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Hanging On
Martin Boysen
Vertebrate Publishing, 2014, pp288, £20

The dull cover and uninspiring title suggested 
to me that this was yet another boring climbing 
autobiography and sure enough it charts 
Martin’s climbing career from humble begin-
nings on southern sandstone to becoming 
a member of the glitterati holding his own 
amongst the world’s best. However, it is a 
very well written account with a natural easy-
going style (just like the author’s climbing) 
that draws you into the story. 
It starts quite dramatically with the drone of 

Lancaster bombers flying over the home near Aachen where he spent his 
very early years with his Anglo-German family before moving to Kent at 
the end of the war. Here he discovered his natural talent for rock-climbing 
as well as his love for the natural world and very soon we are introduced to 
characters such as ‘Richard’ McHardy and Paul Nunn who were to become 
household names in climbing of that period. In fact, the appearance of so 
many of the stars makes the book read like a Who’s Who of British climbing. 
A major strength is the brief but convincing pen-pictures of these characters 
that the author draws adding to the impression of authenticity.
An early high point was being asked to join Joe Brown on a new route 
on Cloggy when Doug Verity, his second had failed to follow. ‘I was still 
walking on air for weeks afterwards.’ Strangely, the name of the route, 
Woubits Left Hand, is not mentioned when many, many less important (to 
his story) are listed. At times this becomes a little tedious or it certainly 
would be for anybody not familiar with them. 
I think that the book would have been improved by some pruning of the 
material and a good dose of proof-reading. On a first reading quite a few 
mistakes jumped out at the reviewer. There is no Chequers Direct at Curbar, 
nor is there an Eliminate on Castle Rock of Triermain (there are several 
routes that have ‘Eliminate’ in their title); I was thrown when Jeff Allison 
suddenly became Geoff and annoyed that Ynws Ettws was moved from the 
Llanberis Pass to Llanberis. 
However, these are carping criticisms and pale alongside the book’s 
undoubted strengths. The prose develops a certain long-term rhythm as we 
follow the ups and downs (no pun intended) of Martin’s life as he describes 
triumphs and accidents both on and off the crags. 
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Climbing in the Alps leads to expeditions to the Himalaya and Patagonia, 
interspersed with a near-fatal car accident, various illnesses and attempts 
(eventually successful) to establish a career as a teacher. In and amongst 
these he becomes a major force as a rock-climber with first ascents of routes 
such as The Skull and Capital Punishment. Moreover, he and Baz Ingle made 
the staggering discovery of Craig Gogarth, one of our finest and most 
special crags.
What really shines through is his enduring love for his wife Maggie which 
his chosen life-style must have sorely tested. We also get an insight into his 
vulnerability, seen early on when he is first making his way in the climbing 
scene and still there when Chris Bonington tells him that he will not be 
in the K2 team. ‘This sudden rejection hit me hard. I felt a deep disap-
pointment and the pain of a long friendship betrayed. I had always loved 
Chris…’ In fact this release from the really high-profile expeditions allowed 
him to take part in a series of what can be described as anarchic trips, more 
suited to his strengths, not least of which was the successful ascent of the 
Trango Tower with Joe himself. Whilst on this expedition news reached 
them of the death on K2 of Martin’s close friend Nick Estcourt; it fell to 
Bill Barker to point out that maybe he was lucky to have missed out on K2.
Other adventures come and go including doubling for Clint Eastwood in 
the making of The Eiger Sanction but eventually a greater sense of respon-
sibility leads to the decision to give up expeditions and settle down as a 
family man and a rock-climber. 
The book fades away (in the nicest possible way) with Martin, still happily 
married, a contented grandfather who is still active as a rock-climber – 
more often than not with his best friend Rab Carrington.

Mike Mortimer

Mont Blanc
The Finest Routes: Rock, Snow, Ice and Mixed
Philippe Batoux 
Edition Glénat, 2012 
English Edition – Vertebrate Publishing, 2013, pp216, £35

Stuff Napoleon! To alpinists of my generation, Gaston Rébuffat was the 
greatest Frenchman ever. A superb mountaineer, a celebrated guide, an 
AC member and a gentleman, as well as something of an entrepreneur, 
his books and his lectures inspired us to great things, especially on the 
Massif du Mont Blanc. His 1973 tome – Mont Blanc, The 100 Finest Routes 
– not published in English until January ’75, was justifiably prized for its 
sensible route descriptions, clear diagrams and come-hither photographs, 
and became the ultimate Chamonix tick list, responsible for an unprec-
edented influx of new members to the then flourishing ACG. 
Scroll forward forty years and a successor volume has now appeared, this 
time compiled by Philippe Batoux, also a guide and ENSA instructor, 

with the collaboration of his friend 
Patrick Gabarrou, using a similar 
treatment: excellent topos and even 
more magnificent photographs, many 
of them credited to Pascal Tour-
naire. It is refreshingly obvious that 
the unknown translator was familiar 
with the subject and the translation is 
idiomatic and seems impeccable. At 
266 x 292mm and 1.5kg this is a most 
desirable tome. 
In his lengthy and comprehensive 
introduction, Batoux explains the 
objective of the book: first to present 

one hundred of the finest itineraries in the Massif, bearing in mind that 
quality is subjective, that popularity demands consideration and unaccept-
able objective danger must be excluded. Secondly to introduce new climbs 
as well as worthwhile yet often forgotten classics, in locations spread 
throughout the Massif, meanwhile demonstrating the diversity of modern 
alpinism which embraces fully bolted summer lines besides great mixed 
routes in winter. In all these objectives he has surely succeeded.
Adding one for luck, Batoux has detailed 101 routes, all of which he’s 
climbed – a tour de force indeed – although I should add that as a mere 
elderly British alpinist I’ve managed a dozen of them in my time, while 
being familiar with very many of the rest. Thirty five of Rébuffat’s routes are 
included, as are several classics that Rébuffat omitted, while the remainder 
are modern climbs that have been put up since 1973. Here are short climbs 
and long ones, icicles and ice-hung gullies, bolted rock-jock routes and 
serious two-day epics, literally something for everyone. Unlike Rébuffat, 
Batoux has arranged his routes logically in an approximate progression of 
ability and difficulty, thus experience gained on one route is likely to be 
found useful for the next –  a sort of learning curve. Route 1, for instance, 
is an Introduction to Ice Climbing and Moulin Exploring on the Mer de 
Glace, (the Bossons is now considered too dangerous). By Route 5 we’ve 
progressed to the Cosmiques on the Midi, by Route 49 to the Frendo Spur, 
while Route 93 is the Central Pillar of Frêney itself, to select a few of the 
old favourites. Route 101 will remain a secret. 
Batoux introduces fashionable new winter locations such as the icicle 
climbs on the Argentière Glacier Right and Left Banks (Routes 12 and 
51 respectively) and includes a number of intriguing short modern rock 
routes. Typical is that on the Petit Clocher du Portalet – Route 80, its foot 
accessible in under 2 hours from the Champex chairlift. Nevertheless it is 
disconcerting to find that many routes known by time-honoured names 
are now named after their first ascentionists. The Frontier Ridge of Mont 
Maudit, for instance, is now the Kuffner Ridge, the Dru North Face is the 
Allain-Leininger and the Charmoz North Face becomes the Merkl-Welzen-
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strates my provenance: Route 81 – the American Route on the Fou – i.e. the 
South Face. Stuart Fulton was a Scot, not an American. But seriously, this 
is an excellent book which should inspire both current Chamonix aficio-
nados, aspirant alpinists planning their first ventures in the Mont Blanc 
Massif and those now past it who ponder what delights might have been. 
Its treatment is practical, its content is stimulating and its quality is worthy 
of anyone’s library. I’m sure Rébuffat would approve.
But a photocopier may be useful. 

John Cleare 

Lure of The Mountains 
Michael D. Lowes.
Vertebrate Publishing, 2014, pp156, £12.99

No name appears more regularly in the early 
series of rock climbing guides to Borrowdale 
than that of Bentley Beetham. Once in his 
stride, the number of routes on the valley’s 
crags increased ten-fold. Few have become 
classics, many are mildly difficult lines on well 
hidden, little-visited cliffs taking routes that 
wander artificially, causing later generations 
of compilers to dismiss them as shambling or 
poor, little recognising the prodigious effort 
that Beetham put into his explorations. 

Some Beetham routes have however survived to achieve fame, among 
them Little Chamonix on Shepherd’s Crag and Corvus on Raven, where 
polished holds testify to popularity and the passage of generations of boots.
But Beetham achieved wider fame as a member of the ill-fated 1924 British 
attempt on Everest which ended with the disappearance of Mallory and 
Irvine. His selection and recognition as a leading mountaineer of his day 
made him a likely candidate for the summit but it was not to be.
This excellent, well illustrated biography by the late Michael Lowes, an 
old boy of Barnard Castle School where Beetham taught and introduced 
many boys to rock climbing and a deeper appreciation of the natural world, 
gives a valuable glimpse of history. A bachelor and son of a local bank 
manager, Beetham developed a passion for ornithology and photographing 
birds which led in turn to a love of climbing and for the solitude of open 
countryside. After leaving Barnard Castle School as a pupil and developing 
his drawing skills working for an architect, he returned to the school as a 
teacher, spending holidays climbing in the Lake District and the Alps with 
some of the era’s leading mountaineers. It was his record of climbing 35 
summits in six weeks with Noel Odell that qualified him for the Everest 
attempt, despite lacking the usual credentials of a public school and univer-
sity education. 

bach. No doubt this is due to the proliferation of new routes on almost 
every rib and facet of almost every ridge or face, so it helps to know your 
history and I’d certainly encourage that. 
Grading has always been a controversial subject, particularly on alpine 
routes where so many variables come into play. We always felt that the 
Vallot system was adequate with its grades covering overall seriousness 
as well as technical difficulty – mountaineering had to include an element 
of exploration, there had to be unknowns and surprises in a proper adven-
ture. But Batoux devotes no less than 35 column-inches to explaining his 
comprehensive and complex system. Rather than waste our own column-
inches explaining it, let us consider the Vl 5 M6 A3 6a grading for Route 
100 – Batoux’s own route Little Big Men, climbed in 2006 on the East Face 
of the Pointe Walker, off to the left of the Hirondelles Ridge. Vl means 
it’s very serious, 5 covers the ice difficulty, M the difficulty of the mixed 
ground, A is the aid difficulty while 6a means British E1 on the rock 
pitches. Confusing – but no doubt extremely succinct? 
In addition he recommends a gear rack for each route, a selection frequently 
as specific as quick-draws and cams of certain sizes, but then Rébuffat did 
likewise with the rather more simple requirements of his day. My eyebrows 
rise at the great frequency with which bolts are noted. Some seem to be in 
place on the majority of the climbs; doubtless they are all part of the game 
these days, though I cannot forget the times when every self-respecting 
British alpinist would complete a climb with more ironware than that with 
which he started.
Indeed, much has happened in forty years. Not just to the climbers and 
their gear – not just to the development of innovative tools, techniques, 
safety gadgets and climbing walls and the consequent explosive rise in 
technical climbing standards, especially on ice – but also to the mountains 
themselves. The so-called Little Ice Age is now long gone, winters are 
less harsh and summers warmer than in Rébuffat’s day. In recent years 
the 0° isotherm has risen above 4000 metres during the summer, every-
where permafrost has melted, glaciers have retreated, séracs have become 
unstable and rockfall has increased. Batoux points out that throughout the 
massif many of the summits are merely huge granite blocks frozen into a 
matrix of ice, and reminds readers that even the western face of the Dru 
has collapsed on no less than three occasions since 2003, indeed in 2005 the 
entire 600 metres of the Bonatti Pillar self-destructed. Those superb Brenva 
Face lines – Sentinel, Major and Pear – are now shunned as suicidal, as are 
several of the classic Argentière routes such as the Triolet North Face. Such 
celebrated classics now considered too dangerous to attempt are excluded 
from this selection. In fact Batoux recommends a particular season for 
each route, suggesting that as a general rule snow and ice routes should 
be climbed in winter, rock routes in summer and except for those high on 
Mont Blanc, mixed routes in spring or late autumn. Bang goes the Brit’s 
customary three weeks of route bagging in August!
I can find only one mistake in the book, and that on a route that demon-
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rejected it laughing loudly. // If it had not provoked such laughter / It 
would not have been the Tao.’ 
Gray’s commitment to poetry and his sense of the strong tradition of moun-
taineering poetry has led to his orchestrating two participatory evenings for 
the AC in London and in Bristol in 2013. Both were a combination of the 
moving and the hilarious, rather like his own poems From The Edge.

