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Sir Edmund Hillary 1919-2008

I first met Ed in 1953, on disembarking in Bombay en route for Everest.
With him was George Lowe. The two New Zealanders already had a
considerable reputation and had been strongly recommended to John Hunt
by Eric Shipton. Those of us who hadn't met them were curious to see
what sort of people they were, and a bit shy. Ed said little, which didn't
help, but the ice was broken by George Lowe, who took out his false teeth,
grimaced and started to play the fool. We relaxed. Then Ed flew to Kathmandu
to join John Hunt, while most of us started on the long journey overland.

We then all walked from Kathmandu to Khumbu. The trouble with
walking with Ed was keeping up, so conversation on my side was difficult.
Much the same was true later, when a small advance party was tackling the
Everest icefall. But I cherish the memory of a few days with Ed alone,
cutting steps and fixing ropes on the upper section while the bulk of the
expedition arrived and started the build-up of stores below us. In the tent,
relaxing after the day's work, he was good company - also prepared to
cook, and to go out into the cold and tighten the guy ropes.

But my most vivid cameo, reinforced I suppose by having seen it so often
on film, is of Ed, with Tenzing and George Lowe on the rope behind him,
walking stiff-legged into camp IV, on 30 May, as George signalled that they
had made the summit the day before. We dashed out to meet them, and
John Hunt, tired and strained as he was, embraced them both.

One more personal memory - of Ed's reaction when he heard during the
walk back to Kathmandu that he had been knighted. We were all very
scruffy, mostly unshaven, in shorts and gym shoes, trudging through the
mud of the incipient monsoon, badly needing a bath. He was amazed,
somewhat shocked. 'How can a bee-keeper like me, in patched jeans, be a
knight?' He did get used to it, but he remained an unassuming man, in
spite of being lionised and asked to pose for photographs wherever he went.

Edmund Percival Hillary was born in Auckland, and lived in New
Zealand's North Island all his life. From boyhood he was restless and
independent, devouring books of adventure stories, and incurring the wrath
of his father, a stern disciplinarian. He went to Auckland Grammar, and to
the University, where he lasted two years, not passing any exams but
acquiring a taste for strenuous 'tramping'. So he returned to help in his
father's bee-keeping business; arduous work, helping to manhandle 90lb
boxes of comb honey. During the Second World War, he applied to join the
Air Force, but bee-keeping was a reserved occupation, so it was not until
1944 that he joined the NZAF. He did very well in his exams after training
and became a navigator on Catalina flying boats, seeing service in the
Solomon Islands. Back home, he returned to the bee-keeping business,
where at last he was paid a modest salary.

His first introduction to snow and mountains had been as a schoolboy in
1935, on a trip to Ruapehu. He also climbed Mt Oliver, in the South Island,
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and during his air force training there began to spend all his spare time and
money climbing; notable was a solo ascent of Tapuaenuku one weekend,
including an 80-mile journey hitchhiking and on foot. After the war, holidays
were devoted to climbing. In 1946 he made the acquaintance of Harry Ayres,
the doyen of New Zealand guides, and with him went up Mt Cook, first by
the normal route and two years later together making the fust ascent of the
difficult south ridge. Accompanying his parents to Europe in 1950, he did
some modest climbing in the Alps.

It was not until 1951, at the suggestion of George Lowe, that he went to
the Himalaya, on a four-man, low-budget trip attempting Mukut Parbat
(7550m) in Garhwal. Neither he nor George got to the top, which was
reached by Earle Riddiford, Ed Cotter and Sherpa Passang, who got ahead
on the final ridge. But then came the opportunity that was to lead to Everest.
Eric Shipton, who had been impressed with the ability of New Zealand
climbers to reach and tackle remote peaks, invited two of the party to join
his reconnaissance of the Nepal side of Everest. Hillary and Riddiford set
off to meet the party at Dingla. Ed records that he expected to meet 'pukka
sahibs', who might even dress for dinner, and how relieved he was to meet Eric
and his scruffy companions, Mike Ward, Bill Murray and Tom Bourdillon.

The 1951 reconnaissance was the first serious attempt to find out if there
was a route up the mountain from Nepal, the political situation making it
possible at last to approach from that side, whereas Tibet was now closed.
The party found a way through the icefall to about 6500m before retreating.
On returning to Europe, they were horrified to hear that the Swiss had
earlier applied for permission to go to Everest in 1952. The British had
permission for 1953, and meanwhile decided on a training climb on Cho
Oyu in '52. This was led again by Shipton, but the easiest route to the top
seemed to be from the Tibetan side, which for political reasons could not
be attempted. However, Hillary and Lowe crossed illegally into Tibet to
explore the north side of the range. They were stopped by a party of Tibetan
irregulars, but their Sherpas managed to negotiate their release and 'no
questions asked' for a trifling sum.

Returning to Khumbu, they learned that the Swiss had narrowly failed,
Raymond Lambert and Tenzing Norgay having got within 3500m of the
top. There was further suspense later in the year, when a second Swiss
party got only to the South Col, in very bad conditions.

British preparations for an attempt had already begun - with
Shishapangma as an objective if the Swiss had made it in the autumn.
Shipton was at first automatically invited to be leader, but there were those
who thought he might not be the man to organise a single-minded drive up
Everest. In the upshot, John Hunt was appointed overall leader, and invited
Shipton to be climbing leader. Shipton thought this unworkable, and refused.
He was deeply disappointed, however generously persuaded Hillary and
others, whose first reaction to Hunt's appointment had been very negative,
that they should go with him.



188. Everest 1953: Ed Hillary and Tenzing Norgay en route to establish a fmal
camp at 28,OOOft. (AIf Gregory)

Each member of the 1953 expedition would have been glad of a chance
to go for the top, but all cooperated in doing the essential jobs lower down.
Ed was even more determined than most. He deliberately sought out
Tenzing as a partner, reckoning that John Hunt would not nominate two
New Zealanders as the lead pair. None the less he had no hesitation in
doing his share of load carrying. He went twice to the South Col with
Tenzing, on the first occasion persuading two parties of Sherpas, reluctant
to leave camp VII, to get their loads there. Five days later, he was there
again, tired, yet ready to help an exhausted Hunt who had dumped a load
higher up, and to receive Evans and Bourdillon as they staggered down
from their climb to the south summit. Next day, 27 May, the weather was
poor, and they rested on the Col as best they could. On the 28th, with
Lowe and Ang Nyima ahead of them, they started up the couloir leading
to the south-east ridge. There is a well-known photo of Ed standing, with
Tenzing in front of him, at the start of the ridge proper - he looks fit for
anything. The four of them continued, picked up the loads left by Hunt
and Ang Nyima, and went on about another 150m to a sloping shelf, which
was all they could find for the final camp.

They had limited oxygen for their sleeping sets, which enabled them to
doze fitfully. Early next morning, Ed had to thaw his boots over the primus
before leaving at about 6.30. They followed the tracks left by Evans and
Bourdillon to the south summit and then made their way along the ridge
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towards the unseen top. They came to a very steep ISm section, now known
as the Hillary Step, with rock on the left and overhanging snow on the
right. Ed insinuated himself into the crack between the two and fought his
way up it. That was the crux of the climb, but they had to keep on and on,
traversing snow to the left of the crest, wondering all the time whether the
summit was just beyond the next rise. At last it was there and they stepped
on top. It was 11.30am. Ed and Tenzing embraced, and Ed briefly removed
his oxygen set and took photographs of Tenzing on top holding his ice-axe
with flags attached, of the ridge down to Tibet, and all other directions.

After 15 minutes, they started down. Their oxygen supply was none too
plentiful but Ed had calculated that if they restricted themselves to 3 litres
a minute for the ascent they would just have enough. They made the South
Col, moving slowly, at about Spm, to be greeted by George Lowe with hot
soup and more oxygen. Then came the immortal words, 'Well, we've
knocked the bastard off.'

So much for Everest. None of us then anticipated the extent of public
interest, to say nothing of the Bengali communist attempt to sow conflict
in Kathmandu between Asians and Europeans by asserting that Ed had
been dragged to the top (if indeed he got there). Tenzing was threatened
with a beating if he said that Ed stepped on the summit a few paces ahead
of him, so we agreed to say only that they got there 'almost together'. Once
we reached New Delhi, Tenzing publicly came out with the truth. But we
are still being asked the question! The coincidence of the Coronation, the
day the news was available in London, has also led to accusations that the
whole business was stage-managed. After a generous and colourful reception
by Pandit Nehru and the Indian government, we flew to London, to be
greeted with enthusiasm. Clad in unaccustomed morning dress, Ed was
tapped on both shoulders by Her Majesty to signify his knighthood. He
and George then flew to New Zealand where he married Louise Rose (the
daughter of the president of the NZAC), to whom he had been quietly
engaged. The three of them then embarked on a lecture tour in the USA,
the first of many, before coming back to England.

