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I knew that, so far, our generation of British alpinists had been relatively
lucky. I also knew that luck would not last; the mountains don't play by
luck. What came as a real shock though was that it was Jules, so steady
and so strong, whom we lost while he was guiding on Piz Badile. Only 29,
Jules had already managed to squeeze in a lifetime's worth of mountain
eering. Almost a permanent resident of Chamonix, his numerous alpine
ascents included the second winter ascent of the Lesueur route on the Dru
and new routes on the Grand Pilier d'Angle and the Aiguille Sans Nom.
Trips to Alaska and Yosemite were appetizers for his greatest love, the
Himalaya, to which he returned year after year. A natural in the mountains
(his family are keen climbers and had sown the seeds with trips to the hills
shortly after he started to walk) he exuded confidence and skill. His
performance in the mountains was matched only by that in the bar, where
it was normal for him to be the last one standing in the early hours and
then first up for some early alpine or Scottish start for the hills. His ambi
tion for the most futuristic projects in the mountains coupled with this
boozing black belt led me to dub him the Alex MacIntyre of our generation.

These characteristics attracted not only the most talented partners
amongst the British alpine scene (Nick Bullock, Sam Chinnery, Rich Cross,
Matt Dickenson, Simon Yates, etc) but also the best amongst the world's
alpine elite. Jules had climbed the Droites with Valerie Babanov, a training
route basically done to check each other out for an attempt on Meru's
Sharksfin. However, Valerie was still deep into his solo phase and so went
alone; nevertheless the pair had deep mutual respect for each other. In
Alaska last summer Valerie pried for hints as to where Jules's secret future
projects might be. Typical of Jules was that despite being an alpine purist
he did not follow the fashionable criticism of Babanov's tactics, rather judged
the man he had actually met. Jules was good at cutting through the bullshit;
he always enjoyed ribbing me when I'd got over-excited with some
journalistic hyperbole.

When Slovenia's top alpinists visited Scotland it was natural for Jules to
team up with their leading light, Marko Prezelj. They had met on ENSA
organised international gatherings in Chamonix where, despite not climbing
together, bar sessions convinced each other they were on the same
wavelength. Once in Scotland they made up for lost alpine opportunities,
tearing through repeats of the likes of Citadel, Shield Direct, The Fiddler's
Nose and the West Buttress Directissima. The pair stole the show at the
international winter meets, not just for the fact that these climbs were usually
second ascents or rare repeats but for the way these back-to-back routes
were sandwiched between monster bar sessions. The Scottish visits had a
profound affect on Prezelj, revitalising his own mountaineering and forging
the pair's friendship. They were all set to go on their Himalayan expedition
together last autumn, but it was not to be. Jules and his client Julie Colverd
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fell to their deaths on 30 June while heading for the Cassin route on the
Badile's north-east face.

Brought up mainly in Gloucestershire, Jules gained a BA Hons in Design
and Manufacturing at De Montfort University, Leicester. However, he
dedicated his life not to industry but the mountains. He was sailing through
his guide's scheme, had bought a house in Chamonix and had his sights set
on the hardest, most outrageous routes in the Himalaya. Twice nominated
for the Piolet d'Or, his stand-out route must be his 1I-day alpine-style ascent,
with Rich Cross, of the enormous and supremely committing north-west
ridge of Ama Dablam in 2001. It was a line that had seen almost a dozen
previous attempts, including a bolted siege by an eight-person Dutch team.
The Brits opted for a pure and simple alpine ascent, trimming their gear to
an absolute minimum; the ice rack consisted of only two ice screws and a
snow-stake. I say simple ascent but the terrain was far from that, with over
4000m of twisting, gendarmed ridge sucking them in like a trap. One 60m
horizontal section took a full day to navigate and their eight days of already
scant rations were stretched ever thinner until the food ran out with the
final snow buttress still to climb. At the time, I described it as 'probably the
most significant British ascent in the mountains in the last decade'. Since
then that assessment hasn't diminished and the north-west ridge sits
alongside the likes of Renshaw's and Tasker's Dunagiri climb, or the Shisha
Pangma ascent by Baxter-Jones, MacIntyre and Scott, at the pinnacle of
British alpine-style Himalayan climbing.