Terry Gifford

A Long Walk With Lord Conway
Simon Thompson 
Signal Books, 2014, pp320, £16.99

Lord Conway, the first Baron Conway of 
Allington, art critic, author, politician, cartog-
rapher and mountaineer, emerges from this 
excellent biography as a man one might hold 
in awe, but at arm’s length. Ruthlessly ambi-
tious, a dealer in dubious shares, prone to 
cheating and exaggeration and careless about 
the feelings of those close to him, this multi-
tasking pillar manqué of the Victorian estab-
lishment had few equals when it came to 

walking. He was a redoubtable walker, in 1894 the first man to stride the 
entire length of the Alps, 1000 miles from the Col de Tende in Italy to the 
Ankogel in Austria. It was this feat that Thompson repeated 120 years later 
as a platform to rediscover the life of an extraordinary man.
Restlessly curious, determined and multi-talented, Conway pursued many 
fields but according to Thompson failed to achieve real distinction in any 
single one, being unable to sustain concentration for long enough. Even 
so, what he did achieve through great personal charm and a network of 
famous names in the artistic and intellectual world, would have granted 
him celebrity status in today’s society. 
Beyond pioneering exploration of the Himalaya, Spitzbergen, the Andes 
and Patagonia he also became Professor of Art at University College, Liver-
pool, and then Slade Professor of Fine Art at Cambridge University and 
the first director general of the Imperial War Museum. As Martin Conway 
he entered politics in pursuit of a knighthood and a barony and achieved 
both. Seventeen books on art and travel along with innumerable magazine 
and newspaper articles written in his grandiloquent prose echoed the Victo-
rian and Edwardian age. He lived in grand style, restoring Allington Castle 
in Kent, but remained permanently short of funds, spending his younger 
years living off his mother, his middle years off his wife’s family and old 
age off his daughter. Aged 68 he had an affair with his 24-year-old secretary 
and after his wife’s death married a wealthy American widow, who was 
happy to receive a grand title but reluctant to part with any of her wealth.

His skill as a bird photographer and publication of his first book, The 
Home-Life of the Spoonbill, the Stork and Some Herons led to an invita-
tion to join the 1911 expedition to Jan Mayen Island which, as described 
by Lowes, would rival the ascent of Rum Doodle as a doomed enterprise. 
Their ship almost ran out of coal, navigation lacked a chronometer and 
was so haphazard that examining the chart showed the vessel had been 
sailing for miles over dry land. The multinational make-up of the party led 
to fierce disputes and when eventually they reached Jan Mayen Island the 
shoreline was so inhospitable it was impossible for the party to land. They 
retreated having achieved nothing. On arrival back in Newcastle the ship 
rammed the quayside and in a riot of striking dockworkers the champagne 
intended for celebrating their landfall on Jan Mayen Island was lost along 
with some personal belongings. 
Beetham failed to reach stardom on Everest although his camera work has 
left a fine legacy of still photographs. After suffering a bout of dysentery 
and an acute attack of sciatica, Beetham refused to obey doctor’s orders 
and insisted on climbing to Camp Three, only to be ordered back to base 
by the expedition leader. 
He returned to teaching at Barnard Castle School where, after his part in 
yet another glorious British failure in the world of exploration, he was held 
in fear and awe. A good teacher and housemaster, he was also a strict 
disciplinarian. Lowes reflects that in the days when beatings were regarded 
as legitimate punishment, Beetham might have been described as a sadist. 
Nevertheless, this is a enthralling portrait of an exceptional man.

Ronald Faux

From The Edge: Selected Poems
Dennis Gray
Flux Gallery Press, 2012, pp72, £8.95

As you’d expect from a climber of the Arthur 
Dolphin era, there is a lot to look back on in the 
reflective and often playful poems in this selection 
from a long climbing life. Just check out the poem 
Watching to see the number of famous climbers and 
famous ascents witnessed by Dennis Gray, often on 
the other end of the rope. 
Some of the wittiest poems here would have become 
classic performance pieces if we still entertained each 
other in huts on winter nights: A Hymn to Harnesses, 

A Yorkshire Bouldering Rhyme, Sport Haiku, Spoorts Climbing, Watch the Bloody 
Rope and Sleeping Bags I Have Known. On the other hand, a few poems do 
suffer from appearing to be thinking aloud, untroubled by poetic devices. 
At his best Dennis Gray can hit just the right note of humour and wisdom. 
The Tao of Climbing ends: ‘An inferior climber heard about the Tao / And 
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time in Dolpo will be spent trekking, not climbing. Anyway I imagine that 
even for climbers a large part of the lure of Dolpo has to be the cultural 
experience.
Siân and Bob are insatiable travellers with a deep love of Nepal and its 
people that permeates this guidebook: informal in style, informative and 
inspiring. The pair are devotees of Peter Matthiessen whose Snow Leopard 
remains the classic text for Dolpo romantics. Matthiessen quotes pepper 
their guidebook. The following recalls for me cresting the Kang La and 
looking north beyond the Crystal Mountain:
‘Confronted with this emptiness, it is not hard to imagine that somewhere 
down among those peaks… the centre of the world, Shambala, might exist.’

Stephen Goodwin 

Great Himalaya Trail
Gerda Pauler
Bâton Wicks, 2013, pp 218, £12.99

In 2012 Gerda Pauler walked the length of 
Nepal, east to west, along the Himalayan 
chain. This is an account of that 1700km 
journey. A slender woman in her mid-fifties, 
Gerda would shy away from calling herself 
a ‘mountaineer’ yet in the course of her four-
month walk she crossed passes of five and six 
thousand metres and experienced more of 
‘mountainous’ Nepal than most climbers on 
summit dashes ever do.

More pertinent perhaps was her immersion in the life of the hill people. 
This book will give you a better picture of the day-to-day life, worries 
and beliefs of Nepalis beyond Kathmandu than any guidebook, Lonely 
or Rough, or chest-beating narrative of peak bagging. Gerda’s daily diary 
entries, recording her conversations with sad-eyed child labourers, disillu-
sion over failing aid projects, and ponderings on the mixed blessings of new 
roads and the rightness of Buddhists eating meat, build into a fine piece of 
simply-told reportage.
Though you can research the GHT on the internet and buy the map, it’s a 
very different matter to walk the talk. When Gerda reached the Khumbu 
and sat down in a Dingboche café to satisfy her craving for a cappuccino, 
she saw more trekkers pass by in one hour than she’d seen in the previous 
39 days from Taplejung, south of Kangchenjunga. She and her small crew 
had, in previous days, crossed Sherpani Col (6180m), West Col (6190m) 
and the Amphu Labsta (5845m) – surely mountaineering by any measure.
Gerda had deliberately left Kangchenjunga Base Camp on 2 April 2012, 
the United Nation’s ‘Autism Awareness Day’. She estimates there are 
some 30,000 autism suffers in Nepal, the majority without any form of 

This is hardly an affectionate tribute, but Simon Thompson has done a 
most thorough job in presenting Conway the man and the age in which 
he lived, reflecting on the social and physical changes that have happened 
over that 120-year gap between their two walking expeditions. Conway 
did the walk in one season accompanied by two guides and two soldiers, 
‘borrowed’ from a Gurkha regiment, who had served him in the Himalaya. 
They had the worst of the experience, carrying all the loads, cutting steps, 
forging a path through snow drifts, eating strange food in a strange land 
and living under the poorest shelter. Thompson spent two seasons covering 
the route, travelling mostly alone with one rucksack and a busy notebook. 

Ronald Faux

Trekking around Upper & Lower Dolpo
Siân Pritchard-Jones and Bob Gibbons
Himalayan Map House, 2014, pp 245, £16.50

Blanks on the map have shrunk to the smallest 
pockets; now it is blanks in guidebook coverage that 
provide havens in the mountains. But these spaces 
of mystery too are vanishing.
The publication of this trekking guide to Dolpo, 
tucked up against the border of Tibet, north of 
Dhaulagiri in Nepal, gives me mixed feelings. 
First, I have written about Dolpo myself so I can 
hardly take a purist line, and second, authors Siân 
Pritchard-Jones and Bob Gibbons have highlighted 

possibilities in this land of bare hills and huge skies that I was unaware of, 
including a ski ascent of Putha Hiunchuli (7246m). Anyone interested?
Politically Dolpo has been a part of Nepal since the second half of the 18th 
century. But it does not look or feel like the Nepal of the Kathmandu valley 
or even of the Khumbu-Everest region. Culturally and economically, until 
recent times, its closest ties have been with Tibet. Indeed since the Chinese 
occupation of Tibet in the 1950s Dolpo has been one of the last relatively 
undisturbed remnants of an authentic Tibetan culture, and also a redoubt 
of the little understood Bon religion, elements of which predate Buddhism.
Until now, the only English guidebook to Dolpo has been a slim volume 
by Kev Reynolds published by Pilgrims Book House in Kathmandu, with 
routes venturing no further into the upper heart of Dolpo than Shey Gompa 
and Dho Tarap. Siân and Bob, who edited Kev’s guide, have here detailed 
possibilities right up to the border with Tibet, coupled with a wealth of 
supporting ‘how to do it’ information and sections on the culture and 
natural wonders of the region. 
There are also a couple of pages on mountaineering possibilities, translated 
from information supplied by Paulo Grobel. If this seems meagre encour-
agement for a ‘climber’ to buy the guide, remember that 90 per cent of your 
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professional help whatever. Hopefully her long walk will have made a 
difference, raising not just awareness, but also US$ 9,000 for Autism Care 
Nepal – enough to train two Nepali specialists.
The GHT is no Pennine Way with comforting acorn signs at key junc-
tions: it is network of existing trails between villages and over passes that 
together form one of the longest and highest walking routes in the world. 
Only where it joins popular areas such as the Khumbu, Langtang and 
Annapurna are there lodges; elsewhere a tent and crew was a necessity for 
Gerda who is fulsome in her praise for her guide, Temba Bhotia.
Gerda Pauler was born near Munich and lives in Norway, though one 
might suspect she is just as likely to be found in the garden of the Kath-
mandu Guest House. She has been visiting Nepal for 25 years, gaining a 
perspective on its people and their changing lives that informs this gem of a 
book. Gerda’s vicissitudes along the trail included insect bites, heat stroke, 
sore throat, a persistently drunken crew member, and an occasional, 
though seemingly not frequent, faltering of the will to go on. Reading this 
book, one is grateful she persevered.