Ed records his reluctance to leave home yet again, but he had agreed to
lead an NZ expedition in19S4, with Baruntse as the main objective - and
Louise, as always, encouraged him to go. In the event, it was a disaster.
Two members of the party broke through the lid of a great crevasse. One
climbed out and Ed went down on a rope to extricate the other. In the
process he broke three ribs. Any normal man would have called it a day,
but Ed joined the rest of the party in an attempt on Makalu, to which their
ambitions had switched. It was too soon. In his own words years afterwards,
'I made the unbelievably stupid decision to push on.' At about 6700m, still
aiming to go higher, he collapsed and had to be evacuated. It was a three
day ordeal and only the expert attention of Charles Evans saved his life. Ed
later reckoned that he never fully recovered from the effects of the collapse
and that he should not have gone high after the accident.
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Opportunity for another adventure soon turned up. In 1953 he had met
Bunny Fuchs, who tried to interest him in Antarctic travel - partly, no
doubt, because of Ed's ability to attract sponsorship. He did not react at
first, but after Maka1u welcomed a government invitation to lead an NZ
expedition from the Ross Sea to support and partly provision Fuchs' trans
Antarctic journey, as well as carrying out research. This occupied him until
1958, visits to Antarctica being slotted in with spells at home and lecture
tours abroad. From the start, he planned, if all went well and he had laid
down the supplies needed by Fuchs to complete the crossing, to reach the
Pole from the Ross Sea side with his party. He said as much but was not
taken seriously.

In December 1955, he went with Fuchs on the Theron to the Weddell
Sea, to land a small wintering party to establish Shackleton Base. He was
not impressed with either the organisation of the expedition or with Fuchs
as a leader, being particularly riled at Fuchs' refusal to invite anyone not in
his crossing party to attend meetings. On the Theron's return to the UK, Ed
took the trouble to visit in Norway the developers of the Ferguson tractor
system for use on snow and ice, and was presented with five vehicles. He
describes the next eight months, before sailing south on 21 December, as
probably the busiest he had ever spent. But he found time to send a brief
message to Fuchs and the Ross Sea Committee saying that he planned to
have enough in the way of resources to reach the Pole if that was practicable.
This message also was ignored, and he was too wise to repeat it.

The plan recommended by Fuchs was to start from the Ross Sea and
journey inland via the Ferrar glacier. However this was soon found to be
impracticable. Instead, with the advice and help of US Admiral Dufek, he
established Scott Base on Ross Island. From the ship, he flew inland to
reconnoitre the unknown Skelton glacier. In the next few days, large
quantities of supplies were flown in to the Skelton and Plateau dumps, at
the foot and head of the glacier. The dogs and their drivers were landed
and traversed the route between Plateau and the Base. The ship then left
for New Zealand, taking with it the construction party that had built a
comfortable camp.

The one major project for the winter was to tryout the Ferguson tractors.
Ed chose to visit Cape Crozier and look for the remains of the improvised
hut in which Wilson and his companions had spent a miserable winter in
1911. They took three days, found the hut with some difficulty and returned
rapidly to base, in the process learning a lot about managing the tractors in
the rigorous conditions. The rest of the winter was spent in meticulous
preparations, as well as scientific work. At one point, the 'scientists' claimed
their work was so important they should be excused their share of cooking
and other chores. Ed would have none of this. He and Harry Ayres took
over for the first week, after which there was no difficulty.

The crossing started on 14 October. At first they were desperately slow
and had to unload some drums of fuel to achieve a reasonable mileage.
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They had to stop at the Skelton dump for two days. The dogs had been
flown in there, and were to go some way further towards the Pole. On the
22nd they were off again, with the crevassed glacier to overcome, and did
well to reach Plateau Depot by the 31st. Here they were held up for 12
days, by minor injuries to two of the party and by difficult flying weather.
Starting again, they were slowed by deep snow and then by a very badly
crevassed area in which they were lucky not to lose a tractor. The struggle
with crevasses continued, almost to Mile 700 depot.

They were there five days and Ed was much engaged in furthering his
plan to make for the Pole. Fuchs was against it, but asked for a further
dump of stores beyond Mile 700. This done, Ed would have gone on himself,
with only Peter Mulgrew to drive the second tractor, but in the event the
others decided to join them. By Christmas Day they were 270 miles from
the Pole. They waited a day, but there was no message from Fuchs, so Ed
issued a press release saying they were 'hell-bent for the Pole', and pressed
on. There was then a message from Fuchs, asking for yet another fuel
dump to be established, and that they should wait there for him. This was
clearly not on; in the event it would have meant a four-week wait. So they
carried on, reaching the Pole on 4 January to a very warm welcome

The rest of the expedition story is quickly told. Fuchs, too, received a
warm welcome. After about three weeks, he left to continue the crossing
while Ed flew to Scott Base. Profiting from Ed's tracks, in 15 days Fuchs
reached D 700, where Ed flew to meet him and accompany him to Scott.
He again records his irritation with Fuchs, who would not have him in the
lead tractor unless he needed his help with the route. After reaching Scott
Base, Fuchs and his party left for London, where they were suitably feted.
But Ed preferred to go home to New Zealand.

In mid-1959, Ed was approached by Field Enterprises Corporation with
a view to organising an expedition for them. He suggested scientific research
into acclimatisation to altitude, and also a search for the yeti, though he
was sceptical about its existence. In September he was in Nepal again, and
in Khumjung negotiated for the loan of a 'yeti scalp', which turned out on
examination to have been pieced together from the fur of a brown bear.
Norman Hardie and others had meanwhile brought material to Khumbu
for the construction of a hut, in which the altitude researchers could spend
a reasonable winter. The 'Silver Hut' was erected at 6000m, after which Ed
flew out, returning to Khumbu later with Louise and with June Mulgrew.

On his return, he found that Mike Ward and others had climbed Ama
Dablam without official permission. There was a big fuss, and Ed went to
Kathmandu to deal with the situation. Nine days in government offices
were followed by an acrimonious meeting with the minister, after which
Ed was fined $60. He flew again to Khumbu and, going up to 7000m far
too soon, was struck by what was called 'a cerebral vascular accident'.
Again he had to be evacuated, but appeared to make a rapid recovery. He
took part in the construction of a school at Khumjung, and then returned
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home, unusually remaining there a year, before going to the USA with the
family for most of 1962.

It was back to Nepal again next year. The Khumjung school had prompted
requests from other locations, and Field Enterprises and others put up the
money for further construction. To facilitate supply by air, Ed organised,
and physically took part in, the construction of an airfield at Thamserku,
later commissioning Paphlu Hospital. Meanwhile, he went to the Antarctic
again, taking part in the first ascent of Mt Herschel, but not attempting to
go to the top himself.

Tragedy struck in 1975. Louise and their younger daughter Belinda died
when their aircraft crashed taking off from Kathmandu. Ed was distraught.
Being the man he was, he took refuge in ever-harder work for the Sherpas,
but it was some time before he was able to share his grief with others.

Adventuring was not yet over however, and his 1977 project was to go up the
Ganges in a jet boat to Garhwal, then walk to Badrinath and climb Akash
Parbat. At 5800m, he yet again collapsed with altitude sickness, and had to
be siedged down, unconscious. Nevertheless he was persuaded, four years
later, to go with an American party to the Tibetan side of Everest, which
involved repeated visits to 5000m, and finally a climb to nearly 6000m.
Again, he paid the penalty of headaches and sickness, though he did get
down on his own two feet.

This time, it took him some months to recover. He was helped in this by
his growing friendship with June Mulgrew, Peter's widow. He threw himself
into his work for the Sherpas, and June went with him to Nepal and also
on further fund-raising trips to the US. Then in 1984 he had a surprising
call from Prime Minister David Lange. Would Ed be prepared to take on
the job of NZ High Commissioner in Delhi? The answer, after some
hesitation, was 'Yes'. He was reluctant to lose June's company yet dared
not ask her to go with him in case she refused. June solved the problem by
suggesting that she become his 'official companion'. They had four happy
and successful years in India, interspersed with visits elsewhere. He managed
to see Tenzing occasionally, and was shocked by his unhappiness and
physical deterioration. When Tenzing died in 1986 Ed was the only
European to attend his funeral.