I was lucky enough to climb with Jules on my first big trip to the
mountains. A real greenhorn when Jules suggested a trip to Alaska, I jumped
at the chance. The fact that he had planned a new route on the Moonflower
Buttress of Mt Hunter (at that time hallowed ground and the test-bed of
American alpinism) did not phase me as Jules emanated so much confidence
he made it seem like the sort of thing anyone would try. We met Mark
Twight who told us you couldn't afford to fall in the mountains. It soon
became clear that Jules was trying something really special when he took
more than half a dozen falls. One pitch, which took two days to climb and
saw repeated lobs, Jules graded A2. When I protested he finally consented
to the mysterious A2++! Four days into the climb a close encounter with a
plummeting snow mushroom left me with two broken ribs and our effort
looked as if it would be in vain. We had a difficult decision to make: up or
down? At this point I saw another side of Jules's personality as he fixed me
with a penetrating stare. Without a need for words I knew which way we
were going. From then on Jules took over and towed me for a further three
days climbing, including a 36-hour storm during which we were battered
by avalanches.

When we eventually began descending one morning, Jules had that glint
in his eyes again, except this time it was focused on a different objective.
Methodically he sped us down the 35-plus abseils, dragging me into camp
that evening and then immediately wandering over to the last remaining
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bush plane on the glacial airstrip. Next thing I knew, by some cunning
Jules had arranged a fly-out for the weekend for 50 bucks and within an
hour we were celebrating in the Fairview Inn.

That to me sums up Jules; his drive on what became one of the hardest
routes of its type, his generosity in schooling me in the dark alpine arts and
most importantly his ability not only to climb seriously but to seriously
have fun. Amongst the alpine fraternity Jules will long be remembered, not
just for his amazing climbs but for that glint in his eye that was able to
persuade friends, close and new, to take on challenges greater than they'd
normally dare, whether in the mountains or at the bar.

fan Parnell

Jeremy Richard Naish 1930-2004

Jeremy Naish, who was born on 20 August 1930, died in 2004 aged 74. He
established his reputation as an audacious climber when, as President of
the Oxford University Mountaineering Club, he made the first ascent of
Christ Church's Tom Tower with an American Rhodes Scholar Jim Murray,
having surmounted the crux by using the clock's minute hand as an aid.
He followed this up with a solo ascent of the Radcliffe Camera, leaving his
shirt flying from the top as proof positive. When seconding Jeremy's
inexplicably delayed application to join the Alpine Club in 1973, a future
President and Oxford don David Cox could still recall the youthful feats of
this 'extremely nice man'.

After leaving Gordonstoun, Jeremy, as befitted a distinguished admiral's
son, did his National Service as a midshipman in the Royal Navy before
going up to Oxford to read law at New College in 1951. Already blooded
by two Cairngorm winter seasons at Gordonstoun, he launched himself
into OUMC mountaineering with characteristic enthusiasm and during
his university years notched up the equivalent of six months' climbing,
mainly on OUMC meets in Wales, the Lakes, Scotland and the Alps. At
the 1953 OUMC meet at Saas Fee he climbed with Alan Blackshaw and
John Hobhouse amongst others, then spent another three weeks at
Chamonix with Jim Murray, his Tom Tower partner. His routes that summer
included the Dom's north-west arete, traverses of both the Jagigrat and
Portjengrat, the Aiguille du Plan's east ridge, the Dent du Requin's Voie
des Plaques and the north-north-east ridge of the Aiguille de I'M.

After going down from Oxford in 1954 Jeremy joined the Elder Dempster
Line in Liverpool but found the work somewhat prosaic. His 1955 Alpine
season in the Dolomites with Robert Bruce, Richard Adrian and John
Hobhouse included a grade V climb on the Cinque Torre and, having by
now left Elder's, he then spent four months as an Outward Bound instructor
at Ullswater. The following year he joined the Colonial Service as a District
Officer in Zanzibar, later serving as ADC to the Governor. Here he met his
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future wife Gillian who was then working as an assistant to Professor Louis
Leakey, the eminent anthropologist.

