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Obituaries

Tsering, Street trader, Kathmandu.
Rob Fairley, 2000. (Watercolour. 28cm x 20cm. Sketchbook drawing.)
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In Memoriam

The Alpine Club Obituary Year of Election
 (including to ACG)

Mike Binnie 1978
Robert Caukwell 1960
Lord Chorley 1951
Jim Curran 1985
John Disley 1999
Colin Drew 1972
David Duffield ACG 1964, AC 1968
Chuck Evans 1988
Alan Fisher 1966
Robin Garton 2008
Terence Goodfellow 1962
Denis Greenald ACG 1953, AC 1977 
Dr Tony Jones 1976
Helge Kolrud Asp 2011, 2015 
Donald Lee Assoc 2007
Ralph Villiger 2015
Prof  Edward S Williams 1959

As usual, the editor will be pleased to receive obituaries for any of  those 
above not included in the following pages.

Mike Binnie 
1936 - 2016

Mike was born in Mumbai. He lived 
there for nine years until he went to 
prep school in Scotland. From there, 
he went on to Uppingham School, 
and then to Keble College, Oxford, 
to read law. While at Keble, Mike 
joined its climbing club and was also 
an active member of  the OUMC, 
becoming its president. After going 
down in 1960, he joined the Oxford 
Andean expedition to Peru, led by 
Kim Meldrum. The team completed  
seven first ascents in the remote 
Allincapac (now more usually Allin 
Qhapaq) region, including the high-
est mountain in the area (5780m). 
After this, Mike took a job as an 
instructor at Ullswater Outward 
Bound, where he lived with his wife, 
Carol, and their young family for 
two and a half  years.

In 1962, he returned to India to take up a post as a teacher at the Yada-
vindra public school in Patiala, 90 miles north-west of  Delhi, and remained 
there for two years. This period included one mountaineering trip to Kashmir. 
He then returned to Oxford in 1964 to complete a diploma in education. 
Thereafter, Mike taught in a variety of  schools in Lincolnshire, London and 
Surrey. In 1992, he took early retirement, so that he and Carol could join VSO 
in north-west Pakistan, where they established and ran a village school in 
the Hindu Kush. During his time there, Mike explored the many valleys and 
mountains leading up to the Afghan border. He com pleted these adventures 
with a solo trek across the Baroghil Pass into Afghan istan’s Wakhan Corridor.

In 1996, Carol and Mike returned to the UK, to settle into a more  
comfortable retirement in their delightful cottage at Ockham, in woods 
close to the Surrey Hills. During his retirement, Mike became head of  a 
trust running a children’s orphanage in central India, Gwalior Children’s 
Hospital. He and Carol visited it on several occasions.

Among other retirement projects in Surrey, Mike carved a 23ft cedar tree, 
which had fallen near his house during the great storm of  1987, into a 
Polynesian canoe. Decorated with carvings by his son Alex, and complete 
with an outrigger and sail, Mike and family sailed the canoe briefly and 
flamboyantly in the Solent after a launch party on West Wittering beach.

Because of  his intense interest in and love for India and its traditions 
and spiritual life, Mike decided to circumnavigate the sacred Narmada river, 

Mike Binnie
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the fifth-longest on the sub-continent. He undertook this 800-mile journey 
alone and on foot, starting at the river’s outflow into the Indian Ocean.  
A long, hard, nine-week walk to the river’s source then followed, during 
which Mike was entirely dependent on the goodwill and hospitality of  
the people who put him up at village houses and temples, in the tradition 
of  the holy pilgrimage. Having completed half  of  his trip, Mike returned  
three years later to the river’s source at the temple village of   . He then fol-
lowed the river’s south bank, to reach its estuary nine weeks later. There, in 
a small open boat with about 30 other pilgrims, he crossed from the south 
bank to the north, a distance of  about 20 miles, to arrive with much rejoic-
ing at the village from where he had set out three years before.

Apart from collecting wood to heat his cottage, Mike was a dedicated 
writer. He published articles in various climbing journals, as well as the 
Times Educational Supplement and the Guardian Weekly. He also found time 
to write poetry throughout his adult life and in 2013 published a collection  
of  his verse, entitled Grieg’s Piano Concerto in Calcutta – a reference to  
his childhood experiences in India. He was also a longstanding member  
of  Amnesty International.

In 2014, Mike and Carol moved back to Oxford, where they had met 
some 60 years before. Mike was a dedicated family man. He is survived  
by Carol, their four children and eight grandchildren.

Mike Binnie, submitted on his behalf  by Kim Meldrum

Bernie Ingrams writes: I first met Mike on either an AC or CC UK meet in 
1976. We started talking; very soon after, five of  us – Robin Quine, George 
Backshall and Eddie Hicks from the Croydon MC, plus Mike and I –  
began planning a trip to East Africa for the following year. We had  
thought of  climbing both Mount Kenya and Kilimanjaro but, unfortunately, 
the governments of  Kenya and Tanzania were not at that time on speaking 
terms and the only way to travel between them was via an intermediate  
third country, Uganda being the obvious choice, although then under the 
control of  ‘Big Daddy’ Idi Amin. So we ended up travelling to Kenya only. 
During our planning sessions, Mike was always full of  enthusiasm.

After several days of  acclimatisation on Mount Kenya, based at Kami 
hut, from where we walked up Point Lenana and climbed a rock ridge 
on Point Dutton, we went on to make an abortive summit attempt up the 
Firmin-Hicks route on Batian. As there were five of  us, we had intentionally 
bivied part way up the route, but the following day, some way above the 
Tower, we experienced a very worrying electrical storm when our hair stood 
on end and our ice-axes and ironmongery started buzzing; we descended  
as fast as we could.

Mike, however, was still very determined to summit the mountain, so 
we split into two teams to try different routes. We only learnt after we had  
left the mountain that George and Robin did not get very far up theirs –  
Batian’s West Ridge – before Robin began suffering from pulmonary oedema.  
Luckily, with help from a couple of  UK trainee doctors and the national  

park staff, they made it off  the mountain and Robin made a complete  
recovery. In the meantime, Mike, Ed and I attempted the Southern Slabs 
route, which was then under winter conditions. Mike tried for a long time 
to force the ice route, but to no avail, so we found a way to circumvent the 
iced slabs and eventually made our way up to the summit of  Nelion, where 
the three of  us spent a cosy night in the Howell bivy hut. The following day, 
we climbed across the Gate of  the Mists to Batian, and then descended by 
the Firmin-Hicks.

After the mountain, the rest of  us travelled by train to Mombasa for a few 
days’ rest – but not Mike: he left immediately to travel round the Kenyan 
countryside, to explore and visit local villages. Mike was great company 
on the trip and always a thoroughly interesting person to talk to. He will be 
missed by many friends from all his walks of  life.

Robert Arthur Caukwell 
1928 - 2015

Robert hailed from Bognor Regis and was educated at Kingham Hill School 
in the Cotswolds. This was followed by national service in Palestine and 
Libya. In 1948, he joined his brother John as a teacher at a prep school in 
Nairobi. He had, how ever, started climbing well before this time.

With his ironic sense of  humour, Bob, as he was usually known, savoured 
his ‘progression’ from the Greater Ranges to the Alps. While serving in the 
Kenya Regiment as a surveyor – he had joined its mapping unit in 1949 – 
during the Mau Mau uprising in 1953, he spent weeks in the Aberdares. 
The magnificent view of  Mount Kenya inspired and distracted him, to the 
consternation of  his fellow surveyor and soldier passengers, who preferred 
him to focus his attention on the frequent hairpins and greasy surface of  the 
clay tracks on which he was driving.

Not that he needed further inspiration. His focus was Mount Kenya’s 
awesome west face. At that time, it was still snow-plastered, the equa torial 
equivalent of  an Alpine north face. In shadow in the clear early mornings 
and normally cloud-covered in the afternoon, the combination of  snowfall 
and rime nurtured a great steep sweep of  névé and two menacing hanging 
glaciers. It had never been attempted.

Bob had taken a close look in 1952 from Point Pigott. He had picked out 
a line and, conscious of  his negligible experience on ice, had waited. A year 
later, the Kenya Emergency closed the mountain to the public.

A trip to the Ruwenzori supplied the ice experience but with Mount  
Kenya still officially closed, the wait continued until January 1955. Rumour 
reached him of  a rival overseas team’s interest in the west face. Officialdom 
was ignored. He recruited a visiting South African, Gerald Rose, who had 
even less ice experience and gave it a go.

They got lucky: the bergschrund was choked; there was mostly névé in 
which steps could be kicked; the weather was clear and cold. Boldness was 
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rewarded: the ice-axe brake worked when a step gave way and the belay  
was not tested by Bob’s 30ft slide. Crafty route finding took them through 
the steep, intimidating headwall, which gave the hardest climbing of   
the day. Nightfall saw them over the summit and onto the Diamond glacier. 
Its notoriously hard ice had a good snow cover and they soon reached the 
Normal Route where it crosses the south-east ridge.

Abbing in the dark was a double nightmare. After one rope length, they 
shared a ledge and the search for a belay. Half  their ledge gave way, taking 
Rose with it. He stopped, fatally injured, after tumbling over 200ft. Bob 
waited with him for an hour but he never regained consciousness. To quote 
the letter supporting Bob’s AC application: ‘He did extraordinarily well after 
the accident… [he] climbed down to the foot of  the peak and ran 20 miles 
down the mountain at night to summon help.’ Inevitably, this event came to 
the attention of  the authorities; they had no alternative but to put a formal 
reprimand on his civil service record. This was softened by the informal and 
well-earned compliments he received on his performance.

That year, however, got worse. Arthur Firmin, the doyen of  Kenya climb-
ing, had asked to be considered for the 1953 Mount Everest Expedition.  
His lack of  Himalayan experience was probably a sufficient reason for his 
rejection. He proposed a Himalayan trip to compensate for this and chose 
the formidable Himalchuli (7893m) as his objective. Bob joined the expedi-
tion as probably the best young climber in Kenya. While long on enthusiasm 
and optimism, the party of  six had only two or three committed climbers.

From the start, being short of  time and funds, they were out of  luck.  
A strike in Mombasa delayed them, their ship sailed unladen and everyone 
was seasick. Customs bureaucracy in Bombay (now Mumbai) took days. 
The only certainty on the rail journey was of  further delay. The cont inuing 
monsoon made the trek a forgettable experience, only rarely relieved by 
brief  views of  the mountains. ‘Trying’ was Bob’s understated verdict.

It got worse. They reached snow, five miles and 4,500ft below their pro-
posed base camp. Their 70 barefoot porters voted with (and for!) their feet. 
The climbers exhausted their time and energy in a futile effort to reach the 
foot of  the mountain, which, now they could see it, was a hopeless prospect. 
A couple of  brief  sorties onto the lowest slopes confirmed this. Real disaster 
then hit them: a boulder fell on Firmin and broke his thigh. The party need-
ed ten days to reach the hospital at Pokhara, but Firmin died on the ninth.

Bob then went on leave to Britain. He revelled in the rock climbing. He 
was a natural, being compact and strong (he had been a champion gymnast), 
bold yet canny. He progressed from the VS classics to the new XS grades. 
On Kaisergebirge Wall he made an inadvertent but significant con tribution to 
safety: he fell off. The ex-Army karabiner literally unfolded  under a modest 
load. A photo of  it was widely circulated in 1956 by the BMC and convinced 
everyone that, while this kit was cheap, it was not cheerful! Bob was fielded 
by a holly tree and completed the route: a hard man!

His luck had changed. He enjoyed a couple of  good Alpine seasons with 
traverses of  half  a dozen major peaks, including the Matterhorn via the 

Zmutt Ridge. He gave up serious climbing after marriage: he knew how hard 
it is for those who lose spouses.

Bob had resigned from the Survey of  Kenya in 1968, taking up a post as 
lecturer in land surveying at Nairobi University. On his return there, his last 
big contribution came in 1970. A ‘worst case’ accident involved a victim with 
a badly broken leg in Shipton’s Notch, a few metres lower than the 5000m 
summit and some distance along the west ridge. The local resources, espe-
cially of  able, acclimatised manpower, were organised effectively by Bob. 
Although it took a week, the rescue route on the mountain was rigged and 
the casualty brought down to where the Austrian rescue team could take 
over and complete the job in hours.

After returning to England with his wife, Margarette, to make their  
home in Brockenhurst, the last decade of  Bob’s life was stolen from him  
by Parkinson’s Disease. He bore this condition with characteristic dignity 
and courage.