On return home, Ed and June were married, partly at the suggestion of
their sons and daughters. Not long before, Ed had gone to Thyangboche at
the urgent invitation of the Sherpas, as the monastery, not able to cope
with the new-fangled electricity, had burned to the ground. Ed flew round
the world to raise money for the rebuilding and in 1993 he and June went
to Khumbu in for the monastery's reopening. They were there again in
1995 and had a surprising phone call. Ed had been proposed as a Knight of
the Garter, to be appointed by the Queen (the AC's third KG, with Quintin
Hogg and John Hunt). Lady Thatcher turned out to be his companion at
the ceremony.
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Annual visits to Nepal continued while he was physically capable of going
there; he had at last realised that he had to be very careful of going to any
altitude. He flew rather than walked to Khumbu to see his many Sherpa
friends. His last illness, at home before he died, looked after by June, was
mercifully short. Essentially a modest man, he might have been somewhat
appalled by the elaborate arrangements for his funeral.

Mike Westmacott

More than a decade ago, the obituaries department ofThe Independent newspaper,
planning ahead as they must, asked John Huntfor his reflections on Edmund Hillary.
Hunt's response was published in The Independent on 12 January 2008 as a
postscript to the main obituary, wn'tten by the AJ editor, and is reproduced here by
the newspaper's kind permission. (John Hunt died 7 November 1998)

Edmund Hillary's name will be associated for all time with Everest. I met
him and his compatriot George Lowe at the British Embassy in Kathmandu,
in March 1953, before we set forth for the mountain. The two New
Zealanders were the only members of the climbing party whom I had invited
to join simply on repute; they had greatly impressed Eric Shipton during
his preparatory expeditions in 1951 and 1952.

I think that we had both entertained doubts about one another before the
first encounter; but for my part, I need not have worried. Ed Hillary was
not one to nurse a grievance over the decision of the Himalayan committee
to appoint me as leader in place of Shipton and I sensed, in his wide smile
and forthcoming manner, the qualities I needed in my team, apart from his
reputation as an exceptionally strong climber. Those impressions deepened
into a growing respect and ripened into an abiding friendship.

Hillary's contribution to our success was not limited to the fact that he
was the rust to reach the summit with Tenzing Norgay. I often think of the
crucial role he played, with Tenzing, in resolving a crisis which arose only
seven days beforehand, when two of our carrying parties, with loads to
establish camps on the South Col and above, had come to an exhausted
halt at Camp VI, halfway up the 1200m Lhotse Face.

Aware as I was of the implications for their own chances of reaching the
summit as the second assault party, and for the whole plan which had been
so carefully worked out, I asked Hillary and Tenzing to go up atonce and
get things moving. They set forth immediately, inspired the climbers and
Sherpas at Camp VI to fresh efforts, and led them all the way to the South
Col.

On my way up the Lhotse Face with the first assault party on 21 May, I
met them on their way down, very tired and with barely enough time to
recover their strength before returning three days later. It was an example
of.the selfless spirit which underlay the whole great adventure.



189. John Hunt and Ed Hillary in the Royal Geographical Society garden on
the 40th anniversary of the 1953 Everest climb, 24th May 1993.
(John Cleare)

We met again five days later, when Da Namgyal and I returned to the
South Col after carrying loads up the south-east ridge to 833Sm. Hillary
and Tenzing, with the second assault team, had just reached the Col, very
tired after their second climb up the Lhotse Face. I will never forget how
they helped Da Namgyal and myself in our own state of exhaustion.

Evans and Bourdillon had that same day reached the South Summit at
8760m, but there remained the uncertainty about the final stretch of narrow
ridge; in particular, a vertical section of IQ-ISm. In his lead up that pitch,
Hillary showed exceptional strength and courage, lumbered as he was with
his heavy oxygen equipment.

When they returned triumphant to the South Col that evening, Hillary
broke the news to George Lowe with typical nonchalance: "Well," he
announced, "we've knocked the bastard off."

After Everest, Hillary had the world at his feet. He was presented with
difficult decisions about his future career. The sudden translation from work
on his father's bee farm to worldwide journeys as an international hero
was, to say the least, a bewildering experience. On receiving news of his
knighthood he was, in his own words, 'appalled'.

Yet, he came to enjoy fame and exploited it to good purpose. At one
point his thoughts turned to the diplomatic service; at the time I assured
him that this would not suit his spontaneous and outspoken character.
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I was to be proved wrong many years later when, in 1984, he was appointed
as New Zealand's High Commissioner in India and Ambassador to Nepal,
posts which he filled with great success.

Continuing contacts with the Sherpa communities in Solu and Khumbu
provided an opening for other facets of Hillary's nature: his warrn
heartedness and social conscience. He learned about their life-style and its
problems: in regard to health, education and travel in that remote land.
The Himalayan Trust is a permanent memorial to his labours in promoting
a social revolution in east Nepa!. That work gave rise to some soul-searching
on Hillary's part. But, as he said:

'The traditional Sherpa way of life was doomed in any case. If contact
with the West has made them lose their traditional hospitality, their religious
motivation and their community spirit ... foreign money, they tell me, is a
powerful panacea for such ailments.'

There is a touch of unaccustomed cynicism in those words.
Success, with all its attendant euphoria, counted for nothing when his

wife Louise and his daughter Belinda were killed; this was a terrible blow,
from which, I suspect, Hillary never fully recovered. In Louise he had found
the partner he so greatly needed to restore a sense of proportion amid so
much adulation, high expectations and media exploitation. She described
their life of high jinks and 'razzmatazz' in a delightful book, Keep Calm If
You Can (1964). She was his soulmate, who provided him with some of his
most precious moments: 'Por what can surpass a tear on your departure,
joy on your return and a trusting hand in yours?' wrote Hillary before her
death.

His marriage to June Mulgrew ensured a happy ending to the life of a
remarkable man, great in his achievements and possessing other attributes
of greatness, too: his honesty, his generous and warm-hearted nature and
his readiness to acknowledge his errors. Ed Hillary, 'Action Man' in the
eyes of millions, was very human.

John Hunt
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Lieutenant-Colonel Charles Geoffrey Wylie OBE
1919 - 2007

Charles Wylie perfonned with calm efficiency the seemingly mind-boggling
task of marshalling the hundreds of porters and two-score Sherpas without
whom Edmund Hillary and Tenzing Norgay would not have reached the
summit of Mount Everest.

A fluent Urdu and N epali speaker, Charles, as transport officer, was
almost literally responsible for keeping the show on the road, ensuring the
movement of men and supplies up the mountain, soothing porters' griev
ances and keeping their spirits up through bad weather and hard toil. In
this he worked closely with Tenzing whom he had helped persuade to join
the expedition as sirdar, just as he was looking forward to a rest after two
exhausting expeditions with the Swiss in 1952. The two had previously met in
Kashmir in 1948. The partnership formed between Tenzing and Charles as
they handled the Everest bundobus was probably as central to the expedi
tion's success as the pairing of Tenzing and Hillary for the summit bid.

John Hunt, in his book The Ascent of Everest, introduced the members of
his team with short biographical notes. Of Wylie he wrote as follows:
'Charles' services had already been obtained from the War Office early in
September. He was working as organizing secretary during the interim
period before my arrival and he was to continue in that capacity, as my
invaluable assistant, throughout the preparatory period. Charles is a serving
officer of the Brigade of Gurkhas; he had spent most of the war in a Japanese
prison camp. That he had weathered this so well was doubtless due to his
selflessness and sympathy for others, his faith and his cheerful disposition.
We have to be grateful to him that the expedition's equipment was so
meticulously prepared and documented, that every minor detail was thought
of and provided for.'

At this stage there was, of course, no mention of the further immense
contribution he was yet to make.

The success of our 1953 expedition was, as Hunt was always at pains to
point out, the result of unstinting teamwork. Yet inevitably the names that
are remembered are those of the New Zealander and the Sherpa who stood
on top. Charles, however, was modesty personified, to the extent that his
vital role in the enterprise is all-but unknown except to those familiar with
mountaineering history. Imperturbable and unfailingly polite, he really did
fit the image of the quintessential English gentleman.

Yet perhaps it wasn't his Englishness that made him such an ideal manager
of 350 porters - 'coolies' in the imperial parlance - along with Sherpas,
cooks, and mail runners, but three generations of association with Nepal
and its Gurkhas. Indeed Charles's very gentleness might be said to be more
of a Nepali than an English quality. His grandfather was the British Resident
in Kathmandu in the 1890s and his father, commissioned into the 4th
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Charles Wylie 1919-2007

403

Gurkha Rifles, became Chief Recruiting Officer for all the Gurkhas. Charles
was born on Christmas Eve 1919 at Bakloh, regimental home of the 4th
Gurkhas in the Punjab hills, and was fluent in the language of his garrison
playmates by the age of six when he was 'sent home' to school - promptly
forgetting Gurkhali, though it proved easy to relearn.

