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Sadly, there is quite a long In Memoriam list this year - 16 memhers, many
of whom are remembered in the tributes that follow. As you will see, two of
those members died in 2005. The announcements were, unfortunately,
missed at the time, as was that of William Kenneth Jamieson Pearon who,
so far as I can ascertain, died in 2003. As usual, I will be pleased to receive
tributes for any of those not included here. Obituaries for Charles Wylie
and Rick Eastwood will appear in the 2008 volume.

Geoffrey Templeman
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Henry Bradford (Brad) Washburn 1910 - 2007

In 2000, the year he turned 90, the cartographer, mountaineer and photog
rapher Bradford Washburn told the Boston Globe he'd be happy if his obituary
were just one sentence: 'He built the Museum of Science.' Until he arrived
in 1939 at the age of just 29, what was then the New England Museum of
Natural History in Boston's Back Bay was more or less a collection of
decaying stuffed animals, described by one patron as 'a grandmother's attic,
a hodgepodge of ill-cared and often repulsive exhibits'. By the time he left
in 1980, Washburn had completely rebuilt what became the Boston Museum
of Science, making it one of the foremost institutions of its kind.

Washburn was already famous in 1939, thanks to his precocious talents
as a mountaineer and photographer. Born in Cambridge, Mass, his father
was dean of an Episcopal theological college, while his mother, Edith, was
an enthusiastic photographer who gave Washburn his first camera, a Box
Brownie, at 13. By then, he was already a keen outdoorsman and had
climbed Mount Washington in New-Hampshire's White Mountains aged
11. His experiences there led to his first publication, a climbers' guidebook,
illustrated with his own photographs, at the age of 16.

That summer his parents took him to the Alps where he climbed the
Matterhorn, Mont Blanc and Monte Rosa. The cold mountain air, he
claimed, was a wonderful cure for the misery of hay fever. The young
polymath climbed with some of the best guides of the day, but Washburn's
natural humility made him more avid student than arrogant tyro. By the
age of 19, with the guides Georges Charlet, Alfred Couttet and Andre
Devouassoux, Washburn had taken part in the first ascent of a major new
climb on the north face of the Aiguille Verte above Chamonix. By then,
George P Putnam had already published Washburn's account of his first
alpine season, the first of a trilogy about his youthful exploits, Among the
Alps with Bmdford. Typically, Washburn had hired an aircraft to get aerial
shots of the mountains he climbed.

By the time he went to Harvard, Washburn was an American climbing
legend. He had been elected to the elite Groupe de Haute Montagne in
1929 for his climb on the Verte, and soon after to the Explorers' Club in
New York. Fees from lectures at venues like Carnegie Hall, as well as his
books, helped him through college, where he became part of a group of five
Harvard climbers who more or less defined American mountaineering in
the middle part of the 20th century. These were men who 'influenced as
much by how they comported themselves throughout their lives as they
did with their prodigious accomplishments,' according to writer Christian
Beckwith.

Bob Bates was one of them, and in 1937 he and Washburn shared one of
the great mountain adventures, the first ascent of Mount Lucania in the
Yukon, at a little over l7,000ft then the highest unclimbed peak in North
America. While not Himalayan in altitude, Lucania was far more remote,
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making survival, let alone success, a tough challenge. But the exigencies of
their epic adventure were modestly told and quickly forgotten, until the
publication of a compelling account, written by David Roberts, almost 70
years later.

For three decades, Washburn was a leading exploratory mountaineer,
ranging over the peaks of Alaska and building a formidable resource of
photographs, maps and experience that produced sumptuous books.
Washburn's depth of knowledge allowed him to debunk the claims of
Frederick Cook to have made the first ascent of Denali, or Mount McKinley,
a mountain Washburn climbed himself more than once, the first man to do so.
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But despite all his first ascents and expeditions, Washburn saw himself
as 'a photographer who climbs, not a climber who photographs. I've had a
pretty good record of taking a picture of something that hasn't been climbed,
indicating the route that I would do and watching it get climbed right away.'
This is true, as all Alaskan mountaineers acknowledge, but it typically under
sells Washburn's talent, which at its best matched that of his friend of 40
years, Ansel Adams.

Strapped into the back of a light aircraft hopping and yawing in the
mountain winds, Washburn would throw back the side door and manreuvre
his 53lb Fairchild K-6 camera into position in freezing temperatures. The
results were sumptuous but calmly restrained landscapes, which belied the
adventure of their creation but captured Washburn's rapture. But despite
appearing at an exhibition at New York's Museum of Modern Art in 1963,
Washburn's library of 15,000 negatives were largely unprinted when Tony
Decanaes began exhibiting his work at his Panopticon Gallery in 1990 and
were unknown outside the climbing community.

Washburn's reputation in the 193& as a flier and photographer brought
an invitation from Amelia Earhart to be her navigator as she attempted to
fly around the world. He told her to put a radio beacon on a remote Pacific
Island to safeguard the dangerously remote region but Earhart disagreed
and turned him down. She disappeared somewhere in the South Pacific. 'An
excellent pilot,' Washburn concluded, 'but pathologically self-confident.'

Washburn too was self-confident, and endlessly enthusiastic. Some found
him too single-minded, but he needed to be when he took over the museum
in Boston. He raised millions of dollars and built new premises in the Charles
River Basin, aiming squarely at delighting and educating America's youth,
not to make them scientists, he said, but to enrich and broaden whatever
else they chose to do. He brought under one roof for the first time natural
history, physical, applied and medical science and a planetarium stuffed
full with hands-on exhibits that reflected his own desire to engage with
new ideas.

Early in his career as director, he cajoled a young graduate at Harvard's
biology department called Barbara Polk to join him as his secretary. 'I didn't
want to go work in that stuffy old place with a crazy mountain climber,'
the future Mrs Washburn said after 60 years of marriage to the 'crazy'
Washburn. Barbara would become a determined explorer herself, the first
woman to climb Denali, and shared in Brad's later adventures, including
several important mapping expeditions to Everest and the Grand Canyon.
They had three children, a son and two daughters.

Washburn, who became an honorary member of the AC in 1956, was
awarded degrees and medals by universities and societies all over the world,
and yet still preserved an aura of courtly modesty. Having tea at the Royal
Geographical Society during one of his visits to London, I confessed to
him that I was frightened of flying in big jets. He gripped my arm. 'Me
too!' I wondered how he coped. 'Well, for a while I took temazepam.
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But then I just got bored of being scared.' Typically, Washburn left
instructions there was to be no service to celebrate his life. 'He didn't want
any fuss,' Barbara said.

Ed Douglas

Joy Hunt 1913-2006

Joy Mowbray-Green was born and brought up in Wimbledon. She attended
St Paul's School for Girls and excelled at all sports - tennis, netball, hockey
and gymnastics - rather than academically, but tennis became her first love.
She went on to play for the Middlesex county team and also at Wimbledon.
It was while competing in the top tennis circuit at Eastbourne in 1936 that
she met John Hunt, a handsome young officer in the King's Royal Rifle
Corps. John's widowed mother was living in Eastbourne and he was home
on leave from India, possibly also looking for a potential wife. They were
married on 3 September. She was just 23 and John three years older. He
was already a member of the Alpine Club with six alpine seasons behind
rum, and had climbed to over 24,000ft in the Himalaya. In contrast, Joy
had never seen a mountain or been abroad, and indeed never further than
her aunt's cottage in Devon for summer holidays.