John Temple

Bill Jackson writes: ‘Kenya needs 16 keen and fit young men who are fond 
of  an open-air life. They are wanted for jobs that will take them all over the 
Colony, and will give them chances to see the mountains, lakes, deserts and 
bush country of  East Africa and see the big game that lives in these areas.’

This notice in the East African Standard in February 1949 was a turning 
point in Robert’s career. Following ‘demob’ from national service, he had 
joined his elder brother John as a teacher at a prep school in Nairobi, and 
struggled to impart the elements of  Latin grammar to his class. He made  
his escape after reading the East African Standard and becoming one of  the 
lucky 16 keen and fit young men. They joined the government Survey of  
Kenya with the job title ‘survey cadet’. After preliminary training in the  
basics of  land surveying they spent their early years on safari in the North-
ern Frontier District.

When a state of  emergency was declared in 1952, security forces were 
handicapped by a lack of  up-to-date maps, so in April 1953 a mapping unit 
was formed in the Kenya Regiment. Their task was to provide informa-
tion to be added to outline maps compiled from RAF aerial photography.  
In short, they were required to travel over every road and track, locate every 
village, and obtain place names, and in the case of  European farms, record 
the owner’s name.

Robert was one of  the Survey of  Kenya’s staff  to join the unit – as was I.  
Supplied with a Sten gun, two hand grenades, aerial photographs and  
outline maps, our first operational area was Isiolo, which had not seen any 
Mau Mau activity, then Nyeri Station and the less peaceful areas of  Chehe 
and Ragati forests. As a keen climber, Robert was delighted to get so close 
to Mount Kenya, but had a disconcerting habit of  looking at the mountain 
peak while driving round hairpin bends.

We were both released from the regiment on completion of  the map ping 
task in 1954, and after overseas leave returned to our posts with Survey  
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of  Kenya. Robert was a very active member of  the Mountain Club of  Kenya,  
and in January 1955 made the first ascent of  the west face of  Mount Kenya. 
Later that year he was a member of  the MCK expedition to Nepal attempt-
ing to climb Himalchuli, which saw the tragic death of  Arthur Firmin.

A friend for 65 years, Robert lived up to the definition: ‘half  the joy of  
a friend is that he is a person to whom you can, from time to time, boast 
about trivial things.’ His boast to me was his name on the honours board 
at Kingham Hill School as best individual gymnast 1944 aged 16. Perhaps 
that’s how he became a mountaineer.

The last 10 years of  his life were spent in a nursing home at Milford on 
Sea, suffering from that cruel disease Parkinson’s. He had gazed into the 
distance from mountaintops, but towards the end he shuffled along with his 
Zimmer to sit on a bench and stare at the Needles lighthouse. I’m sure he 
was studying the cliffs of  Alum Bay, figuring out the best route to the top.  
I said kwaheri to him two days before he died.

‘Mountains possess a power of  taking a man by the hand, whatever his 
religion or calling, whatever his beliefs, whatever his sins or sorrows, and  
of  leading him upwards to immeasurable happiness.’

Lord Chorley 
1930 - 2016

With the death of  Roger Chorley on 21 February 2016, the Alpine Club  
has lost one of  the most distinguished, loyal and innovative members in its 
long history.

The son of  Robert Chorley, first Baron Chorley, Roger was educated at 
Stowe School and at Gonville and Caius College, Cambridge. He became 
president of  the Cambridge University Mountaineering Club and gradu-
ated in 1953. His parents’ love of  mountains was the inspiration for Roger’s  
own passion for mountaineering and the environment. Roger’s mother  
was a Hopkinson, that distinguished mountaineering family. She was 
a vice-president of  the FRCC and went on to become president of  the  
Ladies’ Alpine Club in 1953. Roger’s father was a president of  the FRCC; 
he became vice-president of  the AC in 1957. Roger’s own name appears 
in lists of  first ascents of  some Welsh rock climbs. The happy conjunction  
of  two strands of  Roger’s life as an accountant with a passion for moun-
taineering led him to become a very long-serving honorary treasurer of  the 
Club. He was vice-president in 1975 and then president in 1983.

Always a true internationalist, Roger was much in demand by organi-
sations as varied as the National Board for Prices and Incomes, the Royal  
Commission on the Press, the Ordnance Survey Review and the British 
Council. In the 1980s, Roger chaired the enquiry into the handling of   
geographic information and was a member of  the National Environment  
Research Council. In 1987, he was made president of  the Royal Geograph-
ical Society. Following reforms to the House of  Lords, he was elected in 

2001 as one of  the hereditary peers 
to remain as a working peer, sitting 
as an independent on the cross-
benches until his retirement in  
2014. He became visiting profes-
sor at Imperial College in 1979 and  
received honorary degrees from  
several universities.

By far his most demanding and 
historically significant role arose 
when he took over the chair of  
the National Trust in 1991. Before 
that, Roger had chaired the Trust’s  
finance committee for many years. 
Under his professional scrutiny, the 
National Trust policy on land and 
property acquisition was formalised 
in 1968 as the ‘Chorley Formula’,  
a calculation of  endowment required; 
it is applied to most acquisitions,  
up to and including the present day.

Roger became a member of  the Alpine Club in 1951. In 1952 he was 
invited to address the Club – at the age of  21, the youngest member to do 
so – and as a result of  this intervention the Alpine Climbing Group came 
about. This ‘ginger’ group broke down class barriers and included women 
members from the outset.

In 1952, together with George Band, Roger undertook a glacier-tunnel-
ling project on Monte Rosa for an American geologist millionaire. It was  
demanding, high-altitude work and of  course he and George climbed  
together on their days off. This project was to have far-reaching conse-
quences. They were paid in Swiss Francs when UK currency restrictions 
were still in force and could thus afford an extended Alpine season.

They were also fit, from all that tunnelling, allowing them to climb the 
Cresta di Santa Caterina on the Nordend. Later in the season, with Ted 
Wrangham, they completed the the Mer de Glace face of  the Grépon via 
the Knubel Crack. Later still, with Arthur Dolphin and Ian McNaught- 
Davis, they made the first ascent of  the north ridge of  the Aiguille du Peigne 
and the south ridge of  the Aiguille Noire de Peuterey. During the following 
spring, George Band was chosen as the youngest team member of  the 1953 
expedition to Mount Everest.

In 1954, the Cambridge University Mountaineering Club attempted  
the first ascent of  the Karakoram peak Rakaposhi (7788m), a formida-
ble challenge. Although the weather robbed them of  their attempt on the  
summit, they achieved much and gave, in Eric Shipton’s words, ‘A fine  
example of  what can be achieved by a privately conducted expedition on  
a high and difficult peak.’

Lord Chorley
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In the company of  Hamish Nicol, John Tyson, Dick Viney and Tom 
Bourdillon, Roger visited the Baltschiedertal hut in 1956. Bourdillon and 
Viney set off  to attempt a nearby peak but did not return. Fearing the worst, 
Roger and John climbed up to the glacier at the foot of  the Jägihorn and 
found them still roped together: they were dead. There is a view that their 
deaths ended a golden age of  mountaineering.

Wilfred Noyce invited Roger early in 1957 to join an expedition to 
Machapuchare, then known as Fish Tail, in Nepal. This was to be Roger’s 
last major mountain expedition; he developed polio at camp one. Noyce 
and David Cox climbed to within 150ft of  the summit before being defeated 
by a blinding snowstorm. The after-effects of  polio would restrict Roger 
throughout the rest of  his life but by no means end climbing for him.

George Band introduced me to Roger after we climbed together on an 
AC 1991 expedition to the Bhutan Himalaya. At that time, I was living in 
the Lake District. In due course, Roger said to me: ‘I live in London but my 
home is in the Lake District.’ It was clear from then on that we shared a love 
of  travel, mountains, architecture and photography, which soon became  
the foundation of  our travels together.

In 1996, George Band, as president of  the British Mountaineering Coun-
cil, was charged with investigating the possibility of  creating a museum of  
mountaineering to show how the sport had evolved. By 2001, the National 
Mountaineering Exhibition was completed and officially opened by Tony 
Blair. This led to the foundation of  the Mountain Heritage Trust under the 
chair of  Sir Chris Bonington, with Roger Chorley, George Band and others 
as trustees. Roger, once again, used his administrative skills to steer the trust 
through its formative years. Indeed, his final generous gesture was to give 
the MHT the Chorley Hopkinson Library of  mountaineering books, now 
housed in the National Trust property Allan Bank in Grasmere.

Throughout this period, we travelled extensively, with our wives. The first 
of  many journeys was through Central Asia into north-west China, then 
down the Karakoram Highway to the foothills of  Rakaposhi. In matters of  
travel, Roger was a minimalist: the smallest suitcase possible always accom-
panied us, its contents closely guarded. We visited Chile to explore Patagonia 
and the Straits of  Magellan, as well as Peru and Machu Picchu. In Europe, 
our pursuit of  perfection in the art of  the Baroque – always with a critical 
eye – led us to Bohemia, Bavaria and the Czech Republic. It soon became 
clear that Roger was in some ways a frustrated architect, full of  appreciation 
and understanding of  space, decoration, proportion and composition. His 
artistic talent was further evident in his outstanding photography. It was  
in mountains and architecture that he found beauty and inspiration, for he 
had an extraordinarily refined and acute instinct for mountain topography.

It was a privilege to have known Roger as friend and companion: a man 
of  wisdom and wit. Life with him was fun. He will be greatly missed by all 
who share the activities that he graced. Our heartfelt sympathies go to Ann 
and her sons Nicholas and Robert, their families and the grandchildren.

John Innerdale

Steve Town writes: If, in the early 1980s, someone had asked, ‘Why does  
the Alpine Club exist?’ the best answer would probably have been, ‘Because 
it’s there.’ It was the ‘Temple of  Mountaineering’, in the words of  a pre-
vious president, a wonderful repository of  knowledge and experience. But 
it looked back, not forwards. Elected president for the years 1983-5, Roger 
applied his talents to developing a fresh approach to the role and function  
of  the Club, with a look to the future.

Picking up on recent trends in mountaineering, Roger quickly realised 
that the focus was changing. His analysis of  these changes is encapsulated 
in his valedictory address published in the 1986 edition of  the Journal. The 
focus of  mountain exploration and adventure that had led to the foundation 
of  the Club over a hundred years earlier had moved from the Alps to the 
Himalaya and other high and remote mountain ranges; modern transport 
made such change possible for the mass of  climbers, not just a monied and 
leisured elite.

Roger embarked on a programme both to re-invigorate the Club and  
focus interest on the Greater Ranges. Thus, in 1984, the Club hosted a  
symposium on lightweight expeditions to the Greater Ranges, the first in  
a series of  symposia about mountain exploration that has continued for 
many years. He recognised the problems of  getting information about such 
areas; his efforts in fundraising and planning led to the creation of  the  
comprehensive, computerised Himalayan Index, which continues to be a 
major source of  information about climbing in that part of  the world. And 
he encouraged a series of  initiatives to bring life into the Club, including 
an increased lecture programme, and more meets at home, in the Alps  
and further afield. The Alpine Climbing Group, of  which Roger had been 
a founding member, was at risk of  disintegrating; considerable effort was  
put into building a firmer relationship with the Club, while retaining the 
ACG’s distinct identity.

Roger deployed his skills as an administrator to superb effect. His skills  
of  leadership and diplomacy in public life are well recorded elsewhere.  
He was conscious of  his wider standing, and knew how to use it to best  
advantage. Thus, the support and trust of  a vocal dissident AC member 
with strong socialist affiliations was won over at a quiet lunch in the House  
of  Lords dining room.

Although polio had sadly put an early end to his climbing career,  
he retained his deep interest and commitment. I recall an occasion when  
he dropped in at the Club’s rooms for an informal meeting and happened 
upon a couple of  young members who had recently done the Peuterey  
Intégral. Business was postponed while Roger, who with George Band had 
made possibly the first British ascent of  the south ridge of  the Aiguille Noire 
over thirty years earlier, enthusiastically exchanged memories with them. 
He remained, above all, part of  the fellowship of  mountaineers.
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Richard Coatsworth writes: Roger was the best chair of  any committee  
I have been on. He ensured that everyone spoke, and no one person held  
the stage. Committee meetings were well planned in advance and business 
was conducted so that decisions were made. Meetings were limited to one 
hour at a time. All officers were phoned every Sunday night so that Roger 
kept us all – sometimes somewhat ruefully – on our toes, and focused on the 
jobs to be done, to make sure we completed everything to his satisfaction. 
He went on from being president of  the AC to that of  the RGS, and was 
proud to have been the last unpaid chairman of  the National Trust, seeing  
it through a difficult period with much time expended on debating deer- 
hunting on NT land.

