
I am familiar with the style and philosophy. Since it has pointed me at
quality routes I had previously not heard of I was already well-disposed
towards it. The latest edition has about 50% more routes but retains the
same format, with a reliance on topos which are supplemented by
photographs and a limited amount of text here translated from the original
German into English. The general appearance is attractive and all the
necessary information is readily to hand making it easy to use.

Kohler and Memmel emphasise the enjoyment aspect of Dolomite
climbing and so their selection is governed by such criteria as proximity to
the road, quality of rock, lack of seriousness and in the Preface they state
'One thing is certain: climbing in the high mountains is to be enjoyed most
when the difficulties (and not just those of a technical nature) are well within
one's capabilities and the mind is free to explore things on a deeper level.'
Thus routes from UIAA grade III to VII are included, most being in the V
to VI range.

It should be emphasised that the routes in this selection are not pleasure
routes in the sense of say 'Suisse Plaisir' but none of the routes have
significant objective dangers or much loose rock, most have sound pegs or
good placements for friends or nuts and almost all can be completed
comfortably in the day.

Because the authors have personal experience of the climbs, the
information is almost always reliable with most of the deficiencies I detected
being of a trivial nature or the result of slight mistakes in translation. The
topos are a major feature and these are very clear with sufficient detail to
facilitate a successful ascent. A word of warning on the times is in order.
Many of these are a little on the optimistic side and a few are only possible
by an exceptionally fit and knowledgeable party (e.g. the VinatzerI Messner
on the Marmolada South Face).

This English Edition is published by Baton Wicks and is edited by the
company's owner Ken Wilson. Ken is very much a hands-on editor and
has modified and added to the original text. As an implacable opponent of
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bolts he finds himself at odds with the authors when they applaud the
appearance of bolts on the stances of some routes and he inserts a section
giving a contrary view. All in all an excellent and attractive guide, well
worth £16.99.

Mike Mortimer

Summit. Vittorio Sella, Mountaineer and Photographer,
the years 1879-1909

Preface by Ansel Adams
The Aperture Foundation, New York, £31.25/$50

We think we're clever. We climb mountains aided by our modern gear,
protected by space-age clothing, stuffed with tasty scientific foods and hung
about with miniature high-tech point-and-shoot cameras and we think we're
the greatest. But there were giants in the old days - real men - and one
such was Vittorio Sella.

I first noticed his name in 1956 when, as a young soldier serving in BAOR,
I was sent a book for Christmas, Mont Blanc to Everest, that classic
photographic anthology collected by Gaston Rebuffat. I was a painter in
those days but this book did much to turn me towards photography,
particularly the fold-out panorama of the Baltoro glacier by Sella, and his
beautiful matched images of Paiju and Siniolchu, appropriately captioned
'Dentelle de Pierre' and 'Dentelle de Neige'.

Four years later, as a photographic student and by this time an experienced
alpinist, I discovered Ronald Clark's 1948 biography of Sella, The Splendid
Hills, and realised that this Italian photographer was the giant of my chosen
profession. The present book is a portfolio edition of some 93 of his
photographs of the Alps, the Caucasus, the Ruwenzori, the St Elias Range,
the Kangchenjunga Himal and the Baltoro Muztagh. Nevertheless, it cannot
escape comparison with Clark's earlier, if rather post-war utilitarian
collection.

Summit contains a reasonable, if sometimes unexceptional, selection of
Sella's better images, well reproduced of course and nicely presented. There
are a couple of very impressive four-page 230-degree panoramas, one
spanning K2 to Masherbrum from the slopes of Marble Peak, the other of
a Caucasus dawn from the summit of Elbrus. Scattered throughout the text
are some two dozen vignette-type images of people, and details which
suggest that Sella could photograph people as well as he could handle
landscape.

However, I have seen other of his images, several of them in Clark's
excellent volume, that I should have thought better justified inclusion 
among them such classics as that fascinating shot of the Grands Mulets
hut in 1881, the Pic sans Nom and Coup de Sabre from the Pic Coolidge
and what must be THE definitive image of Ushba seen from Ezeri. But



322 THE ALPINE JOURNAL 2000

then Summit is an all-American book and few of the compilers can have
much idea of the significance of their subject matter.

Unfortunately they endeavour to build a mystique around Sella and his'
work - a mystique both spurious and uncalled for and with which Ansel
Adams has already been cloaked. Indeed, there is a Preface by Adams
which to my mind is pure bunkum. Sella, like Adams, had an excellent
eye, took infinite pains, had superb subject matter and worked hard at it.
No more, no less. Photography is not magic and overmuch bullshit is
pronounced about it. Thankfully, a supporting essay by Greg Child is much
more meaningful.

But if Sella's best pictures are remarkable, it is his efforts and achievements
that are remarkable also. Born in 1859 in Biella, just 25 miles from Monte
Rosa, to a wealthy and well-connected family - his statesman uncle founded
the CAr - his period of maximum creativity spanned just thirty years. He
started experimenting with a 351b camera, wet collodium plates and the
essential darkroom on the summit of Monte Mars above Biella in 1879 and
made his final major trip as photographer on the Duke of the Abruzzi's
1909 Karakoram expedition using by then state-of-the-art telephoto lenses.
To have travelled as widely in the great ranges as he did was no mean
achievement in those days. And to have made the first winter ascents of the
Matterhorn in 1882 (actually a traverse which earned congratulations from
the Alpine Club), the Dufourspitze in 1884 and the Grand Paradiso and
Lyskamm in 1885, as well as the first winter traverse of Mont Blanc in
1888, marks him out as a formidable mountaineer in his own right. Indeed,
winter climbing intrigued him: ' ... [winter] ascents offer only two difficulties,'
he wrote, 'soft snow and cold. The former is overcome with a little energy,
the latter by being well clothed.'

In 1882 he shot a 360-degree panorama from the summit of the
Matterhorn. It was the highlight of his early career. The twelve 30 x 40cm
(12 x 16in) glass plates he used weighed nearly 21bs each, his camera almost
40lbs and his tripod approaching 51bs. Later that year he ordered up from
London the new, rather lighter Kinnear camera with Dallmayer lenses which
was to be his main working tool for the ensuing decade. But camera
equipment for a simple alpine shoot still weighed in at some 70lbs and for
expedition photography over 200lbs more. In 1893 he added to his armoury
a slightly smaller Ross camera that actually shot on 20 x 25cm (8 x lOin)
sheet film - it must have seemed an incredible advance. But with logistics
being what they were and with his carefully composed and posed images
being so finite, it is not surprising that his production of images was
comparatively small by today's standards. Summit calculates that in his first
sixteen years of activity, from 1879 to 1895, he exposed only 1000 plates
some 1200 square feet of glass! Compare that with today's softies: during a
four-day commissioned assignment in the Alps last summer I shot over
1200 pictures on three cameras and I was able to carry all my own climbing
gear and camera equipment on my back.
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Naturally by today's norms many of Sella's pictures are unexceptional
but the best are timeless and welljustif)r their place as all-time great images.
Few, very few, modern photographers can emulate his skill with the black
and white medium - a medium that has been well described as 'feeling
with your eyes' and which requires not only great tonal perception but a
familiarity with photographic chemistry and darkroom techniques - of all
of which Sella was a master. Fewer photographers still have that rare facility
for placing figures - even if Sella's models were his employed guides - in
exactly the right position to suggest scale, to provide interest and to intimate
drama that is the hallmark of his best work. His eye was as good as the best
- and few of those have been mountaineers.