Stephen Goodwin

In Search of Peaks, Passes and Glaciers 
Irish Alpine Pioneers
Frank Nugent 
The Collins Press, Cork, 2014, pp310, £29.99

They were pioneers from the ‘golden age’ of Alpinism, 
determined and often successful in their first ascents of 
unclimbed summits, and they were Irish. Although they 
did not trumpet this incidental fact, the historical record 
rather overlooks it and in this account, which borrows 
the title of the first Alpine Journal, author Frank Nugent 
aims to set the record straight. The history and record of 

some 18 Irish climbers is covered, a relatively small number set against the 
importance of what they achieved. They were often well-to-do individuals, 
some of them on the Grand Tour, and their individual experiences reflect 
the confusing milieu that was Irish society in the 19th century. John Ball, 
born in Dublin but educated in England, was among the first pioneers of 
the Alps from 1840, mixing an active mountaineering life with a significant 
political career. A Poor Law commissioner during the Great Famine, he 
was elected MP for County Carlow in 1852 and only two years later made 
a legendary ascent of Mount Pelmo in the Dolomites. The following year 
he was elected the Alpine Club’s first president, his most significant work 
being his editorship of the first series of Alpine guidebooks, updated by the 
club ever since.
John Tyndall, born in County Carlow two years after Ball, became an 

eminent research physicist professionally and a competitor with Edward 
Whymper to be first up the Matterhorn. He made two unsuccessful 
attempts in 1860 and 1862 and, after the tragic first ascent in 1865 three 
years later achieved the first completed traverse of the mountain from 
Breuil to Zermatt.
This is a scholarly and carefully researched account of the high place Irish 
climbers hold in the wider history of Alpinism, at a time when improved 
travel, a long period of European peace and a growing band of profes-
sional guides made the high mountains an attainable goal. Anthony 
Adams-Reilly, born in County Westmeath, made first ascents of Mount 
Dolent, Aiguille de Trélatête and Aiguille d’Argentière with Michel Croz 
and Whymper a year before the fatal accident on the Matterhorn. Adams-
Reilly climbed Mont Blanc by seven different routes but his chief work was 
to produce the first correct map of the Mont Blanc chain and the Monte 
Rosa district.
Among this colourful list of characters was Elizabeth Hawkins-Whitshed 
whose great aunt ordered that she should be stopped from climbing moun-
tains ‘because she is scandalising London and looks like a Red Indian’. 
Elizabeth, daughter of a baronet and brought up in County Wicklow, 
visited the Engadine in 1880 to recover her health after her son’s birth and 
made a fast recovery. 
She returned a year later to climb Mont Blanc twice and make two winter 
ascents of Chamonix Aiguilles. She preferred mountaineering in autumn 
because she disliked tourists. Her keenness for mountain climbing survived 
the death of her husband, a colonel in the Royal Horse Guards, lost in an 
abortive attempt to rescue General Gordon at Khartoum. After remarrying 
and in a 20-year period from 1882 to 1903 she made some 130 major tours, 
including climbing the Weisshorn in four hours and crossing the Zinalrot-
horn twice in the same day. By the time of her third husband Elizabeth had 
won a reputation as a mountaineer who recorded her adventures in word 
and camera, firmly declaring that women should climb. She was appointed 
first president of the Ladies’ Alpine Club.
And so the list in this fascinating story goes on with Charles Barrington, 
born in County Wicklow, a lover of steeplechasing, hunting and yachting, 
who on a Grand Tour and with no previous mountaineering experience 
first climbed the Jungfrau and two days later made the first ascent of the 
Eiger, achieving, at a stroke, international mountaineering immortality. 
This is a handsomely produced and valuable gathering together of one 
thread in a wider history of mountaineering that reaches the 20th century 
with Charles Howard-Bury, son of an Irish heiress, a soldier who survived 
the First World War to lead the first British attempt on Everest in 1921, 
mapping the approaches to the mountain and reaching the North Col.

Ronald Faux
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Heights of Reflection: Mountains in the German Imagination from the 
Middle Ages to the Twenty-First Century 
Sean Ireton and Caroline Schaumann (eds)
Camden House, 2012, pp 396, £50.00

This book might be seen as a German counterpart to the proceedings of a 
2007 conference in France published as Mountains Figured and Disfigured 
in the English-Speaking World edited by Françoise Besson (reviewed in AJ 

Bridget Collier on the magnificent Direct Route (Hard Severe 4c), on the main 
cliff of Glyder Fach. A 1907 creation from KM Ward and HB Gibson, this route 
remains one of the most popular on the cliff.
Photo by Mark Glaister from the new North Wales Climbs (Rockfax) selective 
guide. (See review page 356)
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115). Here eighteen essays in English are assembled in historical order, 
mostly concerned with German literary texts, music (Richard Strauss’s 
Eine Alpensinfonie) and films, since the editors are aware of the ‘volumi-
nous’ illustrated book on mountains in German fine art by Bettina Hausler, 
Der Berg: Schrecken und Faszination (Hirmer, 2008). 
So, from a text composed around 1170 to Christophe Ransmayr’s post-
modern novel of 2006 Der Fliegende Berg and Werner Herzog’s moun-
tain climbing films, the contributors to this volume try hard to challenge 
assumptions and develop appropriate theories to provide new insights into 
the essential enigma of mountains as they mirror the needs and fascina-
tions of human culture. The assumption, for example, that Johann Jacob 
Scheuchzer’s 1723 famous illustrations of sightings of dragons in the 
mountains typifies pre-Romantic attitudes is confounded by the attraction 
of mountains to medieval hunters in Emperor Maximilian’s Theuerdank of 
1517. The editors cleverly point out that the 1991 discovery of a Neolithic 
traveller with his framed rucksack circa 3300 BC at 3210m in the Ötztal 
Alps, was not the only person around at that height, as testified by the 
arrowhead buried in his shoulder that led to his death. 
But the attractions of mountain climbing peculiar to Germans in the twen-
tieth century are heavily indebted, as elsewhere, to cultural conditions. 
Wilfried Wilms argues that Arnold Franck’s Bergfilm of the 1920s ‘perform 
rituals of mobilization and restoration for an excited German audience 
bogged down by defeat and massive loss of life in the Great War. The films 
provide codes of conduct for a society in poor health’ (269). Contempo-
rary variations of the genre of Bergfilm manage to give an ‘anti-Nazi spin’ 
(16) to both a pre-war attempt on the Eiger (Nordwand, 2008) and a post-
war attempt on a Himalayan peak (Nanga Parbat, 2010). The editors even 
suggest that the German obsession with Nanga Parbat might be linked to 
a kind of postcolonial Aryan myth: ‘Even though Germany had no colo-
nial presence in India, nationalists traced their ethnic history back to Indo-
European origins and a mythic Aryan homeland’ (14). Indeed, Harald 
Höbusch’s chapter on this obsession concludes that Hans Ertl’s film Nanga 
Parbat 1953 ‘sees nothing wrong with perpetuating fascist ideas into a 
democratic future’ (298).
Between the medieval and the twentieth century, essays range from the 
mountains of tropical Polynesia, the myth of von Humbolt’s ascent of 
Chimborazo, Thomas Mann’s Der Zauberberg, to W.G. Sebald’s Magic 
Mountains. Novelist Christof Hamann relates how, in researching his novel 
Usambara (2007), he found a fascinating fictional and non-fictional history 
of the Mountains of The Moon and Kilimanjaro. In a brilliant ecocritical 
essay Heather I. Sullivan reconsiders Faust’s mountains in the light of 
Goethe’s interest in climate science. Goethe’s studies of the water cycle 
lend an irony, for Sullivan, to the fact that Faust ‘succumbs, unwittingly 
[...] to the very forces against which he dedicates his final battle against the 
sea’ (127). Sullivan produces a convincing conclusion that ‘Faust resists 
and then succumbs to the modern human fate: he believes that he can 

move beyond matter, but he remains, of course, fully within environmental 
materiality, no matter how poetically garbed that realm may appear’ (131).
Three caveats are needed. After noting in the Introduction the first recorded 
female ascent of an Alpine peak in 1552 by Regina von Brandis and her 
daughter, the editors then ignore women’s ascents and neglect a potential 
gendered dimension to this book – which calls for another one. Second, 
also neglected is the body of mountaineering poetry and song which exists 
not far under the surface of all mountaineering cultures. Third, amazingly, 
the editors ignore the long tradition of German mountaineering litera-
ture, the literary and cultural qualities of which might have the subject of 
a chapter here. Nevertheless this is an invaluable and intellectually lively 
contribution to a growing international scholarship on the cultural signifi-
cance of mountains.

Terry Gifford

8000 Metres
Climbing the World’s Highest 
Mountains
Alan Hinkes
Cicerone Press, 2013, pp192, £25

This book celebrates a rare achievement, 
that of its author reaching the summit of 
all fourteen 8000 metre peaks, the first 
British mountaineer– and only the 13th 
mountaineer ever – to do so. Many of 

the ascents were made in alpine style, and many required several attempts 
before reaching his final summit, Kangchenjunga, solo, in 2005. To accom-
plish this feat demanded 18 years of dedicated effort, great skill, incredible 
physical fitness and mental stamina, the surviving of many epics and not 
least a generous helping of good luck. It surely places Alan Hinkes among 
the ranks of the world’s leading athletes – and great adventurers to boot. 
If any achievement warrants an Olympic Gold, it is climbing these four-
teen mountains, but unlike athletics, mountaineering is not – thankfully – a 
popular entertainment.
Nevertheless, many of us regret that even the mountaineering establish-
ment itself has not properly recognised Hinkes’s achievement. Indeed it 
is a sad reflection on modern society that many self-styled ‘explorers’ are 
lionised as ‘celebs’, having achieved little beyond inflated publicity, while 
the real doers, who quietly persevere and finally achieve, remain unsung. 
Knowing Hinkes, I think he’s not particularly concerned, nevertheless he 
is very proud to have been nominated twice as Yorkshire Man of the Year. 
But I’m not alone in feeling that if any mountaineer has earned a ‘K’, – the 
ultimate national recognition – it is Mr Hinkes. Credit where credit is due.
This book also marks another achievement, different but worthy in its own 
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way, that of Cicerone Press, internationally known as a publisher of myriad 
guide books, who deserve to be congratulated on their first foray into large 
format, glossy coffee-table-type publishing. I’m assured that this doesn’t 
mark a change of tack, merely that an excellent combination of subject, 
illustration and text is worth publishing properly. And excellent it is. 
Alan Hinkes is a big, blunt Yorkshireman. He’s a grandfather, a profes-
sional mountain guide and a dab hand with a camera, who gives up much 
of his time, freely, to good causes such as the Duke of Edinburgh’s Award. 
Once the face of Berghaus, he’s long been operating on his own with no 
sponsor, PR agent or lecture tour manager. He’s canny, obviously lucky 
and an experienced masochist who has surprisingly managed to retain all 
his fingers and toes.
Essentially this book is a record not only of his fourteen climbs, but also 
of a similar number of failed attempts. It is a large format picture book, 
broken into fourteen chapters, arranged in the chronological order of their 
ascent, and buttressed with the usual front and end-matter. The text of 
each chapter is quite short – that for the longest, K2, occupies some 3700 
words – and is an interesting, honest, matter-of-fact account of the moun-
tain and his experience in climbing it, though now and then where appro-
priate, Hinkes can be quite introspective. One detects a structural formula 
throughout, a certain sameness in the way each attempt, and thus its 
recounting, is handled, but then that’s the way expeditions unfold. A short, 
interesting essay follows each chapter and covers a relevant subject such as 
The Death Zone for the K2 chapter, Jerzy Kukuczka & the Polish Climbers 
for Shisha Pangma and Photography & Filming for Lhotse. While obvi-
ously aware of what he’s achieved, Hinkes doesn’t hide his light under a 
bushel (or is it down a crevasse?) but neither does he boast about it, and 
though hardly great literature, the book is very readable. 
Hinkes makes no mention of the Cho Oyu controversy which he has 
dismissed as tittle-tattle but which cannot fail to annoy him. Cho Oyu is 
the most straightforward of the 8K peaks and its summit a mere point on 
a wide, featureless snow plateau. Essentially Hinkes was a member of a 
heavily-sponsored French expedition on a public relations exercise. The 
summit party turned back on encountering thick hill fog on the plateau, 
but being British and thus being adept at navigating accurately in such 
conditions, Hinkes continued to the summit by dead reckoning. No big 
deal for a Scottish trained UIAGM mountain guide. The expedition itself 
failed and one cannot but feel that sour grapes entered the food chain at 
some juncture. Of all fourteen, Cho Oyu would have been the easiest peak 
to re-ascend should he have been unsure; he did, after all, make several 
attempts on other far more committing and dangerous peaks on which he 
had found himself high up but alone, and thus could easily have claimed.
However, the pictures are the raison d’être of the book. It is a fantastic and 
probably unique collection, given that they were taken at all. I know only 
too well how difficult it is to combine serious photography with serious 
climbing – try too hard and it becomes an easy way to die. Yet Hinkes has 

