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Obituaries

NE Buttress, Ben Nevis, acrylic on canvas, 51x61cm. (Tim Pollard)
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George Bintley 1932 - 2013

With the death of George Bintley in April 2013, the British climbing world 
has lost one of its most active, best-known and popular characters. For 
nearly 60 years – apart from an interlude for sailing adventure during the 
1980s – his cheerful and friendly face could be found almost every weekend 
in one or other of the barns, bothies, club huts or pubs in which climbers 
congregate. He seemed to know everyone; yet he was no extrovert, he 
never put up a new route, he wasn’t a writer, he had no connection with 
education or administration. He was just a thoroughly nice guy who loved 
the mountains.

George began his climbing career in 
the 1950s with that slightly controversial 
Wirral-based club known to outsiders 
simply as ‘the Wallasey’. This was one 
of those groups of townies – the Bradford 
Lads, the Creag Dhu and the Rock & Ice 
were better-known examples – who went 
to the hills to escape authority, to climb 
hard, to booze when funds allowed and to 
make merry. There are folk tales of what 
– depending on one’s age and outlook – 
some called high spirits and others hooli-
ganism, and in which George certainly 
played his part. Yet only a few years later 
he was invariably welcomed with open 
arms by two of the supposed ‘victims’, 
Sid Cross and Chris Briggs, of the ODG 
and Pen y Gwryd hotels respectively, 
and it’s hard to believe much harm was done. It was in the Wallasey MC 
that he met Cora Baker, a climber whose good-natured tolerance helped to 
sustain a happy marriage which ended only with George’s death.

In 1958 George traded up, with other ex-Wallasey refugees such as 
Roger Salisbury and Alan Minett, to the respectability of Merseyside’s 
senior club, the Wayfarers. There, with a wider circle of climbing partners, 
particularly Allan Stuart, he climbed consistently at VS/HVS and occa-
sionally harder (much more difficult to achieve then than now) and ticked 
off a long list of Welsh and Lakeland Classics. It was Allan who introduced 
him to the Alps, and although George invariably suffered from altitude 
sickness on the first route or two of each trip, they completed an impressive 
list of middle-grade routes, including the North Ridge of the Peigne, the 
traverse of the Drus and the Frontier Ridge of Mont Maudit.

I joined the Wayfarers in 1966, and George and I immediately clicked. 
He was a superb climbing partner, with a calm confidence and unflappa-
bility which more than made up for my nervousness. He was much the 
better rock-climber but, by chance, I was more confident on snow and 

George Bintley. (Ben Stroude)

In Memoriam

The Alpine Club Obituary  Year of Election
  (including to ACG)
 
Jeff Allison 1962
George Bintley 1970
Ray Colledge 1951
E W ‘Ted’ Dance 1992
Mike Dowler 1974
Emlyn Jones CBE 1944
Karl Lugmayer 1965
Ian (Mac) McNaught-Davis 1954
Sidney Nowill OBE 1955
Mike Pinney 1982
Paul Roberts 1969
Andrew Stuart CMG 1964
John Tyson OBE MC 1952

As usual, the Editor will be pleased to receive obituaries for any of those 
above not included in the following pages.
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ice, so that in the Alps we became quite a useful team and thoroughly 
enjoyed knocking off the classic mixed routes at Chamonix, the most 
boastworthy being the Route Major and the Innominata Route on Mont 
Blanc. However, while retreating from the East Face Direct on the Réquin 
in 1978, we stupidly slipped on the steep slope of afternoon slush below 
the rocks and, but for the good fortune of hitting an isolated boulder some 
500 ft lower, would have undoubtedly ended up very dead on the Mer de 
Glace, a long way below. George, though much battered, very gallantly 
crawled to the hut to initiate my rescue. 

That episode put an end to alpine climbing for a time, but George 
had long been an admirer of fellow-Wayfarer Bill Tilman. He sought, in 
admittedly pale imitation, to learn a new set of ropes so that, during most 
summers in the 1980s he was to be found more often at sea than in the hills. 
In pursuit of mountains near the sea we did once reach northern Spain but 
found that it just took too long. Home waters were more productive and in 
one memorable 6-week cruise from the Wirral to the Hebrides and back, 
George knocked off no fewer than 25 Munros/Corbetts as he went. The 
‘sea interlude’ did not last but Munro-bagging did and he duly completed 
the list; a feat made the more impressive as he had never owned or driven 
a car, and consequently became an expert on Scottish public transport. Not 
that he had ever normally suffered from a lack of lifts; as an electrician at 
the local shipbuilders he had been known as ‘the only Sparks at Lairds with 
six chauffeurs.’

Despite such distractions, rock-climbing was always George’s first love, 
and as a summer evening habitué of Helsby crag – much more important 
as a training ground then than now, in these days of indoor walls – he had 
befriended some of the Climbers’ Club ‘Cheshire set’, particularly Hugh 
Banner and Derek Walker. They introduced him to the CC and a yet wider 
circle of friends. Later, with a promiscuity which was really just a tribute to 
his popularity, George was induced, additionally, to join the Fell & Rock 
and the Merseyside CC. As he had long been an Alpine Club member as 
well, it can be seen how the word ‘clubbable’ might have been especially 
coined. Few men holding down a full-time job in industry, and with a close 
and loving family, can have used their weekends and limited holidays to 
better advantage. His life was full of action, adventure and kindness to 
others, and the climbing world is much the poorer for his passing.