Mike Baker writes: I got to know Roger well when I became the AC’s hon 
secretary in 1972. By then, he was already distinguished in mountaineer-
ing circles as a member of  the Alpine Climbing Group, an experienced  
Himalayan and Alpine climber, a member of  the management committee 
of  the MEF, and a former president of  the CUMC and hon secretary of  
the Climbers’ Club. He was also a long-established partner of  the prestig-
ious London accountants Cooper Brothers, as they then were, from 1967 
to 1989. To me, a callow youth in his twenties, Roger was the embodiment 
of  urbanity and sophistication though, on reflection and making a quick 
calculation, he was only a decade or so older than me. His friendship and 
support, however, were extended unconditionally and unstintingly as was 
his wise advice and assistance.

Two memories of  Roger spring to mind. The first, illustrative of  
the negotiating skills his obituarists have noted, was the anxiety and the  
wholly benevolent and careful scheming which preceded his bearding of  
the Club’s housekeeper, the formidable and cantankerous but fiercely loyal  
Mrs Lewis, with a view to getting her to accept retirement. To the surprise of  
all involved – perhaps not least herself  – she accepted it like a lamb after an 
interview with Roger. The second memory is of  his disarming wit. For some 
reason, some sections of  the Club always wanted their sixpenny-worth at 
the Annual Meeting. At the AGM one year, Roger’s hon treasurer’s report 
to the assembled members consisted simply of  the words, ‘In the last twelve 
months we have made a profit. Are there any questions?’ That silenced even 
the ‘tribal chieftains’, the likes of  the late great Douglas Milner.

Of  course, Roger’s career became increasingly distinguished in later life 
after he succeeded his father in 1978. By no means his least contribution 
at this time was the leadership he gave as president of  our own Club. He 
played a major role in the reintegration of  the ACG into the main body  
of  the Club; he led the move to merge the Club with the LAC when the  
issue of  admitting women was raised; and, perhaps his greatest legacy,  
it was he who spearheaded the move to form the Library into a charitable 
trust, allowing us to preserve and nurture our greatest treasures.

Roger’s love of  mountains, and especially of  the Lakeland hills, could 
be seen in the pictures throughout the Hawkshead house he and Ann  

cherished. Understated as he was, he ended his president’s valedictory  
address with a quotation which reflects exactly that love, and which has  
a particular poignancy given his disability. He said: ‘Perhaps the last  
word should be indeed on our own hills, from Geoffrey Young, in reflective 
mood at the end of  a unique Alpine career, “For me, too, our own hills, 
within the measure of  my walking, are as lovely and as full of  surprises  
as they ever were.”’

Jim Curran 
1943 - 2016

Alas, another of  the climbing world’s 
great characters, not to mention  
an author, film-maker and artist,  
has gone.

My first encounter with Jim 
took place at The Moon, a popular 
meeting pub for climbers in Stoney 
Middleton, Derbyshire in those far-
off  days of  more relaxed drinking 
and driving laws. It was Paul Nunn 
who introduced me to his art lec-
turer companion, modishly rigged 
out, with flared jeans, long hair and 
drooping moustache. Happily, it was 
to be the first of  many meetings,  
all of  which were fun.

Jim’s early life was spent in Ealing,  
London. It was while he was at 
school there that he made his first 
visit to southern sandstone in the 
rather unlikely and highly private 
Chiddingly Wood. It was a visit  
that changed his life and started his 
lifelong love affair with climbing.

Jim came from a cultured family. Both parents were musicians, as is  
his younger brother Phil. Jim’s talent was for art: he started his artistic  
studies at Ealing Art School. His passion for climbing was at first satisfied 
by weekends on southern sandstone, which inevitably led to holidays in 
North Wales then further afield to the Pyrenees, Dolomites and Western 
Alps. His progress as a climber was slow but sure.

After his degree, Jim did his teacher training in Manchester where he  
met his first wife, Ali. He quickly decided to dodge the drudgery of  school 
teaching and successfully applied for a lecturing post at Rotherham Art  
College. It was a happy move. He found a house in Sheffield, a city to which 

Jim Curran in Tibet in 1997. (John 
Porter)
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he was to become closely attached and where he became the father of  two 
lovely girls; his love of  Derbyshire and its gritstone edges continued to grow.

In 1970, fearing that his Rotherham post was to be a victim of  educa-
tional reforms, he applied to be a lecturer on the foundation course at Bristol 
Polytechnic. This marked the beginning of  a long and rather unsettled time 
for Jim as he shuttled endlessly between Bristol and Sheffield. At first, he 
was not entirely happy in his new post; his marriage broke down. He entered 
a period of  self-doubt and uneasy depression.

Life brightened when Jim took a postgraduate course in filmmaking  
in Sheffield; once again he had found an art form that excited him, a form  
of  creativity that he could happily combine with his love of  climbing. His 
first film, made with Tony Riley, was A Great Effort, a version of  Menlove 
Edwards’ classic essay. The film was well received. Jim and Tony then  
offered to make a film of  our second and successful Trango expedi tion, 
joining Joe Brown, Mo Anthoine, Malcolm Howells and me. It was a joyful 
trip, with much laughter and good companionship.

It was a pity that the film, which could have been a minor classic, was 
largely ruined by fogging of  so much of  their crucial footage that it had to 
be abandoned. The film might have been spoiled but Jim made amends by 
demonstrating another of  his great talents by writing Trango: The Nameless 
Tower. It was to be the first of  several fluent and entertaining books.

For the next few years Jim concentrated his efforts on film and in 1979 
made his first really significant film, The Bat, based on an article by Robin 

Smith about a first ascent on Ben Nevis, once again made with Tony Riley, 
and with Brian Hall and Rab Carrington, respectively, acting as Smith and 
Dougal Haston. It was a satisfying and intense film, which premiered at the 
first Kendal Mountain Film Festival in 1980. Jim co-created the festival with 
Brian Hall and John Porter, an event that instantly achieved cult status. The 
story of  the first attempt to screen the film – see below – is both funny and 
typical of  the chaos that occasionally accompanied Jim’s greatest successes.

A succession of  expedition films followed; in 1981 he recorded the ascent  
of  Kongur with Chris Bonington, Alan Rouse, Pete Boardman and Joe 
Tasker. His friendship with Alan Rouse led to his filming on K2 in the  
terrible season of  1986. After its sequence of  disasters and death, Jim was 
persuaded to write K2, Triumph and Tragedy, which many consider his out-
standing work. The tragedy was heartfelt, since it included the loss of  one 
of  his best friends, Al Rouse.

He followed this with a history, K2: The Story of  the Savage Mountain, 
which won the non-fiction prize at Banff  Mountain Festival, and High 
Achiever, a biography of  his friend Chris Bonington. There was a collection 
of  essays, Suspended Sentences, and an account of  his epic cycle ride from 
Muckle Flugga to Land’s End, The Middle-Aged Mountaineer. His last and 
in my opinion best book was Here, There and Everywhere, a memoir which 
gives an honest and, as ever, amusing account of  his life, loves, tragedies 
and climbs.

Throughout his years of  lecturing, filming, making elegant and witty  
after-dinner speeches and writing about climbing, it is a wonder that he had 
any time for recreational climbing, but Jim had a capacity for hard work 
when it was necessary. His film-making continued apace with trips to St  
Kilda and the Caucasus, where he climbed Elbrus. He filmed for TV and 
made an Emmy award-winning film of  Catherine Destivelle soloing the  
Old Man of  Hoy. He twice filmed on Everest, in the Andes, the Atlas and 
Tibet. He also filmed an Anglo-Indian expedition to Kinnaur with Chris 
Bonington, Paul Nunn and Jim Fotheringham, among others. His final  
two expeditions were to Sepu Kangri in Tibet with Chris Bonington.

Jim was proud of  his achievements. Equally, he could be sensitive to  
sniping and unjust criticism. He was not unnaturally deeply hurt not to have 
won the Boardman Tasker prize despite being shortlisted no fewer than  
five times. With typically self-deprecating humour, he shrugged off  his 
disappointment, which was only partly assuaged by receiving a Board-
man Tasker lifetime award in 2014. He was less inclined to dismiss what 
he considered a damaging slight to his safety as a climber when Jim Perrin  
named him (perhaps light-heartedly, perhaps not) as one of  his worst 
climbing partners. He was not alone in this category but it so happened 
that all the others were dead. There followed an unpleasant and protracted 
legal battle perhaps best forgotten.

Throughout Jim’s many trips abroad he maintained his love of  rock 
climbing. He was a safe and determined rock climber who never realized 
the dizzy heights of  the highest standards, but that did not matter to him.  

Jim Curran, Brian Hall and Tony Riley at Pembroke in 1981. (John Porter)
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He was always a reliable second, ready to have a go, and he managed  
to climb many fine routes with a grace that belied his large size.

Size was to become a problem in later years as he began to suffer with 
his joints, in particular his knee. The lack of  mobility led to an increase in 
weight and the end of  his rock climbing. Following knee replacement he 
suffered all manner of  distressing illnesses.

His demise as a rock climber was not all bad news, since it allowed  
him to revive his artistic talent. He had long yearned to return to his art; 
now he had the time to devote to it. The subjects of  his paintings were 
largely the mountains and landscapes of  his life. He produced a bold series 
of  architectural works of  Trango, Mount Kenya and notably the mountains 
around Sella in Spain. He exhibited his work in the Alpine Club in 2004  
and finally in his Sheffield studio in 2014. For his last exhibition there, 
opened by Chris Bonington, he miraculously recovered sufficiently to 
leave his hospital bed to make his customary welcoming speech.

His last set of  paintings was appropriately a homage to his first climbs on 
sandstone. He painted some large oils of  High Rocks and a series of  very 
good, delicate watercolours that capture the rocks to perfection.

Jim was always a delightful companion. He made many warm and lasting 
friendships and it is remarkable how long some of  these go back, not least 
to the late Steve Durkin, his companion on his first climbs. He was perhaps 
less lucky with his romantic liaisons. His second marriage to Lorraine came 
to naught, but despite his chequered love life he always remained a devoted 
father to his daughters, Gemma and Becky.

Jim’s last years were a torment of  ill health and stays in hospital. We 
visited him several times there when he was at death’s door. Amazingly,  
he would recover sufficiently to put aside his breathing mask and crack  
a joke so that one left with a smile. Jim never did give in easily; he was 
determined to die in his own home. Thankfully he did, peacefully, with his 
daughters at his side.

Jim may have considered himself  a jack-of-all-trades but he was a man  
of  enormous talent. His achievements will last. He will be much missed.

Martin Boysen

John Porter writes: It is difficult to know from the many stories about and by 
him, which best illustrates Jim’s spirit, a kind of  self-deprecating sarcasm. 
In perfect tune with this spirit, Maggie Body quipped: ‘Jim would have  
been most impressed that Chris Bonington spent the second day of  his  
honeymoon at his funeral.’

The story of  the premiere of  The Bat at the Kendal Film Festival has 
taken on the proportions of  an epic for those of  us who attended it. It was 
scheduled for a Saturday afternoon in October 1980 in the United Church 
just up from the Brewery Arts Centre. The church held around 400, the 
largest venue in Kendal in those days. First thing on Saturday morning,  
a team of  local climbers clambered onto the roof  to cover all the windows 
with sheets of  black plastic while others fitted up the church balcony as 

the projection box. All worked very well during the morning programme. 
But unknown to us, including Jim, the church’s usual vicar had not told  
his replacement that the church had been rented for the whole weekend. 
‘Vicar Two’ arrived around 11.30am to prepare for a 12.30pm wedding and 
found a congregation of  climbers occupying his church. Brian Hall and I 
told him: ‘No problem, we’ll sort it.’ We didn’t dare tell Jim.

At noon, the film programme finished. As the audience headed for the 
pub, we went into action. One team took down the black plastic, another 
picked up the empties from under the pews and others helped install the 
flowers. As the first of  the wedding party arrived, everything looked just 
about normal. The wedding took place on schedule, and as the bride and 
groom left, up went the lads with the black plastic. By 2pm, the church 
was again full of  climbers shuffling expectantly in anticipation of  Jim’s 
much-heralded new film. Ten minutes later, Jim arrived with his precious 
spool, which was taken up to the balcony where our half-blind projection-
ist was waiting to thread the film. Jim gave a very brief  introduction, then 
shouted up: ‘Roll ’em!’