This is a book which will fascinate any alpine historian and all lovers of
mountain scenery. The armchair connoisseur of mountain photography
will probably aspire to own both it and The Splendid Hills, which do
complement each other despite the considerable overlap. The active
mountain photographer, meanwhile, can only doff his cap to the greatest
of them all.

John Cleare

A Slender Thread: Escaping Disaster in the Himalayas
Stephen Venables

Hutchison. 2000, pp. xiv + 208, £17.99

Stephen Venables, like all good mountaineers and most good writers, likes
to make things difficult for himself. With his new book he has deliberately
set his face against a marked trend in modern mountaineering writing 
the shift from expedition books in the traditional style to books that relate
a series of expeditions. The change is obvious when one sets a traditional
expedition book like Bonington's Everest the Hard Way, for example, against
a more modern book like Boardman's Sacred Summits or Roskelly's Last
Days.

Although many of the new-style books can read rather like a series of
magazine articles strung together, their great advantage is that they do not
have to spend so much time with those aspects of expeditionary
mountaineering that vary little from one expedition to the next - the
preliminary organisation, the selection of the team, the walk-in and so forth.
Traditional expedition books can easily evoke the same reaction as yet
another slide of 120 blue barrels with a pair of legs under each one making
their way up the Baltoro. Dealing with an expedition in a chapter allows
the author to cut straight to the chase.

Quite rightly, though, Venables feels that he's got enough of a story to
tell that he doesn't need to cut straight to the chase. His monstrous accident
and epic escape on Panch Chuli 5 is quite enough for a single volume.
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Anyone who reads the mountaineering press will be familiar with the story
of how a peg pulled at the end of a long night-time rappel descent, leaving
Venables flying down the slope to be brought to a halt with two broken
legs, saved by the quick reactions of Steve Sustad and Victor Saunders who
grabbed the rope as it went through the next anchor. But there is, of course,
a second obstacle that Venables's book needs to overcome. The expedition
took place in 1992 and the book is appearing eight years later. Many readers
will be familiar with the events that Venables relates (as well as with some
of the sentences that he uses to relate them).

So Venables has effectively set himself two formidable challenges. He
has to hold the attention of readers who have become accustomed to a
rather less leisurely approach to expedition narrative - and he has to do
this while telling a story that many of his readers will already know, at least
in broad outline. It is a testament to his skills as a writer that he largely
succeeds. A Slender Thread is certainly one of the best expedition books I
have read for some time. It is well paced, wittily written and hard to put
down. Readers of Venables's earlier books will not be disappointed.

There are two separate narratives running through A Slender Thread. The
first is the story of a large, more or less traditional expedition to the Kumaon
Himalaya, jointly organised by Harish Kapadia and Chris Bonington.This
strand of the book has a slightly Boys-Own feel about it. There are some
highly engaging character portraits, and Venables is good at capturing the
relatively infrequent moments when the excitement and adventure of
expeditionary mountaineering wipes out the memory of the hours and days
of discomfort and tedium. The drama of the accident and its immediate
aftermath is vividly conveyed. But these are not what make the book really
worth reading. The best parts of A Slender Thread come with the second
strand when Venables sets aside the self-deprecating and inward-looking
house style of the British mountaineering establishment and shifts into a
more reflective and self-examining mode. It is often excruciating when
mountaineers try to address the 'why do you climb?' question, but Stephen
Venables's thoughts on the matter are well worth reading. As he relates
towards the end of the book, he was not alone among the members of the
Panch Chuli expedition in feeling equivocal about life in the high mountains.
But members of the expedition reacted to the trauma of the accident and
rescue in different ways. Some shrugged it off. Others downsized their
mountaineering ambitions. Venables struggled to take it on board, trying
to reconcile an obvious passion for climbing in all its shapes and forms
with a very real sense of the overall silliness of the activity.

What for my money made the book worth reading (and what would
quite possibly have served as the foundation for an even more interesting
book) were the very brief comparisons that Venables draws between his
own mountaineering experiences on Panch Chuli and elsewhere and the
desperate struggles of his son Ollie diagnosed with autism a couple of years
after his father's return from Panch Chuli. For a few pages Venables conveys
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a real battle, a long way from the artificial battles of the professional
mountaineer (or the amateur mountaineer, for that matter). The
counterpoint that he sets up between the dramas of expeditionary
mountaineering and the dramas of home life is the most interesting part of
the book. Hopefully we will hear more about this in the future.

Jose Bermudez

Regions of the Heart.
The Triumph and Tragedy of Alison Hargreaves

David Rose & Ed Douglas
Michael Joseph, 1999, pp.xii + 290, £16.99

When Alison Hargreaves died in 1995 descending K2 in a fierce storm, she
became a victim not only of the mountain's savage reputation but also of
the media - who, only a few weeks earlier, had feted her for her unsupported
and oxygenless ascent of Everest.

It is widely accepted that media attention is a double-edged sword, but
press condemnation of Hargreaves was fuelled by her refusal to conform
to the stereotypical behaviour .demanded of a woman and a mother by
continuing to devote herself to high altitude mountaineering. Media
criticism has never been as vitriolic on the subject of fathers who choose to
embrace Himalayan climbing, since they are perceived to be exercising their
right to participate in a predominantly male sport, traditionally associated
with the more masculine characteristics of physical strength, stamina and
risk-taking.

In the eyes of an uninformed public, Hargreaves was doubly culpable:
ignoring her responsibilities as a mother and denying one of the cornerstones
of contemporary society - the avoidance of risk. In flying in the face of all
those mechanisms which regulate our fearful society and promote the
necessity for longevity, she had breached a deep-rooted social code and
stepped outside the tribe. If this was the case, the media argued, she must
pay the price for her transgressions and her penance must be made public
to deter others from making the same mistakes.

Regions of the Heart seeks to provide a more comprehensive analysis of
Hargreaves' life, revealing a complex individual far removed from the reck
less mother driven by insatiable ambition which gave some press reports
their lurid immediacy. Rose and Douglas offer an alternative and authori
tative viewpoint to that of writers, both quick to criticise and inexpert in
mountaineering ethics, whose remarks become decontextualised, irrelevant
or inaccurate in assessing the degree of foolhardiness or caution inherent
in behaviour at high altitude.

Much of the authority of their account is derived from the nature of their
sources - Hargreaves' immediate family and friends and the diaries which
she meticulously kept for almost 20 years. These reveal a determined
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character with a deep-seated need continually to prove herself, an intelligent
and outwardly confident woman secretly beset by fears of failure and
indecisive in making much-needed changes in her life.