Ben Stroude

Ray Colledge 
1922 - 2014

Of all the climbers I have 
known from more than six 
decades of activity within 
the sport, Ray was the most 
unlikely looking ‘hard man’, 
for he was quiet, self effacing 
and unassuming. Of medium 
height and slim build with 
an almost cherubic face, he 
looked much younger than 
he was, but despite these 
misleading impressions he 
burnt with an inner fire that 
few other British moun-
taineers of his generation 
equalled.

Born in Coventry, Ray 
grew up on a farm outside the city and having left school as a teenager 
found work with an engineering company as a costing clerk. He was called 
up into the RAF during the War, serving with a mobile radar unit which 
went to Normandy immediately after D-Day. He saw action in France and 
Germany, and was there when the American and Russian forces met up 
outside Berlin.

Discharged from the RAF, Ray began to visit the hills and in 1946 at 
the Idwal YH met Dennis Davis. This was to be a life-changing event for 
Ray for their climbing partnership was to last many years, particularly in 
the Alps, where they climbed many Grandes Courses together over more 
than ten Alpine seasons, beginning in 1949. Today’s climbers have little 
idea what alpine climbing entailed in those post-war years – rationing, 
travelling by train, and with limited finances due to exchange controls. 
But from the first they headed for the great classics, the Innominata, the 
Brenva Spur, the Diables Ridge. One particularly impressive feature of 
Ray’s climbing was that he could only ever manage a two or three-week 
holiday throughout his whole career, saving these for Alpine forays.

Ray was a lifelong member of the Midland Association of Mountain-
eers, and was elected to the Alpine Club in 1951. 

In 1952 he was invited to take part in Eric Shipton’s controversial expe-
dition to Cho Oyo (8201m). The trip was planned as a ‘training expedition’ 
for Everest 1953 and included many who would go on the successful expe-
dition the following year: Hillary, Lowe, Evans, Gregory, Bourdillon, and 
Griffith Pugh the scientist.

Little has been written about this expedition for there were some conflicts 
about the outcome. It was felt the mountain was unclimbable from the 

Ray Colledge in 1952. (Colledge archive/
Mark Harrison)
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south, and from the north it meant 
encroaching into Tibet, high on 
the mountain. Shipton refused to 
agree to this, for their permit was 
to attempt the mountain from 
Nepal and so, almost without any 
real serious attempt on the peak, 
the climb was called off, much to 
Ray’s dismay, for he maintained 
that the approach on the moun-
tain’s north side was open, there 
were no border guards there, and 
the mountain was technically easy. 
He made his views known strongly 
about this, which probably cost 
him a place on the 1953 expedi-
tion, for unfairly he was branded a 
troublemaker! 

On his return to the UK he 
confided to Dennis Davis that if he 
had been there with him, he was 
certain they could have climbed 
Cho Oyu. Which may not be too 
far-fetched, for the mountain is 

now agreed to be the easiest of the 8000m peaks.
After the abandonment of the attempt on Cho Oyu the climbers headed 

off in different directions to explore areas of the Rowaling Himalaya. In the 
Menlung area, Ray with Tom Bourdillon climbed Ripimo Shar (6705m). 
For this climb Griffith Pugh persuaded Colledge to test rates of oxygen 
flow. These data would prove crucial in determining the usage on Everest 
in 1953. 

Harriet Tuckey, Pugh’s daughter, told me that her father had the highest 
regard for Ray and considered him one of the few climbers in 1952 who 
understood how crucial his high altitude physiological work would prove 
to the successful ascent of Everest.

Despite the shortness of his holidays, through the 1950s into the 1960s 
Ray racked up a truly impressive list of ascents in the Alps, usually just 
two or three each season, but always major climbs: the North Face of the 
Triolet, the Red Sentinel, North Face Dent d’Hérens, the Cassin Route on the 
Piz Badile, South Ridge of the Aiguille Noire de Peuterey, the Route Major, 
and the North Face of the Grosshorn in the Bernese Oberland.

Only once during his many alpine climbs was Ray involved in an acci-
dent. This happened when climbing as two ropes of two, high on the Aigu-
ille Blanche de Peuterey. Dennis Davis with a partner had climbed far 
ahead, and Ray with an American climber was bringing up the rear. At 
one point an abseil was required and Ray went down first. The American 

followed, bouncing heavily on 
the double ropes, at which point 
the anchor failed and he fell to 
his death. Ray was left on the 
mountain alone, without a rope 
and his other two companions 
too far ahead to be contacted. 
Somehow, he managed a solo 
descent of the mountain and 
raised the alarm.

I met Ray when I moved to 
work in Derby at the end of 1959. 
The town was then a hot-bed of 
climbing activity, and one of the 
presiding spirits was Nat Allen 
with whom I re-formed the Rock 
and Ice Club. Ray occasionally 
attended some of our meets and 
was happy to fall in and climb 
with our new recruits, including 
Gordon Smith, Dez Hadlum 
and Jimmy Fullalove (a.k.a Dan 
Boone). 