been assiduous in his photography and survived. He has an excellent eye, 
a talent rarely given to high altitude mountaineers, and he has gone out of 
his way to use it. Thus most of his shots are well composed pictures rather 
than merely grabbed snaps in impressive situations, and where possible he 
includes the small figures of other climbers, giving both scale and a sugges-
tion of personal involvement to the viewer. No less than 68 of the pictures 
are used full page or more to great effect, with numerous portrait-format 
pictures where appropriate and with many detail images set in the text. 
My favourite is the unusual frontispiece depicting a tangle of seracs and 
crevasses on Kangchenjunga’s Great Shelf shrouded in mist. Spread over 
two pages, it is an all but abstract composition of surreal grey shapes 
through which two roped climbers warily thread their way. A photogra-
pher’s picture! Another superb image is that of the final 600 metres of K2 
seen looking upwards from the Shoulder; three tiny figures plod upwards 
towards the Bottleneck under that rearing, frightening ice wall – the summit 
so near and yet so far, an extremely telling illustration. The double-spread 
panorama at dusk from high on Broad Peak over the sea of alpenglow-
tipped Karakoram peaks is impressive too, a stark contrast to the intriguing 
Mess Tent interior at Cho Oyu Base Camp where one must wonder exactly 
what did the French have for supper? 
In so many of these pictures I recognise the futile-seeming loneliness of the 
climber amid this hostile world of savage beauty. Likewise I can recall the 
comradeship of camp, tent and the rope. Such images say more about the 
ethos of high altitude mountaineering than words can tell. Indeed, I am 
especially struck how useful this book would be as a guide book for any 
high altitude mountaineer, whether actual, aspirant or arm-chair. Several 
of the pictures are among the most descriptive I’ve seen of a particular 
mountain, such as those of the northern side of Everest. Thus although 
detracting from the picture, a dotted line and some annotation would have 
been both explanatory and informative. Other photographs give an indica-
tion of some of the terrain encountered – 600 metres of steep, technical 
rock climbing on Manaslu’s South Face for instance, and a corniced knife-
edge to the summit of Makalu – while the text itself fills in some of the 
gaps. These days extensive research is prerequisite to any attempt to climb 
a great mountain, and planners of any expedition to the Fourteen could 
learn much from this book. 

John Cleare

Fast and Free – Pete Livesey
Stories of a Rock Climbing Legend
Compiled and produced by John Sheard and Mark Radtke
2QT Publishing, 2014, pp342, £20

This collection of essays by Livesey’s friends, colleagues, one or two of his 
protagonists and Pete himself serves as a biography covering the period 
in his life most interesting to climbers. Contributors include John Long, 
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Nico Mailänder and Martin Berzins as well as his ‘boss’ at Bingley College, 
Tom Price, and the essays range from straight accounts of climbs, through 
appraisals of Livesey’s ability and character to a ‘Eulogy on Orienteering’. 
The first thing to say is that this a great read and, for me, much more 
interesting than most climbing books. With such a wide variety of topics 
it is suitable for dipping into as suits one’s moods and I found some of the 
essays quite riveting, including those by Pete who comes over as a much 
better writer than I remembered him to be. It is particularly interesting to 
read different view-points about him, although in some cases the authors 

take the opportunity to slip in their own personal 
bullshit, and the main point of Jill Lawrence’s 
excellent contribution is that her climbing really 
took off when she split up from Pete. 
The quality of the writing is quite variable and 
in some places editorial intervention would have 
been appropriate. For instance, several times in 
the book it is said that he made the first ascent 
of Nagasaki Grooves, whereas it was the first free 
ascent. I read the Mailänder article on free-
climbing in the Dolomites with anticipation but 
found it confused and confusing, switching back 
and forth as it does between ascents of the Lacedelli 
on the Cima Scotoni and the Hasse-Brandler on 
the south-west wall of the Rotwand. Tom Price 
had died before John Inverdale made his famous 

remark about Marion Bartoli, but should an educationist have written: ‘A 
female climber very different from Jill Lawrence and Gill Price was Bonny 
Masson. . .good looking, personable and self-assured,’? Some essays make 
a very strong case for Livesey being an exceptional sportsman, for example 
Dennis Gray says that he was ‘the most outstanding all-round outdoor 
pursuit performer of his, or any other generation’ and it would be very 
difficult to argue against this given his prowess in orienteering, fell-running 
and canoeing and caving, not to mention rock-climbing. His influence on 
climbing both in the UK and abroad was profound and long-lasting with 
some of his tactics, though controversial at the time, becoming the norm. 
The advance in standards that he was mainly responsible for was the result 
of applying training methods adapted from athletics, something almost 
unknown or even an anathema to most climbers at the time. Of course his 
strong competitive drive played a part in this but it did lead to what, even 
in this book, is referred to as his ‘ruthless’ approach. 
His veniality is mainly glossed over but here and there some of the pecca-
dilloes for which he was infamous are hinted at and I was amazed that Pete 
Gomersall was quite open about their activities in a piece entitled ‘The 
Turd Mincer.’ 
I did feel that an exploration of the darker side of his character might have 
given a more complete picture of Livesey but in a book mainly of contribu-

tions from his friends this is probably asking too much. Overall this is a 
fascinating account of the life of a major figure in the development of rock-
climbing which I cannot recommend too highly.

Mike Mortimer

The K2 Man and his Molluscs (the extraordi-
nary life of Haversham Godwin-Austen)
Catherine Moorehead 
Inn Pin, 2014, pp279, £24.99

Haversham Godwin-Austen was pre-eminent 
among the explorers, surveyors and map 
makers who were the cutting edge of British 
imperialism. Sir George Everest, as head of 
the Great Trigonometric Survey of India, may 
have had his resounding name attached to the 
world’s highest summit but as this biography 
makes clear, Godwin-Austen’s achievements 
were far more memorable. His discovery and 

surveying of the Baltoro, Hispar and Biafo glaciers, the greatest group of 
valley glaciers in the world, and of fixing, with great accuracy, the position 
and heights of many of the giant peaks of the Karakoram, including K2, 
was a truly historic achievement. Sir George perhaps never clapped eyes 
on Everest and, though K2 may occasionally be known as Mount Godwin-
Austen, only the glacier now bears his name on the map.
This excellent and meticulously researched biography makes no compar-
ison between the two characters but presents Godwin-Austen alone as a 
tool of the British Raj, establishing boundaries between countries and fief-
doms that preferred not to have them, a pawn in a much bigger political 
and diplomatic picture. The artistic talent he developed so skilfully began 
under military training with an ulterior purpose; paintings that could 
disclose secrets, maps that would reveal the best route for an army to take. 
His five expeditions between 1860 and 1865 were the highest achievement 
by any British mountain explorer at that time and for years to come. Simply 
‘carrying out orders’ opened for Godwin-Austen a much wider scope for 
exploration and developing his talent for natural science. A fascination 
with Indian molluscs, for example, was sparked when he spotted a small 
wading bird with one foot trapped in the clamped jaws of a mollusc. An 
interest became unparalleled knowledge of the subject and an admiration 
of Indian molluscs for their beauty of form and variety.
Catherine Moorhead lays out Godwin-Austen’s life in some fine detail 
with a wealth of information added in copious footnotes. She admires his 
achievements in a life complicated by three marriages and an illegitimate 
son by an Afghan lover, which rather dented his credentials as a member 
of an ancient, noble family. Like Lord Conway, his contemporary among 
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mountain explorers, he suffered severe financial problems and in the Great 
Agricultural Depression of the late 18th century he was declared bankrupt. 
He was a tough and determined mountain explorer who set new altitude 
records and survived all that hostile nature and hostile local communi-
ties could throw at him, a polymath among polymaths, an adventurer 
respected among adventurers. Indeed Moorhead suggests that the shrewd-
ness and experience behind some of Godwin-Austen’s advice would almost 
certainly have led to an earlier British success and saved lives on Everest: 
‘possibly sparing us the endless and largely fatuous controversy about the 
deaths of Mallory and Irvine,’ she declares. And who would want that?

Ronald Faux

The Sunlit Summit
The Life of W. H. Murray
Robin Lloyd-Jones
Sandstone Press, 2013, pp384, £19.99

Rumours, rumours… Shortly before his death in 
1996, Bill Murray was seen burning letters and 
diaries on a bonfire in his garden on the shores of 
Loch Goil. This at least is according to ‘several 
reports’ that reached the author and former tutor in 
creative writing Robin Lloyd-Jones.
How painful it must have been for Lloyd-Jones to 
learn of all that potentially valuable source material 
going up in smoke. But think too of the pain of that 
man stood by his bonfire, so distressed at the idea of 

his personal life and thoughts being paraded in biography that he would 
rather burn the evidence.
Lloyd-Jones does not name the witnesses to this conflagration (they must 
have been close to know that Murray was burning letters and diaries, and 
not old phone bills) but he does concede it was ‘most probably the act of a 
man protecting his privacy’. 
To this end, Murray has been supported loyally by his widow who declined 
to share any material with Lloyd-Jones. Anne Murray did not want a biog-
raphy written about her husband, the author explains: ‘He was such a 
private man,’ she said, ‘and he would have hated the idea.’
But would Bill Murray really have hated this book? Murray’s output as a 
writer, together with his mystical philosophy, has been treated with such 
sensitivity by Lloyd-Jones it is hard to imagine what the gentle Scot, even 
in his later-life reclusion, could have found intrusive. Of course one might 
argue that the book would have been different had Lloyd-Jones had access 
to the diaries that allegedly went up flames. But even so, such is Lloyd-
Jones’s reverent feeling towards Murray that the outcome would always 
have been sympathetic.

No other person had filled him with such a strong desire to write about 
them, Lloyd-Jones says. ‘I feel that I have at least a few things in common 
with Bill Murray – as a lover of mountains, and of wild places, as a fellow 
writer, both of wilderness topics and of fiction, and as someone who, as did 
he, daily meditates.’
In the mid-1960s, Lloyd-Jones, like so many of his generation and mine, 
had read Murray’s Mountaineering in Scotland and been entranced. Nearly 
70 years after its first publication it is still Mountaineering in Scotland that 
comes closest to capturing the rumbustiousness and joy of winter climbing 
with good friends in the Highlands. This may be less so now for those 
on the near-roadside routes of the Northern Corries or set gimlet-eyed on 
some super-hard testpiece. But for most, I suspect, a day on, say, Liathach 
or seeking out the Upper Couloir on Stob Ghabhar, where Murray and his 
pals taught themselves step-cutting, is still a Murray-esque experience.
Mountaineering in Scotland (1947) and its sequel Undiscovered Scotland (1951) 
were acclaimed by Robin Campbell in his obituary of Murray in the 1997 
Alpine Journal as the Iliad and Odyssey of Scottish mountain writing – though 
the former, the first draft of which was famously written while Murray was 
a Prisoner of War, is the superior of the two books. It seems the author 
thought so too. Lloyd-Jones notes that Murray says not a single word about 
Undiscovered Scotland in his autobiography The Evidence of Things Not Seen 
(Bâton Wicks, 2002), pieced together by Anne Murray and Ken Wilson.
Murray wrote more than 20 books, including novels and guidebooks, and 
numerous articles; his passion was Scotland’s mountain landscape, and in 
its cause he devoted countless hours – ‘years’ might be more accurate – of 
voluntary work to bodies such as the National Trust for Scotland and the 
Countryside Commission for Scotland. Yet how well do we really know 
him?
Lloyd-Jones says that a proper understanding of Murray’s life and work 
requires we appreciate four things: his driving force was his quest to achieve 
inner purification that would lead him to oneness with Trust and Beauty; 
from this stemmed his denial of self which translated into a life of service to 
others; his lifelong love of mountains and exploration; and his abhorrence 
of boasting and any form of self-promotion or publicity seeking.
About a third of The Sunlit Summit deals with Murray as writer. For anyone 
interested in mountain literature, or the craft of writing in general, this is an 
absorbing analysis. Murray was a ‘supreme craftsman’ whose work needs 
to be re-evaluated, beyond the Scottish dimension into a British, European 
and worldwide context, concludes Lloyd-Jones. ‘In the fields of mountain-
eering literature, wilderness writing and landscape description, he would 
hold his own with the best.’
This claim would hold up all the better if the inspirational magic of Moun-
taineering in Scotland had carried over to more of Murray’s subsequent work. 
Why didn’t it? The answer may lie in two of those four things that Lloyd-
Jones bids us appreciate: Murray’s modesty (he never used or spoke of his 
OBE) and his mystical philosophy. Lloyd-Jones deals with the origins of 