The screen spluttered into life with the initial credits – but something 
was wrong: with only minutes to re-install the blackout plastic, some of  
the sheets were already slipping off  and light was creeping onto the screen, 
which by now had begun to show the opening credits out of  focus. Every-
one remained silent, in the hope that the situation would sort itself  out, 
when there was a mighty shout: ‘Stop! That’s enough!’ Looking down from 
the balcony, I saw Jim emerge, arms waving in fury in all directions, but 
particularly towards us standing at the projector. ‘This isn’t good enough! 
This isn’t good enough! My film is not being shown in f*****g abysmal 
conditions! That’s the end of  it!’ Jim carried on for some time, lambasting 
the state of  our world and everyone in it. There was a murmur of  approval 
as the congregation took Jim’s side.

‘Okay, Jim!’ Brian shouted down in his best Mr Fixit voice, ‘we’ll sort 
it and show the film this evening.’ The drama ended and the congregation 
filed out, unexpectedly entertained by Jim rather than his film. We patched 
up the church blackout and managed to complete the screening of  the  
afternoon film programme. At 7pm, the church was more than packed with 
a crowd wondering what might happen next. With a new projectionist, and 
extra care, the film was shown in focus, with audible gasps during the fall 
and cheers at the end. This film clearly added something completely new to 
the climbing-movie genre. At the close, Jim stood at the front of  the church 
to take applause and cheers, a day none of  us ever forgot, and a special 
moment for Jim.
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John Disley CBE 
1928 - 2016

John died on 8 February, at the 
age of  87. To the general public, 
he was a famous athlete from that 
bygone era when Olympians were 
amateurs. His event was the 3,000m 
steeplechase, for which he held the 
Common wealth record in 1952 and 
the world record in 1955, only miss-
ing Olympic gold in Melbourne in 
1956 because of  a bout of  pneumo-
nia; in the event Chris Brasher won 
the gold.

But steeplechasing was not John 
Disley’s only claim to fame, for he 
was already well known in climbing 
and mountaineering circles, espe-
cially in his native Wales. He was 
born in Corris, near Cadair Idris, 
and as a boy had run the three and 
a half  miles to school every day 
because buses were infrequent and  
it seemed the obvious thing to do;  
he had not seen a running track  
until he went up to Loughborough 
to study PE.

In 1948 and 1949, before he was 
captured by competitive athletics, he was involved, with such celebrated  
rope-mates as Peter Harding and Tony Moulam, in a dozen or so first  
ascents of  Llanberis Pass rock climbs, such as Kaisergebirge Wall and Brant 
Direct, these being among the harder routes at that time. He was elected  
to the Climbers’ Club in 1949.

He was a fell-runner, too. In 1952, fit from the Olympics, he broke the 
existing Welsh 14 3,000ft peaks record by three minutes. This gruelling 
challenge covers a distance of  over 22 miles linking all the 3,000ft summits 
from Snowdon to Foel Fras, with almost 10,000ft of  ascent in the process. 
His time was 7h 24m.

John taught PE at Isleworth grammar school, which he joined in 1951. 
At that time, educationalists were starting to realise the value of  outdoor 
pursuits and adventure training; in 1955, the Central Council for Physical 
Recreation, later the Sports Council, established Plas y Brenin at the former 
Royal Hotel in Capel Curig as an innovative, residential mountain centre. 
Sir John Hunt was its chairman of  trustees. Disley, now an experienced 
PE teacher and seasoned mountaineer, was appointed chief  instructor and 

over three years was instrumental in developing a benchmark curriculum  
for training students in mountain skills: fell walking, rock climbing, navi-
gation, kayaking and so on.

In 1957, John married Sylvia Cheeseman, herself  a 1952 Olympian, and 
worked for some years in the 1960s as an inspector of  education and organ-
iser of  outdoor education for Surrey. Intrigued by all things Scandinavian,  
it was Disley who brought orienteering to Britain about this time, and in part-
nership with Chris Brasher organised its establishment as a serious sport.

Fellow-Olympian Brasher was an old and stalwart friend; they had first 
met in a climbing hut when Brasher was holding forth on how to make 
porridge – but Disley knew better! Their friendly rivalry followed them all 
the way to Melbourne. They were natural partners: Chris ebullient and  
combative; John measured and practical. Later, in 1981, the two ‘invented’  
and initially masterminded the London marathon, not without much 
opposi tion from various authorities and bureaucracies. It was a triumph 
of  organisation and logistics.

John was an excellent all-round mountaineer. In earlier days, he climbed 
mainly from Zermatt, completing such ascents as the Matterhorn and 
the Breithorn, and Chamonix, where he ascended, as examples, the Tour 
Rouge, the Grépon and the Dent du Requin. Further afield, he traversed 
some of  the hardest Tatras in 1965 with the Hunts, going on in the 1980s 

John Disley is followed by Eric Langmuir 
during the 1969 attempt. Langmuir, 
then head of Glenmore Lodge, had 
laid on resupply at Dalwhinnie and 
Glenshee ski areas. (John Cleare/
Mountain Camera Picture Library)

John Disley and Chris Brasher making a river crossing in the 1968 attempt to 
ski across Scotland somewhere up between the head of Glen Nevis and Loch 
Treig. Brasher has already crossed; Disley is crossing. The following year 
offered a better frost and the team were able to ski down one river for a while. 
(John Cleare/Mountain Camera Picture Library)
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to make his way up Kilimanjaro and even reached Mount Kenya’s Point 
Lenana when he was 65.

Disley, however, eschewed harder technical climbing challenges for  
adventures favouring endurance and stamina. He frequently swapped his 
running shoes for mountain or ski boots, often in company with Brasher. 
Nordic skiing was a particular favourite. Characteristic of  their many adven-
tures were two attempts to make the first ski crossing of  Scotland from sea to 
sea. The distance from Fort William to Stonehaven is 125 miles as the crow 
flies, the route crossing the railway at Rannoch Summit and Dal whinnie 
and the road at the Glenshee ski area, while traversing several groups of  
high mountains and fording numerous rivers – hopefully frozen.

A major logistic problem is that only rarely does snow reach sea level  
simultaneously on both coasts, so for a London-based party the planning 
was daunting. Nevertheless, in 1968 and 1969, with two companions and 
carrying food, bivouac gear and survival equipment – and just enough  
Talisker – for some seven days in the height of  winter they twice reached  
the halfway mark before heavy rain turned the snow to slush. These were 
memorable adventures. I well remember the white-out descent from Ben 
Alder where the temperature-change every couple of  hundred feet neces-
sitated a different ski wax, and the night at McCook’s Cottage where Eric 
Langmuir, in flickering candlelight, explained how it was the most haunted 
bothy in Scotland.

In 1983, Disley and Brasher founded Fleetfoot, based in Lancaster, as the 
UK distributor for Reebok, eventually becoming Reebok UK. Among their 
developments was the popular and innovative Brasher hillwalking boot, 
built on a curved shepherd’s last. Disley was testing a prototype pair in 
Wales when his cottage in Llanrwst was burgled, the boots being among 
the loot. Sometime later, in the local supermarket, Disley spotted a yobbo 
flaunting his unmistakable footwear. When apprehended, the thief  claimed 
he’d purchased the boots at a well-known mountain equipment store.  
He didn’t fool the magistrate.

Tackle Climbing this Way (1968) is among the several instructional books 
John wrote on climbing and orienteering. He served as vice-chairman of  the 
Sports Council for eight years from 1974, and in 1979 was awarded a CBE 
for services to outdoor education. In 1982 he established the spectacular 
Snowdonia marathon. He was a past president of  the Snowdonia Society  
environmental charity, a member of  the Alpine Club and an honorary  
member of  the Climbers’ Club.

John Cleare

Colin ‘Dan’ Drew 
1936 - 2016

In 1968, Dan and I were holed up in 
a barn near the village of  Nesheim 
in Norway, approximately 20 kilo-
metres north of  Bergen. The land 
was covered by two metres of  snow. 
In our party were two subalterns, one 
of  whom came from a good board-
ing school and probably an even bet-
ter regiment. After a few days, the 
subaltern complained about the lack 
of  privacy for his morning ablutions 
and of  having lost his toothbrush in 
the morning mêlée. Dan looked at 
the soldier in pity and said, ‘I don’t 
understand; I would lend anyone 
my toothbrush providing they were 
decent blokes.’ It was typical of  
Dan, one of  the most generous and 
charming people one could meet.

Our first encounter was probably in the late 1950s when he was a cadet 
at the Royal Air Force College at Cranwell. We climbed mainly in Derby-
shire at that time. Dan’s first trip to the higher mountains was skiing the 
Haute Route from Chamonix to Saas Fee, after which he joined whatever 
party came his way. His popularity was such that trips came along fairly 
fre quently. In 1967, he joined wing commander Dicky Bird’s expedition to 
Ellesmere Island, an expedition enthusiastically supported by Lord Shack-
leton, who had been there as a student. Ellesmere Island is the nearest land 
to the North Pole and has been the jumping-off  point for many polar expe-
ditions. Dan was part of  the survey party; he and Phil Pinney completed  
the survey of  the eastern part of  the island, climbed three peaks, and were 
avalanched 1,000ft. Bruce Reid, a member of  the team, recorded in his  
diary for 4 May 1967:

They were roped together but as one would reach terra firma the other 
dragged him back in and vice versa some several times. Both lost his axe and 
Phil also his goggles. It is miraculous how neither was hurt in the slightest  
degree. I can appreciate their incredulity in this matter for it is not a phenom-
enon in these regions for this kind of  avalanche to occur. I guess it must have 
been a rather bad case of  wind slab slipping.

Dan’s next expedition came in 1971 when he climbed in the Taurus in 
Turkey. In 1972 he skied with Alan Blackshaw and several other notable 
climbers along the length of  the Alps. (See Peter Cliff ’s account below.)  

Colin Drew
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Also during 1972, Dan climbed Mount Rainier and other peaks in the 
Cascades in Washington State with the RAF Leeming mountain rescue 
team. Two years later he was chosen as a member of  the Joint Services 
trans-Greenland expedition, and then the Royal Air Force expedition to the 
Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta in Colombia.

The trans-Greenland expedition was led by Dan Gleed and planned  
to cross Greenland unsupported from Angmagssalik in the east to Sondre-
strom in the west. Because of  poor weather they had to reverse the direction 
of  travel and man-haul 1,600lb of  food and equipment into a headwind 
from east to west in poor snow. They ended up being rescued by local fish-
ermen from an ice floe.

I was the leader on Dan’s next expedition to Colombia. The Santa Marta 
range is snow capped, rising to about 19,000ft, and is situated in a national  
park, 10°N of  the Equator. The park is home to a tribe called the Kogi 
who are xenophobic by nature. The Kogi believe they are born out of  local 
lakes and their bodies reside in the Santa Marta after death. Consequently, 
it is extremely difficult to gain entry to the park. Dan was treasurer to the 
expedition and he soon proved adept at negotiating free airline seats and 
changing money in odd places.

The expedition found a note on an airline ticket in a tin on the summit  
of  La Reina in the Santa Marta which read: Pico Bolivar [:] Vin Hoeman  
arrived 8 Dec 1967 by terrible NE ridge. I thought that I was climbing C Colon, 
[Pico Cristóbal Colón (5700m), local name Gonawindua] beautiful place  
to die. Let them know I made it. Member of  Mtrg Club of  Alaska.

Dan remembered the name Vin Hoeman and recalled he had been killed 
while climbing in the Himalaya. Hoeman had indeed died in an avalanche 
that overtook seven members of  Boyd Everett’s expedition to Dhaulagiri  
in 1969.

Dan’s next venture was to join squadron leader Charlie Cartwright’s  
expedition to south Greenland in 1975. The team explored and climbed in 
the Søndre Sermilik Fjord area. They had a fairly hairy trip through the sea 
ice in a fishing boat. The team climbed 20 peaks, some of  which were previ-
ously unclimbed, in 17 days. Dan’s final expedition was to Nepal, in 1985, 
where he climbed Kala Pattar and Island Peak (6189m), his highest altitude.

Born in Hythe, Kent, Dan was the son of  an airfield engineer employed 
in the airfield construction branch of  the Royal Air Force in Germany.  
He was educated in part at a service boarding school in Plön, near Kiel 
in Schleswig-Holstein, followed by the Royal Air Force College. His head-
master at Plön School was the redoubtable Freddie Spencer Chapman but 
I was never sure what effect this association had on Dan’s subsequent love 
of  the outdoors.