Her marriage to Jim Ballard at the age of 18 provides crucial clues to the
motivation behind her climbing career. His desire to control and guide her,
welcome in the early days of her marriage, became an irritation - and often
an embarrassment - as her maturity and stature in climbing circles grew.
His handling of her affairs, the bankruptcy of his business and his occasional
violence towards her increased her need to succeed - for her own sake, but
also to provide security for her children.

There is always balance here. Hargreaves' errors of judgement are
documented - most importantly her flawed decision to take easier routes
on two of the Alpine North Faces, as a result of prolonged bad weather and
a need to meet deadlines for her publisher and sponsors, and so casting a
shadow over her remarkable achievement in climbing all six in one summer.
More crucially, she made the decision to climb with an American team on
K2 and so ended the partnership with Alan Hinkes which would have seen
her summiting earlier and safely.

Regions of the Heart sets Hargreaves' achievements firmly on a mountain
eering continuum more broadly defined than by the limited criteria used
to condemn her. Perhaps her greatest triumph was the growing realisation
that she need no longer climb to prove herself or to ease financial pres
sures; her tragedy was that she did not live to enjoy her new and hard-won
freedom.

ValRandall

Top Climbs of the World
Garth Hattingh

New Holland Publishers, 1999, pp. 160, £29.99

So we have yet another large-format, lavishly illustrated work on the 'best
this' or the'classic that'. Top Climbs is presented to us by the South African
author Garth Hattingh, and he splits an understandably predictable choice
into five categories: the 8,OOOm Peaks, High Altitude Peaks, Alpine-scale
peaks, the Big Walls and finally a diverse chapter entitled The Proving
Ground. In the first category we fmd Everest, K2, Annapurna and Nanga
Parbat. No surprises there! In the second we find four of the Seven
Continental Summits, plus the Ogre (as it has an outstanding story). In the
third (yes, you've already guessed) Mont Blanc, Matterhorn, Eiger, etc,
though Mount Cook makes a welcome appearance, and in the fourth El
Cap, Cerro Torre and ah, the Polar Sun Spire, well that's a bit different.
The fifth chapter looks at ice climbing on Ben Nevis, various rock climbs
around the world from North Wales to Australia, and finishes with a dash
of sport climbing (Giillich's Action Directe and Huber's Open Air). How are
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these presented? Well, with considerable impact. Photographic reproduction
and layout are absolutely stunning, the best of the former now a hallmark
of Far Eastern printing and binding. There is hardly a bad picture and full
marks to the researchers for their diligence in gathering such a high quality
and often informative collection of images, many of which bring a whole
new perspective to well-known venues. Inevitably, a number of standard
shots are present but most seem refreshingly new. Only a few of the pictures
are incorrectly captioned (some dreadfully so) and only two to my
knowledge printed in reverse. However, eleven do not appear to have been
captioned at all, including a spectacular double page spread of Hushe peaks
from the Gondokoro La.

Many full page spreads often match the quality of Burkhardt's magnificent
landscapes used in The High Mountains of the Alps and several are so sharp
and wonderfully detailed that they represent a guidebook writer's dream.
If you are contemplating a route on the West Face of the Dru or the
Diamond on Long's Peak, Cerro Torre's CompressorRoute or, dare I say, the
Polar Sun Spire, then this is the book for you. The photo attributed to Colin
Monteath of Cerro Torre's summit piercing the cloud is particularly notable.
If any image explains why most alpinists fail to climb the final mushroom,
then this is it. Good action shots, though somewhat fewer in number, are
also present and I particularly liked the sequence of Steve Monks leading
the first free ascent of Ozymandias Direct. However, is it only me who fmds
it so annoying to be forced into a protracted search at the back of the book
for an individual photo credit? If it can't be added alongside the picture,
then at least index by page rather than by author.

And so to the text. Hattingh tackles the various topics in a descriptive
and somewhat romantic style that is pleasant to read. He covers the first
ascent of the mountain and generally adds one other really significant ascent,
if such exists. However, almost from the outset there are errors and as time
goes on these become more frequent and increasingly irritating. A number
are real howlers and definitely give the impression that the author has failed
to fully grasp his subject. Of course, editing may have augmented this prob
lem and there are indeed some strange anomalies, for instance where a
technical term may continually be mistakenly explained in the text, only to
appear perfectly defined in the glossary.

Each written piece on a mountain (and eventually crag) is accompanied
by a thumbnail sketch with route lines. These are probably the worst aspect
of the book, being scrappy, often inaccurate, sometimes requiring more
than a little imagination to recognise the feature concerned and occasionally
depicting a whole aspect of the mountain not even mentioned in the text.

My overall impression was that despite offering a magnificent photo
graphic exhibition of World climbing, Top Climbs has its focus more towards
the non-climbing readership or at least those relatively new to the sport.
The majority of events covered in the text have already been well docu
mented and widely read by most folk interested in climbing literature.
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Chapters come across as well-written precis of the classics and often con
tain extracted text: for instance Hattingh's piece on the Petit Dru is basically
Bonatti's On the Heights, Mount Kenya derives from Benuzzi's No Picnic ...
and Cleare's Mountains, while Annapurna is a combination of Herzog's
Annapurna and Bonington's Annapurna South Face.

However, for those requiring a broad impression of the climbing world
and all its facets and for whom factual accuracy is less important, this
sumptuous book goes a long way towards showing the diversity of our
sport and, more importantly, may also convey to the general public some
of the passion displayed by its committed participants.

Lindsay Griffin

The Rwenzori Mountains National Park, Uganda
Exploration, Environment & Biology,

Conservation Management and Community Relations
Eds. Henry Osmaston, Joy Tukahirwa,
Charles Basalirwa, Jockey Nyakaana

Dept of Geography, Makerere University, 1998, pp. x+395
Availablefrom West Col Productions, Goring, Reading, RG89AA, £20+£3 p&p

Three cheers for this book, please. If Makerere University can host and
largely staff an academic conference, Uganda must at last be making
headway. The second cheer is for the several papers that are neither abstruse
nor platitudinous. Most interesting of these to mountaineers is entitled 'The
Rescue Scenario', but it too is academic at present. Another low-key
rebellion by elements of the Bakonzo people will, for most potential visitors
to these marvellous mountains, push the risk level from acceptably
adventurous across the foolhardiness threshold.

The third cheer is for Henry Osmaston, co-author of the superb Rwenzori
Guidebook which this book complements. He was clearly the driving force
behind the Rwenzori Conference where the papers here published were
presented.