T h e  A l p i n e  J o u r n A l  2 0 1 4344 r e v i e w s 345

the latter in some depth, but unfortunately in later writing Murray largely 
withdrew from deeper engagement in philosophical thought.
In a perceptive review of The Evidence of Things Not Seen, quoted by Lloyd-
Jones, Dave Hewitt, writing for The Angry Corrie, lamented Murray’s 
‘unwillingness or inability to fully portray himself’: formal modesty did 
not make for good autobiography… Murray was being ‘too humble for his 
own good’.
The Sunlit Summit goes a long way to filling in the gaps and smoothing out 
the unsatisfactory portrait painted in The Evidence of Things Not Seen; Lloyd-
Jones has done a valuable service with this insightful biography; however 
one is left with the thought that the means to a full understanding of W. H. 
Murray may have gone up in smoke on that bonfire by Loch Goil. (And 
who are we to protest if that is what his conscience bid?)

Stephen Goodwin

Far, Far The Distant Peak
The Life of Wilfrid Noyce, Mountaineer, Scholar, 
Poet
Stewart Hawkins
Curbans Books, 2014, pp368, £25

Wilf Noyce was a seminal figure in the lives of 
many people, including the author of this biog-
raphy Stewart Hawkins. A long time member of the 
Climbers’ Club, Hawkins was introduced to rock 
climbing and hill walking by Noyce, his Scoutmaster 
at Charterhouse. The huge amount of research he 
has undertaken and new material he has unearthed 
about the life of his subject is truly impressive and it 
is obvious that, from a personal perspective, he feels 

he owes Wilf’s memory such respect. 
Noyce was born in India in 1917 and his father Sir Frank was a major 
figure in the Indian Civil Service based at Simla. Typical of a child of the 
Raj he was sent back to England for schooling, first at a preparatory then 
Charterhouse public school. Through his mother, Enid, he had climbing 
connections for she was a Kirkus, and Guy and Colin were his cousins. 
The family had a summer home at Ffestiniog and it was there that Noyce 
caught the mountain bug and started wandering up the nearby hills, leading 
on to a desire to start rock climbing which he did first with Guy Kirkus as 
his teacher, then with Colin.
He was still a schoolboy when he met the leading climber of that era 
Menlove Edwards, an older man, with whom he started to climb and who 
became a major influence on his young life. The author deals with this rela-
tionship, and it’s homosexual possibilities reasonably frankly, noting that 
Noyce was bereft of the influence of any father figure, his own being away 

abroad whilst he was growing up.
With Edwards, Noyce undertook the first of his guidebook works, Tryfan 
in 1937 and Lliwedd in 1939. These were masterworks for their day, setting 
the standard for following volumes, and in later years Noyce became 
guidebook editor for both the Climbers’ Club and the Alpine Club.
At Cambridge Noyce began to show his leadership qualities, being a ‘main 
man’ in the CUMC, taking on such roles as Treasurer, journal Editor, 
instructor on its beginners’ meets, and finally President. 
At the outbreak of WW II Noyce joined the Friends Ambulance Unit, but 
after Dunkirk his pacifism melted away and he joined the Army, eventually 
serving as an intelligence officer based in New Delhi. Somehow, despite 
this arduous posting, he managed to get away to climb in the Garhwal 
Himalaya in 1943 and 1944 and Sikkim in 1945 where he managed to 
climb Paunhunri (7127m). These were small lightweight trips, on the latter 
he being the only European, accompanied by two Sherpas, Angtharkay 
and Namgar.
Returning to Britain after the war Noyce was rather lost for a while, 
wondering about what his career would be, before finally settling on a 
career as a schoolmaster, teaching classics and modern languages first at 
Malvern College then at his old school Charterhouse. 
In 1953 he was invited by John Hunt to join the Everest expedition and 
Far, Far The Distant Peak goes very thoroughly into the ascent and the 
crucial part he played on the expedition – finally opening the route to the 
South Col. 
After Everest Noyce settled back into teaching and family life. He went 
with a small group of friends to Nepal, attempting Machapuchare (6993m) 
in 1957, getting to within 150 feet of the summit of this most iconic moun-
tain with David Cox, and Trivor (7577m) in 1960, summiting with the 
American Jack Sadler.
It was around that date I got to know Wilf. He became the President of 
the Alpine Climbing Group and I was its Secretary. In order for him to 
take office, being over 40 years old we had to change the constitution to 
allow this. At one ACG meet in Derbyshire Noyce, climbing with Martin 
Boysen, surprised us all by seconding Right Eliminate on Curbar, at that 
time an acknowledged difficult climb.
Ending, the book covers the controversial events of the ill-fated 1962 
Pamirs Expedition, during which Noyce and Robin Smith were killed. Far, 
Far The Distant Peak deals with the aftermath of these events with sensi-
tivity but leaves one ruminating on what might have been if Noyce had 
survived into old age? He had recently resigned from teaching before the 
Pamirs expedition, to concentrate on his writing. Some of his books, The 
Springs of Adventure, They Survived, Mountains and Men and his translation, 
with John Hunt, of Rébuffat’s Starlight and Storm had a great impact on 
many climbers of my generation.
On reading Far, Far The Distant Peak someone like myself might envy 
Noyce’s privileged background, but cannot blame him in any way for that. 
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He was so lucky, but he used every opportunity in his life to use his good 
fortune to the best of his ability, and in so doing helped many others to 
achieve their goals providing inspiration by a life so well lived.
Far, Far The Distant Peak is an outstanding biography of an outstanding 
man.

Dennis Gray

PS There is one serious typo in the book, Charles Evans did not marry Nea 
Morin, it was of course Denise her daughter with whom he tied the nuptial 
knot.

Mountain Geography
Physical and Human Dimensions
Edited by Martin F. Price, Alton C. Byers, Donald A. Friend, Thomas 
Kohler and Larry W. Price
University of California Press, 2013, pp 396, £65

As the title suggests, Mountain Geography is an academic textbook, and as 
such is likely to be of little attraction to those whose sole interest in moun-
tains is in new routes or peak bagging. If your concern for the mountains 
and their inhabitants goes wider (and your pocket is sufficiently deep) then 
this hefty tome gives a comprehensive overview of the processes at work in 
the world’s mountains and their impact on culture and society.
Aimed primarily at American undergraduates, Mountain Geography consti-
tutes a major revision of Larry Price’s book Mountains and Man published 
in 1981. Since then much has been learnt and unlearnt – not least that the 
Himalaya are not, after all, on the brink of environmental catastrophe. In 
1979, the World Bank had predicted that Nepal would be denuded of forest 
cover by the year 2000: as anyone who has trekked or climbed there recently 
will have seen, even along popular trails such as the Langtang there is still 
plenty of cover for tribes of langur monkeys and laughing thrushes. 
Thankfully, subsistence hill farmers are no longer seen as the problem – 
ignorant peasants undermining the life support of hundreds of millions of 
people on the plains – but in academic circles at least, as part of the solu-
tion: that is an environmentally sustainable future. And as academic under-
standing of mountains has progressed so too has a better public apprecia-
tion of the importance of mountains to the wellbeing of society at large.
A good deal of the credit for this goes to the editors of this book and 
academic colleagues, who, through a plethora of international bodies and 
over many years, have been endeavouring to push mountain issues up the 
international policy agenda. (Does that sound a Sisyphean task?) Martin 
Price will be familiar to AJ readers as Professor of Mountain Studies at the 
University of the Highlands and Islands, Perth, and an AC member. Alton 
Byers, Director of Science and Exploration at the Mountain Institute, in 
the USA, took part in the AC’s ‘Summits of Learning’ seminar in 2007 and 
has written for the AJ on conservation in Nepal.

Though not all like to admit it, mountaineers have been in the vanguard of 
tourism in the mountains; in the wake of climbers, pioneering in the Alps 
and Himalaya, have come columns of trekkers, skiers, mountain bikers and 
so on. As this book points out, tourism has been a major force of change in 
mountain areas. Tourism has become one of the largest and fastest-growing 
economic sectors in the world, with particularly strong growth in emerging 
and developing countries; 15 to 20 per cent of this, or US$128-170 billion 
a year, is associated with travel to mountain areas. But it can be a mixed 
blessing: negative impacts include loss of farmland, air and water pollution 
and an erosion of indigenous cultures and communities.
Reflecting the fresh thinking since Mountains and Man, there are new chap-
ters on mountain people and on sustainable mountain development. And 
Edwin Bernbaum, the American scholar-mountaineer and author of Sacred 
Mountains of The World, has contributed, together with Larry Price, an 
informative overview of ‘Attitudes towards Mountains’ from pre-history 
to the present. It concludes: ‘Mountains are considered the embodiment of 
the good, the beautiful, and the sublime.’ Perhaps in that emotional, rather 
than scientific response, lies their salvation.

Stephen Goodwin

Reading the Gaelic Landscape
John Murray
Whittles Publishing, 2014, pp240, £16.99

In the pre-dawn one June many years ago, four of us slogged up from Glen 
Brittle to a peak we called ‘Guard’s Van’. We were set on the Cuillin ridge; 
Gars-bheinn (910m) is its southernmost eminence, but such a name was for 
us unpronounceable (including for our Scottish comrade) and so, mocking 
our own ignorance, we dubbed it Guard’s Van – and trudged on.
There is a mischievous suspicion that the mountains of the Highlands 
of Scotland were named in such a way as to confuse English climbers, 
except that most Scottish climbers are similarly lost among the toponyms 
of the Gàidhealtachd. The district guides of the Scottish Mountaineering 
Club include helpful translations (eg Sgurr a´Choire Bhig = peak of the 
little corrie, when you might have guessed ‘big’) while SMT’s Scottish Hill 
Names has long provided enlightenment; Peter Drummond’s 2007 revision 
remains both absorbing and accessible, enabling the reader to see the hills 
as the Gaels and Scots saw them.
And now comes further insight. John Murray’s Reading The Gaelic Land-
scape takes a more academic approach and could well become a popular 
textbook for students of Gaelic, certainly in respect of interpreting the land-
scape. Murray goes beyond hill names to the valleys and fields, covering 
land use, ecology and culture. A specific theme explores how poets like 
Sorley MacLean and Duncan Bàn MacIntyre used their homeland symbol-
ically in their work.
Murray is director of landscape architecture at the University of Edin-
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burgh. His aim with this absorbing book is to appeal to ‘serious enthusi-
asts’ who seek a deeper understanding of what they study and enjoy in the 
Highlands. ‘What is being attempted is a semantic reclamation of a lost 
domain,’ he says. ‘An attempt to recapture a poetry of place, enshrined in 
the identifying labels which have been given to the landscape by Gaelic-
speakers.’
That last clause is worth mountaineers bearing in mind. Murray’s exclusive 
focus is the Gàidhealtachd – the Highlands and Islands. Murray’s Hill Names 
cover the whole of Scotland; Gaelic is most widespread of the languages 
used, but there are also hills with names in Scots, Norse, Cumbric, and just 
a few in English (notably on Skye).
As for ‘Guard’s Van’, neither Murray nor Drummond is particularly 
helpful. However the SMC’s The Islands of Scotland states that the name 
translates as ‘possibly echoing mountain’ (bheinn = mountain) while a 
paper on the University of the Highlands and Islands website gives the 
pronunciation as ‘Garsven’. In our ignorance, ‘Guard’s Van’ wasn’t so far 
out after all. 