Dan had many climbing partners but often climbed with Bob Honey. 
They did many classic routes all over Britain, probably the best was King 
Rat on Creag an Dubh Loch in the Cairngorms. Such was his range of  
contacts that he was able to recommend a climbing partner for Bob when  
he was posted to Toronto.

Dan was father to two children, Miles and Zoe, from his first marriage  
to Joy. In 1976 he married Susie and they had two children, Becky and 
Greg. Dan and Susie had a long and happy marriage, climbing in Morocco, 
the Pyrenees and the Alps. A small place in Finestrat in Spain provided the 
outlets of  renovation work, good rock-climbing and happy family holidays.  
When Dan retired from the Royal Air Force he was employed mainly  
in the oil industry, necessitating a family move to the north of  Scotland.  
He suffered a severe fall on an oilrig that broke his neck and ended his  
working career. After some amazing surgical repair work, he resumed his 
outdoor activities at a lower and slower level, but he was left with some 
demons to fight as well as deteriorating health.

Among his many interests he counted film, traditional jazz, painting, 
running, cricket, football, squash and golf. He was also a fine linguist, 
with five languages at his command. There are few people of  Dan’s kindly, 
friendly and enthusiastic ilk. He will be sadly missed by his many friends. 
Our thoughts and condolences go out to Susie, his four children and seven 
grandchildren.

Norman Ridley

Peter Cliff  writes: In 1972 Dan was a member of  the British Alpine ski  
traverse, a group of  eight amateurs led by Alan Blackshaw, who skied from 
Kaprun, just south of  Salzburg, to Gap, between Nice and Grenoble. The 
straight-line distance was 400 miles, ten times that of  the Haute Route, 
with an overall vertical height gain of  120,000ft. The party climbed various  
major peaks on the way, including the Rheinwaldhorn, Monte Rosa and 
Mont Blanc; the trip took 49 days.

They moved in three groups, the front three breaking trail and navi-
gating, then two strong members in reserve, followed by three at the back, 
resting. Under Alan’s direction the team regularly roped up with different 
partners, with the exception of  Dan, who on the first day roped up with me, 
a partnership which proved so strong that we not only stayed together as  
a rope throughout the trip, but for most of  it we were in either the front  
or second group.

I recall hours of  skinning up to distant cols with the main topic of  conver-
sation being Dan’s future direction in life, in particular whether he should 
become a monk. Dan himself  felt it could be a fulfilling thing and that he 
was in many respects cut out for it, while I thought he needed to properly 
consider those aspects of  life which he would be forsaking if  he became a 
monk and in which he clearly not only had considerable experience, but 
which he might find difficult to give up. Dan maintained this interest in 
things metaphysical throughout his life.

His all-round strength as a mountaineer, his equable temperament and 
his great sense of  humour contributed greatly to the success of  this trip.
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David Brett Duffield 
1937 - 2015

David Duffield was born in Leeds. 
His father was a bookseller in York 
and his grandfather a lord mayor of  
Leeds. He went up to Oxford to read 
English but remained for only a year, 
rebelling against what he considered 
its oppressive sense of  privilege. He 
joined the Royal Court Theatre then 
Nottingham Playhouse, where he was 
employed as stage-technician and 
carpenter, then production assis tant 
and stage-manager. In 1964, he was 
appointed resident playwright in 
Nottingham. From there he became 
resident playwright at the Traverse 
Theatre, Edinburgh.

His life changed course after grad-
uating from Leeds University in phi-
losophy and history of  art in 1976. 
He held a lecturing post at Bradford 
University then moved to Northern 

Ireland where he went on to become a reader at the University of  Ulster. 
By the 1990s, he had formed his own production company. The bulk of   
his professional life was taken up writing and directing stage and radio  
plays and novels, and in commenting on the visual arts. He wrote sever-
al books, mostly on heritage and the decorative arts, and translated the  
writings of  several major European authors.

Described as a ‘steady’ alpinist, David became a Full Member of  the  
AC in 1968, but had been guideless climbing and ski touring – he was a 
competent skier – in the Pyrenees, Alps and Norway from a much earlier 
date, his first Alpine season having been in 1959. He spent the 1965 season 
winter trekking and climbing in West Virginia, while teaching history of  
architecture at the American University in Washington DC.

In the 1960s, he climbed with Ian Howell on such routes as the Noire de 
Peuterey, the North Face of  the Bionnassay and the Petit Capucin. He was 
obliged, however, because of  family commitments, to leave his Himalayan 
ambitions unfulfilled and had to withdraw from a Gauri Sankar expedition. 

David had a penchant for high-level routes, in the 1970s taking 44 days to 
climb solo from La Bérarde in the Dauphiné to Heiligenblut at the foot of  
the Grossglockner, crossing over 30 passes on the way. In 1981, he claimed 
to be the first Briton to have traversed the Alps, described in his High Level: 
The Alps from End to End (Gollancz, London, 1983).

He was a quiet, sincere man, with a keen interest in local history. He was 

a more than competent linguist, being fluent in three languages apart from 
English and also speaking passable German. He died of  a stroke not long 
after undergoing cancer surgery in September 2015. Surviving David are his 
wife, the distinguished artist Barbara Freeman, and their children Matthew 
and Sophie.

Catherine Moorehead with contributions from Dennis Gray and Ian Howell

J M C ‘Chuck’ Evans 
1959 - 2016

Chuck Evans had mountaineering 
and sailing, which he took up in the 
latter part of  his life, in his blood: his 
parents, Sir Charles and Lady Den-
ise Evans, were both distinguished 
sailors. His mountaineering pedigree 
could hardly have been improved 
upon: Sir Charles was the deputy 
leader of  Lord Hunt’s 1953 Everest 
Expedition and leader of  the 1955 ex-
pedition which made the first ascent 
of  Kangchenjunga. He was a past 
president (1968-71) of  the Alpine 
Club, while Lady Denise became the 
Club’s first female president in 1986.

Chuck was educated at Eton,  
a contributory factor in forming his 
highly individualist character. Much 
of  his formative life, however, was 
also spent in Snowdonia, particularly  
at his parents’ house in Capel Curig and at the Pen-y-Gwryd. In later 
years, he contributed to Dr Rob Goodfellow’s book The Pen y Gwryd Hotel:  
Tales from the Smoke Room (Gomer Press, pending), with reminiscences 
and anecdotes, particularly those relating to colourful local characters and  
the remnants of  equipment which had somehow returned from the 1953 
Everest expedition.

From Eton, Chuck went on to Magdalene College, Cambridge, to 
read engineering, although he could equally well have studied English or  
history. A further string to his bow was added when he took up employ-
ment with Coopers & Lybrand (as they then were), having passed their 
accountancy exams.

After a gap year in the Pyrenees with his family, he and Caroline were 
married in 1991, having met while ski touring, and Chuck returned to 
PricewaterhouseCoopers, as it became known. Here, his conventional  
career-path was interrupted in 1998 when, as something of  a professional 

Dave Duffield outside the Noire hut, 
across from the foot of the south  
ridge of the Noire de Peuterey.  
Dave is in front furthest from the 
camera in a dark grey shirt looking 
down. Ian Howell wears a spotty  
loose sweater. The other three,  
two young women and a young man 
were friends of Kurt Diemberger,  
who took the picture with Howell’s 
camera. (Ian Howell)

Chuck Evans
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pioneer, he moved to Paris to take up the then new venture of  corporate 
recovery, helping firms in trouble to prevent them from going under. He 
pursued this career until he developed the bowel cancer that led to his death 
earlier this year.

Caroline and Chuck had two children, Natasha, born in 1993, and Charlie,  
who arrived in 1994. Aged 11 and 9, their parents took them on a trek to 
northern India, starting at Manali, then crossing the Rohtang La into Spiti 
to emerge at Simla. Their enthusiasm for mountains continues. Caroline 
and Chuck later separated amicably.

Once described as something of  a ‘travelling wardrobe’, Chuck was not 
interested in image, although later he became more stylish. Rather, he was 
quirky and individualistic. He could, for example, in full adulthood, be heard 
muttering extracts from Winnie-the-Pooh, oblivious to his surroundings. 
Many of  the ascents on his AC application, such as the Vignemale by the 
Ossoue glacier or the Pic d’Aneto, were completed alone, a testimony to his 
enjoyment of  being isolated in the mountains. Nonetheless, he and Caroline 
made many ascents together, such as the Zinal Rothorn, the Wellenkuppe 
and the Breithorn.

In 1988, he organised an expedition to Jaonli (6632m) in the Indian 
Himalaya. Accounts of  Chuck’s participation in this venture appear below. 
He also visited Churen Himal in mid-west Nepal and Saipal in north-west 
Nepal, and made a trip to Khumbu.

Chuck was very well liked: a sociable enthusiast who nonetheless much 
enjoyed his own distinctive company.

Caroline Purkhardt

Prof  Andy Pollard writes: When I was a medical student at St Bartholomew’s 
Hospital Medical College and chairman of  Barts Alpine Club, I received  
a call out of  the blue from Chuck Evans, inviting me to join him on an  
expedition to climb Jaonli, in the Garhwal, and to help him assemble a 
team. Although initially suspicious of  this unknown caller who claimed to 
know something about climbing, I was excited by his careful and detailed 
strategy and infectious enthusiasm for the project. It was only some days 
later, after some detective work, that I discovered this man had such an 
amazing climbing pedigree.

To introduce me to the plans and to get to know each other, Chuck drove 
me (faster than I have ever experienced except in an aircraft) from London 
to his father’s house in Capel Curig, from where we set off  to climb the route 
Avalanche on the slimy rocks of  Lliwedd. That evening, sitting with Chuck 
and Sir Charles, rather frail by then, but who seemed to remember every 
detail of  the slippery route up Lliwedd, I listened to the Evans banter and 
absorbed the warmth and the kindness of  the men in my company, and I 
knew that I was blessed with the opportunity to travel to Jaonli with Chuck. 

Chuck led this first British ascent of  Jaonli with his characteristic calm-
ness and good nature. We stood atop our first Himalayan peak together. 
Apart from a dramatic avalanche during the descent which washed me into 

a crevasse, the climb was uneventful, but the journey was an important one 
for all of  us and has framed much of  what we have done and how we have 
been since. Thank you, Chuck.

Peter White writes: I was on the Jaonli Expedition in 1988, and struck up a  
friendship with Chuck while sharing a tent with him at base camp. We main-
tained our friendship. When my middle daughter, Catherine, was 11, Chuck 
and Caroline kindly took her into their home and helped to arrange for 
her to attend Natasha and Charlie’s school in Maule for a month. During 
that time, I went to Paris to compete in a short triathlon along with Chuck 
and Caroline and was convincingly beaten by them. Following that we kept 
in touch through skiing, and offered each other reserved support as our 
respec tive marriages ran into difficulties. Having come across an exhibition 
about his father on Kangchenjunga at the Keswick Museum and having sent  
him some photos of  his father’s letters, I visited him during his final illness.  
I think our conversation reflected the basis of  our friendship as we shared 
our thoughts about family, religion, relationships old and new, music, art, 
the classics, parents, adventure and – inevitably – his illness, hopes for recov-
ery and feelings about death. He was a remarkable man who made me feel  
I had a special place in his life, a reflection I am sure of  his own openness 
and warmth rather than anything to do with me.

Andrew Knight writes: I first met Chuck in 1987 when he was looking for 
climbing members for his Jaonli expedition. Several other junior doctors 
from Barts Hospital and I joined him. Chuck was a resolute and cheerful  
leader, useful qualities when walking in during the monsoon with very  
limited maps and information. We kept in touch for several years after that 
and climbed in the UK and skied with his in-laws in Vaujany.

My wife and I attended his wedding. He was kind enough to introduce 
us to his father who became patron of  one of  our later expeditions. I have 
very happy memories of  Chuck at those times. He was a kind, gentle and 
resourceful man with a determined attitude to mountaineering and a love  
of  wild places and adventure.