Local leaves from Zanzibar offered scope for mountaineering in the then
still exotic snow mountains of East Africa. In 1958 Jeremy undertook a
remarkable three-week expedition to the Ruwenzori accompanied by nine
porters and their headman Sadekia. From Ibanda their route to the heart
of that magical range wound through bamboo junge, the Jabberwocky for
est of tree-sized heathers and the infamous Bigo bog to the groves of giant
groundsel that surround the Bujuku hut. Jeremy climbed Mt Speke on his
second attempt supported by the valiant Sadekia clad in gym shoes bound
with sacking. He then soloed Edward Peak on Mt Baker and finally Moe
bius on the Stanley Plateau. Before leaving Zanzibar, he and Gillian climbed
Kilimanjaro by the Ratzel glacier route.

By the early 1960s the Colonial Service offered no long-term career
prospects, so in 1962 Jeremy and Gillian reluctantly returned to England
where he embarked on the daunting task of qualifying as a solicitor. After
spells with Carlisle and Cambridge law firms he joined Morrell, Peel &
Garnlen in his beloved Oxford and eventually became its senior partner. In
1962 he undertook the last serious Alpine season of his youth, attending
the joint AC/CC meet at Pontresina for climbs in the Bernina and Bregaglia
followed by a Zermatt fortnight with Anthony Rawlinson, John Emery
and others doing routes which included the Dent Blanche (Ferpecle) and
Rimpfischhorn traverse.

The professional and domestic demands of re-building his career and
bringing up a young family meant that for over 10 years from 1962 Jeremy
did little mountaineering. However, in 1973 he joined a trekking party I
organised to cross the Cambrian mountans and after his election to the
Club in 1974 began a mid-term mountaineering career with customary brio.
His emphasis now was on classic Alpine routes and overseas expeditions
including one to the Nanda Devi region in 1981 and another to the then
virtually unknown Tien Shan in 1988. Many of his climbing companions
during this period were members of the Gorphwysfan Club, an informal
group of friends who had once made full use of the old Pen y Pass hostel.

But most particularly he climbed with our member John Rowlinson who
has warm recollections of their happy days together on the Monch, Jungfrau,
Grandes Jorasses and many other mountains. I am indebted to John for
his memoir of epics such as their 21-hour day on the Weisshorn in difficult
conditions; or Jeremy's crevasse rescue on the Aletsch glacier by John and
his wife Nancy; or the occasion when a near-fatal lightning bolt on the
Gross Grunhorn summit struck John and knocked Jeremy unconscious.
John's tribute' We all have had occasion to be thankful that there was someone of
his physical and moral strength on the other end of the rope' is a measure of the
man.

Jeremy made light of the heart condition which afflicted his latter years
but he never really got over the untimely death of his charming wife Gillian
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two years before his own. His family, friends and climbing companions
will always remember his resolution, integrity and courage in good times
and in bad and the warm hospitality that he and Gillian dispensed from
their lovely 17th century house at Charlbury.

JGRHarding

In compiling this obituary I am indebted to John Rowlinson, Jeremy's lifeongfriend
Ian Smart and the Editor of the New College Record for theirgenerous assistance.

Fosco Maraini 1912-2004

Early in 2004 I received a card from Florence with kind words from Fosco
Maraini on my becoming editor of the Alpine Journal. He pointed out that
he had at his house a full run of AJs from 1863, plus the two forerunner
issues of Peaks, Passes and Glaciers - a rare and valuable collection indeed.
Sadly I will not now be able to take up his invitation to visit him in Florence
and admire his library.

Maraini was an alpinist in the classic European gentlemanly mould,
urbane and witty; the mountains a different venue for social engagement
and intellectual inquiry as well as fun and physical challenge. His list of
climbs in the Dolomites and the western Alps from 1929 to 1937 is
impressive. He was elected to the Alpine Club in 1960 and remained a
member to his death.

While most of Maraini's climbs were done guideless, he made several
excursions onto the spires of the Dolomites with the Trieste ace Emilio
Comici, notably two ascents of the Diilfer route (V+) on the Cima Grande
di Laveredo and the committing Preuss Crack (V) on the Cima Piccolissima.
Maraini kept fine company. Against one climb on the Torre del Diavolo,
on his record is written: 'with E Comici and King of Belgium'.

This phase of activity came to an end when he travelled East; to Tibet in
1937 and later to Japan where he taught in the University of Kyoto from
1941 until he was interned in 1943. Opposed to fascism, Maraini and his
young family remained incarcerated at a camp at Nagoya until the war's
end in August 1945. In happier times, he had climbed Mt Fuji and made
several ski ascents of peaks in Hokkaido.