So it was quite an adventure for her to spend her honeymoon rock
climbing in the Lake District and, only five weeks after being married, to
board an ocean liner taking them to India. Her letters home bubbled with
excitement about her new experiences:

'John and I get up and bathe before breakfast every morning. After that
we run round the deck six times to work up an appetite. We have already
earned a reputation for being mad as no one else thinks of running!'

Their first home was in Rangoon, in Burma. It was there she discovered
her life-long love of gardening amongst the tropical trees and flowers:
gorgeous bougainvillea, sweet-smelling frangipani, and jacaranda with vivid
blue blossoms. 'It is such fun gardening,' she wrote, 'I simply love the garden
and wander round it bulging with pride.' John was no ordinary conforming
officer and in Joy he had found the ideal companion. Rather than playing
polo or taking part in other traditional army pursuits, they would go bird
watching and chasing butterflies.

In autumn 1937 John was able to secure leave for another Himalayan
expedition. He and Joy joined up with Reggie Cooke to explore t:l!e eastern
side of Kangchenjunga, setting up a base camp beside the Zemu glacier.
Joy exchanged her butterfly net for an ice axe and felt very adventurous.
They shared their first big climb on Sugar Loaf, 21,300ft, where, with
startling suddenness the entire slope which they had just climbed broke
away in a wind-slab avalanche and went thundering down to the glacier
with terrifying speed, or rather, according to Joy's diary: 'I was too
astonished to be terrified'. John later recalled it was one of his most
providential escapes in 50 years of climbing. But the wind and cold were
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unbearable and they turned back less than 300ft from the top. 'Joy has
done amazingly well', he wrote in his diary that night. As a natural athlete,
she had taken to climbing like the proverbial duck to water. Her balance,
co-ordination and fitness developed by tennis made her a more gifted rock
climber than John, who relied on his huge hands, brute strength and
determination, rather than delicate footwork. She went on to become a
talented climber and mountaineer in her own right.

In 1938 when Neville Chamberlain returned from Munich promising
'Peace in our time', John and Joy were in Darjeeling awaiting the imminent
arrival of their first child, Sally. Two days after she was born, John walked
at great speed to Tiger Hill to view Everest 80 miles away, in the clear
morning air. It was as good a place as any to offer a prayer of thankfulness
for the safe arrival of their firstborn, and for the promise of peace.

While bringing up their four daughters, Joy continued to accompany
John whenever possible on mountain adventures. John's decision, made
soon after leading the successful 1953 Everest expedition, to leave the army
after 28 years' service and embark an the totally uncharted waters of the
Duke of Edinburgh Award scheme must have been a major issue for the
family. For Joy it meant a slightly more stable life, but it also offered her the
opportunity to travel far and wide across the world and do what she loved
best. Mountains and climbing and adventurous travel in the company of
friends became her passion. Together with John, she travelled and explored
the world, from the Hirnalaya to the Sinai desert and Jordan, from Borneo
to South America and Canada, from climbing and skiing in the Alps to
walks and climbs in Devon, Wales, the Lake District and Scotland. She
took part, also with their daughters Sue and Jennie, in the Endeavour
Training expeditions to East Greenland, the Pindus mountains in Greece,
and to the Polish Tatra. In addition, there were sentimental journeys on
the 20th and 25th Everest anniversaries, involving ambitious treks between
Darjeeling and Solu Khumbu.

In his autobiography Life is Meeting, John Hunt recalls one climb they did
together with John Hartog in the Dauphine in July 1950 - the traverse of
Mont Pelvoux by the Arete de la Momie. They had bivvied, as planned,
some way up the ridge and resumed climbing at first light, the weather
worsening as they began a long horizontal traverse across a steep rib of
rock.

Hartog was leading and had continued beyond the end of the level part
to the main ridge, fifty feet higher. Joy followed him, stopping at a ledge
before reaching the leader, because of shortage of rope; it was my turn. I
asked jestingly whether there was any difficulty in making the next move,
round a bulge of rock, and started across. Suddenly, the ledge on which I
was standing broke away and I was falling down the appalling steepness
between the Momie and Violettes ridges. There was about forty feet of
rope between Joy and myself, most of it in coils in my left hand; I
remember anticipating anxiously the moment when all the slack rope
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would have run out, and doubting whether Joy was secure enough to
withstand the violence of the tug when the rope tightened; indeed, I fully
expected her to join me in a long and rapid descent to the glacier. Thinking
thus, it was a considerable relief when, a moment later, I found myself
sprawling in the steep snow of the couloir, unharmed except for rope
burns on my fmgers ... On climbing up to Joy I found to my astonishment
that she was not belayed at the time of the fall, but had been hugging a
solid block of rock for dear life. It was a magnificent effort on her part.

Joy's energy, enthusiasm and stamina were legendary. On the occasion
of the 40th Everest anniversary trek, from Kathmandu to Khumbu, John,
then 83 years old, was happy to fly with daughter Prue directly to Lukla.
But Joy, a mere 80 years, insisted on joining the trekking group for the
week's walk-in from Jiri to Lukla. She was so anxious not to hold anyone
up that she invariably finished in front and was certainly the first of us to
arrive in Lukla.

Joy was not a natural joiner of clubs, apart from being secretary and
treasurer of her local tennis club at Peppard, and devoting much time to
social work with the WRVS in Henley. Although most warm and kind
hearted, she was quite a private person, modest, even rather shy, and happy
to remain in John's shadow. Despite her love of mountains, she never actually
belonged to the Ladies Alpine Club nor the Alpine Club until after John
died in 1998, when she was offered, and accepted, honorary membership
in 2000. That same year, at the age of 87, while visiting her grandchildren
in Australia, she had to be restrained from climbing Ayres Rock, but
managed to persuade the staff at the iconic Sydney Opera House to allow
her to climb to the apex of the topmost shell! She donned a climbing harness,
and with grandson Bruce filming the ascent, scaled a vertical ladder, exiting
through a trap door to the two-foot square platform on top, just like a
mountain summit. Spreading her arms skywards, and with her silver hair
streaming in the wind, she released a wild whoop of joy! That simple sense
of excitement and sheer exhilaration lasted throughout her life

George Band

John Stuart Whyte CBE, MSc (ENG) 1923 - 2006

John Whyte always treasured his membership of the Alpine Club to which
he was elected in 1973. He was also a member of the ABMSAC (1948) and
was their Vice President from 1975 to 1977 and President from 1988 to
1990. In addition he was a member of the SAC (Monte Rosa Section, 1948)
and the Rucksack Club (1964).