In 1969 Ray managed to slot 
in three major routes into his 
allotted two-week holiday. Having been let down as to a climbing partner 
he drove out to Chamonix on the off-chance, and teamed up with Dan 
Boone. Their first route was the Walker Spur, which posed little difficulty 
despite their lack of acclimatisation. Next up was the Pear Buttress of Mont 
Blanc, which is now rarely climbed due to its difficult and dangerous 
approach, and finishing off with the North Face of the Eiger (one of Ray’s 
keenest ambitions). This was the third British ascent, and was not achieved 
without some alarms. Dan climbing up the edge of one of the ice fields 
decided to layback on the edge of the ice, which broke off and he fell 120 
feet. Ray stopped him by whipping the rope around a spike. In the Exit 
Cracks on the third day they were overtaken by a violent storm, and when 
it eased Dan’s rock climbing skills came to the fore and they finally gained 
the summit. Ray had just a few hours sleep in the valley before he had to 
head for home and back to work. Few climbers aged 47 can have covered 
so much ground in just a two week holiday.

Ray was always amiable and I enjoyed several climbs with Ray in the UK 
perhaps the most outstanding being the Western Gully of the Black Ladders 
in winter with Dennis Davis, Derrick Burgess and Ray Handley. On one 
occasion, during a lecture about his 1969 season, Ray was engrossed in 
an animated account of crossing a huge bergschrund to reach the Pear 
Buttress, all the while walking backwards across the stage. He was so 

Ray Colledge on the Cassin Route, Piz Badile. 
(Colledge archive/Mark Harrison)

Ray Colledge on Curving Crack, Cloggy. 
(Colledge archive/Mark Harrison)
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gripped at re-living the story he fell off the stage into the laps of the front 
row of the audience. 

I guess Ray Colledge was an unsung hero of British climbing, for unlike 
today’s fame-seekers who report their every move on the social media, he 
kept his own counsel and climbed for the sheer love of the sport and the 
outdoors. He kept active, skiing and walking into his old age, and few 
have enjoyed such a wealth of mountain experiences. He never married, 
and noted that none of his climbing friends who were, with families, were 
keen to climb routes like the Eigerwand with him because of the perceived 
danger. But together during the long period he was mountaineering with 
Dennis Davis, they must have made one of the strongest ropes in the 
history of British alpinism. 

Dennis Gray

Dennis Davis writes: I first met Ray Colledge at Idwal Cottage Youth Hostel 
in North Wales. Ray was a forceful character, when it came to mountains. 
He would always plan the routes he wanted to do in Alps.

I was once invited to his home in Spondon near Derby, but on arrival I 
realized I had forgotten the number of his house. I stopped to ask a young 
lady walking by whether she knew him. I explained he was single and had 
a green MGB sports car. She answered, ‘No, but when you do find his 
address will you give it to me?’

We travelled to the Alps frequently together and on one occasion we 
took Ray’s MGB. After I’d done a spell of driving he took over, but before 
setting off he meticulously wiped the steering wheel, and put on white 
driving gloves.

Over time we did many Alpine routes together, among them the Macug-
naga Face of Monte Rosa, and the North Face of Aiguille de Bionnassay, 
(along the ice ridge which appeared to overhang on both sides! Then up to 
the Vallot hut to traverse Mont Blanc, Mont Maudit, Mont Blanc de Tacul 
and down to Montenvers and Chamonix). In the course of one holiday we 
did the Cassin Route on the Badile and the first British ascent of the North 
Face of the Grosshorn.

I shall never forget the happy times with Ray and the pleasure he gave 
us. He will not be forgotten.

Ted Dance 1927 - 2013

Ted Dance was one of the finest hill and mountain athletes of his genera-
tion – and all this without training, or so it seemed. He often said he didn’t 
need to train and would argue you to a standstill on the point. Within his 
range of activities, argument was one of his preferred sports. You could at 
least be sure of good conversation along the way, and best tempted out of 
him while you were going uphill, breathless, but making the occasional 
contentious provocation in order to keep him within sight. He would argue 

even if you agreed with him. No 
matter, there was no malice in him.

Ted was born in Bangalore, India, 
in 1927, the first of three brothers 
and a sister. His father’s work as a 
chemist in textiles had taken him 
and his mother from the UK. The 
children began school as boarders in 
the Nilgiri hills. When Ted was nine, 
the family moved back to live in Sale, 
Cheshire, where his father took on a 
newsagents shop. 

He met Geoff Eglinton at Sale 
Grammar School and they became 
life-long friends. Geoff went on to 
Manchester University, and Ted 
started his working life in ICI at Blackley, Manchester, studying externally 
for his Chemistry degree. He stayed with ICI for the whole of his working 
life, retiring early in the 1980s. 

Geoff introduced Ted to the outdoors, and to the Manchester University 
Mountaineering Club, the pair writing a rock climbing guide to Quellyn, 
published by the MUMC in 1954. Ted was a bold rock climber – on one 
inspired day he soloed all the VSs on Kern Knotts, up one, down the next, 
in little more than an hour. 

Ted joined the Rucksack Club in 1951 (age 24) and was soon breaking 
long distance walking records (Marsden – Edale in 4hrs 29 mins) and in 
1953 with Neil Mather repeated the the Tan Hill – Cat and Fiddle in just 
over 54 hours. In the early 1960s orienteering caught his imagination; 
and he was a founder member and later President of the Manchester and 
District Orienteering Club (1966 – 1969).