A lifelong student of Oriental ethnology, Maraini's academic life began
with teaching Italian to the Japanese and ended teaching Japanese to
Italians, as a lecturer at the University of Florence, the city where he was
born and died.

In 1958, Maraini's knowledge of Asia and facility with languages made
him a useful member of the successful Italian expedition, led by Riccardo
Cassin, to Gasherbrum IV (7925m), the 'Matterhorn of the Baltoro glacier'.
Maraini secured the all-important peak permit in Karachi, and later reached
nOOm on the mountain. A year later he led a team from the Rome section
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of the Italian Alpine Club to Saraghrar Peak in the Hindu Kush. Four
climbers gained the 7367m summit. Looking back on this trip he delighted
in the contrast between the mountaineers' enjoyment of 'the ruder pleasures
of nature' and a sophisticated Rome where 'the last descendants of feudal
lords mingle with monsignori and abbots', coupled with the 'rather
scandalous aura' of politics and cinema stars.

Maraini recorded these adventures in Karakoram, Ascent of Gasherbrum
IV (1961) and Where Four Worlds Meet: Hindu Kush 1959 (1964), accompanied
by superb photographs. He had earlier written the highly regarded Meeting
with Japan (1959), and concluded his oeuvre in 1999 with a sort of
autobiography Case, Amori, Universi (Houses, Loves, Universes.)

But, for me, his most enduring work is Secret Tibet (1952), an account of
two visits in 1937 and 1948 in the company of the Orientalist Giuseppe
Tucci - 'the great master' as Maraini called him, though politically the two
were poles apart. Tucci was a Mussolini supporter who lectured at the
dictator's behest in Japan on racial purity, while Maraini's philosophy was
summed up in advice to one of his daughters: 'Remember always that races
do not exist; only cultures exist.'

Secret Tibet is by turns intimate and scholarly as he and Tucci visit villages
and monasteries on a route from Sikkim to Lhasa. Maraini couldn't know
it at the time, but many of the statues and wall paintings he photographed
with his Leica and described so elegantly, would be destroyed in Mao's
Cultural Revolution - a term he regarded as horribly ironic, describing
1966 to 1977 as 'those years of fire and shit'. The photographs in Secret
Tibet became the only record of the treasures of places like 1,000-year-old
Kyangphu monastery, reduced to rubble. Five years ago, a new edition of
Secret Tibet was published, augmented with fresh reflections (dated 1998)
by Maraini on his travels, Buddhism and the future of Tibet. When he
recalled Kyangphu, he did so, he said, 'with tears in my eyes'.

Stephen Goodwin

Sir William Wade 1918-2004

Sir William Wade, QC, Master of Conville and Caius College, was born in
1918 and died on 12 March 2004. As a jurist he was the foremost scholar
of administrative law in the United Kingdom; indeed, he was at the heart
of what Lord Diplock described as 'the greatest achievement of the English
Courts in my judicial lifetime' . At his memorial service in Great St Mary's
there were four addresses: by Lord Woolf, the Lord Chief Justice; by Sir
Jack Beatson, formerly Rouse Ball Professor of English Law; by the Rt
Hon Sir Martin Nourse, High Court Judge and past Treasurer of Lincoln's
Inn; and by his son Dr Michael Wade who read a charming extract from
an article his father had written on climbing Mt Kenya. These four addresses
summed up Bill Wade's unique qualities: immense academic distinction
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and influence nationally and internationally, coupled with a deep and long
lasting devotion to mountains. He reminded me of two other distinguished
members of the Club from a different age, Lord Bryce and Lord Schuster,
also men of national distinction for whom an active love of mountains
was, one feels, the foundation of their lives.