In his professional life, John enjoyed a distinguished career in
telecommunications. He gained his Bachelor and Masters degrees in
Engineering from the University of London and spent the first years of his
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career at the Post Office Research Centre at Dollis Hill where during the
Second World War he worked on disguised radio transmitters and was
involved in the development of the Gee bomber navigation equipment. His
early involvement with digital techniques led to his appointment to lead a
classified Anglo-American defence project, the success of which resulted
in a personal commendation by President John Kennedy at the time of the
Cuban missile crisis. John was awarded the CBE in 1976 for services to
telecommunications. He was a Chartered Engineer and was elected a Fellow
of the Royal Academy of Engineering in 1980 and a Fellow of the Institution
of Electrical Engineers also in 1980. He was appointed to the National
Electronics Council in 1977 by Earl Mountbatten and was invited to join
its Executive Committee by the Duke of Kent, becoming deputy chairman.

John retired from BT as Engineer-in-Chief and Managing Director (Major
Systems) in 1983 when he joined Plessey Telecommunications International,
finally retiring from professional life in 1988.

Despite his busy professional life, John always found time to pursue his
great love of the mountains. He enjoyed the grand occasion such as when,
as President of the ABMSAC, he attended the celebrations in Zermatt in
1990 to mark the 125lh anniversary of the first ascent of the Matterhorn.
Together with Lord Hunt, the Earl of Limerick, Tony Streather, Stephen
Venab1es and other distinguished guests, he marched through the streets of
Zermatt in a grand procession with the British delegation leading the way.
During the commemorative service held in St Peter's, the English chapel,
John presented the chapel with a handsome new visitors' book from the
ABMSAC.

Although we had climbed together in the Alps on several occasions, it
was on our 1979 British Hinku Expedition that I got to know John really
well. Our objectives were to attempt the first ascent of Gonglha - just to
the south of Kusum Kanguru - and to undertake some scientific work on
behalf of the Natural History Department of the British Museum. How
ever on arrival, one of our four-man team in Kathmandu, Mike Cheney,
informed us that the permit for Gonglha had been withheld but that he had
obtained permission for us to climb Kwande, in the Lumding Himal,which,
if successful, would be a second ascent and first British ascent. We pro
ceeded with the first part of our original plan by visiting the Hinku valley
and climbing Mera Central and North and nearby Naulekh. It was while
carrying a bivvi to the Mera La that we came across large animal foot
prints in the snow, our Sherpas immediately proclaiming them to be made
by the yeti. John was hugely excited by this find, taking many photographs
and having much fun on return to the UK with television appearances and
magazine articles, including a Basil Boothroyd article in Punch and a piece
in Arthur C Clarke's book Mysterious World. After trekking west for three
days to the Lumding for a crack at Kwande, John was feeling rather weary
after three weeks' strenuous activity - he was 56 years old - and opted for
a more gentle trip to Namche Bazar, the Thyangboche monastery and some
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nice views of Everest. John Brooks elected to accompany him, leaving Dr
John Allen and myself to attempt Kwande. The problem now was porters
and rupees - the Kwande team having insufficient of either to reach and
stock a base camp for the climb. Without hesitation and although it might
well endanger his own plans, John volunteered to give up one of his porters
and in addition gave us some of his dwindling supply of rupees to pay the
porters and make our way back to Kathmandu after the climb. Our ascent
of Kwande was brilliantly enjoyable and successful but was only possible
due to John's unselfishness and instinctive generosity. These qualities epit
omized John's whole approach in the mountains and in life and it was a
privilege to have known him.

John died at home in Winchmore Hill, Amersham on 24 February 2006
aged 82. His wife Joan died in 1995. They had had a long and happy
marriage and are survived by their children, Peter and Anne, five
grandchildren and a great grandchild.

John Edwards

Henry Arthur Osmaston 1922 - 2006

Two of my most enjoyable expeditions were made in the company of Henry
Osmaston: the 1985 joint venture between the Alpine Club and Bombay
Mountaineers to the Rimo massif in the East Karakoram, and the 1987
Shishapangma East Face expedition. Although he was an experienced
mountaineer, Henry's presence on those trips resulted from his many other
interests. He was a forester, dairy farmer and geographer who published
well over a 100 academic papers during the course of a long and hugely
varied career. His earliest childhood memories were of riding elephants
amongst the Indian foothills of the Himalaya; one of his last field projects,
aged 80, was a hydrological survey of the hill tarns of the Lake District; his
proudest sporting achievement was to organise and participate in the 1958
Uganda Ski Championships on the Mountains of the Moon.

Forestry and a love of wild mountain country were his genetic inheritance.
He was born in 1922 in Dehra Dun, where his father, Arthur Osmaston,
was an officer in the Indian Forest Service; in his spare time Arthur wrote
the first account of the birds of Garhwal and made a collection of 1500
botanical species, including two new dis.coveries named osmastonii. Two of
Henry's uncles also worked in the Forest Service; a cousin, Gordon
Osmaston, was Director of the Indian Military Survey and made several
exploratory expeditions with Tenzing.

Like most boys in his position, at eight years old Henry was sent home to
an English prep school, before going on to Eton, where he enjoyed fishing
in the Fellows' Pond and bird watching at Slough sewage farm. During his
first term at Worcester College, Oxford, in 1940, his interest in natural
history prompted him to switch from chemistry to forestry, but those studies
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had soon to be combined with an intensive electronics course, as Oxford
was interrupted by wartime service. He was commissioned into the Royal
Electrical and Mechanical Engineers, starting in 1943 with a year's anti
aircraft duty in Suffolk, followed by four years in the Middle East. It was
only in 1947 that he was demobbed with the rank of major and returned to
Oxford to complete his Forestry degree, where his brother introduced him
to Anna Weir, who was working at the Bodleian library. It was she who
introduced Henry to climbing and they married at the end of 1948, shortly
before Henry left to join the Uganda forestry service, followed a few weeks
later by his bride.

Looking back recently on his 14 years service in Uganda, Henry com
mented, 'I had clear professional aims and sufficient independence to put
them into practice. My colleagues, both British and African, were congenial
and mostly were highly motivated. My family enjoyed life there as much as
I did. What more could I ask?' He also compared his and Anna's rough
simple life in Uganda to the pampered existence of the modern aid official,
insulated inside his luxury hotel. -And he became exasperated by the
revisionist tendency of some modern commentators to denounce
automatically the motives of former colonial officials. Under the
Protectorate there was in fact an explicit aim of ultimate self-government;
as Henry put it, 'it had been established from the beginning that the interests
of the inhabitants were paramount'. In the specific area of forestry, by 1960
all the major areas of natural forests were protected for water catchment or
timber production; further softwood plantations were created to cater for
increased demand.