Alan Fisher 
1939 - 2015

Alan Richmond Fisher was born in 1939 in Abingdon, Oxfordshire. His father 
was a GP and his mother a physiotherapist. Both were keen climbers. Alan’s 
climbing began early, with his parents and elder brother. They regularly vis-
ited North Wales and the Lake District and, later, the Alps. His exceptional 
ability was illustrated when Alan’s uncle Mike was asked to go to Wales to 
check that Alan and his brother Richard, camping alone, were all right. When 
Mike got back, he told his horrified wife that he’d climbed the Milestone 
Buttress but that it was okay: ‘Alan was leading so it was perfectly safe.’
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Alan’s particular fondness for 
Skye began when he was 15. When 
his school climbing party from  
Sherborne failed to turn up, Alan, 
who had travelled up independent-
ly, went to the youth hostel at Glen  
Brittle and joined with another 
climber staying there. This started a 
passion for climbing in the Cuillin 
that lasted a lifetime. He traversed 
the Cuillin Ridge on several occa-
sions and, as a student, would think 
nothing of  walking the 16-mile round 
trip to Sligachan from the Coruisk 
hut to have a few pints, before return-
ing in the dark to climb the next day. 
Others reported his nonchalance on 
the Cuillin’s sharper ridges, where 
he would carry a rope for those who 
might be losing their nerve.

Another Sherborne climbing trip 
that proved inspirational was to 
Norway. Over 40 years later, Alan 
enjoyed sharing memories of  climbs 

with one of  his son’s friends who was doing PhD work on the glaciers  
at Sydbreen and Jiehkkevárri and comparing photographs from the 1950s 
with the 1990s.

In 1957, after Swanbourne House and Sherborne, Alan chose to do his 
national service, although hopes of  Norway with the Royal Marines were 
replaced by 18 months of  what for him was the uncongenial sun and sand 
of  Malta and North Africa. He did, however, make an ascent of  Etna.

Alan then went on to study dentistry at Guy’s Hospital in London. He 
joined the hospital’s climbing club, serving as its secretary in 1961-2. The club 
tended to meet at weekends in North Wales, with longer holidays spent  
in the Cuillin, the Alps and the Dolomites. He also played rugby for Guy’s 
first XV, as well as low-handicap golf.

Alan’s early Alpine seasons centred on Arolla where he climbed the Pigne 
and the Aiguille de la Tsa. From Grindelwald he climbed the Rosenhorn, 
the Mönch and the Jungfrau. From Zermatt, he ascended the Matterhorn 
when he was 20, followed in the same season by the Breithorn, Monte Rosa 
and the Zinal Rothorn and followed this up with a traverse of  the Matter-
horn via the Hörnli and Italian Ridge the following year. In 1964, he enjoyed 
a successful season in the Dolomites with climbs on the First and Third 
Sella Towers and the South-West Ridge of  the Torre del Lago.

He qualified in 1965 and was elected to the Alpine Club in 1966, his pro-
poser being Dr Schweitzer of  the Austrian Alpine Club. The following year, 

he married Meg, a qualified nurse at Westminster Hospital. In 1968 they 
moved from London to Dorchester-on-Thames after Alan became a partner 
at a dental surgery in Wallingford, Oxfordshire. They raised four children 
and have four grandchildren.

Alan passed on his love of  the mountains to many of  his family and 
friends: his enjoyment and sense of  wonder were infectious. The higher, 
more remote and isolated he got, the happier he became. He also loved 
camping, mainly for its sense of  freedom. He patiently passed on his knowl-
edge of  mountain-craft to his children, and was most often seen puffing on 
a cigar while he demonstrated how to run screes, avoid bogs or cut steps. 
A memorable family climb in this period was of  Sgùrr nan Gillean under 
winter conditions. When not in Scotland, the family spent most of  their 
holidays in the Alps or the Pyrenees, or in the Dolomites on via ferrata.

Another facet of  his mountaineering interests was to try out new equip-
ment. This was not always successful: once, a misguided test of  a new kara-
biner and ropes on the side of  his house resulted in an abseil through the 
dining-room windows. In retirement, Meg and Alan travelled and walked  
in the Pyrenees, Nepal, Patagonia, Peru, New Zealand and Tasmania. These 
trips were enjoyed enormously, before disability and illness intervened.

Alan pursued several interests other than climbing. He was a passion-
ate golfer, of  professional standard, the longest-ever playing member of  the 
Frilford Heath club near Abingdon. More creatively, he enjoyed working 
with wood and, later, stone and gold jewellery. More challenging interests 
included opera choruses played loudly on hairpin mountain roads, and  
a passion for Norwegian goat’s cheese.

Alan was a kind, gentle and thoughtful man – appropriate qualities for 
his profession. He was always helpful and involved, offering guidance or 
advice with a good measure of  teasing, wit and kindness. He loved people: 
his parties, Sunday lunches and welcomes stretched from Skye to Oxford-
shire. This extended to his local community, where he played for the village 
cricket team and golfing society, and helped with St Birinus Pilgrimage,  
a local ecumenical gathering and walk. Most of  all, he enjoyed conversa-
tion, whether as devil’s advocate, teasing or making sure that people felt  
at their ease. He was patient and loyal, a good-humoured friend who only 
ever spoke well of  others.

Meg and Rachel Fisher

Robin Garton 
1945 - 2015

Robin Garton was born in Oxfordshire and educated at Eton. He then 
went up to Oxford but left after a year. He enjoyed a distinguished career  
as an art dealer, taking early retirement at almost 60 in order to read  
physical geography at Southampton University. The course included much 
on glaciers, his passionate interest.

Alan Fisher
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When Robin went back to univer-
sity he became, in his own words, 
‘radicalised’. He left Southampton 
with a burning desire to help in the 
battle against climate change and 
went on to found the Glacier Trust, 
to help communities at altitude adapt 
to and mitigate climate change. He 
worked unstintingly for the Trust 
until the time of  his death. Even in 
his late 60s, he retained this ability to 
look at everything with a completely 
open mind.

Robin had known from an early 
age that he wanted to work in art. 
He started on Christie’s front counter,  
where he learnt his trade in great 

depth and began to develop his passion and knowledge into specialist areas. 
A distinguished 40-year career followed.

Robin was hugely admired and respected for what he achieved, while 
being typically modest and self-deprecating. Colleagues have described him 
as one of  the outstanding dealers in British art of  his generation, with an  
instinctive understanding of  artists. Forty years after he edited and published 
two books, British Etchers and British Printmakers, both remain the seminal 
texts on the subject. In the 1980s, he founded the International London 
Original Print Fair, which still flourishes today. A minute’s silence was held 
in his honour at the recent New York International Print Fair; his contem-
poraries wished to remember a talented colleague and a wonderful friend.

It was only when already aged 55 that Robin began mountaineering, 
which led to an interest in glaciology. He was so inspired that by 60 he took 
early retirement and made the frankly brave decision to take a geography 
degree some 45 years after his last science lesson, having worked only in the 
arts in the intervening period. This was a challenge, even for an erudite man. 
The degree was difficult, but he loved it. He would stay up all night, learning 
about climate change, while also raising considerable amounts of  money 
for organisations working to mitigate it, for example in supporting projects 
in remote parts of  Bangladesh. Most of  the Glacier Trust’s work, however,  
is carried out in Nepal.

Although it is not known precisely what happened to Robin, it is believed 
he was lost on 25 September 2015, while traversing the Aonach Eagach 
ridge in Glen Coe, a route well within his abilities; he respected the moun-
tains and was never complacent. After 2,500 hours of  searching with dogs, 
drones, divers and helicopters, the Glencoe mountain rescue team volunteers 
say they are baffled at not having been able to find him.

Robin was the most devoted husband, father and grandfather. He was 
adored by his immediate family and much loved by a wide circle of  friends 

and relatives. He was a most hospitable and considerate man; he would 
want to say sorry that his disappearance had occurred. He loved life, had 
many plans and much to live for.

It is said, and so it seems that, ‘the mountains keep their favourite children.’
Lee, William and Francesca Garton

Paul Moores writes: As a mountain guide, I love the opportunity to meet and 
climb with new people. Late one evening a few years ago the telephone 
rang. It was Robin Garton: ‘I want to climb the Matterhorn this summer.’ 
I listened carefully to Robin’s plan. Robin had been coming to the Alps 
for the past two summers and we had climbed many of  the classic Alpine 
routes together in the Mont Blanc massif, but nothing quite as serious as 
the Matterhorn.

Clients tend to return to the same mountain guide, as Robin had done. 
After a few trips to the mountains we had got to know each other quite well. 
Robin discovered climbing later in life but soon he was totally smitten by the 
climbing world. I felt he had the ability and the drive to make an ascent of  
the Matterhorn, and we did it! This was a fantastic achievement for Robin, 
particularly as he had not been climbing for very long. In the process, he 
had raised a lot of  money for charity. We went on to climb such classics as 
Mont Blanc du Tacul, the Petite Aiguille Verte and the Aiguilles Crochues.

With his drive and desire to climb better and harder routes, he teamed up 
with Jon Bracey and Matt Helliker to make more Alpine ascents, as well as 
with others, such as Yannick Pralong, to climb for example the Dent Blanche 
and the Grand Cornier. He also spent a season in Peru where he topped 
6,000m on a couple of  occasions: Tocallaraju and Chopicalqui lower sum-
mit, both with Oscar Negreiros Cerna. These cherished friendships helped 
Robin to develop his ideas for various charity projects, which have helped 
so many people. Robin will be remembered for his enthusiastic passion for 
the mountains, his determination to be in and around the mountains and his 
love and help for those people who work and live among them.

Jamie Forsyth, from the Glacier Trust, writes: Robin Garton’s generous, princi-
pled and timely work in establishing the Glacier Trust, which he founded 
in 2008 at the age of  61, was no mean feat. It stemmed from a fascination 
with mountain environments and, in particular, certain types of  natural dis-
aster prevalent in the Nepali Himalaya known as glacial lake outburst floods 
(GLOFs).

Originally, Robin had intended to help communities devastated by these 
extremely powerful floods in the high Himalaya. However, after having  
visited Nepal, he soon learned of  a more immediate and widespread problem  
that was affecting the whole country: climate change. He found that many 
upland, remote, rural communities, whose whole livelihoods depended on 
the success of  the next crop cycle, were and still are extremely vulnerable to 
climate change through lacking the capacity to adapt to the environmental 
changes that are reducing their crop yields.

Robin Garton
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After many discussions with international and local non governmental 
organisations, Robin found that small-scale interventions were the way  
forward, because topography and climate differed so markedly across such  
small distances: small, bespoke projects for individual communities were 
needed. Small is beautiful became Robin’s tag line. After eight years, the  
Glacier Trust is now known and respected by many; it has supported  
numerous mountain communities of  Nepal in adapting to their changing 
environment. It is enabling communities, which would otherwise have strug-
gled badly, to adapt to climate change.

Robin gave all he had to give in bringing this charity to where it is now, 
and he would be so pleased to know that the Glacier Trust is continuing in 
his absence. This is his legacy, but more importantly the work Robin saw 
as so vital and life changing for many vulnerable Nepali communities will 
continue. To support the Glacier Trust, please go to: www.theglaciertrust.
org/donate.

Terence Goodfellow 
1938 - 2015

Terence was the son of  the well- 
known mountaineer and mountain 
photo grapher, Basil Goodfellow. 
After his education at Clifton College 
and Cambridge, where he read his-
tory, Terry went on to teach English  
before joining ICI in an administra-
tive post, a role that did not suit him. 
After a short period there, he ‘took 
off ’ for a couple of  years and became 
a climbing instructor in Snowdonia, 
an early sign of  his passion for climb-
ing which came with the realisation 
that it could not be a long-term career.

In the late 1960s, Terry moved to London, where he spent the 1967-8 
academic year at London University’s Institute of Education. He then taught 
in schools in Shoreditch and at the Isaac Newton school, North Kensington, 
for six years before becoming director of  Hoxton Hall community centre 
and theatre. After much fundraising, he and a colleague set up the Hoxton 
Theatre and Education Project. He worked there for about 15 years, during 
which time he became deeply involved with the work of the Anthroposophical 
Society, the UK base for the Rudolf  Steiner movement. Terry became house 
manager of  the society headquarters at Rudolf  Steiner House, Baker Street. 
He remained there for the rest of his career, indeed remained closely associat-
ed with many of the activities of Rudolf  Steiner House for the rest of his life.

Liz Goodfellow

Peter Bell writes: Terence was introduced to climbing at an early age. I was 
invited, as a teenager, to join his first trip to the Alps with the adults, vener-
able men such as John Lloyd and Michael Wilson. We met as a party in 
Arolla and, never having climbed before, immediately set out for a hut  
before traversing the Aiguilles Rouges. We met after that at every opportunity,  
to join the grown-ups at Pen y Gwryd or go on our own to climb in the Pass. 
Terence was an indomitable character, always good-humoured and great 
fun to be with.