Bill Wade joined the Club in his mid-forties in 1964. He was proposed
and supported by a bevvy of Cambridge dons (or ex-dons): A M Binnie, Sir
Claude Elliott, Professor J R M Butler and Michael Vyvyan. In his proposal
form, his list of 'expeditions', as we used to call them, runs to two full
pages covering a period of 10 years or so. He had climbed in the classic
Alpine areas, but also in the Pyrenees and the United States. And he carried
on climbing wherever he happened to be. His academic reputation was
such that he was much in demand for advising the UK Government, as
well as the new governments of the rapidly expanding Commonwealth and
other new nations, and at conferences on legal and constitutional matters.
He also found the time to write engaging articles in Country LIfe with
accompanying photographs, as he was also an accomplished photographer.
His varied subjects included the Tetons (1968), Morocco (1970), the
Canadian Rockies (1973) and East Africa (1975). We also fmd him trekking
in the Karakoram in his nnd year. None of his climbs was spectacular, nor
did they include notable first ascents or indeed 'epics'. Although after a
family traverse of the Zinal Rothorn, when they were caught in bad weather
and had to bivouac, his wife, waiting anxiously in Zermatt, vowed that she
would not accompany any more climbing expeditions.

On another occasion, in 1967, he recorded that he crossed from Austria
to the Italian Brenta, living in Italian huts for a whole week without being
aware of the one-hour time difference. Judging from his diary notes, the

i. range of his climbing was extensive. In addition to the areas already
mentioned, he had climbed in the Dolomites, Corsica, Norway, New
Zealand and Japan.

Bill was educated at Shrewsbury and at Caius, Cambridge. His academic
career began with a fellowship at Trinity from 1946. He then had 15 years
at Oxford as Professor of English Law and fellow of St Johns, returning to
Caius as Master from1976 to 1985 and as Rouse Ball Professor of English
Law from 1978 to 1982. During this time he guided the Fellows towards
their decision to admit women. His reputation in academic law was
recognised by a knighthood in 1985. To this honour should be ~dded his
Honorary Benchership at Lincoln's Inn, Fellowship of the British Academy
- the list of academic and legal awards is lengthy. His memorial is perhaps
his book Administrative Law. When it first appeared in 1961 it was a mere
300 pages. Today, in its eighth edition, it runs to well over 1,000 larger
pages. Prior to this, he had already made a name when he co-authored,
with Sir Robert Megary, their Law ofRealProperty which is now in its seventh
edition. This brief resume merely scratches the surface of a remarkable
range of public activities.
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I first met Bill at Oxford, I think in connection with the University Press,
and then, subsequently, I also being a Caian, at College feasts. He was
good company, easy to get on with, good humoured, witty (without too
much donnishness), and always interested in what was going on in the
mountaineering world. For my part, I don't think I was then aware of his
academic and public distinction, because he did not remotely parade it.
But one was certainly aware that this apparently easygoing and straight
forward don was clearly a somebody and, at the same time, devoted to
mountains.

Roger Chorley

J G R Harding writes:
When our paths first crossed at Cambridge, where Bill was both my tutor

and Director of Studies at Trinity, he had recently returned to the hills.
At that time the law exerted considerably less appeal to me than did
mountaineering but had I known that we shared at least one common
interest, my student path might have run smoother. Later, after meeting
Bill again at the Alpine Club, we became the firmest friends: exchanging
news and views, staying at each other's houses and walking together. Sadly,
I never climbed with Bill but came to appreciate that under a detached
exterior there lurked a sharp wit and a generous heart.

As a 19-year-old in 1937 he had climbed the Wildspitze - his only guided
ascent. Thereafter, the war, marriage, the upbringing of his two sons and
pressures of work delayed his mountaineering career until 1953 when, at
the age of 35, he took to rock climbing in the Lake District, Skye and the
North-west Highlands. Curiously, he postponed his entry to serious alpinism
until his forties.