In their spare time Henry and Anna explored the wonderfully varied
landscape of Uganda, in particular its mountains. On their first Easter leave
they attempted the first ascent of a granite inselberg called Amiel. Henry
almost trod on a puff adder, just as a rapidly approaching thunderstorm
ended their attempt well short of the summit. They consoled themselves by
naming their first daughter Amiel and in 1958 Henry finally returned to
complete the first ascent with Andrew Stuart, who managed the rock climb
despite being stung by a scorpion. Perhaps Henry's most satisfying posting
was to Toro, close to the Rwenzori mountains, where he and Anna shared
many treks and climbs, on one occasion being woken by a leopard entering
their tent in the middle of the night (on another occasion Henry, alone in
the bush, was very lucky to survive a buffalo attack). It was on that same
1949 trip that Anna discovered an old Huntley & Palmer biscuit tin in a
cave and, on opening it, found inside the skull of a local Bakonzo tribesman,
who had died of altitude sickness on an earlier expedition. Anna promptly
developed a fever and had to be evacuated from the mountain, trussed up
in a blanket slung from a pole.

In 1952 Henry took part in the Anglo-Belgian scientific expedition to the
Rwenzori - the biggest since Alexander Wollaston's and the Duke of
Abruzzi's pioneering ventures of 1906. It was whilst building the Elena
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Hut in 1951, in preparation for the expedition, that Henry with Richard
McConnell (he of McConnell's Prong, later climbed by Ian Howell) did
the first recorded skiing on the then large snowy expanse of the Stanley
Plateau; the first formal 'championship' followed in 1958.

Henry's Ugandan tour came to an end in 1963, soon after Independence.
Reflecting 40 years later on the handover of power, he regretted that his
British peers had not foreseen the speed and suddenness of Independence;
he also felt that they had not coped successfully with the traditional
dominance of the kingdom of Buganda. However, he felt generally proud
of his achievements and from a distance watched in horror as one of the
most stable, self-sufficient, well-governed countries in Africa was torn apart,
first by abate, then by Amin and then again by abate.

Back in Britain, Henry Osmaston reinvented himself as a lecturer in
Geography - a subject suited perfectly to his insatiable, eclectic curiosity.
His entree to academia was a DPhil thesis at Oxford, analysing past climate
and vegetation changes from pollen samples in mud cores bored from the
fathomless bogs of the Rwenzori. His supervisor said it was the best DPhil
he had ever read and Bristol University offered Henry ajob in its Geography
department, where he remained a lecturer until his retirement in 1988.

As a geographer he had two paramount qualities. One was his love of
real, physical, hands-on fieldwork, preferably in mountain environments;
the other was the astonishing breadth of his interests, all backed up by
copious research. A chance conversation with a colleague, John Crook,
during a tedious departmental committee meeting, led to his being invited
on Crook's 1980 Indian-British study of life in Zanskar, the inner kingdom
of the northern Kashmir province of Ladakh, known traditionally as 'Little
Tibet'. As Henry combined geography lecturing with running a dairy farm
at Winford, near Bristol, he was invited to Zanskar as 'farming expert'.
And to Zanskar he kept returning, often with teams of students, making
comprehensive studies of traditional Tibetan-style agriculture, but also
climbing peaks to embrace his geomorphological interests. This work
culminated in 1994 with his publication, with John Crook, of the 1029
pages long Himalayan Buddhist Villages: Environment, Resources, Society and
Religious Life in Zanskar, Ladakh.

On the 1985 Rima expedition Henry could not fly out with the main
party because he was still supervising exams in Bristol; from Leh I had to
send a telegram announcing that, alas, he would not be able to join us: our
mountains rose off a tributary of the Siachen glacier, where Indian and
Pakistani artillery were busily shelling each other on the world's highest
battlefield, and the Indian authorities were adamant that no-one outside
the main, escorted, party could enter the war zone.

Henry ignored the telegram and, armed with a letter of introduction from
cousin Gordon (the former military survey director) and a sheaf of US
sat.ellite photos (much coveted in those days of strained Indian-US relations)
he bluffed, cajoled and charmed his way up through Kashmir, over the
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world's highest road pass, the Kardung La, into the restricted Nubra valley,
onto the Siachen glacier, and then up the tributary North Terong glacier,
surviving on an emergency supply of biscuits and Anna's home-made
marmalade. Victor Saunders and I were returning one evening from our
unsuccessful attempt on Rimo I, walking across the glacier towards base
camp, when we stumbled across a traditional wood-shafted ice axe, labelled
'H.Osmaston', lying on the ice. A few moments later we met a tousled,
grey-bearded gentleman, with battered spectacles held together by Araldite,
who greeted us, 'Hello, do you happen to have seen an ice axe anywhere; I
seem to have mislaid mine.' A few days later Henry left for Leh with Victor
and Jim Fotheringham. It was dusk and we had been warned that any
strangers approaching the Siachen army base after dark could be shot on
sight. The three Englishman proclaimed their innocence by singing loudly;
but as an extra precaution Henry offered nobly to go in front - reasoning
that, as the eldest man, he was most expendable - holding aloft a white
handkerchief on the end of his ice axe.

Two years later, in 1987, he was with us again, this time on Shishapangma
in Tibet, supervising some of his Bristol students. A fierce October storm
swept through the Himalaya, killing many people. We were all spared, but
Henry and two students were caught out by the blizzard, shivering all night
beside a boulder, half buried in a snowdrift (not the first time his students
had suffered unplanned benightrnent on a field trip). After hours of shivering
Henry was immensely relieved to see a brief glimmer of sunshine as his
65th birthday dawned and later that morning he and his students staggered
into base camp. The storm seriously thwarted his researches and such rock
and snow samples as he and his team had managed to secure were
confiscated later by Chinese officials, who seemed determined to get our
expedition out of Tibet as quickly as possible, in the wake of the recent
brutally-crushed demonstrations in Lhasa.

Retirement from official duties in 1988 simply allowed Henry to work
harder on his prodigious enthusiasms. In 1992 he and Anna sold the farm
at Winford, and moved to Finsthwaite, near Lake Windermere, whence
scientific papers continued to pour forth, even after Henry's 80th birthday.
Prominent amongst them were his 2002 paper with George Kaser on the
drastic dwindling of tropical glaciers and his 2005 paper on the Glaciation
of the Bale Mountains, Ethiopia, based on a recent field trip. In 1996 he
returned to Uganda as keynote speaker for a conference on the Rwenzori
mountains. Typically, he made the effort to track down in Kampala the
woman who had helped look after his children 40 years earlier; and in the
Rwenzori he re-established contact with the Bakonzo people who had
portered for his mountain expeditions. Despite the terrible problems of
over-population, he was encouraged to see the country revitalised, 10 years
after the end of Obote's murderous reign, and gratified to see some of his
own forestry conservation measures still in place.
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His last great project, completed just two weeks before he died, was a
comprehensive revision of the definitive guidebook to the Rwenzori which
he first published with David Pasteur in 1972. Both the book and the manner
in which it was compiled were typical of the man. Although ostensibly a
climbing guide, it is actually packed with fascinating information on the
history, mythology, zoology, botany and glaciology of the region, reflecting
Henry's abundant enthusiasms. The recent, drastic acceleration of glacial
melting is recorded meticulously and a wealth of new colour photos has
been added to the original monochrome collection. Assembling all this
new material, as with all his other publications, Henry was tireless (and,
when you were trying to cook supper, sometimes tiresome) in badgering
climbers, photographers, explorers and scientists all over the world, by
telephone, by post and by email. His global network of friends and colleagues
was as huge and varied as his range of interests. He loved life and pursued
his interests right to the end, still as fascinated by the world as he had been
as a child, when he asked his mahout to get the elephant he was riding to
pick him interesting flowers and fruits.