I had always been rather vague about Charles' mountaineering record;
John Hunt had merely mentioned that he had good Alpine and home
experience and had climbed in Garhwal shortly after the war. So I looked
up his application for the Alpine Club, approved in December 1947, and
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was astonished to read that he had been proposed by no less than
Geoffrey Winthrop Young and had already made four visits to the Alps,
climbing over 25 respectable peaks while still a teenager. His course for
Everest was probably as good as set at Marlborough College where his
housemaster was Edwin Kempson who had been on expeditions to the
mountain in 1935 and 1936. Kempson also influenced two other alumni on
the 1953 expedition, John Hunt and Michael Ward who, with Charles, later
held an impromptu Old Marlburian Dinner at over 20,000ft in Everest's
Western Cwm!
Passin~ 'but fifth of 180 cadets from the Royal Military Academy,

Sandhurst, in 1939 (the same year he was also the British PentatWon
Champion) Wylie was commissioned into the 1st Gurkha Rifles and
returned to India one month before war was declared. There was time for
just one more climb, in the Dhaula Dhar range of the Punjab lesser
Himalaya.

The regiment was sent to Malaya where it was driven back by the invading
Japanese. Charles was taken prisoIrer and made to work on the infamous
Burma-Siam railway, enduring three-and-a-half years of cruelty, deprivation
and disease. He spoke little of this experience, though in an interview
recorded by The Gurkha Museum three years ago described in detail his
capture, ensnared in a bungalow on a rubber estate, after days on the run
through jungle without food. Arriving at the bungalow, Charles and the
other soldiers flopped on the floor exhausted and slept, but were woken by
being fIred upon. They had virtually nothing for any fIght-back, just
Charles's pistol and ammunition that 'would have gone in about two
seconds'. Rather than waste lives, they surrendered and a Japanese soldier
entered the bungalow.

'He was astonished to see all of us there with our hands up. Anyhow
he thought he had better kill somebody, I suppose, and he came straight
for me (I was the little one). But he was a bit hesitant. I detected it. He
was just about to shove a bayonet into my stomach and I very quietly put
my hands down and pushed his long bayonet to one side and then I handed
my pistol to him. And that was it. They were funny little chaps.'

Charles drew back from revealing his feelings about subsequent brutalities
and when asked what kept him going through his years of captivity replied
simply: 'Hope. Hope kept us going.'

In 1947 Charles rejoined his regiment in Peshawar, on the North West
Frontier. When, on Independence, the 1st Gurkhas remained with the new
Indian army he transferred to the 10th Gurkha Rifles (later Princess Mary's
Own) going on to see more action during the Malayan Emergency and
eventually retiring, in the 1970s, as a lieutenant-colonel.

At the Memorial Service for Charles, General Garry Johnson described
a counter-terrorist action in Malaya carried out by a small group of Gurkha
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soldiers, the success of which, he said, was due to 'a mixture of careful
planning, focused activity and the leadership by example of the company
Commander, Charles Wylie. Charles had only just returned from leave in
England. His reputation as a soldier and mountaineer had preceded him.
As a very raw subaltern in the battalion, I had expected a whirlwind, but
this man of action turned out to be the most courteous and modest person
one could hope to meet. I was fascinated by the paradox which Charles
presented, a mixture of action and modesty. But I soon realised that these
two aspects of his character existed together in complete harmony, and
were his constant hallmarks.'

Charles returned to mountaineering in 1947 with an attempt on the much
coveted Nilkanta (6596m) in the Garhwal Himalaya, with five camps above
the snowline. That same year he climbed in the Bernina Alps and the Valais
with Jimmy Roberts, a fellow Gurkha officer and one of the founders of
trekking in Nepal. With a guide, he also traversed the Matterhorn by the
fine combination of ascent by the Zmutt ridge - the true classic of the
mountain - and descent via the Italian ridge. In a rare venture into print,
Charles wrote an article for the AJ entitled 'A Long Day on Piz Pahi',
describing one of the climbs with Roberts and wondering if their zeal for
big traverses that year stemmed from 'a sense of seasons wasted in war'.

When in September 1952, the Himalayan Committee appointed Charles
organising secretary for the 1953 Everest expedition, it was assumed Eric
Shipton would be the leader. But the committee being desperate for success
conspired to replace the veteran mountaineer-explorer with a soldier of
known drive. Both Wylie and Roberts were briefly in the frame; however,
the leadership passed to John Hunt. As another Everester, the schoolmaster
Wilfrid Noyce, observed: 'It would have been difficult to find two more
gentle, gentlemanly military men to rule over us than Charles and John.'

On leaving the UK, Charles ceased to be organising secretary and took
on the mantle of transport officer. He was also in demand as a translator,
notably for the expedition's audience at the Thyangboche monastery, and
was also, of course, a member of the climbing team. During the build up,
Charles received news of the birth of a son, the telegram being forwarded
over the Indian wireless link to Namche Bazar and on up the Khumbu
valley by runner. The head of the wireless station had added a flourish of
his own to these glad tidings: 'I am transported with great exultation to
announce the birth of your son. I hope that you have cause (or similar
rejoicing at least once a year. Please pay the bearer one rupee baksheesh.'

Charles's great contribution high on the mountain was on the South Col
'carry', a crucial breakthrough after the expedition came close to being
beaten by fresh snow, cold and fatigue on the Lhotse Face - thel220m
barrier that has to be climbed to reach the col from the Western Cwm.
Some 500lbs of equipment and stores were needed on the col if the team
was to make any bids for the summit, but for 12 days the expedition was
stalled on the face.
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The golden moment for Hunt and those of us at advanced base camp
down in the cwm came on 22 May when we saw 17 figures strung out on
the traverse between camp VII at 7300m and the Geneva Spur at 7900m,
just before the col. Hunt had rushed up Hillary and Tenzing to give fresh
impetus, and in their footsteps on the face came Charles and his 14 Sherpas,
each with a 30lb (14kg) load. One Sherpa faltered, but Charles took over
his load, completing the ascent to the col without the assistance of bottled
oxygen which had run out. They had carried a greater quantity of stores than
ever before to a height the equivalent of Annapurna, then the highest summit
yet climbed. As Charles and his men dumped their loads at the col the
expedition's progress was back on course. It was the Sherpas' finest hour.

Three years after Everest, Charles was a member of an expedition led by
his friend Jimmy Roberts to climb Machapuchare, the 6992m 'Fish Tail
Peak' above the Nepali lake resort of Pokhara. Wilfrid Noyce and David
Cox were halted by columns of blue ice 45m below the summit. At Roberts's
suggestion, no permits have since been issued for Machapuchare and it has
remained officially unclimbed. ~

Charles became British Military Attache in Kathmandu from 1961 to
1964, a posting that enabled him to take up the offer of a present Tenzing
had wanted to give him since their days on Everest - a Lhasa Apso puppy.
Tenzing bred the dogs at his home in Darjeeling. After retirement Charles
worked on behalf of charities as Secretary of the Gurkha Welfare Trust
and the Britain-Nepal Medical Trust and was Chairman of the Britain
Nepal Society for five years. He was awarded the OBE in 1995.

In 1948 Charles married Diana Lucas and they had three sons and a
daughter; she died in 1974. The 25th Anniversary of the Everest success
was in 1978, and several members of the team celebrated by trekking with
their wives from Darjeeling to the Everest area. Charles had just married
Sheila Green so for him it was a second honeymoon. I took the accompa
nying photograph in the village of Godal, East Nepal, where we had a rest
day, 2 November, which turned out to be the fifth day of the Dewali festival.
The schoolmaster invited us to a tikka ceremony for his Governing Board.
We were each garlanded with marigolds and marked with tikkas. As
Charles' expression rather suggests, we all consumed rather more rakshi
than was probably good for us.

Charles died in Guildford on 18 July 2007. In his final years he was
working on his memoirs Peaks and Troughs which have yet to find a publisher.
On Everest's 50th anniversary, he retold the story of the 'Great Carry' at a
Royal Gala Celebration in London, entitled 'Endeavour on Everest', in the
presence of the Queen. Answering questions put by Sir David Attenborough,
the normally reticent Charles gave one of the most emotionally charged
performances of the occasion, reliving an endeavour he had shared with
the Sherpas, for whom he had a lifetime's respect and affection.