After leaving Trinity for Oxford in 1961, Bill's outstanding academic and
administrative abilities led inexorably to his Oxford Professorship of English
Law, his Mastership of Caius and a knighthood. Throughout, he always
maintained his zest for mountain travel which ran in concert with his ever
expanding legal horizons. Not content with Oxbridge lecturing, tutoring,
academic research and authorship, his early career was characterised by
intellectual exploration overseas including British Council lectureships in
Scandinavia (1958) and Turkey (1959); service on the Kampala Commission
to review the constitutional crisis between the Kabaka of Buganda and the
Ugandan Government (1961) and lectureships at Michigan University
(1961), New Delhi (1971 and 1982) and Madras (1974). These variegated
experiences prepared him for subsequent weightier missions as the leading
constitutional guru advising sovereign states old and new. Refreshingly,
Bill was not simply an academic lawyer but had his commercial feet
securely grounded, as I discovered when my own law firm instructed
him to advise on a delicate constitutional issue involving the Sultanate
of Brunei. His single-page opinion, sent by return, was both unequivocal
and unchallengeable.
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A natural athlete and a keen oarsman in his youth, Bill took on moun
tain challenges in whatever country he visited, though his preferences were
for less trodden ways and classic Alpine routes which he still enjoyed into
his sixties. Almost his first and his best-beloved mountains were the Pyrenees
where, in 1958, 1963 and 1964, he climbed 17 of its major peaks, mainly
with his old Trinity colleague A M Binnie. He particularly prized his pho
tograph of th~ Vignemale's north face, delineating his route up the famous
An~te de Gaube. And it was as much to his enthusiasm that I owe my own
interest in those enchanted mountains which he cherished not only for
their ambience but also for that rare green and yellow distillation that he
considered a rival to Chartreuse.

Anthony Snodgrass writes:
One small gap in Roger Chorley's excellent account concerns the 'autumn
flowering' of Bill Wade's climbing record. In 1978, when he was already
60, he asked me to join him as a younger climbing companion, much as he
had done with the l7-years-older A M Binnie in earlier seasons. Bill's Alpine
experience was greater than mine, as were many of his skills. Although I
led on the climbs of these years, I would not have got up some of them
without his encouragement and advice on the rope below. He was still a
very steady goer uphill.

At Arolla in August 1978 we enjoyed perfect weather - 12 successive
fine days - and good snow, for a series of ascents that included Mt Collon
by its west ridge and the Dent Blanche by the standard route. In June/July
1979 we turned to the Dolomites where mixed conditions drove us off some
routes, but we had a perfect day for our climb of the Cima Grande di
Lavaredo by the south face. In the Pyrenees at similar dates in 1980 we
again met with variable weather but got up five of the less taxing rock peaks.
As Roger Chorley says, nothing spectacular and no 'epics', but quite good
going for someone in his sixties.

Bill left me vivid meories of his likes - he had an encyclop~dicknowledge
of Alpine wild flowers and his dislikes, which ranged from minestrone
and salami (awkward in Italy) to talk after lights-out in the huts and flabby
young people who had used mechanised means to reach the same points
as we did.

John Sumner 1936-2004

Historically, British rock climbing has been influenced by individuals whose
vision and activities have exerted a disproportionate effect on the climbing
development of a particular region. Well known examples include Tom
Patey's affinity with the North-west Highlands of Scotland in the 1960s, or
Arthur Andrews' pioneering exploration of Cornish sea-cliffs in the 1920s.
After the early 1970s however, the incidence of such climbing 'auteurs'
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declined markedly. A huge rise in the climbing population, better com
munications and the advent of mass car ownership meant that intense
competition for new routes nationwide evolved amongst leading climbers.
These developments largely spelled the end for the phenomenon of the
regionally dominant climber. John 'Fritz' Sumner, however, was one of the
few that bucked this trend. In his chosen domain of mid-Wales, he remained
without compare as an exploratory climber. His peers would come to ack
nowledge that without his exceptional energy and enthusiasm, rock climbing
on the remote crags and cliff-faces south of central Snowdonia would never
have been developed so thoroughly or so effectively. Even more outstand
ing was the longevity of his climbing campaign, which was spread over the
best part of half a century. Starting with cutting-edge routes pioneered in
the mid-Fifties, the evergreen Sumner continued to generate a steady stream
of exciting new climbs right into the new millennium, when he was still
climbing 'Extreme' lines.

Born in Blackburn in 1936, John Sumner moved to Stafford in his youth
to take up a job as a draughtsman with the English Electric company - a
post he would retain with the firm's successor companies for the rest of his
working life. It was here that he joined the town's vibrant Mountain Club.
Attracted to the nearby Peak District, his initial impact on the world of
outdoor pursuits came not with climbing, but with what might be termed
'extreme fell walking'. Sumner and fellow Mountain Clubber Ronald
Lambe's 37-hour, 60-mile circumnavigation of the Peak's gritstone
moorlands in 1953 remains one of the most arduous challenge walks
undertaken in the region. Their effort was especially impressive given that
it was done mainly in rain and low cloud, requiring compass navigation
for much of the way. Despite the discouragement of one of their friends,
Red Mayes, who claimed that 'Not even the army would make you carry
on in this', the duo gritted their teeth and pressed on into the night. Towards
the end there was a telling sign of Sumner's nascent enthusiasm for rock.
The pair, both dead beat, arrived at the gritstone outcrop of Froggat Edge.
Lambe recalled that Sumner 'brightened up and began to take an interest
in the various boulder problems that line the pathway - this in spite of the
fact that he had difficulty with his vision, for his eyes refused to stay open.'