Stephen Venables

Martin A Walker 1912 - 2005

Martin A Walker, or 'Johnnie' to everyone who knew him, died peacefully
on 24 June 2005 aged 92. Johnnie loved life and certainly lived life to the
full. He mountaineered, ran, skied, and climbed for just over 50 years. He
put the same enthusiasm into the hills as into his work as manager of the
Bexleyheath branch of Abbey National. He was always willing to help out
in a crisis, and a colleague remembers a particular instance at the height of
the troubles in Northern Ireland, when the company was struggling to get
someone to manage the Belfast Branch. Johnnie stepped into the breach,
and led the team through that most difficult period, only coming home at
weekends so that he could go climbing.

Born in 1912, Johnnie began his working life for the Abbey Road Building
Society at the age of 17 and continued to work for the same company
through to retirement in 1973. In 1935 he met Doris Day his future wife,
although their wedding was postponed for 46 years until he retired from
both climbing and working.

In the early 1950s Johnnie climbed with fellow members of the London
and Home Counties Branch of the Mountaineering Association. In those
early years after the war, travel to the hills was difficult and time consuming.
Coaches were organised for a weekend, when these stalwarts often spent
more time on the coach than in the hills. However, the social side of club
outings more than compensated for the tiredness on Mondays at work. In
1956 Johnnie and others broke away from the MA and formed the London
Mountaineering Club.
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Johnnie soon moved on to the Alpine scene, and for more than 20 years
he climbed in the summer and skied during the winter months. In 1954 he
was a member of the first MA course to the Dauphine with Robin Collomb,
traversing the Ecrins; not bad for a sprightly 42 year old. In the late 1950s
notable excitements included being driven off the Rinderhorn in a storm
and soft snow preventing a success on the Blurnlisalphorn. His successes
were of course more numerous. Subsequent summers saw him atop the
Sustenhorn, Alphubel, Nadelhorn, Weissmies, Breithorn, Dufourspitze,
Pigne d'Arolla, as well as the Mbnch, Jungfrau, Matterhorn, Piz Bernina
and Piz Palu. In France he climbed the Grande Casse and Mont Blanc.
Johnnie also climbed in New Zealand.

A trip to Everest Base Camp in the early 1960s unfortunately ended for
Johnnie at Namche Bazar when a companion with mountain sickness had
to be taken down. Johnnie made the arrangements and stayed with his
dying friend back to Lukla and on to Kathmandu hospital. He informed
relatives back in England and arranged for burial in the grounds of the
British Embassy. His practical compassionate care and loyalty for a climbing
companion ranks as an example to us all.

In 1975 Johnnie went to East Africa, but failed on Mount Kenya and
Kilimanjaro though he did get up Lenana. Probably his final goodbye to
the bigger hills came in 1976 in the USA when with Robin Collomb and
Tony Moulam he climbed Middle Teton, Teewinot and Fremont Peak.

Johnnie was renowned for being able to sort out problems and would
always be on hand with cheerful advice and a witty quip. He was a member
and past president of Blackheath Harriers Running Club as well as a founder
member and president (1973-76) of the LMC. He was subsequently awarded
honorary membership for his outstanding service to the LMC. Johnnie
became a member of the Alpine Club in 1971.

Friends describe him as irrepressible, a jolly fellow, and a kind man, with
a keen wit. Jim Nisbit, a regular partner and friend, said: 'As a climbing
companion, he ranks amongst the finest for geniality, calm assurance, and
reliability.' Others remember him as the perfect gentleman with a permanent
smile, and of course that infectious laugh. Johnnie married his long time
love, Doris Day, in 1981; she survives him.

The details for this obituary have been gathered mainly from one written
for the LMC by Dave Langmead and from information provided by Robin
Collomb, an early friend of Johnnie's.

Though I never climbed with Johnnie I had known him since 1960 and
met him and his party in the Alps on a couple of occasions and frequently
on club outings with the London Mountaineering Club to which I also
belonged. As with everyone else I took great pleasure in his company.

Angel Vi/a
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I first met George Cubby on a wet and windy weekend in 1960 at the hut of
the London Mountaineering Club. I had been camping in Llanberis pass
with a group of friends and most of our tents had been blown down during
the night. Though only a temporary member of a few weeks I took all my
friends and their soggy gear to the club hut and found only George and
another member in residence. His imperturbability at our invasion ensured
that the seeds of a life long friendship were sown.

George was a career officer in the RAF and at the time was working at
the Air Ministry with the rank of squadron leader. He had joined the RAF
in 1940 and during the war served in Bomber Command, completing two
operational tours. He remained in the air force until 1971 when he retired
with the rank of group captain. He became a Fellow of The Royal
Meteorological Society in 1947. In 1953 he was awarded the MBE. He had
many interests, but his passions were mountaineering and sailing.

After our meeting in Wales there were many trips together and an Alpine
trip was planned for the following year with one of his friends, David Manns,
and a friend of mine, Betty Seiffert, later to become George's wife. The trip
duly took place, bringing many adventures, including climbing through
storms on the Jaggigrat , bivouacking at 3900m on the Lagginhorn and its
descent in a blizzard, and also an ascent of the Matterhorn in less than
pleasant conditions.

Over subsequent Alpine seasons, some spent with me and some with
mainly RAF friends, George took his tally of climbs over the requisite
number to qualify for membership of the Alpine Club, joining in 1967.
Amongst his summits were the M6nch, Jungfrau and Eiger by the splendid
Mittelegi ridge.He climbed extensively in the UK, including winter climbing
in Scotland and big Welsh walks such as the Welsh three thousanders.

During service in Singapore from 1963 to 1965, George climbed with
the Far East Air Force Mountaineering Club. His main achievement there
was taking part in the first ascent of a 2350ft peak on the island of Tiomen
in Malaysia. It was the higher of twin-peaked mountain known as The
Asses' Ears. The expedition, in October 1963, was led by AC member
Norman Ridley (at the time a flight lieutenant) and took three days up and
two days down, the team having to hack their way through thick jungle.
The peak was eventually officially named Bukit Panjat Tuan.

After retirement from the RAF, George lived briefly ill North Wales and
whilst there climbed with friends in the Valley mountain rescue team. He
worked as a planning inspector and eventually settled in Aldborough, North
Yorkshire.

In 1974 on his way to the Alps, George was run over by a van in a German
lay-by and ended up on a life support machine in hospital. He never quite
recovered from this accident that left him unable to fully control the
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movement of his right foot. Though he returned to the Alps, most of his
efforts were restricted to hut walks and lesser summits. However for
many years he continued to walk over the British hills, his enthusiasm
undiminished.