From these beginnings Gerry Charnley evolved the idea of a two-day 
mountain marathon, now the KIMM. The first two, of 1968 and 1969, 
were won by Ted and Bob Astles. 

Ted’s Alpinism also began with the Rucksack Club. In 1953 he was with 
a strong party which climbed the Dent Blanche and attempted the west-
north-west face of the Dent d’Hérens. This mountain required four attempts 
until success in 1992 by the route from the Aosta side. Later he went on to 
climb the Couturier Couloir on the Aiguille Verte with Ron Moseley. 

It was the route itself that mattered most in his earlier Alpinism (e.g. 
successes on the Aiguille du Chardonnet by the Forbes Arête, the SW 
Ridge of the Moine, the Charmoz-Grépon traverse, the traverse of Les 
Courtes, to name but a few). Parsimony was a hallmark of Ted’s attitude 
to equipment – he used the same crampons for 50 years; they had very 
short spikes towards the end!

Commitment, determination, strength, fitness, stamina – all these 
enabled Ted to join the Rucksack Club expedition to Masherbrum in 1957 

Ted Dance, 2011. (Geoff Eglinton)



T h e  A l p i n e  J o u r n A l  2 0 1 4374 i n  m e m o r i A m 375

led by Joe Walmsley. This 
turned out to be a tough propo-
sition, the summit not reached  
after weeks of graft. Unhappily, 
Bob Downes died of pulmonary 
oedema and the team struggled 
indefatigably and successfully 
to get his body down. 

Joe wrote recently that Ted 
was among the best; worked 
tirelessly pulled his weight to 
the utmost to reach 25,000 
feet following a distressing and 
arduous descent to recover the 
body. 

News travelled slowly 
and was not always prop-
erly checked, it was reported 
that Ted had died, not Bob. 
The Manchester Guardian and 
Evening News printed Ted’s obit-
uary, and for want of detail the 
Evening News based theirs on the 
colourful memories supplied by 
his landlady!

Ted married Kath in 1960, 
with daughters, Janet, Cath-
erine and Ruth to follow. They 

had started married life in Atherton, near Bolton, Lancashire, but moved 
to an old farmhouse, Martinside, above Chapel-en-le-Frith in the Peak 
District. Ted commuted a daily round trip of about 50 miles by bicycle. 

With a boundless enthusiasm for new challenges, in 1968 Ted completed 
a circuit of the 2500ft summits of the Lake District, along with John East-
wood and Stan Bradshaw, assisted by Dennis Weir, a walk that covered 
105 miles with 43,065ft of ascent in 70 hours. 

Perhaps the boldest of Ted’s pioneering walks was the North Wales 
Horseshoe, almost certainly a result of a map reading error. He had spotted 
the line on the quarter inch map of Wales, and mistaken it for a map of 
twice that scale. The route covers some 140 miles with 40,000ft of ascent 
and became the Holy Grail for that generation of ultra-distance walkers. 
Originally to start at Prestatyn and heading for Barmouth via Cader Idris, 
in 1979 a threesome of Ted, Geoff Bell and Mike Cudahy set out in the 
reverse direction from Aber via the Welsh Threes, Moelwyns and Rhinogs 
to Barmouth where Ted was forced to retire with sore feet.

Ted took early retirement from ICI in the 1980s and in later years became 
keen to complete the 4000m summits. Between us we climbed all of the 

Bernese, Zermatt and Saas 4000m peaks, and a number of the Chamonix, 
Courmayeur and outlying giants. If Ted had begun the 4000m list earlier in 
life, there is little doubt that he would have completed them. 

In his seventies, with Tom Gerrard, one of his oldest and long supporting 
friends, Ted traversed from the Midi téléphèrique station over Mont Blanc 
du Tacul, Mont Maudit, and Mont Blanc, descending over the Dôme du 
Goûter to the valley via the Goûter hut in one long day.

Innovator, pioneer, motivator, this spare of frame athlete was climber, 
mountaineer, harrier, orienteer, record breaker, alpinist, tour guide and 
family man. It has been a privilege to know him and we extend our condo-
lences to Kath and Ted’s three daughters.

John Allen and Tom Gerrard

Karl Lugmayer 
1926 - 2013

Karl Lugmayer, born 1926 
in Upper Austria, was just 
18 years old when he was 
taken prisoner and spent the 
rest of the war in a British 
prisoner of war camp. 
Returning home in 1946, he 
threw himself into moun-
taineering. It was the start of 
one of the most impressive 
of Austrian mountaineering 
careers. Climbing with 
Allen Steck from Berkeley, 
California, he climbed all the big walls of the Eastern and Western Alps: 
the north wall of the Grosse Zinne, the north-west wall of the Civetta (5th 
ascent of the Comici’s direttissima), the Grossglockner north wall and the 
Däumling east ridge. Shortly afterwards, he soloed the north wall of the 
Dent d’Hérens. 