George Band
With assistance from Stephen Goodwin
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Brigadier John Richard Gerard Finch OBE, 1911-2007

'Gerry' Finch, who died a venerable 96, led an adventurous, distinguished
and varied life both as a soldier and mountaineer. Born in Southport on 26
February 1911 he was educated at Rugby but broke with the family's legal
tradition by reading engineering rather than law at Caius College,
Cambridge before entering the Royal Military Academy, Woolwich, from
where he was commissioned into the Royal Engineers in 1929. Arriving in
India in 1934, aged 23, to join the Bombay Sappers and Miners, he was
first posted to 17 Field Company Royal Engineers at Quetta. This ancient,
mountain-girt frontier fortress was then the capital of British Baluchistan
and the main garrison town guarding the southern passes into Afghanistan.
Although Quetta had been the Indian Army's Staff College since 1907,
Finch's Sapper Company had neither wireless nor telephone so messages
were still sent by runner. Their most effective form of transport was by
mules imported from Argentina.

For the remainder of his peacetime service in India, Finch took every
advantage of local leaves to explore little-known mountain areas in Tibet,
Sikkim, Chitral and Kulu. In 1935 he visited Gyantse fort in Tibet where
the British Trade Agent's Indian Army escort was mounted on shaggy
Tibetan ponies. On returning to Quetta via Northern Sikkim, he found the
place devastated by the disastrous earthquake that claimed more than 20,000
lives. In 1937 he was posted to Chitral, the most spectacular and romantic
of all North West Frontier provinces, renowned for its polo-playing
tribesmen, its hundred peaks exceeding 6000m and Tirich Mir, at 7688m
the monarch of the Hindu Kush. Then, as now, Chitral was the buffer zone
that guarded the northern passes through the Hindu Kush and Pamirs into
the Indian sub-continent.

In 1938 with war looming, Finch returned to England for two years'
training before being posted back to Bombay in September 1940 to
command the Depot Battalion of the 45 Army Troops Company. In 1941
he took over the newly raised 91 Field Company RE and in March 1942
joined the 23 Indian Division at Ranchi in Bihar Province to prepare for
Burma operations. Initially, there were no weapons available for his
company and no transport save one air-compressor truck. Three months
later they moved on to Assam after taking 48 hours to cross the flood
swollen Brahmaputra, passing en route streams of refugees, only to find
Imphal in chaos with the pathetic remnants of a demoralised Burmese and
Chinese Army.

For the next 14 months Finch served under Lt Col J H Williams, the
famous 'Elephant Bill', whose Sappers and elephants, under persistent
Japanese harassment, built the infrastructure, roads and bridges that
provided a launch pad for Slim's Burma campaign. In July 1943 he was
recalled to the Quetta Staff College and in March 1944 transferred to the
Italian theatre, taking command of 21 Field Company during the final stages
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of 4th Indian Division's engagement at Monte Cassino. Zigzagging across
Italy in pursuit of the retreating Wehrmacht, he met John Hunt in the
Maiella mountains and thus began a lasting friendship that was cemented
later that year in Greece when Finch was appointed Chief Royal Engineer
4th British Division in Athens. In Cyprus he was largely responsible for
rebuilding Limassol in the face of EOKA terrorism. Returning to England
after the war, his appointments alternated between the War Office, Nigeria,
Egypt, Cyprus and the USA. He commanded 35 Field Engineer Regiment
both in the Canal Zone and in Cyprus where he had the dual responsibility of
rebuilding the RAF base, combating ENOSIS and dealing with civil unrest.

Tall and powerfully built, Gerry Finch's mountaineering enthusiasms
were fostered at Cambridge. He was already a powerful and competent
rock climber by the time he reached Quetta and was soon co-opted to lead
senior officers on climbs on the nearby Takatu mountain (c3350m). While
on local leave in Sikkim in 1935, he investigated an approach to Lacksi
(c6400m) from the north-east. The following year he returned for a serious
attempt which he had to abort just short of the summit due, in his own
modest words, to 'inexperience'. On this same expedition he narrowly failed
to climb another Sikkimese peak, Lama Anden, owing to foul weather.

Three years later, emboldened by experience in the Alps during home
leaves, he conceived the altogether more ambitious aim of reconnoitring a
route up Tirich Mir (7,688m) which had first been investigated by Charles
Bruce when establishing Chitral as a forward military base with Francis
Younghusband in 1893. Finch's modest recce party, consisting of himself
and two Chitrali porters, made lodgement on the mountain's south ridge
before going on to explore the South and North Barun glaciers. They then
crossed the Pharsan An to make a bold attempt on Buni Zom (6551 m)
only to be frustrated by illness. Their subsequent recce of Pushari (c5800m)
was cut short by an accident. Finch's last Himalayan venture was to Kulu
in 1941with his wife Tricia whom he had married in 1939.

During his post-war tour in Cyprus, Gerry teamed up with his Regimental
Chaplain Fred Jenkins (subsequently the AC's unofficial lifelong chaplain)
to share many mountain adventures together. Finch was already an active
member of the Climbers Club and climbed frequently in North Wales with
his AC seconder Lt Col Gavin. Gerry's election to the Alpine Club in 1953
was warmly supported by John Hunt and it was their friendship that led to
Finch's close involvement with the establishment of the Duke of Edinburgh's
Award scheme and the Army Mountaineering Association. In the imme
diate post-war years, Gerry regularly attended AC meets - as often as not
with his family giving moral support from base camp - until his knees and
hips lost their youthful pliancy and he turned to sailing.

Gerry's lifelong enthusiasm for skiing was sparked in India. At Quetta
he had met a fellow skiing and mountaineering spirit in Eric Gueterbock, a
subsequent President of the Alpine Ski Club and first Chairman of the
National Ski Federation of Great Britain, who became his AC proposer.
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During home leaves in 1937 and 1939, Gerry made ski ascents of the M6nch,
Fiescherhorn, Griinhorn, Mont Blanc de Seilon, Pigne d'Arolla and Monte
Rosa and in 1938 undertook a pioneer ski ascent to the head of the Pushkari
glacier in Chitral. He also played a supporting role to Alan Blackshaw's first
British Alpine Ski Traverse in 1971 and became the ASC President in 1982.

Finch was a modest, perceptive man of outstanding courage, initiative
and determination. Writing about his time in the Canal Zone, a comrade
in arms Maj Gen Fursdon, subsequently the Daily Telegraph's military cor
respondent, described Finch as a 'towering figure' whose commanding
presence and massive clasped hands placed firmly on an otherwise empty
desk at his Commanding Officer's Orders left miscreant soldiers in no doubt
about the firmness but fairness of his judgements. He conducted ASC
committee meetings with that same quiet authority and a wry humour.
Having served his country with distinction and outlived almost all contem
poraries, Gerry's memory will be cherished by all those who knew him
and particularly by his children and numerous grandchildren. In compil
ing this obituary I am indebted to his son Sir Robert Finch, latterly Lord
Mayor of London.

J G R Harriing

Wing Commander Henry David (Harry) Archer DFC
1922-2007

Harry Archer was an enthusiastic member of the Alpine Club to which he
was elected in 1973 and was Honorary Secretary 1978-1982. He was also a
member of the ABMSAC (1967) and was its Vice President in 1984,
President from 1985 to 1987, and at his death an Honorary Member. In
addition he was a member of the SAC (Diablarets 1952).

The son of Canon George Archer, who served as a Military Chaplain
throughout the First World War, Harry had an early introduction to the
Alps when his parents took the family on skiing and climbing holidays,
mostly to Zermatt. This instilled in Harry a great love of the mountains
that remained with him for the rest of his life.

Educated at Winton House Preparatory School and St Edwarqs, Oxford,
he was too young to enlist at the outbreak of the Second World War so he
went to work as a clerk at the Bank of England. He was living in a flat in
Dolphin Square when the property was severely damaged by a bomb but
Harry, in bed at the time, managed to escape uninjured together with most
of his possessions. In June 1941 he volunteered as a pilot in the RAF, was
accepted and sent to the USA for his training. On completion of his
Advanced Training he was retained as a Flying Instructor - an early
indication of his exceptional flying skills. After accumulating some 1000
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instructional flying hours he returned to UK in the summer of 1943 and
was posted to a Lancaster squadron.