Sumner's first forays into serious pioneering rock climbing followed
shortly afterwards with what would later become much sought-after routes
in the Peak such as The Thorn (HVS) at Beeston Tor. Not long after this
'Fritz' Sumner acquired his Germanic nickname from no less a luminary
than Don Whillans. Sumner had become briefly interested in difficult aid
climbing and, with Ran Moseley and others, succeeded in overcoming the
brutally strenuous Main Overhang at Kilnsey Crag in 1957. Whillans,
unimpressed by the young climber's use of pitons and etriers, but recognising
his skill and courage, likened his efforts to the pre-war death-or-glory
Austrian and German climbers on the Eiger N ordwand. His ironic nickname
for Sumner, 'Fritz', stuck.
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Around this time Sumner began pioneering climbs in the area that he
would make his own; the mountainous parts of Merionydd and adjoining
counties. Using the basecamp of the Stafford Mountain Club's newly
acquired hut below the brooding cliffs of Craig Cywarch east of Dolgellau,
Sumner would end up being principally responsible for the creation of over
1SO routes in the area. Many of them were of an extreme degree of difficulty
such as Pardon Mefor Breathing in the Berwyns, or Little RedRooster on Craig
Cywarch, but others were of a less technically difficult nature, reflecting
Sumner's range and zest for climbing in general - and for the company of
others. 'Fritz was prepared to climb with anyone, anywhere,' recalled his
good friend Peter Benson. 'He was a great bloke to be with on the hill - he
always felt it was important to see others enjoying themselves.'

A reflection of this inclusive nature is perhaps seen in one of his most
famous and popular creations, the easy classic climb Will-o'-the- Wisp (V.Diff)
on Craig Cywarch. Sumner's much vaunted enthusiasm was very much to
the fore during the production of this route which required not just atWetic
skill to ascend its intricate airy traverses, but also sheer physical graft to
initially excavate the rock holds from beneath a mantle of moss and heather.
'An intensive cleaning programme began, mainly on cold, rainy winter
days', he wrote. 'The blood and sweat came from me and the tears from
[Sumner's wife] Jill as she went numb with cold holding my rope (a hazard
from which all my seconds suffer).'

Sumner was also prescient in perceiving the potential that mid-Wales
held for ice climbing. Most climbers had previously disregarded the pastoral
green folds of rural Merionydd as unpromising winter terrain but in 1979
Sumner and his friends pulled off a multitude of icy climbs. Among these
were two of the most impressive and enjoyable pure ice routes in the United
Kingdom. Sumner's and Glen Kirkham's discovery of the frozen Maesglasau
Falls (IV) produced a magnificent 120m route up a great cascade of tumbling
ice that is almost unique in this country. That same winter the pair, along
with John Codling, created another great route in the area much sought
after by ice-climbing aficionados: Trojan (Grade V) on Cader Idris. 'Trojan's
streak of near-perpendicular ice beckoned siren-like and sinuous', Sumner
later wrote. '[It] called to every "ice-man" worthy of the name to come and
climb.' It was perhaps telling that none had been found sufficiently worthy
before Sumner coaxed his team down to unfashionable Cader - and
probably with good reason. The route required hair-raising climbing on
splintering, brittle ice, and a 'mind-blowing pendulum' on a rope strung
from a poor piton to reach a stance part way up, before it succumbed. Only
someone used to testing their limits on unknown terrain was likely to
succeed in such a situation. But despite Sumner's predilection for mid
Wales, his climbing vision extended far beyond the parochial. He climbed
extensively in Canada and the Alps, where he had an excellent record,
including several first ascents and first British ascents of testing routes in
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the high mountains, such as the difficult Cassin Route on the Dolomite's
Cima Ovest. He joined the Alpine Climbing Group in 1972.