In August 1952 Lugmayer, Hans Ratay and Erich Vanis made the ninth 
ascent of the Eiger Nordwand. Setting out on 6 August, they had a cold 
first bivouac and woke to an icy morning with 25cm of new snow. Missing 
the route, they lost a day and returned to the bivouac for a second night. At 
last, on the third day they had better conditions and crossed the Traverse of 
The Gods and climbed quickly through the White Spider where Lugmayer 
was hit by a stone. Nevertheless, in the evening of the third day, in the 
light of the setting sun, they climbed along the summit ridge to the top. 
Throughout the climb Lugmayer had suffered acute toothache.

In 1954 on the Austrian Alpine Club Andes Expedition Lugmayer made 
five first ascents including Navado Sorapo (6143m), in the Cordillera Huay-

Ted Dance on the Pointe de Cenastre. (Tom 
Gerrard) Erich Vanis, Karl Lugmayer and Hans Ratay after 

making the ninth ascent of the North Face of the 
Eiger, August 1952. (Lugmayer archive)
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huash in Peru. In 1961 he climbed Kilimanjaro and in 1965 he crossed the 
Andes by bicycle, on the way making a solo ascent of Aconcagua (6961m).

His account of the first winter ascent of the North Face of the Scher-
mberg was published in the Alpine Journal (LXX, Nov 1965, No.311 pp286-
293).

Reinhold Messner was to remark ‘Lugmayer was my role model.’
Karl is survived by his wife, Elisabeth and his five children, Barbara, 

Ilga, Karl, Elisabeth and Theresia.
John Fairley

Allen Steck writes: I was studying in Switzerland when I got a letter from a 
friend in California saying I should contact Karl in Vienna as he was inter-

ested in a summer 
climbing trip. 

We met in Vienna, 
liked each other and 
made plans for a long 
bicycle trip from his 
home in Wolfern, 
upper Austria, all 
the way to Mont 
Blanc. By the time 
we left Wolfern, we 
had already climbed 
the two super-routes 
on the Fleishbank, 
the east and south-
east routes. One of 
the next stops was 
the north face of the 
Cima Grande, where 

Karl took a long fall when a pin pulled. Luckily he was unhurt. Moving 
on, we climbed the Civetta, then the north face of the Grossglockner. Karl 
was good at finding us lodging in various small places with haylofts or we 
slept in cornfields. 

We didn’t do much in the Mont Blanc region…just a traverse of the Aigu-
ille du Diable. We’d hoped for a major route but a sore ankle prevented it. 

We last met in Genoa when I was about to board a ship for the voyage 
home. We discussed our war experiences. He told me how he was sent to 
the front in Flanders in 1944 where his unit was surprised by heavy British 
artillery. One morning at dawn he looked up from his foxhole and saw a 
British personal carrier approaching. As it passed his position he jumped 
up and leapt into the vehicle, parting the rifle barrels. He spent the next two 
years in a POW camp in England.

‘Mac’ Ian McNaught-Davis 
1929 - 2014

With the death of Mac our little 
world has lost a giant; its clown 
prince of British climbing. He was a 
man of many parts; a leading Alpi-
nist in the 1950s with a string of 
British firsts, and with Joe Brown, 
Tom Patey and John Hartog, 
making the first ascent of the ‘impos-
sible’ Mustagh Tower in the Kara-
koram. In the 1960s he became a TV 
personality taking part in most, if 
not all, of the BBC’s Outside Broad-
casts including the biggest and best 
one, the Old Man of Hoy, where 
he provided light relief to Brown’s 
laconic understatement and Boning-
ton’s earnest professionalism. He 
later found a different kind of fame, 
fronting television programmes on 
computing, then in its infancy and 
later still he became President of the 
BMC and then the UIAA where he 
was a thorn in the flesh of the arch-conservative Swiss.

Above all Mac was an action man, a fun-loving, gregarious extrovert 
who lived life to the full. He loved mountains and climbing and managed 
to remain active well into his 70s. I was lucky enough to climb with him 
for the last 30 years of his life and we had unforgettable adventures in 
Wales, the Alps, Spain, Kenya, South Africa, the States and Chile. It was 
an unlikely partnership. Both of us were tolerated by the glitterati of British 
climbers for our humour and, in Mac’s case, his ability. To our surprise we 
hit it off immediately when we realised we both had the ability to make 
each other laugh. This carried on almost to the end of his life and, as Mac 
said, got us out of some serious situations. 

Another potential problem was that Mac was seriously wealthy and I 
wasn’t. Mac’s solution was simple: ‘I’ll pay the big bills and you pay the 
small ones.’ It worked throughout our partnership, though on occasion the 
small ones weren’t that small.

Mac had an endless fund of stories about his illustrious past, with Arthur 
Dolphin, Tom Patey, Al Alvarez and, of course, his oldest friend, Joe 
Brown, with whom he made many new routes on Gogarth. I always felt 
that many people imagined Joe hauling him up on a tight rope, but Mac had 
immense strength and natural ability. At Harrison’s he could still climb the 
classic 5cs well into his 60s. Though he usually preferred me to lead, I was 

Mac. (Jim Curran)

Karl Lugmayer in the Dolomites in 2012, NW face of 
the Civetta in the background. (Allen Steck)
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under no illusion that when push 
came to shove Mac would rise to 
the occasion. This was epitomised 
on the last iced-up pitch on Mount 
Kenya, though it remains the only 
time I ever saw Mac seriously tired 
on the descent. But a week later, 
climbing the Arrow Glacier on Kili-
manjaro he was undoubtedly faster 
and fitter than I was. Sadly the last 
three years were painful as Mac 
suffered from Alzheimer’s Disease. 
He was lovingly cared for by his 
wife Loreto and even occasionally 
managed a flash of his old humour.