Over the next 14 months Harry flew virtually non-stop on day and night
bombing raids, surviving many near-misses but always managing to get his
damaged aircraft safely back to base. During this period 450 of his
Squadron's aircrew were killed. On completion of this tour Harry was
awarded the Distinguished Flying Cross. He was then posted to the Far
East with a new crew to fly Liberators out of India and the Cocos Islands
and more drama was to come. In August 1945, when Harry was briefed to
attack and destroy Japanese aircraft on an airfield on the west coast of
Sumatra, his aircraft was hit by cannon fire, setting the starboard outer
engine on fire, damaging the pilot's instruments and severely wounding
the Navigator. Doubting the Liberator's ability to survive a ditching (it had
a bad reputation in this respect), Harry decided to try to fly back to the
Cocos Islands some 600 miles away. Now at only 300ft and in the dark, all
moveable equipment was jettisoned and with a reducing fuel load the aircraft
was able to climb to 2000ft. Four hours later Harry made a safe landing on
the Cocos runway. Happily the Navigator subsequently made a full recovery.

After the war, Harry was posted to Transport Command where he took
part in the Berlin Airlift and in 1956 greatly enjoyed flying Fitzroy Ma
clean (Eastern Approaches), then a junior minister at the War Office, to
Kathmandu where he enjoyed his first views of the Himalaya. Prior to
retirement from the RAF in 1977 Harry filled a number of staff appoint
ments at Command Headquarters and the Ministry of Defence. He then
went into the engineering manufacturing industry until finally retiring in
1997 at the age of 75.

In 1957 Harry married Valda Mildred Smart a former WRAF Officer
and they were blessed with four children, two boy and two girls. Tragically,
Valda was taken seriously ill around the time Harry retired from the RAF
and she died in 1978. This left Harry in sole charge of four teenage children
in addition to a full-time job; however, all difficulties were overcome by the
family pulling together as a team.

I first climbed with Harry in 1961 when we were both stationed at RAF
Eastleigh in Kenya. Together we climbed numerous routes on Mount Kenya,
Kilimanjaro and Mawenzi and he accompanied me, providing wise advice,
on the recce that led to Tommy Thompson and I achieving the first ascent
of the east face of Mawenzi in 1964 (see AJ 2007). We also enjoyed two
wonderful expeditions to the Ruwenzori, a range that fascinated Harry,
and were able to climb all the peaks and manage a couple of first ascents.
On return from overseas we climbed together in the UK, the Alps and the
Himalaya. He was an adventurous mountaineer but always prudent and
safe and I shall forever remember his favourite dictum which probably saved
my skin on more than one occasion when I had wanted to press on in
adverse conditions: 'John, the mountain will still be here in the morning
let's make sure we are!'
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Harry Archer 1922-2007
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Harry's climbing activities were severely curtailed as a result of an horrific
accident in 1998 when he was hit by a speeding car while crossing the road
on his way to church one Sunday morning. He underwent a series of
operations during a lengthy stay in hospital. However, Harry still enjoyed
a number of excursions with his old friend George Watkins. They had made
a trip to New Zealand prior to the accident and undertook a series of treks
in the Mount Cook and Mount Aspiring range and climbed Mount French.
During this visit they went to the New Zealand Pilots' Association Museum
where Harry met an ex-Wing Commander who had also flown out of the
Cocos Islands, thus providing an excellent opportunity for exchanging a
few reminiscences and more than a few beers. After the accident Harry
and George confined their trips closer to home visiting the Orkney Islands,
the Hebrides and a mad quad-biking holiday at Aviemore.

Having touched and enriched the lives of so many, Harry died peacefully
on 11 April 2007 after a long illness borne with characteristic fortitude. He
is survived by his children John, Margaret, Charlotte and Matthew and
seven grandchildren.

John Edwards

Phyllida Marianne Methuen Roberts 1922-2007

Phyllida Thornton was born in 1922, in Nairobi; she started her travels
early, the family moving to the South of France. The development of juvenile
rheumatoid arthritis led to more travels, as her determined mother took
Phyllida around Europe and Egypt looking for a cure. One outcome of
this was that she became trilingual, including German with a Viennese
accent, and she learnt to ski.

Finally settling in England, Phyllida went to Bedales School and then
studied medicine at University College, London, qualifying ME BS in 1946.
Her subsequent hospital appointments included working in Berne for
Professor Tobler, who had treated her for arthritis as a child.

In 1948 Phyllida saw a need for doctors in China and she went to Nanjing
with the Friends' Ambulance Service. Fortunately the expected bloodshed
with the establishment of the Communist Republic did not happen and
Phyllida enjoyed treating the locals, particularly the children, about which
she had many delightful stories. Phyllida interrupted her return from China
in 1950 with a visit to New Zealand, including a spell in general practice in
Wellington and a visit to the New Zealand Alps.

Back in Europe she went to a climbing school in the Dauphine and there
met her husband-to-be, Paul; climbing and skiing together established them
as a good team and they married in 1952.

Developing a career in laboratory medicine at University College Hospital
and then at the Royal Free Hospital, Phyllida's final move was her
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appointment as Consultant Haematologist at St. Albans City Hospital at
an exciting time when haematologists were taking over the clinical care of
patients with blood diseases. Never one to waste time, early on in her career
Phyllida gained an MD and took the D. Path and DTM & H, somehow
managing to produce a daughter and two sons over the same period.

Phyllida loved music, particularly Beethoven and Sibelius, and was a
frequent visitor to the Royal Festival Hall. She was a faithful attender at
the Crown Court Church of Scotland in Covent Garden. Moving out of
London she joined the Society of Friends and was for many years a member
of Jordan's meeting.

Phyllida was a very early, probably a founder member of the London
Graduate Mountaineering Club; she was an active member of the Ladies
Alpine Club until its amalgamation with the Alpine Club in 1975 and was
probably not entirely happy to see the Ladies lose their independence.

Until she retired in 1983, mountain holidays had to be squeezed into a
busy life, but most years included both climbing and skiing in the Alps,
with hectic sorties to the British hills, particularly north Wales. Climbing
on the Dorset cliffs was particularly popular with the Ladies Alpine Club,
referred to by a member as 'heavenly rock dear'. Phyllida loved long walks
over the hills, scrambling and climbing. Joints damaged by juvenile
rheumatoid arthritis made rock climbing a particular challenge and she
frequently had to invent her own ways of getting up a move, but she liked
challenges. One of the original 'hippies', Phyllida skied for many years on
two artificial hips, although she noticed that her balance was 'not quite so
good' and she gave up rock climbing.

A fearless skier, Phyllida enjoyed both downhill skiing and touring; tours
included the classics, Otztal, Ortler, Stubai and Silvretta, with one tour
with a dog-sledge in Norway. A notable feat in May 1953 was to climb in
one week five 4000m peaks: the Alphubel, Strahlhorn, Rimpfischhorn,
Allalinhorn and Breithorn, mostly on skis, with crampons to the summits.

In addition to ski tours, Phyllida climbed many of the Valais mountains
in the summer, including the Weisshorn, Matterhorn, Monte Rosa, Mont
Collon, Douves Blanches, Aiguille Rouge and many others. She had a
particular association with the Zinal Rothorn, traversing it from Zinal on
her honeymoon, climbing it from Zermatt 10 years later and being robbed
of a third ascent from Zermatt 20 years later by bad weather. One of her
sons claims, probably correctly, to have climbed the Matterhorn in-utero.

Phyllida climbed in many other areas. In 1951 she did many climbs based
on Pralognan, including a traverse of the Grande Casse. She was in
Chamonix in 1967 and 1968, climbs including the Aiguille du Geant and
Rochefort Arete, Requin, Grepon and the Moine. She loved the sunshine
and warm rock of the Dolomites, making four visits in the 1970s, doing
many climbs unguided and some substantial routes with a guide. A novelty
of these trips was the family rope, including the three children, along the
via ferrata.



Phyllida Roberts on Cima Grande.

In the early 1970s Phyllida had a particularly successful visit to the
southern alps, routes including the Punta Razica, the east ridge of Casnile
and the north ridge of the Badile.

Phyllida just loved to be in the mountains and did not have to be doing
something difficult. In 1963 and 1965 she was camping in the Encantados
region of the Pyrenees; in 1964 and 1966 she was walking and scrambling
in the Corsican mountains, and in 1979 she did the GR20 traverse in Corsica,
repeating this in 1985. In 1974 Phyllida trekked in Nepal with Bill Murray,
when they met one other trekking party in three weeks. In 1977 she was in
the Kulu Himalaya. A holiday in Peru in 1980 included the Inca Trail,
with the party carrying their own gear and having the route to themselves,
and an exploration of the Cordillera Carabaya. Then followed a trek in
Lahoul, in 1982, to the Myar Nula and Gumba Nula. In 1984, aged 62
and with a replaced hip, Phyllida climbed Lenana in the Mount Kenya
group, and then Kilimanjaro. Back in Nepal in 1985 she went to the Everest
base camp and in 1987 she followed the GR route in the Alpes Maritime.
In 1988 Phyllida did many treks in New Zealand, including a crossing of
the Copeland Pass. In California in 1989 she was trekking in the Sierra
Nevada, ending up on Mount Whitney.