John Temple

Nanda Devi. Exploration and Ascent
Eric Shipton and H W Tilman

With an introductory memoir by Charles Houston
Biiton Wicks, 1999, pp. 288, £J 0.99

A compilation of the two mountain exploration books, Shipton's Nanda
Devi and Tilman's The Ascent of Nanda Devi, plus Shipton's 1937 article in
the AJ on surveying in the area and a chronological list of expeditions and
ascents on the mountain up to 1996.
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Slack: The Fun of Climbing
Dennis Gray

Self-published, £9.95

329

It seems a bit churlish to immediately disagree with the first sentence of a
book's introduction. 'Story-telling is one of the oldest diversions known to
man' writes Dennis Gray in this, his second volume of anecdotes and
reminiscences. Story-telling, as the last few years of psychological research
has suggested, is no diversion; it's an instinctive activity, one we're born to
perform as a way of reinforcing all manner of things: familial relationships,
ways of catching food, the security of a group, conflict resolution. Some
scientists even believe they've found the chunk of brain where this facility
resides.

Should the Dennis Gray brain ever be offered up to science, then they
will find his story-telling node to be among the largest ever found. Gray
loves a good yarn, and maintains a long tradition of capturing the spirit of
a whole age in a telling remark or anecdote. (1 think Raymond Greene was
the master. His Moments of Being is long out of print but readily available
from specialist second-hand bookshops.) Much more than this, Gray is
wonderfully curious, always rootling around for the quirky detail and
slipping it into his narrative. And his curiosity has kept him travelling, far
from his native Leeds, as happy to be racing down the Karakoram Highway
to catch a plane or meditating with monks in a Thailand monastery as he
is bouldering in Central Park or climbing Gauri Sankar. (Like the best
climbers, the activity itself has always provided Gray with a spur to exercise
his restless spirit.)

And while I think most of us have mentioned to chance acquaintances
made in some far-flung backwater that they really must come over and stay
and then think no more of it, you sense that Gray has never passed up any
opportunity to take people up on their invitations and has benefited as a
consequence, meeting the widest range of climbers of more or less anyone
else in the country. The cast list of this book is truly astonishing, from
A1lan Austin to Andrzej Zawada and from the Queen of England to the
Maharajah of Khapalu.

All this is delivered in a sort of Stanley Holloway-esque monologue, with
plenty of dramatic urgency thrown in. Gray loves observing some of the
bigger egos in British climbing bristling at each other. I would have paid
good money to watch John Barry launch himself at Ken Wilson in an Indian
restaurant in Mold. (The waiters are probably still talking about it, even if
Wilson and Barry are not.)

Of course such incidents beg the question of how much of Gray's
reminiscences are factual. He remarks, while describing how he met the
Communist and rock'n'roller Dave Cook, that Cook was a historian and
interested in how climbing was recorded. Gray agrees that integrity in
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history-telling is important and regularly warns against seeing the past
through rose-tinted spectacles.

And yet, talking to some of those who are quoted in the book, conversa
tions, anecdotes and memories are fused and contrived by Gray's pen in
very unhistorical ways. Not that there's anything wrong with this, given
that the spirit of the thing is about right and there is little malicious in
Gray's embellishment. But I wouldn't base my PhD on his stories, just in
case any of the anthropologists or psychologists who have taken a recent
interest in climbing should be reading this.

Despite his determination to resist nostalgia, it's inevitable that Gray
should see the best in the past. (He has a strange swipe at the modern
climbing media, accusing it of sycophancy. It's amazing how quickly older
climbers forget just how staid much of the climbing press has been for most
of its history.) He remains connected to young climbers newly in love with
the sport, but regrets the commercialism and lack of adventure that he sees
around him gathering strength. His view might be correct, I don't know.
But I recall that Tilman was moaning about the way things were going in
the Himalaya in the 1950s, and plenty of late Victorians thought Chamonix
overcrowded. I think Gray is right that there is now a bourgeoisie in climbing
that isn't prepared to tolerate the rough and ready attitudes that dominated
climbing for much of his life. But I think he would also agree that there are
plenty of youngsters out there, doing much as he did in the 1950s and 1960s
and has kept up with ever since, travelling to out of the way places and
living unusual lives, and making new stories out of them.

EdDouglas

Ghosts of Everest
The authorised story of the search for Mallory & Irvine

Jochen Hemrnleb, Larry A Johnson & Eric Simonson
Macmillan 1999, pp. 206, £20.00

Lost on Everest - The Search for Mallory & Irvine
Peter Firstbrook

BBC 1999, pp. 224, £16.99

Last Climb - The legendary Everest expeditions of George Mallory
David Breashears and Audrey Salkeld

National Geographic 1999, pp. 240, $35.00

Tweed Norfolkjackets may yet become fashionable again in mountaineering
circles, given the current wave of American 're-discoveries' of Great British
Heroes. For those early pioneers evidently wore clothing quite as effective
as Gore-Tex salopettes and neoprene overboots; revisionism can surely apply
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as much to clothing as to reputations. But more of that shortly. Four years
ago, America discovered Everest following a disastrous season involving
some of their 'boys' who died on the mountain; the year before last they
rediscovered Shackleton with the publication of an excellent new book on
the Endurance expedition. Last year they discovered Mallory's body high
on the mountain, since when there has been an unseemly rush to cash in,
with at least four books, a weak frIm by the BBC, several web-sites, and the
syndication of photographic rights across the globe - all of which presages
a trend of heroes, long part of the British consciousness, being hijacked
across the Atlantic. The book by Firstbrook shows a very English perspec
tive, Ghosts is very American but neither really penetrates the important
issues. Last Climb began as a history of the early expeditions but, once
Mallory's body was found, the publishers felt bounced into publishing,
ahead of schedule, last autumn.

Between the Wars it appears to have been rather romantic to disappear
in quest of some grail never quite found; one thinks of Colonel Fawcett,
Amy Johnson, 'Gino' Watkins ... all are yetto be rediscovered. Yet none of
them, thanks to the media ghouls, have yet tickled American imaginations
as much as the story of Mallory and Irvine.

Thirty-seven-year-old George Mallory, a Charterhouse schoolmaster, had
been on the two previous expeditions of the 1920s. He was celebrated as
one of the better British rock-climbers and had proven himself at high
altitude. Andrew Irvine, 22, had no Himalayan experience but was adept
at repairing the controversial oxygen apparatus. On earlier attempts, Mallory
had felt that oxygen was somehow 'unsporting' but was coming round to
the idea that, without it, Everest might never be climbed. And for Mallory,
who for all his agility on the rocks was mechanically inept and disorganised
about even basic equipment - he forgot his camera on the way to the summit
and had to borrow one from Howard Somervell- Irvine could be his ticket
to success. Irvine, the dextrous Merton College engineering graduate, was
capable of stripping and repairing most mechanical devices and had rebuilt
the manufacturers' apparatus at base camp, saving weight and improving
flow. He called it 'Mark V' but even his revised rig still weighed about 30
pounds; the system was still unreliable and a mechanic was critical to the
venture.