Mac, climber, writer, speaker 
and wit has left us but I will never 
forget the most generous and big-
hearted companion I have ever had 
the privilege to know.

Jim Curran

John Cleare writes: A doughty climber 
and irrepressible companion, 

beneath Mac’s larger-than-life exterior lurked a remarkably kindly and 
generous fellow. It was in February ’61 that first we met after a CUMC 
Annual Dinner at which I was a guest and he was the guest speaker. Next 
day, very much the worse for wear, I’d just started breakfast in an Indian 
restaurant when in staggered Mac, also in search of a curry cure-all. Recog-
nising a fellow-suffer, he joined me, soon discovering that I was a photog-
rapher on a glossy fashion magazine, and more to the point, I had a decent 
alpine record. As he was a keen photographer we had much in common.

‘Are you in the AC?’, he demanded. ‘Why not?’ 
‘Are you in the CC? Why not?’
‘We must see about fixing that!’
It was Mac who proposed me for both these august bodies and thus in 

due course I found myself part of the mountaineering establishment.
We would often meet for lunch and climbing talk at a curry house 

between Fleet Street and his office in Southampton Row, and that summer 
we climbed together in the Lakes – not my usual stamping ground – where 
Mac introduced me to his favourite classics such as Troutdale Pinnacle, 
White Ghyll Wall and so on, as well as to prominent Lakeland climbers. 

I’m not quite sure how Mac became a BBC celeb, though his outgoing 
personality and myriad connections obviously had much to do with it. 
He’d spent time working in Paris, climbing regularly at Fontainebleau with 
the local hot-shots, and was thus able to involve a token Frenchman, his 

chum Paragot, on the 
first BBC Live TV climb 
in 1963. This took place 
on dank, mist-shrouded 
Cloggy and – as they 
say – there were lessons 
to be learned. Conse-
quently Mac had been the 
token Brit on RTF’s Eiffel 
Tower climb the following 
Easter, so he was already a 
seasoned TV climber when 
the Beeb scheduled another 
go. By now they’d realised 
that live TV climbing was 
as much circus as climb and 
Mac suggested the great roof 
at Kilnsey as the ‘big top’ for 
the July ’64 broadcast. Not 
only was the Wharfedale 
weather fairly reliable and 
there was road access to the 
foot of the crag, but an evening finale, with floodlights on the white lime-
stone, promised to be a right spectacle. 

‘Just your line of country!’ said Mac. ‘They need a proper climbing 
cameraman. I’ll get you involved.’ And so I was co-opted into the BBC 
Climbing Circus, a great team of technicians and climbers for which Mac 
was an inspirational catalyst. The series of BBC climbs, televised live 
throughout the ’60s, are now history: the Matterhorn (’65) and Old Man 
of Hoy (’67) were merely the famous ones and did much to introduce our 
game to the general public. Mac The Telly was the constant star, usually 
climbing with his chum Joe Brown – the perfect foil – and so guaranteeing 
a lively flow of witty commentary. 

Those introductions of Mac’s opened a whole series of new doors for 
me, and looking back I can see but for that hung-over breakfast curry, I 
might have spent the ensuing forty years shooting fashion models and 
tasteless cookery books.

Mac on the Mustagh Tower expedition, June 
– July 1956. (Joe Brown coll.)

Mac (right), live on the 
summit of the Matterhorn 
during the Centenary 
broadcast, July 1961. 
Heini Taugwalder on 
left and two members 
of the Carrel family. 
(John Cleare / Mountain 
Camera Picture Library)

Mac – a pioneering entrepreneur of computing.
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Sidney Edward Payn Nowill OBE (1921-2013)

Sidney Nowill was what that now defunct periodical Readers Digest 
would have styled as ‘the most remarkable personality I ever knew’. 
Scholar, author, economist, political analyst, painter, photographer, art 
connoisseur, gourmet, wine buff, raconteur and compulsive traveller, 
Sidney was above all a passionate mountaineer.

That his extraordinary life well exceeded three score years and ten and 
that his formidable mind remained unsullied to the end, is testament to his 
determination to live life to the full, notwithstanding that his early years 
were dogged by ill health. Intimations of mortality might have induced 
Sidney to write the first volume of his autobiography The Mountains of 
My Life at the precocious age of 33. Published by Blackwoods – whose 
literary magazine became his vehicle to record his more memorable moun-
taineering adventures – this rare book not only describes his early climbs 
in Turkey and Alps, but also his Arcadian upbringing at Bournabat, the 
family’s country retreat above Smyrna. The writing has a haunting, lyrical 
quality which perhaps gets closer to Sidney’s inner psyche than anything 
he wrote or said about himself in later years. 

For it was from Bournabat that, as a sickly child, he would gaze long-
ingly towards the snow-clad Nimph Dag, his first ‘mountain love’ and the 
one that sowed the seeds of what became a lifelong passion. His Turkish 
upbringing also shaped much of his complex personality and cosmopolitan 
outlook. His family were part of the great British mercantile dynasty in the 
Levant that made Smyrna the commercial jewel of the Ottoman Empire 
until its catastrophic destruction in 1922. Sidney’s great-uncle had origi-
nally come out to Istanbul from England in 1865 to make his fortune. His 
grandmother was the redoubtable matriarch Magdalen Whittall who left 
256 direct descendents.