Sadly Phyllida's last years were blighted by illness. An emergency heart
valve replacement was life-saving, but after this she never regained her old
self. Phyllida died peacefully on New Years Eve 2007. She had lived life
abundantly.

Paul Roberts
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Paula Biner was a friend and hostess in Zermatt to generations of British
climbers. She ran the Hotel Bahnhof, a home-from-home for so many of
us, while Bernard, her much older brother, supervised and sat outside,
welcoming and freely giving advice. Bernard, who had been chief guide for
a number of years (obituary Al 1965) had a soft spot for the British, which
Paula certainly seemed to share. On returning from a climb, one could
always rely on having a bed, at least in a dortoir, even if it meant that some
of the guests who had been hanging around in Zermatt without actually
climbing anything were relegated to what was called 'the chicken house'.
And some of us were at times privileged to occupy a bed in her office or
even accommodated in her chalet.

The Bahnhof, which she and her brother opened in 1951, was very suitable
for the post-war British, short of foreign currency - and indeed often short
of any currency. There was a large communal kitchen/dining room in the
basement, with cookers, on which a variety of concoctions were produced
from whatever the climbers had brought from home or could afford to buy
in Zermatt. At night, the question was whether any of one's fellow guests
were late partiers or snorers, similar peril as in the SAC huts which in those
days did not have rooms for singles or doubles. Over the years, the facilities
were greatly improved, and there were proper bedrooms, but there is still a
dortoir and the communal kitchen.

After Bernard's death, Paula carried on the welcoming tradition, contin
uing to run the Bahnhof until eventually handing over to her niece, Kathy
Lauber. She was well informed about climbs from Zermatt, somehow kept
in touch with what her guests were doing, but did not presume to give
advice, which she properly thought was for the guides to provide. I remem
ber her concern when Sally and I and Chuck Loucks returned from the
Younggrat on the Breithorn having been caught in a storm when we were
halfway up. 'Of course you didn't climb it,' she said, and was horrified to
hearthat we had finished it in the storm.

She was Zermatt born and bred. Her father was the mountain guide of
the Seiler hotels and the family held firmly to traditional Swiss values. She
was, for example, reluctant to allow an unmarried couple to share a room.
She was for 70 years a member of the church choir. She looked after her
ageing parents for a number of years. Her nephew said, in a brief obituary
at her funeral, that she continued to organise a family Christmas party
every Christmas Eve, 'with everybody celebrating and singing'. In her youth,
she skied and took part in ski races, long before there were such things as
chair lifts and cable cars. Her brother Bernard took her up the Matterhorn
and other peaks. She said she really enjoyed the Matterhorn: 'It was one of
those beautiful September days.' They had the mountain to themselves and
could move at their own pace.
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Paula Einer
1916-2007

It was great to see Paula at the AC 150th birthday celebrations last year,
carrying a stick and limping a bit after a bad fall while out walking above
Zermatt, but looking far younger than her 91 years. She came to the service
in the English church and to the celebrations organised by the commune of
Zermatt. Many of her AC friends enjoyed visiting her in the care home where
she had been since her accident. Zermatt will not be the same without her.

Mike Westmacott
(with assistance from Mike Esten)

Michael Wilhelm Jolles 1910-2005

Micha Jolles died in November 2005 at the age of 95. He read law at the
University of Amsterdam. At the end of his professional career he was a
director at the Amsterdam-based Dutch Reinsurance Group. Micha had a
keen interest in history, was very well read and published frequently on
historical topics. In addition he was interested in music and played the
flute.

For 30 years Micha was editor of the journal of the Dutch Alpine Club.
It is fascinating to read those old issues, in which he published many articles
striking for their style and language. In the quiet of his study I found 20
heavy notebooks in which he had described all his climbs over a period of
more than 50 years. Many were serious undertakings, sometimes guided,
very often not. Too many to mention, but let me make one exception:
in his notebook for 1936 he describes his climb of the Peuterey ridge with
his brother and guided by a Rey and a Grivel. In a letter in February 1991,
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written in response to an article I wrote about a stupid bivouac in a wet
forest in the Kaisergebirge, Micha wrote me that something similar had
almost happened to him during a descent from the Col Torino. He describes
that descent in the dark and ends with: 'Shortly before midnight we knocked
on the door of a hotel in Entreves, slept well and after a day's rest we returned
to Chamonix over Peuterey.' In those modest words, as if describing a casual
stroll, is hidden what has been called one of the major achievements of
Dutch climbing between the wars.

Let me mention also that Easter weekend in Belgium back in 1934 when
he visited Freyr and thus became the first of so many, many Dutchmen
who have spent their weekends climbing there. In 1994 we celebrated its
60th anniversary; all Presidents past and present of the Dutch Alpine Club
with Micha and his wife Lotte on a boat trip on the Meuse along the Freyr
crags, a sunny and warm picnic on the grounds of the Chateau de Freyr
and a dinner in Falmignoul.

A few days later Micha wrote me a note: 'No long stories after our
weekend in Falmignoul. Except for: how warm it was in both meanings of
the word.' Although much younger, we regarded him as one of us. That
was easy enough, because Micha always kept his sparkle and flair even in
old age. With his passing Dutch climbing lost one of its grand old men.

. Robbert Leopold
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Ken Vickers 1941- 2007

To us Leicester climbers, Ken was a Leicester man through and through,
an encyclopredia of climbing and mountains, the creator of an epic out of
any event, the anarchic innovator and storyteller, the master of memorable
moments - and always known as 'the trespasser'. Ken's wider reputation
rests on his immense influence on the availability and quality of British
climbing guides.

Born 17 August 1941 as a twin to Sandra and younger brother of John,
Ken Vickers established his rebellious style early on by setting fire to
Braunstone Hall Primary School when the head of a match broke off and
fell between the floorboards. In his early teens, he became a member of the
Leicester Museum Club and developed an interest in fossils. This led to
prospecting caves at MatIock and elsewhere in the Peak District and then
on to rock climbing.

With a group of friends, mainly from the British United Shoe Company,
who later became the Leicester Association of Mountaineers, Ken explored
the Leicestershire outcrops and quarries, creating many classic routes such
as The Sorceress (A3) on Forest Rock, Sailaway in the Brand and Virago at
Craig Buddon. He wrote the first two Leicestershire guidebooks - the 'Red
Guide' in 1966 and the 'Yellow Guide' in May 1973, as well as venturing
further afield.

Ken left Ellesmere Secondary School at IS to join Cundy's of Leicester,
painters and decorators. On completion of his apprenticeship, his talent
for design and style led to a job with Leicester City Architects whilst he
studied for a diploma in interior design.

In 1967 Ken was a member of the Midlands Hindu Kush Expedition
with Doug Scott but otherwise he restricted his climbing to the British Isles
and the Alps. He became an AC member that same year. His immense
knowledge of the western Alps was stimulated by three seasons instructing
for the Mountaineering Association, based in AroIIa.

Ken met his wife June in 1970 at the housewarming of their mutual friends
Dave and Di Draper at Whitehall in Derbyshire and they married the
following year. He started his first business - a design consultancy EXPO
TGV - with four friends. In his spare time Ken was elected to the
publications committees of both the BMC and the Climbers Club. When
he was asked to represent climbers on the Sports Council he used his
influence to get the council to support publication of the BMC guidebooks,
the fust one of which, the Staffordshire Gritstone guide, was designed by
EXPO-TGV in 1973.

When EXPO-TGV folded in 1973, Ken and June started a company,
from the front room of their house in Knighton Church Road, dedicated to
distributing and publishing guidebooks. He named his business Cordee 
which had been the name of the journal of the Leicester Association of
Mountaineers.
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Ken was the last LAM member to defect to the Bowline Climbing Club
where he exerted a strong influence over its independent spirit. He will be
remembered by many fell runners as the creator of the Charnwood Hills
Race, for more than 20 years a highlight of the Fell Running Association
calendar. With the Bowline his reputation as the arch trespasser, whether
climbing, running or swimming in forbidden waters, lives on.