At Cambridge, Terence introduced me to night climbing with too much 
alcohol and a scant regard for safety. But we survived – not that we deserved 
to! He became a staunch member of  the Cambridge Climbing Club and 
participated in the club’s two-month 1961 expedition to Cumberland Penin-
sula, Baffin Island. After leaving university, Terence also climbed with his 
father in the Vanoise and Zermatt areas, on such peaks as the Grande Casse 
and the north face of  the Breithorn, as well as in the Brenta Dolomites and 
the Ortler Alps.

At that time, we would travel together on my old Triumph motorcycle to 
climb in the Alps, revisiting Arolla in particular. But we also went off  the 
beaten track, to such places as the Englehörner, climbing freely and quickly 
on such routes as the Macdonald-Kamine on the Grosser Simelistock.

At weekends, we would go to Wales or Swanage, where we opened up 
the climbing, particularly on the Boulder Ruckle; it had hardly been climbed 
at that time. It was exhilarating stuff, abseiling off  an old fence-post onto 
rocks in the sea and then climbing vertically back up some hundred feet, 
with steep grass to finish. Terence was the perfect companion, bubbling with 
enthusiasm in the sun, the wind and the waves.

We introduced Gunn Clarke, Ian McNaught-Davis and Chris Jones to 
this area and put up many climbs together with them. For ten years or so we 
were very close but after that only met through mutual friends.

David Lea writes: I first met Terence at least 60 years ago when we found our-
selves at Clifton College in Bristol, though we were in different houses. He and 
a mutual friend, Peter Worsley, shared an anarchic attitude to public school 
life, though Terence was more skilful than Peter at avoiding retribution.

Terence had wide interests, including painting and singing, and he was 
a reasonable rugby player, but what really interested him were the college 
buildings. He could never resist a wall, natural or man-made, though he  
preferred good vertical rock. The neo-Gothic buildings of  Clifton provided 
a dramatic setting for his first urban climbing exploits. Later, I discovered 
that he was the first House Sixth to refuse to use the cane in punishment. 
This independence of  spirit required considerable courage at that time.

His years at Cambridge gave him the opportunity and impetus for ambi-
tious expeditions to Baffin Island, Afghanistan and Kashmir. I was not part 
of  these, but joined him one summer to go to Greece. Preparations involved  
frequent visits to his home, with the quintessentially English name of   
Parsonage House, at Helions Bumpstead in Essex.

Terence Goodfellow
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His father, Basil, gave us the family’s old A30 van for our Greece expe-
dition. There was no continuous road down the Yugoslavian coast at that 
time so we drove on rough tracks along the beach. It was a wonderful, care-
free trip and I remember that we sang a lot. People found it hard to believe 
we were English – maybe Canadian?

Although Terence was supposed to follow Basil into ICI for a secure  
future, he felt increasingly unhappy with this and cast around for a change 
in direction. For some months, he hung about learning the guitar, singing 
French songs and perfecting the way a Gauloise might hang from the corner 
of  his mouth. He decided to take up teaching and moved to London. Here, 
he met a group of  kindred spirits who shared his love of  the theatre and who 
saw its potential for education. They named themselves ‘Nevern Square’. 
It became a close-knit cast of  friends who have held together throughout 
their working lives, as colleagues and audience. Terence’s own inspiration 
was Michael Wilson, a saintly friend of  his father who had given up life as 
a successful musician to run a home for children with disabilities. Michael 
based his work on the ideas of  Rudolf  Steiner; Terence shared this interest.

I was also in London at the time so we looked for and then renovated  
a house to share. When he became director of  Hoxton Hall he quickly 
brought most of  Nevern Square in to run a variety of  courses and theatrical 
events. The Christmas pantomimes were fabulously and memorably funny. 
Hoxton rapidly became the focus of  his working life.

Having set all this up, he then embarked on the search for a wife. In dis-
cussing these matters he would say, ‘You feel it in your bones,’ with his 
inimitable emphasis on ‘bones’. Before long, he and Liz were married. They 
shared a positive, active outlook on life and Liz became a rock of  support 
when Terence was struck down by illness.

After seven years in London I moved to Ogoronwy, a smallholding on 
the south-western edge of  Snowdonia. We had imagined a rural base for 
visiting Hoxtonians; Ogoronwy was ideal, being set in a wild landscape of  
rocks, crags, trees and streams, close to the mountains that Terence loved. 
Over many years I would look forward to the Hoxton visits, with their  
entirely different dynamics, which turned my normal existence upside-down.

Terence threw the Hoxton children in at the deep end, teaching them 
rope-work on the crags around my home, leading them on wild walks 
through Snowdonia in all weathers, sometimes in darkest night. In time,  
a core group settled down to two visits a year and a few of  them continued 
to visit Snowdonia on their own, even after Terence had left Hoxton.

At that time, he seemed tough, strong and indestructible. Peter Bell  
said, ‘Terence will be tramping the hills long after you and I have hung up 
our boots.’

As we grew older, part of  Nevern Square morphed into the ‘Crusty 
Climbing Club’, mythically established by one Dame Emmeline Cranston, 
a spoof  organization established to record for posterity our holidays in the 
mountains of  Europe and the Crusties’ love of  tricks and teasing. Since I 
was kept in the loop by e-mail I watched in some disbelief  the extraordinary 

lengths to which the Crusties would go in arranging their affairs, but it was 
clear that the opinions of  Sir Arcane, as Terence was called, were held in 
very high regard.

Terence was the most unflappable, imperturbable man I have known. He 
was at the same time very traditional, very ‘English’, but also an independ-
ent spirit who found his own way. He was very kind to everyone, accepting 
people in a democratic way. He kept his own counsel and wouldn’t condemn 
others, though sometimes he allowed an amused exasperation to show.

Terence was quite suddenly struck down in the autumn of  1999 with what 
was eventually diagnosed as rheumatoid arthritis. I think of  his courage 
and his positive spirit shining brightly in the face of  this crippling disability 
which shrank his body and made walking a torture.

About a year ago he spoke to me of  the silver lining in this experience. 
This reminded me of  when we were once travelling up to Wales late one 
night and had stopped at a service station on the M1. We felt blasted by cars, 
noise and speed. ‘We forget about death,’ Terence said. This seemed true at 
the time, and I feel it still, a profound truth. He was a very lovable person 
and a very lovable friend.

Terence is survived by his wife Liz, and their children, Lucy and Thomas.

Denis Greenald 
1925 - 2016

Denis was born in Bradford; his  
father was a travelling salesman for 
the Elgie Tea Company while his 
mother hailed from farming stock 
near Halifax. His father also played 
the piano for silent films, a talent 
Denis inherited. During the war, 
Denis and his sister Sylvia were evac-
uated for three months to stay with 
the Wilson family on the moor near 
Howarth, a formative experience in 
his passion for the outdoor life.

After leaving school, Denis en-
rolled as an engineering cadet until 
he was called up for national ser-
vice. He joined the Fleet Air Arm 
and was stationed near Portsmouth.  
After demob, Denis was accepted 
on a course at the London School 
of  Economics. Here, he met his future wife, Gwen. They enjoyed a fabu-
lous few years, climbing mountains in the UK and the Alps. Denis gradu-
ated with a BSc in economics but admitted that he had spent more time  

Denis Greenald
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climbing than studying. He then taught in a secondary school for a year 
before embarking on a career change into educational psychology.

He was, however, looking for greater challenges and adventures: along 
with Edward Williams and Jim Durbin they planned an expedition to the 
Himalaya. In 1956 they travelled to Baltistan to climb Lukpe Lawo Brak 
(6593m), the Snow Lake Peak, a then unclimbed mountain in a remote 
part of  the Karakoram. In addition to carrying their own hefty rucksacks, 
they employed forty porters and two high-altitude Sherpas to move a ton 
of  gear along the 100-mile approach march. With the summit in sight, 
severe weather caused them to abandon the climb. A successful descent was 
achieved despite Denis losing his ice axe. He was amazed, 33 years later,  
when the Metropolitan Police returned his axe to him. They had found  
it while making the first ascent of  the same mountain; it was, they said,  
the most unusual case of  lost property they had ever known.

A few days after their abortive attempt, the team had to content them-
selves with a lower mountain they named Cornice Peak. This expedition 
was a major event for Denis, and he replayed it regularly, thanks to the fine 
photos he took, right up to his last weeks of  life.

Back in the UK, Denis settled into work as an educational psychologist  
at Southampton, and started a family. Steve was born in 1958 and David 
two years later. Alison was born shortly after, just after a move to Chester 
for a new job with the education department of  Cheshire County Council. 
Later, Denis and Gwen became foster-parents to Nicola, the daughter of   
a friend who had died.

Denis and Gwen teamed up with friends, the Tombs and the Brownsorts, 
and bought a near-derelict cottage in Snowdonia. The idea was for two  
couples to go climbing while the other couple looked after the children.  
The reality was that the cottage needed so much work that for the next 
few years they rarely ventured onto the hill. When the children were older, 
Denis and Gwen introduced them to mountain-craft and led them on many 
classic climbs in North Wales, Skye and the Alps. Such excursions were 
not always plain sailing, however: although generally an enthusiastic leader, 
Denis had a habit of  turning some outings into an epic, thanks to some 
precarious climbing and long marches through treacherous terrain.

Denis and Gwen loved the Alps and managed to buy a small house in 
Chamonix. After the children had left home, they skied and climbed there, 
during the holidays, for about 15 years. As they became less active, they sold 
the house in Chamonix and bought another in the south of  France. There, 
they enjoyed a few happy years of  long holidays but had to sell up as their 
health declined.

Aside from climbing, Denis’s other passion was music. He played 
the piano and tried his hand at the clarinet and trumpet. He also shared  
Gwen’s enthusiasm for knowledge. They took an O-level course in Italian  
and translated a book into French for a friend. If  he had had another life-
time, he would have been a politician or a product designer – along with a 
few other careers he had in mind. His later years were spent playing music,  

campaigning for various causes and being a thorn in the side of  any  
bureaucracy that he did not agree with.

Denis was over 80 when he acquired his first laptop and had started  
an online petition a few days before he had the stroke that took away his 
independence; he thought he would live forever, as he was always on a  
mission. As his daughter Alison remarked: if  there is a life after death,  
Denis would be busy redesigning it, battling with the hierarchy to sort out 
the beyond, and climbing mountains in the sky.

Steve Greenald

Malcolm Eldridge writes: In the course of  his presidential speech at the 2009 
dinner, Tut Braithwaite announced that it was the 60th anniversary of   
the first dinner attended by one member present, Denis Greenald. The 
membership handbook shows this: Denis Greenald ACG 1953, AC 1977. 
And next is Gwen Greenald ACG 1953, AC 1977. There must be two  
good stories here.

Denis, with his cousin Johnny Lees, started his teenage mountaineer-
ing in the early 1940s in a modest way, escaping from urban Yorkshire for  
the freedom of  moors and hills through walking and scrambling. While 
at the LSE, where he came under the influence of  Peter Dietz and Geoff   
Millward, he was selected for the AC training meet at Kleine Scheidegg 
in 1948. A year later, Denis went with Geoff  to Courmayeur, where Toni 
Gobbi took them under his wing, initially allowing them to follow him  
and his clients, but later guiding them on the Rochefort Ridge and the 
Arête des Hirondelles on the Grandes Jorasses. Back at LSE, Alexander 
Carr-Saunders, the director, told T Graham Brown about these climbs. 
Brown then submitted a note of  their exploits to the AJ and invited Denis to 
the AC dinner in 1949.

In 1950, Denis went to the Alps with his new climbing partner, Gwen. 
They climbed and gained experience in the Gran Paradiso and then the 
Chamonix Aiguilles, including the traverse of  the Grépon. After returning 
home, Gobbi proposed that they might attempt the South Ridge of  the Aiguille 
Noire – he having completed the first winter ascent. In 1951, now married, 
they enjoyed a good season in Chamonix and then the Valais, though bad 
weather frustrated their most ambitious plans. In 1952, they might have 
fulfilled Gobbi’s proposal but, after carrying a 200ft hemp rope around the 
Alps for the abseils on the Noire, they were again frustrated by the weather.

In 1953, things finally fell into place and they arrived at the Noire hut 
with a distinguished cast, including Pat Vaughan, Alan Blackshaw and 
Hamish Nicol. Three parties of  two climbed the ridge. George Band, 
Roger Chorley, Ted Wrangham and ‘Goff ’ Francis had made the first 
British ascent in 1952, but it was a sufficiently prestigious route for entry 
into the recently formed Alpine Climbing Group. Denis might have joined  
the AC at that time but refused to join a club that would exclude his 
climbing partner and wife. This partnership lasted a further 50 years,  
including a small expedition to the Karakoram in 1956. After a break for 



401

T h e  A l p i n e  J o u r n A l  2 0 1 6400

raising a family, Denis and Gwen returned to the Alps, climbing with their 
teenage children until 1975. It was not until 1977 that they both joined the 
Alpine Club.