On 25 February 1980 Betty (also an AC member) and George were
married. Mountain activities continued; indeed he and Betty continued to
take an annual holiday walking in the Bernese Oberland for many years.
Slowly however his health began to deteriorate, with Parkinson's disease
adding to the legacy of his accident in Germany. He died on 11 June 2005.

I spent many unforgettable days on hill and mountain with George, kept
going by his cheerful humour and his admonition every time I stopped for
a breather that ... 'to rest is not to conquer'. He is sorely missed not only by
Betty but also by his many friends.

Angel Vila

MichaeI Holton 1927-2006

Like many young men of the post-war era Mike gained his first experience
of mountains through fell-walking in the Lakes, in his case with a favourite
uncle. Called up for National Service, he joined the Air Force, trained as a
radar mechanic, and later tried, without success, to get a posting to a station
with a mountain rescue team. In 1948, however, the RAF Mountaineering
Association was formed, open to all ranks. Mike enrolled at once and his
apprenticeship in real mountaineering began. It was not long before he
was on the committee, where he first experienced working with senior
officers, who took leading roles. Also involved were veteran AC members
such as Frank Smythe, Bentley Beauman, Bill Tilman and Graham Brown.

On demob Mike continued his RAFMA membership, entered the Civil
Service and joined the Ministry of Food in Whitehall. Bored with his routine
assignment, he asked for ajob re-appraisal and was interviewed by George
(later Sir George) Bishop. He too was a climber (AC member) and had
risen through the Civil Service ranks, via scholarships to grammar school
and the London School of Economics. Mike had a sympathetic hearing
and Bishop arranged for him to transfer to the Minister's Private Office, as
assistant secretary to the Principal Private Secretary. He also encouraged
Mike to become an evening student at the LSE. This was in 1950, when
my wife and I were active members of the School's Mountaineering Club.
Mike, with his previous climbing experience, was an ideal recruit. Despite
his day job, and reading for a degree in geography, he became an enthusiastic
attender of meets and served the club as president in 1952-53.

It was, however, the RAFMA connection which was crucial for Mike's
future life and career. Its chairman was Group Captain Tony Smyth, an
experienced climber who had run the Aircrew Mountain Centre in Kashmir
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at the end of the war. From the club's inception they lobbied the Air Ministry
to make use of the mountaineering expertise available in their ranks. The
crash ofa Lancaster on Beinn Eighe in March 1951 underlined deficiencies
in equipment and mountaineering skills, particularly in winter conditions,
of the local team and propelled the Ministry into taking action. An
instruction manual was proposed and on Smyth's recommendation Mike
was seconded to the Air Ministry to compile what was labelled AMP299.
(Regularly updated, the seventh edition of the manual was published in
2005 with a new preface by Mike.)

For Mike it was an exciting assignment, involving visiting the stations,
assessing the views of team leaders, arranging training courses and, perhaps
more importantly, advising on the posting of known climbers to key
positions. The result was a resounding success and the professionalism of
the Valley and Kinloss mountain rescue teams became the benchmark by
which all other teams would be judged during the next decade.

The officers of RAFMA then turned their attention to another project 
the mounting of an expedition to the Himalayas. Again Mike found himself
at the centre, acting as secretary and having a place on the team. Although
hindered initially by bad weather, eight virgin peaks between 5500m and
6400m in the KuIti Himal of Lahul were climbed and Mike organised a
photo-theodolite survey of the area.

By this time, 1955, Mike's abilities, both administrative and personal,
had not gone unnoticed and he was promoted and posted permanently to
the Air Ministry. Encouraged by Smyth, he now took on the job of honorary
secretary of the fledgling British Mountaineering Council. Writing about it
in 1996, he remarked, 'I must have been barmy'. The post was unpaid,
secretarial help non-existent, and the business was conducted during the
evenings and weekends from the sitting room at his home in Hampstead.
It was a huge commitment for a young man recently married and starting
a family, and without the support of Daphne, his wife at that time, would
hardly have been possible.

Mike remained at the BMC for five years and meanwhile his career
prospered. By the mid-sixties he was a Principal at the Air Ministry and
then worked in Scotland for the next 10 years, fust as Secretary of the new
Countryside Commission for Scotland and then as Secretary to the UK
Carnegie Trust. He retired in 1987 from the Air Staff Secretariat at the
Ministry of Defence. In all these posts it is interesting to note how. often the
description 'Secretary' occurs. Mike was in fact the ideal Secretary and
committee man. Firstly, because he was willing and capable of doing the
sheer hard work involved, and secondly, because with his friendly
personality he could charm a solution from the most controversial issues.
Above all, his enthusiasm for mountains and love of the countryside shone
through, and, with his infectious smile, he never seemed either to age or to
lack energy.
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There was another side to Mike's life of which I knew nothing until after
his funeral. He was a committed member of the local Free Church, serving
as a deacon and member of the choir. He took a keen interest in the history
of Hampstead Garden Suburb and was active in the creation of a memorial
to the suburb's civilian casualties during the war years.

Mike will be remembered not only as a valued friend, but as a true civil
servant who served the community both at a national and local level- but
particularly for his involvement in the formative years of the RAF Mountain
Rescue teams, the British Mountaineering Council, and the Countryside
Commission for Scotland.

Denis Greenald

Gillian Elizabeth Nisbet 1951-2006

Gill was elected to the Alpine Club in 1991. She had been an experimental
officer in the University of Liverpool-since graduating in genetics from the
University of Leeds in the early 1970s. She started to climb in the early
1980s, as I discovered soon after my appointment as a professor at Liverpool
around that time. She was initially fairly modest about her climbing
activities, but when she returned from a weekend in Wales and mentioned
that she had seconded Helsinki Wall, a climb on which I had been utterly
gripped when seconding John Longland on the first ascent some 30 years
previously, I realized that Gill was a very able rock-climber.

She started alpine climbing in 1986 with a trip that included an ascent of
Mont Blanc. By the time of her election to the Club she had accomplished,
with various companions, a substantial list of Alpine routes including the
Matterhorn traverse and the north face of the Obergabelhorn. She was also
in the Pinnacle Club. She was an all-rounder, with seven consecutive
Karrimor Mountain Marathons and seven Saunders Mountain Marathons
to her credit between 1985 and 1993, as well as several Nordic ski
mountaineering trips in Norway. Outside mountaineering she was a capable
road runner, winning several prizes in her age category over distances from
1Ok to half marathons. She did the London Marathon (1993) in 3hr 29min.
She once represented Cheshire at trampoline. She was a keen gardener,
and sang in the Wirral Singers, a choir that won several awards at Llangollen.