All this activity was achieved, remarkably, despite the time constraints of
family life and a full-time job. Indeed, Sumner's talents were such that his
employers were reluctant to let him retire early, and he continued in post
until the age of 65. Age, however, hardly appeared to weary him. Every
autumn would see Sumner undertaking the arduous 40-mile Derwent
Watershed Walk across some of the most calf-sapping terrain in the Pennines
in order to test his fitness. He had also become an increasingly keen
practitioner of the especially tough and serious activity of winter alpinism
at an age when most climbers would be thinking of giving it up. Sumner
also continued rock climbing to a very high standard to the end of his life.
During the 1990s he struck up a climbing partnership with the leading
(and considerably younger) south-west climber Martin Crocker and together
they pioneered many new extreme rock routes in the Rhinogs and elsewhere.
'He was always out in front', recalled Crocker, who is renowned for his
own strength and stamina. 'It was simply impossible to keep up with the
guy's energy and enthusiasm.' Still physically extraordinarily fit, it seemed,
therefore, both unlikely and shocking when Sumner succumbed to a heart
attack. His death ends a remarkable era in Welsh climbing, and a climbing
life always lived to the fullest.

Colin Wells
This obituary first appeared in The Independent.

Adolf Alexander Verrijn Stuart 1923 - 2004

'Xander' Verrijn Stuart started mountain climbing with his parents in the
Austrian Alps. When, in 1931, he made his first guided climb he very
proudly marked in the Gipfelbuch not only his name but his age as well.
These early experiences made him very familiar with the mountain
landscape and terrain.

After graduation at the University of Amsterdam, Xander obtained a
PhD in physics at the University of Ann Arbor in Michigan, USA, and
joined Shell. At this time he made his first guideless climbs in the Alps. But
in a period when climbing in the Mont Blanc massif was fashionable, he turned
his efforts to areas more remote and demanding with respect to orientation
and endurance. He made climbs such as Sonnighom near the Almageller Alp,
Cherbadung in the Binntal, Monte Leone above Simplon and the
Breitlaubgrat of the Fletschhorn. All these enterprises involved wild
camping, a way of mountaineering he remained devoted to all his life.

Physically, Xander was a very strong man. He never shrank from a heavy
rucksack, a steep path or a thunderstorm. He was a very keen lover of
outdoor skating. No less than six times he finished the famous Dutch
Elfstedentocht, an almost 200km long skating tour.
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After a stay of several years with Shell in Iran and in the UK. he returned
to the Netherlands in 1969 when he was appointed the first Professor of
Informatics at the University of Leiden. He became active in Dutch
mountaineering and in 1971 succeeded Jan Saltet as editor of De Berggids,
the journal of the KNAV He was a very productive author, contributing
numerous articles. Notable are his articles on climbing holidays in Wales
and in the Lake District, on his backpacking adventures in the Alps and on
camping and photo equipment. He was elected to the Alpine Club in 1974.
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Around that time Xander was asked to become leader of an expedition
to the Nepal Himalaya. For the first time in history a Dutch team took up
the challenge to climb an 8000m peak, Annapurna 1. One of the Dutch
members and one of the Sherpas reached the summit on 13 October 1977,
the fourth ascent of the mountain. To reach the upper slopes a safe but
technically demanding new route was opened along the 'prominent rib'
which later became known as the 'Dutch rib'.

Not long after, Xander was asked to organise and conduct an expedition
to Mount Everest. Permission was granted to approach the mountain from
the north, at that time (1982) relatively unknown ground. The expedition
was not successful for several reasons. Weather conditions were very
unfavourable and an avalanche below the North Col caused serious injuries
to one of the members. The team also suffered internal friction, and as a
result of modern communications those frictions became immediately
known at home. Xander deeply regretted the consequences for the team's
reputation.

In the following years Xander remained faithful to his enthusiasm for
backpacking in the Alps as well as in Scotland, Scandinavia and the
Pyrenees. He became an honorary member of the KNAV in 1984.

He never suffered the drawbacks of old age, remaining fully active in his
profession as well as socially till he passed away in his sleep. Xander will
be deeply missed by his wife, his two sons and their families. Among Dutch
mountaineers he will be remembered through his many articles and his
books on the two Himalayan expeditions.

Charles Dufour
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