Stephen Goodwin

My Father, Frank 
Tony Smythe
Bâton Wicks, 2013, pp324, £20

Frank Smythe was, by any conceivable measure, 
a remarkable man: author, photographer, bota-
nist, but above all, a pioneering mountaineer, who 
broke boundaries not only at altitude but also in his 
writing career. In this biography – and it is assuredly 
that, with no trace of hagiography – his son Tony 
seeks not only to know and understand the father 
who was often absent from his life, but to frame him 
within the ethos of the emerging pre-Second World 
War climbing scene. Further, in so successfully 

offering vivid recreations of mountaineering exploits, poised as they are on 
the extremes of existence, he has given readers an opportunity to examine 
the place of ambition – and its consequences – in their own lives.
Smythe enjoyed little success during his school years in England, feeling 
rather that they should be simply endured. In desperation, his mother took 
him to Switzerland to continue his education and it was during the long, 
tedious train journey that he caught his first sight of high mountains:
‘It was as though God had chosen to manifest Himself by raising earth to 
sky and making of it a single step to Heaven.’
The sense of spirituality and singularity which remote peaks engendered 
possessed him throughout his short life and it was this, not the desire for 
self-publicity or financial gain of which he was later accused by the more 

reactionary members of the Alpine Club, which fuelled his remarkable 
mountaineering achievements. At 26, with two failed careers behind him 
and no employment, he devoted himself to that which he subsequently 
excelled at – mountaineering: first in the Alps, often soloing exacting 
routes, and later the Himalaya. 
Tony Smythe’s descriptions of his father’s most notable climbs are cine-
matic in their detail and immediacy – a skilful blend of the minutiae of the 
rhythm and restriction of progress on crumbling rock, slick ice and thigh-
deep snow, set against the broad sweep of ambition, often realised. Smythe 
ascended Jonsong Peak in 1930 and Kamet in 1931 – both the highest-ever 
climbs at the time – and then in 1933 came within 250 metres of the summit 
of Everest as Eric Shipton lay ill in Camp 6, unable to accompany him. 
Frank’s own account of this astonishing feat is both powerful and terrifying 
and demonstrates how his skill as a writer enthralled both climbers and 
non-climbers alike.
Here, too, there were forays into new territory. Victor Gollanz recognised 
Smythe’s potential and encouraged him in his desire to fund his expedi-
tions both through his writing and his mountaineering photography. This 
kind of financial arrangement was, hitherto, unknown – of course, at that 
time, one simply wrote for fellow climbers in journals and publications 
which they alone would read. When Gollanz had the audacity to advertise 
The Kangchenjunga Adventure Sir Arnold Lunn’s observation; ‘foul bad 
taste’ perfectly illustrates both the tenor of the times and Tony Smythe’s 
wry humour.
However, whilst Smythe senior was enjoying success both as an author and 
a mountaineer, his personal life was in disarray. He had married in 1931, 
something which his son comments on perceptively;
‘I got the feeling that Frank saw marriage at this stage of his life as simply 
a Good Idea.’
He admired Kathleen, Tony’s mother and felt that he did not want to 
lose her. His all-important expedition to Kamet loomed large so the deed 
had best be done before he left, three months hence. The marriage lasted 
only seven years and when it ended with his attachment to Nona Guthrie 
he confessed to Francis Younghusband that he had ‘married the wrong 
woman’ for whom he felt only ‘a sort of unfeeling indifference.’ 
Frank’s self-sufficiency, imperviousness to home comforts and social rituals 
and his awkwardness in polite company served him well in the mountains 
but did little to create a happy marriage. Tony Smythe is scrupulous in 
his analysis of his father’s personal life, rife with difficulty as it often was 
and this open-handed and courageous account fully reveals a complex and 
sometimes troubled man to both author and reader:
‘He had plenty of self-assurance on the heights, whereas at sea-level he was 
either shy or over-assertive.’
He tackles the famous and enduring rift between his father and Graham 
Brown in the same even-handed way, employing a combination of vivid 
descriptions of the difficulties and eventual triumph on the Route Major 
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and painstaking research into the details of the controversy which ensued 
and which caused an irreparable rift between the two men, despite Smythe’s 
later attempts at reconciliation.
Frank Smythe’s untimely death from cerebral malaria at 48 came at a 
time when his domestic life with Nona was harmonious, his mountain-
eering skills had been recognised internationally and he had the luxury 
of choosing from a variety of climbing trips which had been offered to 
him. Despite all these obvious signs of success, his restlessness was never 
subdued, his desire to escape into the high places in which he felt most 
comfortable never quelled. 
Clearly, Tony Smythe inherited his father’s questing spirit and this highly 
readable and authoritative biography celebrates his great success in not 
only discovering the father he never really knew but also bringing him to a 
wider audience, new and old.

Val Randall

The Summits of Modern Man: Mountaineering 
after the Enlightenment
Peter H. Hansen
Harvard University Press, 2013, pp 380, £25.95

Let us begin with the acknowledgements, lest we 
forget the world importance of our own library and 
archives and the voluntary guidance generously 
offered by Glyn Hughes and Jerry Lovatt to scholars 
such as Peter H. Hansen, who will have been 
demanding and has left no document unturned. 
This is a scholarly book that also references – in 
English, French, German, Italian and Swiss sources 
(yes, Hansen even speaks Swiss, Scots and, with 
disastrous results in the opening sentence, his native 

American). It could be argued that his need to follow up references sends 
the book off course, but more of this later.
The title and first chapter of this book might create the wrong impression, 
not to mention that opening sentence, again: ‘‘On belay!’ calls a climber 
after tying to the rope’. If he’s just tied on, surely his partner is standing 
beside him. This gives the unfortunate impression of an academic histo-
rian of mountaineering who is going to make embarrassing blunders about 
the practice of climbing mountains. The endnote reference to a Sierra 
Club Bulletin article titled Belaying the Leader dated 1946 actually makes 
Hansen’s point that nautical terms were adopted by the military and used 
by demobbed climbers in America post-war, in a phrase which must trans-
late as the Whillanesque fag-in-mouth ‘Have you got me, youth?’. 
The book’s title is even more deceptive. This book is mainly concerned 
with the summit of Mont Blanc and the reception of its first ascent(s). Mont 

Ventoux and Mont Aiguille are mere precursors and the Matterhorn and 
Everest are discussed as comparisons – all in terms of the political contexts 
of the time, the changed identities and relationships of the first ascen-
tionists, and the subsequent shifting of the ‘facts’ of the ascents. Running 
throughout the book are discussions of modernity and masculinity, 
although in the latter case less discussion and more unreflective assertion 
– apart from Marie Paradis’s and Henriette d’Angeville’s ascents of Mont 
Blanc, The Summits of Modern Man deals only with ‘muscular’ men. Finally, 
‘after the Enlightenment’ might suggest an interest in Romanticism, but 
this book not only argues for the continuation of the Enlightenment in 
mountaineering into the nineteenth century, it is itself a kind of Enlighten-
ment project – to record all the versions and meanings of a handful of first 
ascents, impeccably referenced. 
If they can get past the first chapter of historian-speak (which concludes, 
‘Thus, the perennial rediscovery of beginnings must lead, necessarily, to 
a multiplicity of modernities’), the readers of this journal will find a fasci-
nating wealth of detail about the local, regional and national positions of 
not only the main players in the early history of Mont Blanc, but of the 
people who reported and debated the early ascents. The chapter ‘Ascent 
and Enfranchisement’ weaves a fascinating argument for linking the end of 
feudal obligations in Chamonix in 1786 with the first ascent of Mont Blanc 
by the peasant Balmat and the village’s first doctor Paccard, the crystal 
hunter and the plant hunter, the guide and the scientist, the seeker after de 
Saussure’s reward for the first to the summit and the seeker after de Saus-
sure’s respect for the first summit recordings. 
During the French Revolution the government in Paris ‘incorporated Mont 
Blanc into the new regime of festivals and practices that constituted the 
revolution’. But who would have thought that Marie Paradis’s dragged-to-
the-top ascent, ‘whether demonstrating female courage, enacting Marian 
veneration, lampooning Napoleonic festivals, or acting as an interven-
tion in local politics [...] had seditious potential on July 14, 1808’? Or that 
Balmat’s repeated attempts as disenfranchised peasant would be echoed 
by Whymper’s persistence on the Matterhorn, which Hansen links to the 
fact that ‘unlike almost all other members of the Alpine Club, Whymper 
remained disenfranchised in England, unable to vote until after the second 
Reform Act of 1867’? 
Indeed, Hansen’s interest in parallels to the reception of the first ascent 
of Mont Blanc leads him to consider the Everest first ascent. ‘Multiple 
parallels between the two events appeared obvious at the time: proposals 
to rename the peak, subscriptions to reward the poor guide, and notarized 
certificates to settle the question of who was first’. Official and journalistic 
celebrations in Nepal, India, England and New Zealand provide the histo-
rian with a veritable snakes and ladders of parallels and interpretations. 
Then, the day after the state reception for the British Everest expedition, 
Graham Brown and Gavin de Beer wrote to the AC to propose a book 
about the first ascent of Mont Blanc. Their book, which appeared in 1957, 
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‘credited Paccard with discovery of the route, leadership of the climb, and 
he alone was ‘the prime cause of the first ascent of Mont Blanc’’, accompa-
nied only by ‘a single porter’. Hansen claims that ‘the first ascent of Mount 
Everest changed the ‘facts’ of the first ascent of Mont Blanc’. 
The book’s final chapter, ‘Bodies of Ice’, which some may think a mistake, 
moves towards considering the ‘facts’ of the discovery in 1991 of Ötzi, the 
mummified Neolithic man. This seems partly to be an excuse to consider 
the Italian side of Mont Blanc, partly to discuss its current role in providing 
data for climate change (having mentioned the Anthropocene – an informal 
geological epoch of human influence – Hansen needs to recount and refer-
ence the evolution of the term), and partly a chance to return to the insta-
bility of ‘facts’, ‘modern man’ and the way ‘the verticality of the moun-
tains locates us in a continuum of past and present and future’. But, for 
all its academic play with grand ideas, this is a thoroughly researched and 
thought-provoking account of the cultural history of the stories told about 
the first ascents of Mont Blanc, their contexts and their reverberations. It 
exemplifies the idea that the narratives of the ascent of shining mountains 
mirror the tensions in the cultures below them. And obviously still do so.

Terry Gifford

Langdale
Max Biden
The Fell and Rock Climbing Club, 2013, pp 492, £25

Scafell & Wasdale
Al Phizacklea and Ron Kenyon
The Fell and Rock Climbing Club, 2014, pp 348, £25

‘A new ascent was made today on the Central Buttress of Scawfell…
The first section is difficult and involves an 80 foot run out for the leader…’

‘The extraordinary nature of the difficulty of this climb can hardly be over 
expressed. The safe ascent of the crack was rendered possible only by the 
most daring combined tactics on the part of the Leader and Second. The 
work of the Second in threading the rope and afterwards giving a shoulder 
at the most exposed part was only less remarkable than actual leading of 
the crack.’