In 1989 Gill supported me on the later stages of an attempt on the Bob
Graham Round. I finished the Round outside the coveted 24-hour limit,
but it was still a great outing, enhanced by Gill's capable and cheerful
accompaniment. Thereafter Ijoined her group of rock-climbing friends and
found the atmosphere to be most relaxed and friendly. There was no doubt
that Gill was the group leader, proposing where and what to climb and
constantly alert to safety. It occurred to me that she was ready for 'Cloggy
and in the summer of 1990 we climbed three of the famous early classics,
Great Slab, Longlands and Curving Crack, to her great pleasure. Also in 1990
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Gill Nisbet 1951-2006

we did the first of three Saunders Marathons together (the fourth of her
above-mentioned seven) and I joined briefly with her and a couple of her
friends in Zermatt. Climbing in various combinations we each did a few
peaks. Near the end, with only time for one hut-night, Gill wanted to do
the Schallihorn. I had always thought of this peak as not quite 4000 metres
and somewhat dwarfed by its bigger neighbours the Zinal Rothorn and
Weisshorn. However, after the somewhat long approach from the Rothorn
Hut and a distinct sense of being off the beaten track we found the
Schallihorn to be an excellent and by no means trivial peak, overlooking
wild tumbling glaciers and in close proximity to the Weisshorn's magnificent
mass. Thus the Schallihorn was a wonderful summit with which to complete
the Alpine trip.

Gill's interests were now extending to the Himalayas. She went on a trek
to the Rolwaling valley in 1991, climbing Ramdung Go. The trek leader
was the eminent Scottish climber, Andy Nisbet. They got on well together.
Afterwards there began for Gill a period of frequent weekend drives to
Scotland. Gill and Andy were married in 1993.

From their home in Boat of Garden they did a lot of climbing together in
Scotland including some 40 new routes of up to E3 (summer) and V (winter)
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grades. They made several alpine visits, where their climbs encompassed
many fine classics, including the Alphubel-Tiischhorn-Dom traverse in
difficult, largely de-iced conditions (1992), the Frontier Ridge of Mont
Maudit (1993) and Cassin Route on the Badile (1995). In the Himalayas
they climbed Mera Peak. Meanwhile back in Scotland Gill passed her
Summer Mountain Leader in 1994 and her Winter Mountain Leader in
1995. She then became an experienced trek leader, leading treks to the
Alps, Nepal and India. Of the Himalayan treks Andy recalls: 'She had the
great skill of not getting too anxious when things went temporarily wrong,
as they always do in these places, and getting on a treat with the local staff.'

When not climbing or tour leading she completed the Munros between
1993 and '96, and she and Andy completed the Corbetts together in 2000.
She mentioned that in her opinion the Corbetts, being generally more
isolated from each other and less well trodden than the Munros, are the
tougher proposition. She had a good eye for a photograph, and several of
her photos are in the Scottish Mountaineering Trust Munros and Corbetts
guidebooks. She also wrote articles for climbing and walking magazines.

Some years ago Gill underwent surgery for a potentially serious condition.
She made a full recovery, but afterwards her activities gradually shifted
from mountaineering towards her love of natural history, and she embarked
on a study of the distribution of bumble bees in parts of the Scottish
HigWands. Early in 2004 complications arose from her previous illness,
requiring chemotherapy. She put up a brave fight. During her periods of
good health she and Andy took opportunities for holidays in Europe, and
she kept up her work on the bumble bee project until achieving fulfilment
with publication. She passed away in late summer 2006. Her funeral, on a
beautiful day early in September, was attended by family and many friends,
and was not so much a mourning as a celebration of a wonderfully full life.
Andy said on the occasion that their years together had been the best years
of his life. She also enriched the life of all her friends. We extend sympathy
to Andy, to her mother Anne, and to her brothers Brian and Martin.

TedMaden

Stanley Thomas 1915-2006

At the age of 81, in 1996, Stanley Thomas must have been one of the oldest
applicants to join the Alpine Club. Son of a schoolmaster, he grew up in
London, and won a scholarship to Imperial College where he met Eric
Loewy who introduced him to the Climbers' Club in 1937. He became
Secretary of the Imperial College Mountaineering Club, and climbed with
them and with the Climbers' Club in Austria, the Julian Alps and Norway.
After the war he teamed up with Tony Smyth to climb and ski in the Alps,
where he often provided leads for Smyth's RAFMC meets.
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Stanley's work as a Scientific Civil Servant took him, first to Woolwich
Arsenal in 1939, and then, in 1946, to the National Chemical Laboratory
at Teddington where he worked in many fields, and always at the cutting
edge - work which over 30-plus years earned him the Imperial Service
Order. Early in the 1950s he had done a tour of duty with the UK Scientific
Mission in Washington, where he climbed both local and Rocky Mountain
meets with the Appalachian Club.

He had met his wife in Sheffield just after the war, and when they moved
south they both became active working for the BMC. Later, for some years,
climbing took second place. However, after his wife died in 1980, Stanley
returned to the mountains. He climbed in Chile with Steve Town, in
Colorado with Frank Solari, and attended several AC meets as a guest. He
trekked in the Himalaya with Alan Pullinger's parties, and later with Ashley
Greenwood's, and it was with Ashley in Ladakh that he climbed Stok Kangri
(6121m) at the age of 78. A couple of years later he did a Tour de Mont
Blanc to celebrate his eightieth year.

Stanley was an extremely modest man who kept his life compartrnental
ized. His other interests - rugby, squash, theatre, ballet, opera, wine and
gardening - gave him a wide circle of friends, very few of whom knew each
other, and enabled him to live a remarkably active 91 years.

Eric Loewy wrote of him: 'His climbing was always meticulous and he
was a staunch companion and valued friend.'

Livia Gollancz

Malcolm Neil Herbert Milne 1917-2006

Malcolm Milne, who died in the autumn of 2006, was born in April 1917
the son of Major G B Milne, a renowned horseman and Champion
Gentleman Jockey in the 1890s. 'Gerry M', which won the 1912 Grand
National, was named after him. Malcolm went to St Bee's School,
Cumberland where he excelled academically as well as on the sporting
field. He went on to St Catherine's College, Cambridge, where he was
awarded the Kitchener Scholarship, and represented the university at rugger,
squash and boxing, as well as having his first taste of flying with the
university air squadron.

He joined the Colonial Service and was sent to Nigeria, but no sooner
had he become assistant district officer in Onitsha, than the Second World
War broke out and he joined the Royal West Africa Frontier Force.
Appointed ADC to the general in Lagos, he met his future wife, Kat, one
of the security staff at Government House. They married in 1941. Two
years later, he was pressured into rejoining the Colonial Administration, it
being deemed important that the colonies keep supplying the UK with vital
commodities for the war effort. He was decorated with the Efficiency
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Decoration, one of only two then awarded. Probably his most interesting
period was in 1961 when he was involved in the handover of power to form
the Republic of Cameroon, today one of the most stable of African countries.

A keen mountaineer, Malcolm kept in touch with numerous climbers
who contributed towards his Book ofModem Mountaineering, for which Lord
Hunt wrote the foreword. He was also a founder member of the Outward
Bound organisation. After the Cameroons, Malcolm was invited to be
secretary of the Ski Club of Great Britain, and he helped form the National
Ski Federation which aimed to produce Olympic-class skiers. No mean
skier himself, he won a Gold Medal at the Arlberg Kandahar course in
Austria.