Sidney was born in Istanbul in 1921 but educated in England travel-
ling to and from school on the old Orient Express which not infrequently 
became snow-bound on the Balkan Plain. As a scholar at Rugby, he had 
intended to read modern languages at Trinity College, Cambridge, but the 
severe illnesses that had blighted his childhood frustrated that ambition. 

Returning to Istanbul on the eve of the Second World War, he was 
recruited to work for British Intelligence as his father had done during the 
First World War. His boss was the notorious traitor Kim Philby who, in 
Sidney’s own words, he ‘cordially loathed’.

After the war, Sidney began full-time work with MI6 in London, but 
had to retire prematurely after failing the medical. The imprint of clan-
destine work always remained with him and in his writings he adopted 
Ashenden as his nom de plume after Somerset Maughan’s First World 
War Secret Service hero. After this early career hiccup Sidney joined his 
father’s import business in Istanbul and thereafter, until his eventual retire-
ment to England, his working life was Turkish based. 

His business acumen, highly-tuned political antennae and fluency in 

Turkish and several other 
languages made him an 
authority on the country’s 
commercial and political 
scene. He ran a Turkish public 
company Catalkaya and for 
forty-years was prominent 
in the affairs of the British 
Chamber of Commerce in 
Turkey. With his access to 
influential Turks, his insider 
advice was much valued by a 
line of British Ambassadors. 
In 1971 he was appointed 
External Economic Adviser 
to Shell with whose chairmen, 
particularly Peter Holmes, he 
established very close friend-
ships. A former US ambas-
sador to Turkey’s tribute: ‘Your 
insight into the political process 
and economic development 
of Turkey is unmatched’ was 

more economically matched by HMG’s award of an OBE.
Early setbacks and traumas can be the making of a mountaineer. Sidney’s 

youthful ill-health acted as a spur, though living in Turkey gave him few 
opportunities to meet fellow climbers. Only when he was 28 did he enter 
the Alpine lists and then proceeded to climb the Matterhorn during his first 
season. 

In his approach to mountaineering Sidney was essentially a traditionalist 
whose circumstances initially steered him towards the company of profes-
sional guides with whom he formed lasting friendships. In the five years 
prior to his election to the Alpine Club in 1955, his three seasons of classic 
routes in the Pennine Alps were done with Alfons Franzen and his three in 
the Dolomites with Celso Degasper. 

Ever ambitious to tackle the best classic alpine routes, his most notable 
included the Zmutt ridge, the Marinelli Couloir and a three-day epic on the 
Peuterey Ridge with Elizabeth Parry.

Sidney was a compulsive mountain traveller, a family trait inherited 
by his two sons Julian and Edward to their father’s great satisfaction. His 
numerous visits to remoter ranges were usually with his imperturbable wife 
Hilary whether in sickness or in health with blithe disregard for each other’s 
physical or other frailties. These including the Yemen, Iran, Lahul, the 
Karakoram, the Rockies, Zanskar, the Himalaya, the Andes, Patagonia or 
wherever wanderlust took him. Yet the mountains dearest to his heart were 
those of Turkey for which he became the acknowledged expert. Having 

Sidney Nowill on the Ala Dagh Taurus trip, 
Turkey, December 1961. (John Harding)
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first cut his climbing teeth on the Ulu Dag above Bursa, his many Turkish 
expeditions took in Ergiyas Dag in Central Anatolia, the Ala Dag Taurus, 
Hakkiari in Turkish Kurdistan and the Kackar Dag above the Black Sea.

Sidney was in his element in these remote ranges where his preference 
was to climb with glamorous oreads such as Elizabeth Parry, Nigella 
Hall (née Blandy) and his cousin Phillipa Treadwell. On one particularly 
successful expedition to the Ala Dag in 1963, his modest boast was to 
have shared twenty-nine successive bivouacs with this gorgeous harem. 
The same visit also enabled him to make the second British ascent of his 
old adversary the Demirkazek, the ‘Iron Stake’, by the eponymous couloir 
pioneered by Robin Hodgkin and Edward Peck in 1943. It was particularly 
appropriate that Ted Peck should have been Sidney’s proposer for his AC 
membership. 

I first climbed with Sidney and Nigella Blandy in 1961 when we brushed 
with the Ulu Dag, Erciyas and the Ala Dag. In 1965, Sidney, Hilary and I 
were the first British party into Hakkiari since Weir and Scott’s 1957 foray. 
His May 1986 Ala Dag expedition, when it snowed solidly for a fortnight, 
effectively closed his serious climbing days. All these were revelatory visits 
in which Sidney’s fluency in Turkish and his unrivalled knowledge of the 
country and its peoples added a wholly different dimension to the experi-
ence.

Sidney’s idiosyncratic personality, intellectual acuity and honesty 
manifested itself in robust and cogently expressed views on politics and 
economics, and a tendency to revert to litigation when he considered this 
appropriate. This was strong meat to some as was his disinclination to bear 
either fools or rogues gladly. Yet this unusually gifted man possessed a 
deep humanity and his particular gifts of friendship, loyalty and unstinting 
generosity will never be forgotten by those who had the privilege of 
knowing him.