After two attempts by others, Mallory decided that he and Irvine would
try one last assault - this time with oxygen. They were last spotted in the
early afternoon of June 8 by Noel Odell, who claimed he saw them approach
and climb a prominent rock buttress, assuming it to be the Second Step at
28,400ft - the summit is 29,028ft) and then to be going 'strongly' for the
summit. Clouds soon gathered and that was the last that was seen of them.
Despite his clear recollections and contemporary notes, Odell was after
the trip bullied by disbelieving cross-examiners and felt obliged to alter his
story, undermining his own first impressions.
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Two reasons why the doubters persisted were that no one could believe
that Mallory, let alone Irvine, could have climbed the difficult Second Step
at that altitude nor could they imagine that, despite being so late in the
day, Mallory and Irvine did not have the good sense to turn back well ahead
of nightfall. The first was felt to be corroborated on the evidence of
subsequent expeditions in the 1930s who maintained that the Step was
unassailable. As it happens, the Chinese did climb it in 1960, albeit with
some difficulty and personal injury, and again in 1975 when they fixed an
aluminium ladder to the benefit of all expeditions to this day. In 1988
Stephen Venables, another Carthusian, lived to tell of his night out on his
own after summiting by an uncharted route by the East Face, unsupported,
without oxygen. But until last year's expedition it was not known that the
Second Step could be climbed without aid. Now we know it can.*

The second cause for doubt took no account of 'summit fever', nor of the
effects of altitude on judgement. Even before the summit bid, the camera
man of the 1924 trip, John Noel, claimed that Mallory's obsession with
Everest amounted to mental illness. Against this, it is true Mallory did
have a wife and three small children, had just moved house and begun a
new job in Cambridge. But both he and Irvine would have known enough
of the potential fame and financial reward if they made it to pull out
unimagined resources. There is a side to this at which Firstbrook hints but
fails to explore. In 1909 Mallory broke his ankle, an injury that never
properly healed and continued to give him trouble. Indeed he was sent
home during WW1 because of it. He was in any case rather ashamed of his
war record. Headmasters were permitted to exercise their discretion about
the release of schoolmasters and Fletcher, at Charterhouse, would not re
lease him until 1916. Everyone of his close friends (and he was certainly
well connected) had crossed the Channel: Geoffrey Winthrop Young,
George Trevelyan, Geoffrey Keynes, Robert Graves (a former pupil), Rupert
Brooke (a contemporary at Magdalene) - even if another friend, Lytton
Strachey, renowned for his obsession with Mallory's good looks (crediting
him 'with the face of a Botticelli') made a much publicised public stand
against call-up.

On 25 April 1915, Mallory wrote to AC Benson, his former tutor at
Magdalene, ' ... there's something indecent when so many friends have
been enduring so many horrors in just going on at one's job quite happy
and prosperous.' Eventually he took a commission in the Royal Artillery

* Editor's note: Conrad Anker, the very capable American climber who freed
the Step, thought the climb to be around 5.8 or HVS, feeling more like 5.10 or
Mild Extreme at that altitude. Just as pertinent to other commentators, however,
is the lack of a belay at the top of the Step; the ladder is secured to snow stakes.
Given the position of the body, had Mallory and Irvine climbed this imposing
HVS pitch, they would have needed to abseil down. It is a matter of some
doubt that they would have found anything to abseil from.
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and went to France in May 1916, serving as a Forward Observation Officer.
He was certainly exposed to carnage, once writing 'I don't object to corpses
so long as they are fresh. With the wounded it is different: it always distresses
me to see them.' However, in August 1916 that ankle began to cause trouble
again and nine months later he was back in London for an operation; it
transpired it had in fact been broken in 1909 and never properly set. Once
healed, Mallory returned to his barracks on a motorbike, and managed to
hit the pillar at the entrance to his camp thereby crushing his right foot; he
was unfit for the rest of the year. For most of 1918 he was sent to work on
a new super-gun near Newcastle and although he was back in France
towards the end of the war, he wrote to his father shortly before Armistice
'I should have liked to return home, if not a hero, at least a man of arms
more tried than I have been; ...my instinct is to want more fighting', a
telling comment for one whose own pupils had been more tested than he.

Nor should one underestimate Irvine, much younger and inexperienced
though he was. As a boy, he would have attended Shrewsbury School chapel
for memorial services to countless contemporaries and probably been moved
by the jingoism of the time. More to the point, anyone who has trained for
and rowed in a Boat Race twice will have known about pushing the limits
and urging team-mates to do the same. Nor should his inexperience have
been such a handicap; amateurs, not fearing to tread behind more seasoned
partners, have a tradition for excelling on Everest. Technically, most of the
climbing on the North Face is not hard though the effects of exposure and
altitude require either well-honed climbing instincts or what Norton
described as 'PBS - pure, bloody sweat'. In 1922, Geoffrey Bruce, a virtual
novice, had, with George Finch, established a new world altitude record.
Irvine was certainly of similar stock.

Summit fever aside, one of the biggest problems of high-altitude climbing
and oxygen deficiency lies in the difficulty in making decisions. This can
be as basic as whether to put your boots on or not, to light the stove, to get
into your sleeping bag, to pee inside or outside the tent - never mind whether
to go on or turn back. In these circumstances, you rely on your instincts to
carry you through. Only rarely does logic come into it.

So what of the case for them making it? Before last year, this was un
proven (but by no means disproved) and has remained so, even now Mallory
has been found, tantalisingly, with his watch broken, altimeter broken, no
camera, goggles in his pocket. Over the years, theorists and vicarious moun
taineers have assiduously worked away at the scraps of evidence, making
tortuous deductions worthy of the Red Queen. Ironically, we may never
know since even if another expedition goes back, as is proposed, to look
now for Irvine's body and find the missing camera, it would almost certainly
have been too dark by the time, according to Odell's timings, they summited
to take a picture, even if they had had the energy. In 1988, the only shot
Venables could manage was a load of oxygen bottles lying in the snow; he
quite forgot about the view.
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Although the first two books show very different perspectives on the find
neither make great literature. Ghosts is well designed, lavishly produced,
with excellent and sometimes moving photographs but largely superficial
text. There are exceptions to this, notably the chapter describing the finding
and subsequent burial of the body, when the sense of awe, respect, reverence
and tenderness of the climbers comes through, something which was caught
on the film. Another good chapter describes how Conrad Anker climbed
the second step without oxygen or aid, establishing that Mallory and Irvine
could have done the same.

Peter Firstbrook's book is better written but poorly produced, with dis
appointing photos largely extracted from archive footage and frlm stills 
one deduces a big row between climbing and camera teams - all with the
feel of a token volume to accompany the showing of the BBC programme.
The author, series editor for BBC Travel Specials, spends 162 pages out of
203 retelling the history of Everest exploration - all good stuff but his text
shows more than a passing resemblance to other, better, secondary sources,
in particular, WaIt Unsworth's Everest, Peter Hopkirk's Trespassers on the
Roofof the World and Audrey Salkeld and Tom Holzel's The Mystery ofMallory
& Irvine. That said, the yam rips along, and the history is conveniently
assembled.