Itwas not long before Malcolm was offered the job of provincial planning
officer in Kenya, funded by the Kenyan and UK governments; in 1968 he
took up residence in Kisumu and bought a Cessna 182 aircraft for work
and play, often flying people the 200 miles to Nairobi for medical attention.
He took his flying instructor's aerobatic renewal test ten days after having
both hips replaced. In the early 198Os, Malcolm and Kat moved back to
Hampshire to be near their son John and his family, and spent the last 17
years of their lives together there, where Malcolm devotedly nursed Kat
during her remaining years. He spent his own last three years in Norfolk,
near his daughter, but fmally opted to go into a nursing home, where he
died in his ninetieth year.

Geoffrey Temp/eman
with infOrmation from John Mi/ne

Keith John Miller 1932-2006

Keith John Miller travelled far from his humble origins in Blackburn,
Lancashire, to become an academic of world standing and a remarkable
explorer and mountaineer. Along his journey he became a Fellow of Trinity
College, Cambridge, a Fellow of the Royal Academy of Engineering, a
Founder's Gold Medallist of the Royal Geographical Society, and a Foreign
Member of the Russian Academy of Science. He won countless other awards
and honours, and made a huge number of real friends throughout the world;
friends who held him in the greatest affection.

Born in 1932, he left Blackburn Grammar School aged 16 for an appren
ticeship with Leyland Motors during which he took ONC and HNC evening
courses, leading to a scholarship to read Mechanical Engineering at Imperial
College. There he blossomed. He played tennis and football at a high level,
became President of the Students' Union, got married and gained a First
Class degree at a time when this was a considerable accolade. He initiated
the Imperial College Expedition to the Karakoram in 1957, I, 2 demonstrating
the tenacity and organizing skills which became his trademark in his later
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career. The expedition nearly floundered because of the delay in granting
him a visa on account of suspected, but completely erroneous, communist
sympathies. Keith enlisted the help of his local MP, the redoubtable Barbara
Castle. The visa appeared. Eric Shipton, then going through a low period
of his life after losing the leadership of the 1953 Everest expedition, was
invited to be leader. Shipment of equipment and supplies was delayed
because of the Suez crisis and, on eventual arrival in Scardu, news came
through of the deaths of Herman Buhl on Chogolisa and of Bob Downes
on Masherbrum. Despite all this, some six weeks were spent in the area of
the great Lolofond and Siachen glaciers, surveys were made and several
peaks were climbed.

Miller's academic career began at Rugby College of Technology (1958
60), from where he organised his second Karakoram3. 4 expedition, to the
Saltoro, during which a height of 7010m was reached on the west ridge of
K12. He progressed to Amadu Bello University in Nigeria (1960-63), before
his appointment as a lecturer at Queen Mary College, London, where he
combined his duties with a PhD in metal fatigue, the topic that would occupy
the rest of his life.

He moved to a Lectureship in Engineering at Cambridge University in
1968, and was elected to a Fellowship at Trinity College in 1970. In 1977
he was appointed to a Chair in Mechanical Engineering at the University
of Sheffield, where he remained for the rest of his career. During his tenure
in Cambridge he led a series of undergraduate mountaineering and scientific
expeditions to the Staunings Alps in North East Greenland, a tradition he
had started at Queen Mary College. On the first of this series in 1968, his
presence in the field was curtailed when he was badly injured after falling
into a crevasse and had to be evacuated to Iceland by helicopter and Catalina
flying-boat. Whilst at Cambridge he led six further expeditions to this area,
introducing scores of undergraduates to the Arctic and launching many
successful careers. He developed radio-echo sounding techniques for
measuring the depth of ice in glaciers,s and this he used on the Vatnajokull
in Iceland 6,7 in 1976-77. In 1975 he led a four-man team on the first north
south traverse of the Staunings, a hard and difficult journey of more than
170 miles across isolated and heavily glaciated mountains. This was
probably the apogee of his mountaineering career, a truly magnificent
performance overcoming huge logistical and not inconsiderable
mountaineering difficulties in a very remote part of the world. 8 •

But undoubtedly the crowning moment of his scientific exploration was
his leadership of the 1980 Royal Geographical Society International
Karakoram Project. This was a huge international scientific expedition with
teams from many disciplines and countries, including China and Pakistan.
His account, Continents in Collision,9 transmits the flavour of the venture
and some of the background political rumblings. He was accused by the
Russians of being an agent of the CIA, a neat counterpoint of his visa
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difficulties 23 years previously. The extensive scientific results were
published in two volumes following post-expedition conferences in Britain
and Pakistan. 10 In recognition of his prodigious work he was awarded the
Founder's Medal of the Royal Geographical Society. His pleasure during
the expedition was marred by the death of a close friend: Jim Bishop who
had been a member of the team that made the Staunings Alps traverse.
This was the only fatality on Keith's many expeditions.

The term charismatic is much overused. However, Miller's lectures, talks
and conversations defined this quality. Generations of undergraduates
adored him; he filled public lecture halls to overflowing. His ability to
transmit enthusiasm, it must be said sometimes at the expense of detail,
was astonishing and inspiring. He was particularly caring of his graduate
students, often finding funds to support their studies and always giving
them guidance, encouragement, ambition and confidence. His neatness of
presentation, stemming from his apprentice days, never deserted him. The
meticulous care with which he prepared expedition reports on his return
from the field was remarkable. All this came with some lovable quirks: he
never learned to use a computer, neither did he seem to know how to look
after a car, a strange omission for an engineer. Despite his organisation of
Himalayan expeditions, the logistics of a simple trip to the Peak District or
the Lakes often eluded him. His mountain apprenticeship was served in
the Lakes, and although he had travelled in many parts of the world, he
still loved the northern hills. I recall climbing with him on Gimmer when I
was his research student, and some years ago we managed to combine to
complete the Pennine Way together, an event which gave us both enormous
pleasure.

Sadly, his life after (nominal) retirement was marred by ill health. He
underwent a quadruple heart by-pass operation 11 years ago, and sub
sequently his ability to travel in mountainous regions was curtailed by
various aliments. Although a member of the Alpine Club since 1975, his
prodigious activities elsewhere, later combined with his ailing health,
prevented him from significantly participating in its activities. Nevertheless,
he continued working and produced several strong research papers in the
last few years. He corresponded with friends and colleagues from all over
the world. Two years ago before he died, he was told he had a rare form of
cancer of the blood. He underwent the rigorous treatment that was needed
stoically and bravely. He showed the same single-mindedness, grit and
determination that had characterised his career. He suffered great discomfort
without complaint and was comforted and cosseted by his wife, Catherine.
Remarkably, he retained his humour, but he finally succumbed on 26 May
2006. He was completing the final chapter of a magnum opus on fatigue
right to the end, which came just two weeks after he had attended the fmal
game of the season at his beloved Blackburn Rovers.

Roderick A Smith
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