The quotes above are from the Wasdale Climbing Book and dated 20 and 
21 April 1914, recording the first ascent of what Al Phizacklea, among 
many others, believes ‘can justifiably claim to be the most famous rock 
climb in the country’.
One hundred years to the day, six climbers repeated Sansom, Herford and 
Holland’s landmark route on Scafell Crag, watched by a host of others. All 
then retired to Brackenclose, the Fell and Rock’s hut at the head of Wast 
Water, to celebrate publication of the FRCC’s latest guide to Scafell and 

Wasdale – the CB Centenary Edition.
Phizacklea has again authored the Scafell 
section – his third updating of the area in 30 
years, but as he says, done without boredom 
or apathy ‘because the crags around Scafell 
are the best in England.’ Meanwhile, day 
after day, Ron Kenyon was trailing family 
members and Penrith pals all the way round 
to the west coast to check out the diverse crags 
of Wasdale. The results of their labours are 
impressive.
The Scafell guide comes close on the heels of a 
new guide to Langdale authored, once again, 
by Max Biden. The two guidebooks follow 
a change of FRCC series editor, Steve Scott 
taking over from the long-serving Stephen 
Reid. And with a new editor comes, perhaps 
inevitably, a change in the appearance of the 
FRCC guides, quite a dramatic change in fact.
I have sung the praises of Reid’s editorship in 
past reviews for the AJ, finding volumes such 
as Gable & Pillar and Buttermere & St Bees to be 
gems of the guidebook art, clear and concise 
for doing the job at the crag, yet a trove of 
fascinating historical and other detail for 
poring over in idle hours.
So what of the new look? Well the word 
‘gems’ seems no longer appropriate. Scott has 
adopted a larger format – too large, in fact, to 
fit into my guidebook pouch. Pocket-sized, 

these are not. With bigger size comes more weight; no problem if the guide-
book is left at the foot of the crag, but if you’re multi-pitching and take the 
Langdale guide with you, that’s more than half a kilo extra to bear.
What is taking up the extra space? There are new routes of course – Dave 
Birkett is the stand-out star with such as Another Lonely Day (E8 6c) on 
Scafell’s East Buttress. He says it’s ‘simply the best traditional route in the 
country.’ But so far nobody has been able to repeat the route to verify this. 
However neither of these guides is definitive: due to what are described as 
‘changed attitudes to conservation’, poor or overgrown routes and in some 
cases whole crags have been omitted and descriptions placed in the archive 
section of the FRCC website. 
The bigger page size of course means photo-diagrams can be even clearer, 
as are the maps. What is really bulking out these two books though are 
photographs, both action and purely landscape. While many of these 
are excellent in themselves, is, say, a double page spread of Yewbarrow 
from Overbeck really earning its keep? A few of the action shots are truly 
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inspiring, but many could have been omitted at no detriment to the utility 
of the guidebook, utility surely being the principle yardstick of such publi-
cations (and utility includes portability).
Another change with these two guidebooks is the cover material. Yes, I 
know you can’t judge a book by its cover, but for a book that will get some 
rough handling (and no longer fits a pouch) the casing matters. The change 
is from tough plastic (that wrinkled a bit on some volumes) to a sort of plas-
ticized card that is creasing already as I leaf though the book at my desk.
Hopefully I will get over these quibbles and come to love the new look 
FRCC guidebooks as I loved those of the Reid era. There’s no doubting 
the work that has gone into them by Al, Ron, Max, Steve Scott and a good 
many others on the guidebooks team; so much great climbing laid out for 
our delectation. Many thanks.

Stephen Goodwin

Inner Hebrides & Arran
Scottish Mountaineering Club Climbers’ Guide
Colin Moody and Graham Little
Scottish Mountaineering Trust, 2014, pp 320, £25

Clean rock, friction like Velcro, sun on your back 
and somewhere below your feet the sound of wave-
lets lapping lazily on to a white sand beach. A 
climber’s cliché of paradise perhaps. Yet in the Inner 
Hebrides this earthly paradise really exists. OK, it is 
not an every day experience, but fine weather and 
dry rock is not as rare on these islands as you might 
think; Tiree is allegedly one of the sunniest places 
in the UK.

New routing in the Inner Hebrides, notably around the bays and islets 
of the Ross of Mull, has been prolific since publication of Skye and The 
Hebrides Volume 2 in 1996. This latest offering does not include the Outer 
Hebrides or Skye, instead Canna, Muck, Coll, Tiree, Islay, Jura and Cara 
appear in a guidebook for the first time. And then there’s Arran added on 
with its wealth of trad climbing.
More than 2500 routes are included in the guidebook, a large number of 
them put up by its authors, Colin Moody and Graham Little. The first 
ascents list at the back of the book is testimony to the pair’s insatiable appe-
tite for exploring sea cliffs and surely also to patience with fickle island 
weather and disrupted timetables of Calmac ferries.
To make an appreciable inroad into routes over such a wide and watery 
area would take a huge investment of time and travelling. Yet even a few 
good days on the cliffs at Erraid, Kintra or on Iona would more than repay 
the ferry journey from Oban to Mull and the purchase of this well-produced 
guide.

Elsewhere in this journal’s review section, I have had a gripe about the 
Topsy syndrome in recent guidebooks – they just grow and grow. However 
with the exception of Arran, most of the routes in this book are not multi-
pitch and therefore portability is of less importance. What a pity that Arran 
could not be dealt with in a slim volume of its own.
The coastlines and inland cliffs of the Inner Hebrides are so vast and 
often difficult of access that this already compendious guidebook is likely 
nowhere near the end of the story. I have climbed on outcrops on Mull’s 
Ardmeanach peninsula that do not appear in this book, yet I’ve been 
only an irregular visitor. I suspect there are unrecorded routes aplenty 
throughout the islands, but does that matter? I wouldn’t want to dissuade 
you from buying Inner Hebrides & Arran – Moody and Little have done a 

Mike Hutton relishing Sentinel (HVS 5a), Erraid, Mull. (Mike Hutton, selfie)
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superb job in pulling together so much climbing and useful crag detail – but 
climbing on the short sea cliffs that are the real lure of the Inner Hebrides is 
an easy-going holiday affair; pick the most inviting lines, once the tide has 
washed any footprints from the beach it all looks and feels like new ground.

Stephen Goodwin

North Wales Climbs 
Jack Geldard, Mark Glaister, Mark Reeves
Rockfax, 2013, pp400, £29.95

To re-phase that old adage about buses, you wait 
years for a selected guide and then three appear in 
relatively short succession. In 1970 we saw Ron 
James’s Rock Climbing in Wales, 200 selected climbs 
and possibly the first North Wales guide to use the 
now common, entertaining one liners. Twenty years 
later came the incomparable Mr Paul Williams 
and Rock Climbing in Snowdonia, which increased 
the selection to around 500 and, despite its age, 
still remains relevant. In 2009 Simon Panton and 

Ground Up brought us North Wales Rock, a feast of 675 climbs, though 
none further south than the Lleyn. The following year Jack Gelgard and 
Rockfax produced the little pocket guide North Wales Classics. Although 
highly limited, with some errors, but including a winter section, it is useful 
in its own way. However, it was simply a forerunner, a taster, of what was 
to come. 
Mark Reeves, Gelgard and Mark Glaister, three men who know a thing or 
two about climbing in North Wales, have come together to produce North 
Wales Climbs: over 1000 routes from Diff to E7 and F4 to F9a. Actually, the 
title is wrong; it should be North and Mid-Wales climbs. But more signifi-
cant is that this is not a ‘selected climbs’, it is a ‘selected crags’, and in that 
sense a more commercial production. 
The authors have chosen 56 different crags and for each included a reason-
able spread of routes; Lower Pen Trwyn, for instance, is almost compre-
hensive, with 49 routes described. This more inclusive approach leads to 
a few climbs described as ‘a rather scrappy line’, or ‘rather contrived’. It 
also leads to the omission of the single route on a crag. Those wanting a 
description of classic mountaineering excursions like Reade’s Route on Crib 
Goch or Adam Rib on Craig Cwm Du, those wanting to taste the wonderful 
adventure climbing (read sometimes scary at the grade) of Angel Pavement 
on Craig y Bera or Fantan B on the Lleyn, will need to look in previous 
selected (or definitive) guides. Indeed, all climbing on the Lleyn was obvi-
ously thought inappropriate for this guide.
As we have come to expect from a Rockfax production the layout is 
superb, navigation throughout excellent, and the crag diagrams are simply 

wonderful. There can be no longer any excuse for not finding the chosen 
route, and a larger format makes it arguably the clearest guide to North 
Wales. 
Action photos are less consistent. There are marvellous shots but also a 
number that are grim and grubby, scarcely showing North Wales in its best 
light. But then best light is often hard to come by in North Wales. To single 
out just one example, there is the strange inclusion of the upper section 
of the three-star E4 Resurrection, which makes it look relatively gentle, so 
much so that it needs the qualifying statement in the caption, ‘don’t be 
deceived by the camera angle, this is definitely not a slab’. Given that good 
shots of Resurrection are nearly 10 a penny, and that the front cover boasts 
a magnificent and sensational image of adjacent Left Wall, you do wonder 
at its inclusion. 
Rockfax continues to develop its modern approach and plans to have a 
fully functioning smart phone app version of the guide available by 2015. 
Parking locations for all crags are displayed with GPS coordinates. Plug 
them into your Satnav, and indeed into your phone, so you can find your 
way back to the car from the crag. Maybe in the future we’ll find crag coor-
dinates, or even route coordinates, particularly useful when locating the top 
of that elusive sea cliff climb that requires a rappel to access. These coordi-
nates can be quite difficult to enter onto a smart phone, so the authors have 
also supplied Quick Response Codes, which can be scanned and read with 
the appropriate app. There are also useful codes for webcams, weather, 
tides etc. At 750g the book is obviously too bulky to take with you on a 
climb: either scan and print the section, or photograph it with your phone. 
People will argue for ever about grades. I’m not going to bother. The 
authors have to their advantage the Rockfax/UKC database, where users 
can log opinions on star rating and grades: is this a hard, VS, or an easy 
HVS? Is it hard for 4c or closer to 5a? Can I do it, or can’t I? The consensus 
has no doubt proved vital in compiling the guide. In fact it is hard to find 
any information missing in getting you to, from, up and off the route. Oh, 
alright, there is one small thing that bothers me. Climbs are given no overall 
length; instead just individual pitch lengths on a multi-pitch route. That’s 
fine, but single pitch routes have no indicated length, the best you get is 
a small box atop part of the crag, giving the vertical height at that point. 
Whilst this will do nicely for routes in that vicinity, a bit of guesswork is 
needed for others. As I said, this is a minor difference from other guides.
For the real tickers there is the Top50 symbol, a list of, well actually, 78 trad 
routes and eight sport climbs considered the best of their kind in the whole 
of North and Mid-Wales, with a full grade spread from Cyfrwy Arête to 
Strawberries. Included in this is the former Gist Ddu classic Aardvark. I say 
former because whilst I’ve wanted to do it, I’ve been put off by the number 
of friends who have tried and bailed on reaching impenetrable vegetation, 
and rap slings. Maybe, it’s been unearthed: perhaps I should go and check.
If you already have a selected guide then you’ll seriously want to think 
twice before buying another. If you’ve not, then I would suggest this is the 
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one. In the introduction the authors start their description of North Wales 
by saying ‘nowhere in the UK is there such a concentration of classic tradi-
tional rock climbs of all grades and such variety’. A few lines further down 
it has slightly improved to be ‘perhaps the UK’s finest climbing area’. A 
few lines later it has become ‘truly one of the best climbing areas in the 
world’. It’s hard not to succumb to such sales talk.