By contrast, Last Climb is not only well written, it derives authority from
the authors' original research, interviewing not only Odell shortly before
his death but also the families and descendants of other expedition mem
bers, and sifting through their attics for personal diaries and photograph
albums which had never been part of the official record. The authors have
also drawn heavily on the photographic archives at the Royal Geographi
cal Society and Alpine Club - some of these images have never been seen
and are truly magnificent, as are the reproductions of Colonel Norton's
evocative watercolours. There is an excellent chapter about the making of
Captain Noel's film and another describing the moving visit by Mallory's
son, John, to Base Camp in his 74th year, and the publishers have not stinted
on the quality of print and layout.

It is perhaps inevitable that the American market may not be very
interested in the Englishness of all the institutions involved - the Royal
Geographical Society, the Alpine Club, public schools, Cambridge,
Bloomsbury, British India, or Younghusband's expedition to Tibet in 1904
- but Firstbrook has the measure of their relevance. There are however
three factors in these books that stand out: sartorial condescension, the
effects of commercialisation in the mountains, and the perspective on the
so-called 'mystery' and heroism.

There persists an assumption that what we all wear today is somehow
better, but technophilia can cloud common sense - incidents of frostbite
are no less common today than they were in the twenties. On big mountains,
much depends on the wind. Although appreciative of duck down, I have
worn single layers of underwear at 8200m on a windless sunny day, a
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modern down-suit being far too hot for carrying loads. When he was found,
Mallory was wearing eight thin air-trapping layers; the photos in Ghosts
show how fluffy all this stuff was. Over these was a woollen cardigan and
one of the windproof smocks of tightly woven cotton, well proven by
Shackleton on his Antarctic trips and still used today, with affection, by
SAS soldiers who recognise them for being the lightest, quickest drying,
longest lasting and most effective resistance to wind. The 1924 expedition
also wore fur-lined motorcycle helmets and large woollen mufflers, all
eminently practical. And what of tweed? I bitterly regret leaving my own
last pair of tweed breeches at 8000m on the West Ridge - they were always
warm even when frozen and are now irreplaceable. Even their felt boots
left lots of room for three or four pairs of socks and on the photos you can
still see the frozen impression of loop stitch in the skin of Mallory's feet,
frozen now for sure, but showing no signs of frostbite. The nails on their
soles, 'clinkers' or 'tricounis', were still favoured in the Forties, and in some
ways were even better suited than modern crampons for crossing the north
slopes of Everest. These comprise downward-sloping loose rocks - it would
be like walking across a 35 degree slate roof were it not for the fact that if
you go over the edge there is a 3000m drop. Conversely, climbing in modern
crampons on such ground is like climbing stairs on stilts. They knew what
was needed, and Mallory had had two previous trips to trial his preferred
defences against the elements.

Much of the behaviour on the mountain by both climbing and filming
teams was an example of how unedifying Man's involvement with Everest
has become. Pursuit of the Mallory enigma was originally instigated by
Tom Holzel who made the first search expedition in 1986. The search last
year, the 75th anniversary, was the idea of the British mountaineer and
BBC producer Graham Hoyland, the grand-nephew of Howard Somervell,
the man who loaned his camera to the absent-minded Mallory. In a classic
drama of egos on the rampage, Hoyland had to watch his idea subsumed
by the BBC who relegated him to a junior role. Then, on the expedition, he
suffered a minor stroke and had to go home, leaving the American climbers
to take all the credit for the find and the BBC with the credit for the film. (It
should be noted that at the same time there were other expeditions:
Ukranians, Belgians, Swiss, a solo Chinese et ai, until by the end of April
nearly a dozen teams were vying for tent space and litter provision.)

Such rows between camera crews and climbers are not new; they have
beset expeditions since John Noel underwrote the 1924 expedition with
speculative funds based on what he thought the footage might make. But it
justifies a raw, cynical view about the BBC for trying to muffle the climbing
team from telling their own stories and thereby losing their first choice of
high-altitude cameraman and prejudicing both a much better book and
film, and the Americans for cashing in once they had found a film crew
prepared to back them. It is a distasteful truth that now they can no longer
seek to be the first to the top, climbers have over the years devised ever
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more outlandish ways to distinguish themselves and raise funds. Everest
has become 'the site of a kind of existential consumerism'. This group have
continued this unedifying tradition. As Venables put it:

Not content with broadcasting to the world the details of Mallory's
corpse, the American expedition's agents saw their chance to make
the most of the instant communications of our obsessively visual age
and went a step further, flogging the photos to the Mail on Sunday and
then all round the world ... there was no consultation with Mallory's
surviving 84-year-old daughter Clare Millikan, nor his son John nor
any of the grandchildren about the sale of the photos ...

As part of a subsequent historical book, presented with all the other findings,
with the family's permission, those pictures might have a place, but the
precipitate rush to the press smacks of gratuitous sensationalism on their
part, justified, they will say, by the voyeurism of the public at large. (It must
be noted how restrainedly and discreetly Salkeld and Breashears deal with
this ghoulish opportunity). Someone will have made a lot of money from
those photos and doubtless little has benefited the families. One notes that
Ghosts ofEverest has to date, through Amazon alone, sold over 26,000 copies,
hardback, and that the authors were Jochen Hemrnleb, a Frankfurt geology
graduate and an Everest forensic junkie who morbidly collects Mallory
marginalia with the obsession of a train-spotter, Larry A Johnson, a
publishing consultant specialising in the marketing of outdoor books, and
Eric Simonson, a professional mountain guide, leader of commercial
expeditions who has led more than seventy high-altitude expeditions, seven
to Mt Everest. Their book was ghosted by William E Northdurft who has
also written books for President Bill Clinton and AI Gore. Given what they
had to gain professionally, what more of a spin did they need?

Both Ghosts and Lost on Everest are arrogantly insensitive to the country
that hosted them and the impact their hero-worship of two self-centred,
albeit romantic, explorers might provoke. They might, for instance, have
mentioned the dealings between Lhasa and British India over the pre-war
Everest expeditions which were cited by the Tibetans as evidence to the
United Nations in support of their claim to independence from China, a
fact shabbily ignored by both British and Indian Governments in 1959.
The only mention of the condition of Tibet comes by way of a passing
diary entry, quoted in Ghosts, from the climber Andy Politz, who, from the
road by the border, notes approvingly some public works he sees - hydro
electricity, housing, road improvements, communications. He writes: 'The
Chinese are trying to kill the Tibetan culture with kindness by building
infrastructure ... ' Tell that to the families of over a million Tibetans killed
by the Chinese during the occupation of Tibet in 1950 and subsequent
decades of oppression.
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There is no doubt that the Mallory story is a good one and will provide
sleuthing opportunities for arm-chair mountaineers for years to come, but
in truth there is no mystery - at least as to what happened to them. As
Somervell pointed out at the time 'there were only two possibilities 
accident or benightment'. However, like medieval Christians attributing
provenance to fragments of the True Cross, the first two books snatch at
doubtful clues about whether they made the summit. Either way, as Edmund
Hillary has pointed out, they did not get back. And like many heroes, they
achieved as much immortality by dying as they might have done by coming
home. Did the nation really mourn? A memorial was certainly held at St
Paul's on 17 October 1924 attended by the King and the Prince of Wales,
both of whom had made modest contributions to expedition funds, members
of the Alpine Club and RGS, not to mention the friends and relations, but
it is strange how quickly the shock passed. In recent weeks, on asking a
number of octogenarians who were impressionable in 1924, who moved in
those circles and who clearly remember relatives lost in the Great War, I
am struck how little the climbers' deaths registered at the time. Memorial
plaques may indeed grace the walls of Charterhouse, Winchester,
Shrewsbury, Merton, Magdalene, the Alpine Club - all the institutions
associated in some way with the two men - but Mallory and Irvine had
had the luxury of knowing both the risks and rewards for their actions.
What was their act of heroism compared to that of millions of young
individuals, who did not have the comfort of that knowledge, a few years
earlier, as they went over the top in the fields of Flanders?