John Harding 

Mike Pinney 1951 - 2014

Born in Solihull, Warwickshire, on 21 July 1951, Mike did not take long 
to embrace a lifelong interest in the outdoors; an interest fine-tuned during 
his time with the Scouts. With strengths in maths and physics it seemed 
natural that Mike would develop these talents and in 1973 he graduated 
from Southampton University with a BSc in mechanical engineering after 
serving as a university apprentice at Lucas Gas Turbine Equipment.

After gaining his degree Mike spent the rest of his professional life as 
an aeronautical engineer with Westland Helicopters, becoming an active 
member of the Royal Aeronautical Society and eventually specialising in 
computing and data acquisition. 

As a young man Mike developed his interest in hill-walking, camping 
and canoeing, which inevitably progressed to his commitment and enthu-

siasm for climbing and 
mountaineering. His first 
Alpine season was in 1974 
after which he was smitten. 
But Mike did not simply 
climb; as with his work he 
contributed considerably to 
every organisation of which 
he subsequently became a 
member. He was an active 
founder member and Presi-
dent of the Yeovil Moun-
taineering Club, a member 
of the Climbers’ Club and 
of the Association of British 
Members of the Swiss 
Alpine Club (ABMSAC), 
of which he was a past 
President. He retained a 
life-long commitment to the Britannia Hut. He joined the Alpine Club in 
1982 and following his retirement in 2011 joined the committee to become 
the Honorary Treasurer until his untimely death in 2014.

Mike ran the joint Alpine meets for longer than most people can 
remember, but certainly for several decades, and he followed these with 
Alps reunion meets at the George Starkey Hut in Patterdale. This, of 
course, gave him ample opportunity to indulge his passion for the 4000m 
peaks, which he completed in 2007. 

Retirement provided further opportunities to explore regions further 
afield and he jumped at the chance to visit the mountains of Nepal, India, 
Antarctica and Canada. Although I had known Mike for many years 
through ski-touring and ice climbing trips to the Alps, it was on expeditions 
to the greater ranges where our all too short deeper friendship developed. 
Sharing a tent with Mike in the Indian Himalaya in 2012 led me to fully 
appreciate his many qualities. Quiet and shy by nature he enthusiastically 
endorsed any reasonable climbing objectives, adding sound constructive 
comments and good judgement. In contrast to many climbers he also knew 
when to be silent. 

It was soon evident that the impressive north-west face of Barmal 
(5879m), our primary objective in 2012, was unsuitable but we still had 
plenty of alternative objectives such as Oti-ka-danda (5782m) and the 
plethora of unclimbed peaks at the head of the Sematoli cirque. We began 
with Kagbhusandi Parbat (5301m) and continued with Peak 5515 before 
Mike climbed Peak 5120 with Stuart Worsfold in his enthusiasm to get 
the most out of the expedition – so typical of Mike when in the mountain 
environment.

Later that year we were again together, this time on the AC expedition to 

Mike Pinney. (Marion Parsons)
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the Antarctic Penin-
sula. Like the others, 
Mike endured the 
long Drake Passage 
crossing from 
Ushuaia to become 
entranced by whales, 
dolphins, penguins 
and Antarctica’s 

other abundant wild-life. But exploratory mountaineering was the raison 
d’être of the expedition and this did not disappoint. Exploration of the 
Belgica Glacier leading to first ascents of Alencar Peak (1592m), Peak 
1333, Peak 2032 (Belgica Dome), Peak 1475 and Lancaster Hill were 
all added to Mike’s tally. While poor weather prevented further explora-
tion we did get the opportunity to visit the Darwin Range in Chile before 
returning to the UK.

With his increasing free time Mike and I planned a private expedition 
to the Zanskar region of India with Tony Westcott and Chris Storie in the 
Autumn of 2013. Our plan was to explore the Pensilungpa Valley where we 
had identified a number of unclimbed 5000m peaks. It was to be another 
highly successful expedition where we managed the first ascents of Peak 
5802 (Hidden Peak) and Peak 5825 (Twin Peak). We narrowly failed on 
Peak 5641 when time, distance and increasing difficulty forced a retreat, 
but safety was always our first concern.

2014 was to have been a bumper year. Mike and I had spent consider-
able energy organising the Alpine Club expedition to the Cordillera Blanca 
in the Peruvian Andes and over last Christmas we refined our plans with 
other team members. Mike’s tragic death following a fall in Snowdonia on 
9 March left a huge hole in the team that was impossible to fill. We had 
also planned a private expedition to the Spiti Valley in the Indian Hima-
laya where more exploratory mountaineering was involved. The Peruvian 
expedition has already taken place, and that to India will go ahead, but 
there is little doubt that Mike’s memory will continue to be foremost in our 
thoughts as we explore these more distant regions.

Mike’s companionship, generosity, enthusiasm, self-effacement and 
compatibility will be sorely missed by his many friends, as too will be his 
contribution to the organisation and smooth running of those clubs and 
organisations to which he dedicated considerable time and energy.

Derek Buckle

Mike approaching the 
summit of Peak 5515, 
Semartoli Valley, 
India, 2012. (Derek 
Buckle)