Very occasionally the trespasser was caught: driving June's VW on a
visit to the Cairngorms, Ken and a few friends found the gates at the end of
the Linn of Dee locked. On inspection of the gatepost they found it could
be lifted out and replaced once the VW had driven through. After climbing
on Ben a Bhuird for the weekend, they returned to the car to fmd a note on
it from Mar Lodge Estates. Not daring to risk the wrath of June, Ken meekly
turned up at the Braemar police station and asked if there was anything he
could do to make amends. The policeman, realising he was on to a winner,
said £5 should sort it out. Imagine the policeman's astonishment as Ken
handed over £5 - and asked for a receipt. This receipt resides in the Bowline
Bullshit Book.

Ken was a key influence in the development of British climbing. He
provided the volunteer authors with the means by which their research
became a first point of reference for the burgeoning ranks of British climbers.
From the late 1960s it was commonplace to search out routes from the
guidebook either at home, in the cafe or in the car on the way to the crag.

Ken's great contribution came with his involvement from the mid 1970s
with the publication and distribution of Climbers Club guidebooks. Work
ing closely with Robert Moulton and others he formed a dynamic and wise
central figure that ensured the CC's guidebooks were published smoothly
and efficiently. This combined marketing, design and editing expertise, for
club guidebooks was soon emulated (in various bespoke forms) for the BMC,
FRCC, the SMC and the YMc. In addition, Cordee assisted other groups
to publish more localized guidebooks during this time. It provided a relia
bility that enabled the information of the climbing world to be efficiently
circulated from that time right up to his death where previously it had been
erratic and unpredictable. Ken can take the lion's share of the credit for
this. 'The Trespasser' may have exhibited strong anti-authoritarian tenden
cies but he himself became an authority, through the guides, on which British
climbing could depend.

Two Kens, Vickers and Wilson, both trained in architecture, linked up in
1978 to establish Diadem Books Ltd. Following the groundbreaking new
format established by Hard Rock and Classic Rock, edited by Ken Wilson
and published by Granada, Diadem published a stream ofbooks including
Classic Walks, Big Walks and Cold Climbs, plus anthologies and biographies
by British climbers. Go into the house of any climber in the country and
you will see several of these masterpieces on the bookshelf. The pair sold
th~ business to Hodder and Stoughton. Ken sold Cordee in 2002 and fully
retired three years later. He died in May 2007.
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Ken Vickers on Fionn Buttress (VS),
Carnmore in 2001. (Miles Hillmann)

Ken Vickers had a massive impact upon the lives of so many British
climbers, many of whom he did not personally meet, and provided much
wisdom, warmth and entertainment to us Leicester friends.

Miles Hillmann
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Richard Eastwood 1951-2007
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Richard (Rick) was a man of many talents, accomplished yet supremely
modest about his achievements. Essentially a very private person, his precise
and thoughtful contributions will be missed by many. Never one to share
his personal feelings, Rick was an agreeable companion quietly ploughing
his own furrow. One sensed inner tensions but these rarely surfaced.

Born to a family with a strong Peak-based hill-walking tradition, Rick
grew up in North London prior to reading architecture at Manchester where
for seven years he was an active member of the university climbing club.
With a strong aptitude for languages, he became an unofficial translator of
technical documents for the fledgling BMC. Fluent in French, in later life
he added German, Spanish, Italian, Arabic and Mandarin to his repertoire.

1977 saw Rick lead a university expedition to the Zebak region of the
Hindu Kush. The team, with the exception of Rick who was delayed by his
professional examinations, travelled overland by truck via Turkey and the
Salang Pass, establishing an advanced base camp in the Galat valley south
of Eshkashem and the Oxus. This was an era when an expedition's essen
tial skill set always included motor mechanics, given equal prominence to
climbing experience in grant applications. By any standards the expedition
was successful, with a range of new routes on peaks from base camp and
an advanced base Ilorth of the Qualat head wall. Rick wrote with astonish
ment of their encounter with a ridge of penitentes high on Kalisa Sangi
that delayed progress on their ascent. We now know that these strange ice
spikes are rarely found outside the Andes. The team climbed seven peaks
between 5200m and 5900m including Harame Safed and Sare Kalan. The
expedition report to their sponsors and patrons, edited by Rick, was a model
of content and balance. Rick later recalled a chance meeting with Stephen
Venables in Afghanistan, an acquaintanceship renewed 30 years later in
the Clubhouse.

Rick's architectural talents were in demand and he acquired successive
placements with Hugh Casson and Basil Spence prior to a nine-year
appointment with the Architects Partnership that included projects in the
Middle and Far East. He enrolled in the Insead MBA programme before
accepting an architectural appointment with a European-wide brief, basing
himself near Cannes.

Balancing the spiritual with the secular was a consistent life theme and
Rick became an active Baptist, closely involving himself with the English
Church in Cannes. The Church was also an important outlet for his musical
talents. Rick was an accomplished pianist and keyboard player ranging
across classical and modern ecclesiastical swing styles, often playing
keyboard for Church bands. I recall a campsite discussion with an evidently
less musically talented climber on the finger positions for a complex series
of harmonious chord transitions through various major and minor keys.
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Rick Eastwood on Leviathan (VS 4c ***)

at the Dewerstone, Devon, 2006. (Jason Parker)
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Not daunted by the absence of a keyboard, Rick drew one on a camp table
to demonstrate the optimum finger sequence. He recounted with amusement
arriving at a BBC concert only to find that the soloist's Clavinova had
developed a fault. Realising that the offending instrument was identical to
his own, less than two miles distant, he led a team of BBC technicians to
his flat. After rapid dismantling, transport and reassembly the concert started
on time.

While based in France, Rick continued his climbing, mainly concentrating
on rock climbs; however, his location also gave reasonable access to ski
slopes in winter. He was a natural skier with grace and flair. It was only
after his death that I discovered Rick had also been an expert dinghy sailor.
Returning to London in 1997, Rick joined a consultancy where he led a
succession of large and complex property projects. Deciding to rekindle
his climbing, he became an active member of SaKMC and latterly the Alpine
Club, attending Alpine and UK meets. Setting ambitious goals on standards,
in the space of a year and with regular training, Rick's climbing standard
rose, his forte being steep, fingery walls. Naturally cautious, he was the
reluctant star in a gritstone spectacular when his leader, many kilograms
heavier, fell from a high position. In the absence of a ground anchor and
with an intermediate runner acting as a pulley, Rick's vertical takeoff and
the inevitable mid-air head to toe collision was the stuff of legend.

Always in demand from friends for advice, Rick's common sense, business
and property expertise were quickly recognised and he was elected to the
Alpine Club committee. His final contribution was to organise the Zermatt
church service for the Club's 150th anniversary, a perfectly structured event
that gave him and the congregation great pleasure. It was just weeks later,
on an Alpine Club Meet, that he tragically died when in-situ belays failed
while descending the Grand Capucin after an ascent of the Swiss Route.
He is survived by his father, Bernard.

Bill Thurston

Denise Escande 1914-2007

Denise Escande ... However impressive her list of routes it is as nothing
compared to the warmth of her friendship and the kindness of her wel
come. How many, French and foreigners alike, have not benefited from her
little chalet 'La Tirelire' on the edge of the forest at Les Moussoux in
Chamonix? True, it was not big, but all those in need were welcomed, even
if only to pitch a tent when indoors was full. And she looked after all alike,
concerned by everyone's needs and problems. None of those whom she
received will ever forget her. No need for her to be there. Everyone knew if
she was away in the mountains that the key was left on the beam above the
d.oor for them



424 THE ALPINE JOURNAL 2008

Denise nearly always climbed as a second, but that was as she wanted it;
she was 37 when she first started climbing. Once, when I hardly knew her,
I asked a strong mountaineer: 'Why do you climb with Denise? She is old
enough to be your mother and never leads?' 'First of all,' he replied, 'she is
an excellent second, but in addition she has excellent qualities, she is good
humoured and looks after everything ... '

So which from her long list of routes should be singled out? The south
face of the Fou, the Swiss and Bonatti routes on the Capucin, the west face
and the American on the Dru, the Gervasutti Pillar, the south face of the
Guglierrninia, the north face of the Badile, the Old Brenva, many Dolomite
routes including a remarkable visit in 1977 which included the Brandler
Hasse and Cassin routes on the Lavaredo and the Constantini on the
Pilastro di Rozes in a four-day push, followed by the Philip Flamm; and
her string of routes in the Verdon and particularly in the Vercors where she
did many of the hardest is simply too long to even try and make a selection.
Denise was an Alpine encyclopredia in her own right, without even starting
to consider what she also did in Morocco, Mali, Nepal or the fact that she
took part in a new four-month north to south crossing of the Sahara.

Yes, an exceptional list of routes, but when you have known Denise
Escande, what sticks in the memory above all is her hospitality, her vitality
and her smile.

Anne Sauvy
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