Luke Hughes

The Colour of the Black Mountains
Emile Zopfi

Moonstone Press, 1998, pp. 93, £7.
167 De/ware St., London, ON, Canada N5Z 2N6

order from: ezopfi@access.ch

This slim volume of stories by the Swiss writer Ernile Zopfi includes, of the
two about climbing, 'Cengalo, a Dream of Granite' which was published in
Mirrors in the C/iffi. It is a haunting, poetic tale told with characteristic economy.
The other story, 'A Cold Night on the Rocks' is full of recognisable tensions
and keeps the reader guessing as to its outcome until the final lines.

It was in the Alpine Club library that Zopfi decided to write in English,
he tells us in an epilogue, and this book is a sampling of his work 'from,' he
says, 'my different areas of literature activity.'

Zopfi received an award from the German Alpine Club for a novel and
the first cultural award from the Swiss Alpine Club. I hope we shall see
more of his work in English in the future.

Terry Gif.fOrd
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Scotland's Mountains Before the Mountaineers
Ian Mitchell

Luath Press, 1998, pp. xii + 201, £9.99

Ian Mitchell is already well-known to members for his prize-winning books
on climbing and hill-walking in Scotland CA Viewfrom the Ridge, etc) and he
now turns his attention to those same hills before Collie, Raeburn et al had
set foot on them. The book is divided into four Highland - and Island 
regions, and tells of the map-makers, poachers, road builders, bandits,
naturalists and many others. who travelled through the regions at that time.
Being an historian by profession, there is a wealth of new research here, all
woven into a fascinating, well-written narrative.

The Munroist's Companion
Robin N Campbell

Scottish Mountaineering Trust, 1999, pp. viii + 328, £16.00

The pastime of Munro-bagging has been in existence for over 100 years
now, and there have been numerous books on the how, why and wherefore,
with statistics and personal accounts galore. Robin Campbell, however,
has produced a history of the 'sport', largely in the words of the protagonists
themselves, with extracts from books and SMC journals. The history of
the famous Tables is also included, with all the problems of 'Defining and
Classifying', and the author includes a massive 'Variorum Table' of all the
changes that have happened to the Tables since 1891. The book is produced
to the SMC's usual high standards, and numerous illustrations and poems
add interest to a fascinating book.

The Kurt Diemberger Omnibus:
Spirits of the Air, Summits and Secrets and The Endless Knot

Baton Wicks/The Mountaineers, 1999, pp. 864, £16.99

Ken Wilson and Baton Wicks have been doing a service to the mountain
eering fraternity for quite a number of years now by bringing out bumper
omnibus editions of classic books, many of which are now scarce in the
original editions. This latest offering gives us Kurt Diemberger's three most
famous books, which cover his extraordinary climbing career, including,
most memorably, his account of the tragedy on K2. The writing is quite
inspired in places and, for anyone who hasn't read the originals, this book
is a 'must'. A number of the original illustrations are included, together
with appendices on K2 expeditions, Diemberger's climbing chronology and
a bibliography.
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A Life on the Edge. Memoirs of Everest and Beyond
Jim Whittaker

The Mountaineers/Cordee, 1999, pp. 272, $26.95
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Climbing autobiography of 'Big' Jim Whittaker, fIrst American to top
Everest, leader of the first successful American expedition to K2, and of
the 1990 Mount Everest International Peace Climb. Now 70, Whittaker is
off sailing round the world with his family, and this book details his business
life as well as many of his other climbs. There cannot be many other
American climbing books that have Forewords by both Edward Kennedy
and John Glenn.

Great British Ridge Walks
Bill Birkett

David & Charles, 1999, pp. 192, £22.50

Although this book doesn't come within David & Charles's' 50 Best' or '50
Classic' series, there are in fact 50 ridge walks described here. 10 are in
North Wales, 14 in the Lake District and 26 in Scotland. All the best ones
are included: certainly those in Wales and the Lakes, although Scotland is
more selective, only the Pinnacle Ridge of Sgurr nan Gillean being chosen
in Skye, for instance. The book is one to consult at home, being of large
format, and features the author's excellent photographs.

The Magic of the Munros
Irvine Butterfield

David & Charles, 1999, pp. 192, £25.00

This is a huge picture book, being 37cms. in length. You get many superb
photos, each reproduced to a good size, by a number of different photo
graphers, but it is best to read it sitting at a desk. Each Munro gets a brief
description and a photo, over a quarter of the latter being full page. It's a
great addition to Munro literature, and all royalties from sales go to the
John Muir Trust.

Jordan. Walks, Treks, Caves, Climbs and Canyons
Di Taylor & Tony Howard

Cicerone Press, 1999, pp. 192, £12.99

In recent years the names of Tony Howard and Di Taylor have become
inextricably linked with Jordan, and the introduction to this guide by
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Queen Noor shows how much their efforts to promote and, at the same
time, to protect the country have been appreciated. Howard has written
climbing guides to Jordan before, particularly for the Wadi Rum area, but
this larger general guide covers walking, climbing and caving for the whole
country. With excellent maps, photos and drawings, it will be indispensable
for future visitors of an adventurous turn of mind.

Vallee d'Aoste, cl la decouverte d'une realite alpine
Ed. Joseph-Gabriel Rivolin.

Musumeci Editeur, 1997, pp. (8) + 208

Iconografia Delle Valle d'Aosta e Del Gran San Bemado
Efisio Noussan & Davide e Pier Luca Monge

Arti Grafiche E. Duc, Aosta, 1997, pp. 254

These are two of the books donated to the Club by our friends from the Val
d'Aosta, whose visits each November are such a feature of the Club calendar.
The first is a beautifully illustrated coffee-table guide to the Val d'Aosta.
The second is a magnificent boxed, limited edition of 500 copies,
containing 16th-19th century scenes and engravings of the Val d'Aosta
and the Gran San Bernado Pass.