Lindsay Griffin

Spain: Costa Blanca
Chris Craggs and Alan James
Rockfax, 2013, pp456, £29.95

The Costa Blanca Rockfax guidebook keeps getting 
bigger and better. There is no doubt that this third 
edition is the premier guidebook to the area in terms 
of design, coverage, accuracy and access details. 
Apart from the sport climbing, there are long multi-
pitch trad adventures to be had (my current favourite 
is Via Gene on Cabezon de Oro, now downgraded to 
F4+) and one of my best days ever in the mountains 
was the complete traverse of the Bernia Ridge with 

Jim Fotheringham on a blue-sky day in February. This guidebook now 
includes four ridges that are serious undertakings, but as spectacular as 
anything the area has to offer.
Some rather scrappy and far-flung crags have been dropped at Sierra de 
Magdelena, Ibi, Alcoi and Baranc de l’Avern. Expat activist Al Evans 
will be disappointed that the long crag he developed at Segaria has been 
dropped, but a 25 minute uphill walk has apparently proved too much, 
unless it’s the lack of bolts up there. 
The gains, however, are significant: the most important crag to be devel-
oped in the area for some time, especially for those operating in the mid-
grades, is the magnificent Guadalest, home to nearly 160 routes. The steep 
main wall is of perfect dark grey limestone, littered with sharp, incut holds 
and extremely well equipped.
Some improvements are still possible. For some time it has been possible 
to abseil back down Espolon Pertemba without having to go up to find the 
descent ramp across the Divino face. It’s useful to know that there are more 
abseil points along the Bernia ridge than are described – at the top of every 
steep downclimb, in fact – and that red dots are the key to the winding 
route-finding on the ridge. Also that if you approach from the south you 
can begin at the East Peak and make a complete traverse. Worth knowing, 
too, that at the end of pitch 7 in this description it is possible to escape the 
ridge to the north side. 
It has to be said that all this information comes at a price. The new-routing 
Spanish climbers I’ve spoken to resent the colonialist nature of the Rockfax 

enterprise that puts nothing back into the Spanish climbing scene. They 
(mostly) offer their information and admire the end result, but are privately 
bitter about the commercial ethics of the whole business. There are ways 
of easing this situation and a bolt fund would be a good start, perhaps. The 
Spanish economy needs all the help it can get and the possible contribution 
of visiting climbers to local rural tourism by way of using village shops, 
bars and accommodation could be one benefit from this guidebook. It used 
to be the driest winter rock in Europe, although climate change has unset-
tled this claim a little. But it’s still a magnificently varied climbing location 
for most of the year. Only the Norwegians come in August, seeking north-
facing walls. 

Terry Gifford

The Great Encyclopaedia of Mountains and 
Mountaineering
Eds: Malgorzata Kielkowska, Jan Kielkowski
Stapis, Katowice, Poland, 2013

The biography section of The Great Encyclo-
paedia of Mountains and Mountaineering was 
published in September 2013. The volume, 
entitled Mountain People, is a veritable Who’s 
Who of the mountaineering world. It covers 
alpinists, modern climbers, explorers, discov-
erers, scientists, artists – all whose work helped 
allow greater accessibility and led to a deeper 
understanding of the mountains.

The tome also contains biographies of high achievers in mountain water 
sports, canoeing, ski-alpinism and many more and we are introduced to 
those who organise expeditions to the furthest corners of the world and 
those who manage and contribute to club life in various countries. Not 
to mention the hard working alpine historians, authors, publishers and 
editors of climbing and mountaineering magazines!
All in all, the publication contains some 6000 entries including many biog-
raphies of British and international mountaineers and mountain celebrities.
This book is the sixth out of a total of seven volumes of The Great Ency-
clopaedia of Mountains and Mountaineering which, at this point, contains a 
total of 4366 pages, over 22,000 entries, over 800 maps drawn or sourced 
exclusively for this publication and hundreds of illustrations. All volumes 
have been published in Polish.
Volume I –  Introduction contains general information about the moun-
tains (geology, fauna, topographic and geographic terminology) and about 
the different types of mountain-related activity, with a focus on mountain-
eering. Lots of room is given to the history of mountaineering, the ideology, 
techniques, equipment as well as related scientific research, artistic activi-
ties, journalism, collections and organisational aspects.
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work of the Master himself.
It’s difficult not to gush about this guide: it is gorgeously illustrated – I 
couldn’t find an action photo that didn’t inspire. The crag photo-diagrams 
have been brought firmly into the 21st Century and are second-to-none for 
clarity and ease of use, ditto the maps, augmented on occasion by remark-
able aerial shots of the coast. I cheered when, turning to the Bosigran 
section, I found the routes described from right to left – as you come to 
them – gasp! Now I don’t have to approach the crag from a boat. . .
Sea cliff climbing in the far south-west is very, very special and this selec-
tive guide has done it proud.

Bernard Newman

Addicted to Adventure
Bob Shepton
Adlard Coles, pp244, £12.99

‘It was a dark and stormy night. . .’ and the Rev 
Bob Shepton, the Tilman of our time, would yet 
again be somewhere in the wild North Atlantic 
in his Westerly 33 fibreglass hulled yacht, 
Dodo’s Delight, on his way to Greenland, the 
land of icebergs, icecaps, fog and stupendous 
rock walls. 
Bob’s new book, Addicted to Adventure, is an all 
too brief account of his life so far. The fact that 
he is now in his late seventies means that he 
has a lot to get through in the 204 pages of this 

book. The first half of the book details his early life and his subsequent 
pastoral and teaching career which gives the reader an idea of his old-school 
British background and the Corinthian attitude that he absorbed from his 
upbringing. His approach to modern life has similarities to the famously 
dyspeptic Tilman although Bob is more relaxed and accommodating in 
his appreciation of modern sailing technology. His sailing career has flour-
ished in more recent times, when technology (i.e. GPS) has become some-
what more reliable and genuinely helpful. 
This book is both a sailing and a climbing record of an extraordinary man. 
With so few pages it is hard to give the sort of detail that technical special-
ists from each activity would like. Personally I would like to see more 
detailed maps to show where they were all the time and the maps and 
photos to be positioned nearer the relevant pages in the manuscript.
However, whilst Bob will never receive awards for his writing style, his 
enthusiasm, energy, commitment, humour and personal kindness come 
across in spades. Not only has he sailed on a variety of boats on most 
of the world’s seas he has now crossed the ‘storm channel’ of the North 
Atlantic passage to Greenland more than 14 times, overwintered in Green-

The four following volumes: Mountains of Asia, Mountains of Europe, 
Mountains of America and Mountains of Africa, Antarctic, Australia and 
Oceania describe all the Earth’s mountain ranges and the more prominent 
massifs, mountains, peaks, valleys and glaciers, giving an overview of their 
geography and topography and a synopsis of explorations and ascents.
The seventh and final (as yet, unpublished) volume will contain, amongst 
other things, comprehensive index and dictionary.

Ola Hudowska

Itching To Climb
Barbara James
Bâton Wicks, 2014, pp 204, £9.99

Itching to Climb has now been reprinted. Described 
by Val Randall in her review in the 2012 AJ: 
‘Itching To Climb provides readers with meticulously 
detailed descriptions of the development of outdoor 
education, unquenchable enthusiasm for conveying 
knowledge and understanding of mountaineering 
history’. Of her condition Barbara says: ‘I am one of 
the statistics ... today 1:5 children & 1:12 adults have 
this very life affecting health problem. All monies I 
raise from book sales goes to the National Eczema 
Society. (BCN)

South West Climbs Vol. 2
Devon, Cornwall, The Granite Isles
Pat Littlejohn
Climbers’ Club, 2014, pp416, £25

Pat Littlejohn’s essential selective South-West Climbs 
was first published in 1979 by Ken Wilson and has 
gone from strength to strength though two subse-
quent editions. It was a winning formula: get one 
of Britain’s finest and prolific adventure climbers to 
choose and describe a selection of the country’s best 
adventure climbs and illustrate them with a collec-
tion of the finest sea cliff climbing action photo-
graphs.
This latest incarnation has been split into two 
volumes and produced by the Climbers’ Club – that 

bastion of definitive guidebook production, who are now spreading their 
wings a bit. The first volume (2012) covers the Avon, Wye Valley and 
Dorset cliffs and was written by a team of local activists, but Vol. 2 is the 
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sive biographies! 
The photos in themselves form a fantastic visual record of Peak climbing – 
more than a few are iconic images that will remind many climbers of their 
youth! My only grouse is that I would like the year that the pictures were 
taken to have been incorporated in the photo captions. As someone who 
has been selling rock boots/shoes for 40 years I can date photos from the 
rock shoes alone but I don’t expect the average reader to know anything 
about rock boot lineage apart from the great divide between the old era 
of EB’s and the arrival of modern times with the ground breaking sticky 
rubber of Boreal’s Firés in 1983. 
The text throughout the book is somewhat controversially arranged to 
incorporate quotes from activists and contemporary sources (i.e. first ascen-
tionists, comment articles from magazines etc.) which appear in a lighter 
typeface than the main text. This device gives the book a tremendous sense 
of immediacy and veracity which allows you both a reflective and consid-
ered historical view as well as seeing the climbs from the climbers’ point of 
view at the time. 
As a reference volume Peak Rock is a significant work, a real tour de force 
of historical research, authoritatively chronicling the entire known history 
of Peak climbing from 1885 to the present day. It seeks to unravel many 
of the well-known controversial incidents – for example the section on the 
first ascents of Fern Hill, Boot Hill etc on Cratcliffe provides a masterful and 
illuminating analysis of what probably happened. However, it is difficult to 
find specific incidents, routes, etc as there is no index!
The authors have a right to be proud of what they have achieved both 
literally and visually, but Peak Rock achieves more than that – it evokes the 
vibrant spirit of Peak climbing through the ages and underlines its impor-
tance as a major forcing ground of British climbing. 
Every climber interested in the development of rock climbing in the Peak 
and the people who made it happen should have a copy of this superb 
‘tome’ to dip into, especially on those cold winter nights, when all you can 
remember is your latest trip to the climbing wall!

Dick Turnbull

land (with spectacular results!) and has become the conduit of choice for 
top adventure climbers to the big seawalls in the spectacular fjords of West 
Greenland. 
In 2012 he and the ‘Wild Bunch’ (a group of trad climbers from Belgium) 
were awarded the prestigious Piolet d’Or for the style of their brilliant 
ascent from Bob’s boat of the huge 850m E7 route, the Impossible Wall in 
Sortehul Fjord in West Greenland.
Not content with this fantastic achievement, in 2013 Bob went on to navi-
gate the infamous North West Passage, sailing from Scotland to Greenland 
with a group of South African climbers who put up some spectacular big 
wall routes in Greenland. Then aboard Dodo’s Delight they threaded their 
way across the top of North America for 3000 miles through ice-bound 
channels and wild weather to Nome in Alaska. This was the first crossing 
of the North West Passage by a small fibreglass yacht, a level of commit-
ment that few would contemplate! For this and his lifetime achievement 
and activity he was awarded the yachting journalists ‘Yachtsman of the 
Year’ Award. Not bad to have top awards for his two great passions, 
climbing and sailing.
Bob’s story is a lesson on what can be done with commitment and drive. 
All you need to keep it going for a lifetime is character and Cap’n Bob has 
enough of that for two lifetimes! (Thanks to Climb magazine for permission to 
re-publish this review.)

Dick Turnbull 

Peak Rock
Phil Kelly, Graham Hoey, Giles Barker et al
Vertebrate Publishing 2013, pp396, £37.95

Wow! This is some book! No, not a book, 
rather a tome or volume, one that commands 
respect and, to be fair, is somewhat daunting! 
To start with you need to have at least E3 
shoulders and hands to handle a book that 
weighs in at approx 5lbs – and it is not a 
good bedtime read unless you have an upper 
body like Arni.
The first thing to say is that this is a magnifi-
cent production. Vertebrate Graphics have 
gone to town to make sure that the book 
physically matches the content. The front 

cover is Bernard Newman’s stunning black and white photo of Andy Pollitt 
leading Ron Fawcett’s seemingly impossible (in 1982) Scritto’s Republic on 
Millstone. Inside, the high quality 128gsm silk finish FSC (Forest Steward-
ship Council) approved paper gives a good base for the hundreds of photos 
and the massive script of over 200,000 words – the equivalent of two exten-