We congratulate two clubs on producing volumes to celebrate their Golden
Jubilees:

IMC 50. The Golden Jubilee of the Irish Mountaineering Club
1948 -1998
Ed. Joss Lynam & Peter O'Neill. [MC, 1998, pp. 120 + adverts
Brief histories of the Dublin and Belfast sections, plus numerous articles
from the Club's journals.

Dread Mountaineering Club, 50th Anniversary Journal 1949 -1999
Ed. Harry Pretty. Dread MC. 1999, pp.xii + 322, £17.99
A very well-produced and illustrated hardback 50th Journal, giving a
complete history of the Oread.

The Alpine Club Library also received the following books during 1999:

Kiwi Tracks Andrew Stevenson Lonely Planet, 1999, pp. 224, £6.99

Nanga Parbat Pilgrimage Hermann Buhl
Baton Wicks/The Mountaineers, 1999, pp. 354, £10.99
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Pilgrimage across Karakoram Glaciers
A book of stunning photographs by Shigeharu Inouye
My Books (Japan), 1997, pp. 97 + v
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Sherman Exposed. Slightly Censored Climbing Stories John Sherman
The Mountaineers/Cordee, 1999, pp. 240, $24.95

High. Stories of Survival from Everest and K2 Ed. Clint Willis
Balliett & Fitzgerald/Thunders Mouth Press, 1999, pp. (8) + 322, $16.95

In Search of Shambhala Elaine Brook
Jonathan Cape, 1996, pp. viii + 264, £16.99

Betsy Cowles Partridge. Mountaineer Janet Robertson
University Press of Colorado, 1998, pp. xvi + 208

Tierra de Aventura. Viajuros, exploradores y cientificos a la conquista
del mundo Sebastian Alvaro & Javier Ortega
.Temas'de hoy, 1998, pp. 272

The Backpacker's Guide to the Lake District. The 40 Best Two-Day
Fell Walks Graham Thompson David & Charles, 1999, pp. 160, £16.99

Le Seduzione Della Montagna. Da Delacroix a Defero
Exhibition Catalogue, Palazzo Bricherasio, Torino, 1998, pp. 198

Pevensey Island Guides Photos by Derek Croucher
David & Charles, 1999, pp. 112, £8.99 each

The Isle of Bute.
Kintyre.
Uists & Barra.
Lewis & Harris.

Norman S Newton

Francis Thompson.

The Andes. A Guide for CliJiJ.bers John Biggar
BigR, 1999, pp.256, £19.00
Revised 2nd edition with additional Patagonian chapters

Historique du Pays d'Aoste, etc., par J M Forsieres, 1839
Reprint, Vincent & Edgardo Campane, Aosta, 1997, pp. (6)+ 174

Mountain Climbers of the Moscow State Technical University
Anatole Ovtchinnikov MSTUPress, Moscow, 1998, pp. 576 In Russian

Mit Eispickel und Stethoskop Oswald Oelz AS Verlag, 1999, pp. 272
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Medical Handbook for Walkers and Climbers Peter Steele
Constable, 1999, pp. 270, £12.99 Adapted and updated edition.

Una Salita al Monviso. Lettera a Bartolomeo Gastaldi
Quintino Sella. Tarara Edizione, 1998, pp. x+ 172, L.24,000

The Mystery of Mallory & Irvine Tom Holzel & Audrey Salkeld
Pimlico, 1999, pp. xviii+ 396, £8.99 Fully revised edition.

Kangchenjunga. A Trekker's Guide Kev Reynolds
Cicerone, 1999,PP. 176, £8.99

Aconcagua. A Climbing Guide R J Seeor
Mountaineers, 1999, pp. 144 2nd edition

Things Not Seen. An Anthology of Contemporary Scottish Mountain
Poetry Ed Stuart & B Campbell
Aberdeenshire Council, 1999, pp. xii+ 84, £5.95

The Clouded Leopard. Travels to Landscapes of Spirit & Desire
Wade Davis Douglas & McIntyre, 1998, pp. viii + 232, $29.95

The Mont Cenis Fell Railway
P JGRansom
Twelveheads Press, 1999, pp. 92

Martino Baretti e la Valle d'Aosta. Geologia & Alpinismo
Anna Maria Marietti Tipografia La Vallee, 1999, pp. 598

To the Top of the World. Challenges in the Himalaya and Karakoram
Reinhold Messner (tr. Jill Neate) Crowood Press, 1999, pp. 256, £14.99

All 14 Eight-Thousanders Reinhold Messner (tr. Audrey Salkeld)
Crowood Press, 1999, pp. 248, £25.00 Updated edition

The Mountain Pocket Book Alan Crosby
Cordee, 1999, pp. x+132, £4.99

The Climb. Tragic Ambitions on Everest
Anatoli Boukreev & G. Weston DeWalt
St. Martins, 1998, pp. xxii+ 298, £6.99

The Sunimits of the Romsdal Alps. Toppene av Romsdalsalpene
Werner S Weiglhofer Private Publication 1999, pp. viii+ 72
In English and Norwegian
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Ecotourism and Environment Handbook. A practical guide for the
tourism industry Ed. Mandip Singh. Pacific Asia TravelAssoc, 1999,pp. 58

Trekking in Tibet. A Traveller's Guide Gary McCue
Mountaineers/Cordee, 1999, pp. 320, £12.95 2nd edition

Fragile Edge. Loss on Everest Maria Coffey
Harbour, 1999, pp. (6)+ 184

Christopher Summerhayes. Soldier, Levant Consul & Diplomat
Private Publication, 1998, pp. 4 + 136

North to the Cape. A Trek from Fort William to Cape Wrath
Denis Brook & Phi1 Hinchliffe Cicerone, 1999, pp. 208, £9.99

White Death. In the Path of an Avalanche McKay Jenkins
Fourth Estate, 2000, pp. xxii+298, £16.99

Pepel Everesta (Ashes of Everest) "Avinda" (V1adlen Goncharov)
DAP Publishing, 1999, pp. 88 + 80 + illus In Russian

Lonely Planet Unpacked, Travel Disaster Stories Tony Wheeler et al.
Lonely Planet, 1999, pp. 256, £6.99

Lonely Planet Guides

Lonely Planet have generously donated to the Alpine Club Library a
considerable number of their guides. The current list is as follows.

Trekking in Spain 1990
Tibet 1995
Antarctica 1996
Bolivia 1996
Central Asia 1996
Trekking in the Karakoram
& Hindu Kush 1996

West Africa 1997
Alaska 1997
Trekking in the Indian

Hima1aya 1997
Mongolia 1997
Nepal 1997 and Trekking in the

Nepal Hima1aya 1997

Iran 1998
Walking in Italy 1998
Karakoram Highway 1998
Tramping in New Zealand 1998
Slovenia 1998
Corsica 1999
Croatia 1999
Dominican Republic & Haiti 1999
Walking in Ireland 1999
Trekking in the Patagonian Andes
1998
Rocky Mountains 1999
Walking in Spain 1999
Indian Himalaya 2000
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