There are other couples in the AC who have been members for longer but 
the very early inclusion of  Denis and Gwen in the ACG gives them a unique 
place in the history of  British climbing. They celebrated their 60th wedding 
anniversary in December 2010.

Dr A S G Jones MBE 
1933 - 2016

Dr Tony Jones died on 6 May 
2016, after suffering a degenerative 
illness. He had been a major influ-
ence on moun tain rescue in the UK 
and around the world since the mid 
1960s.

Tony was born in India, the son 
of  an officer in the British Indian 
Army. As a young boy, he moved to 
his mother’s home country of  South 
Africa. Having suffered at an early 
age from polio, which left him with 
a weak leg, his first choice of  sport 

was diving. Growing up in the shadow of  Table Mountain, however, and as 
a student of  geology, he soon took an interest in the mountains and became 
a member of  the Mountaineering Club of  South Africa, a membership he 
retained for 60 years.

It was through the MCSA that he first became involved with mountain 
rescue. Having graduated in marine geology, he moved to the UK in 1963 
to further his studies at Aberystwyth University. He joined the university 
mountaineering club, which held regular meets in Snowdonia, especially  
in the Ogwen valley. In 1965, when the Ogwen Valley Mountain Rescue  
Organisation (OVMRO) was inaugurated, it depended upon known and 
trusted groups of  mountaineers to staff  the rescue team, particularly at 
weekends. Aberystwyth University became one of  those groups, thus begin-
ning Tony’s role in UK mountain rescue.

Having gained his PhD, Tony moved to Bangor to lecture in marine geol-
ogy at the University College of  Wales. In 1966, he became a full member 
of  OVMRO. Shortly afterwards, he was appointed one of  the team leaders, 
an office he held until 1998. In 1969 he was elected as chair of  OVMRO,  
a position he held for 21 years.

Being a single man and living in university halls, where he was a warden, 
he could devote his free time to the study of  mountain rescue. He became 
chair of  the North Wales Mountain Rescue Association, the regional body. 

He held this post for 40 years. In addition, he became involved with the 
national body, the Mountain Rescue Committee, later Council, later still 
Mountain Rescue England & Wales (MREW). Tony was involved for over 
30 years with several sub-committees including communications. He held 
the post of  vice-chairman for several years and later became a trustee.

Tony encouraged innovation. In his early days, his good friend, Dr Ieuan 
Jones, casualty doctor at Bangor’s accident and emergency department, 
realised that the better first aid at the accident site, the better the outcome for 
the casualty. He devised a series of  first aid courses for mountain rescue that 
were taught to RAF and civilian teams. Tony embraced this training and 
was soon teaching courses to MRT members around the country.

Following a visit to the USA, Tony and a couple of  others involved with 
mountain rescue brought the American style of  search management back to 
the UK. Soon he was organising and delivering these courses to mountain 
rescue team-members and members of  the police. He took these courses 
around the world, including Hong Kong, Iceland and New Zealand.

Through his contacts in the USA, Tony established close contact with the 
USAF Pararescue, known as PJs, stationed in the south-east of  England. They 
came to Snowdonia to train, and also to climb and socialise with members 
of  OVMRO. Tony became an honorary member of  the PJs and was proud 
to have their motif  of  a pair of  green feet tattooed on his buttocks.

In 1992, Tony’s contribution to mountain rescue was recognised nation-
ally when he starred in the TV programme ‘This Is Your Life’. Being a  
man who did not enjoy publicity and not owning a television, when the  
Wessex helicopter landed and Michael Aspel jumped out with his famous  
red book, there was some trepidation from the three Ogwen mountain- 

It’s a dog’s life. A GPS track recorded by Tony Jones of his own walk  
in Snowdonia and that of a search and rescue dog, in red.

Dr Tony Jones
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rescue members who had organised it all. Michael walked up to Tony and 
said, ‘Dr Tony Jones, this is your life.’ Fortunately, there were enough 
good friends around him to make sure there were no expletives. Mr Aspel 
was not told what he could do with his red book.

In the 1995 New Year Honours, Tony was awarded the MBE, thoroughly 
deserved recognition for years of  dedication to mountain rescue. And when 
he resigned as a member of  OVMRO in 1999, he was appointed to honorary 
membership.

In addition to his membership of  the Alpine Club, MCSA and OVMRO, 
Tony was a member of  the Climbers’ Club. For many years he was warden of  
the hut at Helyg, in the Ogwen Valley. Despite his weakened leg, he climbed 
Mont Blanc, Kilimanjaro and Mount Kenya. He also climbed and walked 
extensively in the Drakensberg, the Dauphiné and Stubai Alps, and Norway.

Soon after his arrival in Bangor, North Wales, Tony joined the local fire 
service. In 1970 he was able to put this experience to good use when the dry-
ing room of  the Clachaig Inn, Glencoe, caught fire. When the fire engine 
arrived, he volunteered his expertise, using the hose to save the fine selection 
of  malt whisky displayed behind the bar.

Tony’s funeral was held in the cathedral at Bangor. It was filled with 
members of  several mountain rescue teams from North Wales and mem-
bers of  MREW. There were several representatives from RAF mountain 
rescue and of  22 Squadron, search and rescue helicopters. Tony became 
well known to many members of  the RAF mountain rescue as they served 
at RAF Valley on Anglesey. He kept up the friendships that he made. Brian 
Canfer of  the RAF Mountain Rescue Association spoke forcefully about 
this strong relationship.

The Maritime and Coastguard Agency (MCA) and RNLI were also  
represented as well as North Wales Police and other forces. The deputy 
chief  constable for North Wales, Gareth Pritchard, spoke about Tony’s 
wealth of  knowledge and the great respect that he held in such circles.  
Bill Dean, who met this forthright South African when Tony arrived at  
Aberystwyth in 1963, recalled introducing him to the university club and 
then to OVMRO. Alistair Read spoke on behalf  of  MREW as national  
training officer. In the early days of  civilian mountain rescue in North 
Wales, RAF mountain rescue was closely involved in its development.

Rick La Valla and Don Cooper, instructors on the annual search man-
agement courses held by MREW and run by Tony at Bangor University, 
flew from the USA to speak at the service. Finally, Peter Price, who had 
known Tony through membership of  OVMRO since the late 1960s and had 
been a close friend and a loyal support to Tony in his latter years, recalled 
their friendship with passion. The service ended with a small local choir 
singing a stirring rendition of  ‘Nkosi Sikele Afrika’, the national anthem 
of  South Africa.

A book should be written about this unusual and remarkable man,  
born in India, brought up in South Africa, with the Welsh surname of   
Jones and who wore a kilt of  Scottish tartan. He led with single-minded 

authority. He was a generous man, always willing to help fledgling team 
members with his vast knowledge of  mountain rescue. He was respected  
for that authoritative knowledge gained by thorough research and the  
university of  life. For those who knew him and worked with him, they will 
have understood what a privilege it was to have known him.

Chris Lloyd, OVMRO

Dr Paul R T Newby writes: Years ago, Tony gave me this interesting example 
of  a practical application for combining digital geographical information 
from different sources in a mountain rescue context. You will recognise the 
impression we all have that dogs cover at least three times as much ground 
as their masters when out for a walk. Tony put this perception to the test 
with his search and rescue dogs. On an exercise in Cwm Glas on Snowdon,  
he equipped both himself  and his dog with a continuously recording GPS 
receiver. The result (see picture) shows that the dog actually covered more 
than four times Tony’s distance, and detected the missing person at a range 
of  115m. It’s a nice illustration of  how Tony brought his professional  
expertise – and modern technology – to bear on developing the process  
of  mountain rescue in Snowdonia.

Helge J Kolrud 
1938 - 2016

Helge Kolrud was born in the  
Bergen district of  Fana in 1938 
and graduated from school there in  
1957. Thereafter, he lived in Oslo. 
He qualified as a lawyer in 1965,  
and went on to become a judge and  
attorney. He was a partner in the  
law firm Vislie, Ødegaard & Kolrud, 
and later at Haavind.

His father was a teacher and 
school inspector, and was politically  
active in the Norwegian Labour 
movement. His mother’s background 
was conservative. Helge inherited 
his father’s teaching talents and attributed his finicky interest in language 
to him. While at university, he was much influenced by the philosopher, 
historian and writer Arild Haaland.

Helge was evacuated from home at the outbreak of  war. When not quite 
six years old, he witnessed, unforgettably, the terrible accidental explosion 
at the port of  Bergen on 20 April 1944, when a Dutch cargo ship with  
hundreds of  tons of  TNT exploded outside Haakon’s Hall. Five thousand 
people were injured; 300 died.

Helge Kolrud
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Helge’s membership of  the Norwegian Alpine Club, which he much  
enjoyed, stretched over 25 years. He had, however, always loved mountains  
and mountaineering and climbed Store Skagastølstind, Norway’s third-high-
est peak, for the first time in 1972. He often visited Turtagrø in the Jotun-
heim, central Norway, particularly to climb in the jagged massif  of  Hurrun-
gane, one of  Norway’s most alpine areas. On the Norwegian climbing 
difficulty ranking of  1 to 9 he claimed, with his customary modesty, to have 
been generally restricted to level 3 and sometimes 4 – equivalent to Severe.

He was recognised at home and abroad for his very extensive technical 
and organisational abilities. He was author of  several legal works and also 
known as a university lecturer. He was, furthermore, a highly regarded com-
mittee legislator and sought-after arbitrator. As well as being chairman of  
the Norwegian Bar Association, he represented over 700,000 lawyers through 
his presidency of  the Council of  Bars and Law Societies of  Europe (CCBE). 

One might have thought him too busy and inclined to spend too little 
time on each of  his many activities. In fact, he was known for his accessi-
bility and efficiency and for ensuring he spent long holidays with family and 
friends, particularly at his beloved Kursen, in southern Norway, to which 
many friends were invited over the decades. In later years, he was beset by 
several illnesses, but was never heard to complain.

He claimed to be happiest when net fishing at Tvedestrand, a picturesque 
coastal village in southern Norway. There, he was out of  reach of  his mobile 
and was happy performing simple tasks like repairing his nets.

In 1968 he married Anne Johanne, known as Hanne; they had two  
children.

Translations and compilation by Catherine Moorehead

Hasse Eriksen writes: Helge J Kolrud was by profession a supreme court  
lawyer; he was chairman of  the Norwegian Bar Association from 1991 to 
1994 and chairman of  the European Lawyers Union from 2003 to 2005. 
During his time as the Tine (Norwegian Association of  Dairy Farmers) 
‘house attorney’ he secured the 1994 agreement with the Mountain Mus 
eum in Lom for a permanent place for the Club’s W C Slingsby heirlooms.

His professional and international background also came in handy when, 
as the Club’s representative within the UIAA organization committee, from 
2006, he secured its position as a member of  this important organization.

He joined the NAC as a 45-year-old after a long career as a rock climber 
and high-mountain skier with a consuming interest in and knowledge of  
Norwegian and foreign climbing history. This made him an obvious choice 
as a member of  the book committee appointed to oversee the release of  the 
NAC’s 100th anniversary book ‘200 years of  Norwegian Mountaineering’.  
As one of  the book’s main authors, he was generously praised for his  
detailed knowledge of  mountaineering history.

Reproduced in translation by kind permission of  Hasse Eriksen  
and the Norwegian Alpine Club 

Donald Lee 
1933 - 2016

The mountains and mountain activities played 
a large part in the life of  my husband, Don Lee. 
But despite many years of  Alpine holidays he 
felt that his achievements, while giving him 
great pleasure and satisfaction, were too modest 
for full membership of  the Alpine Club: he thus 
became an Associate Member in 2007. This gave 
him the opportunity to take part in social events 
and to keep in touch with Club members and 
their activities. He would look back with parti-
cular pleasure to the Club’s 150th anniversary 
celebrations in Zermatt and to the Lincoln’s Inn dinner later that year.

Born in Manchester, Don grew up in Wallasey where he attended  
Wallasey Grammar School. Afterwards he worked for a short time with 
a small local firm then became a National Westminster Bank, as it then 
was, employee, working in branches in the Liverpool area, in Cumbria and  
eventually in the Manchester area until his retirement.

Don was, however, happiest when involved in something active or prac-
tical. He played rugby for New Brighton, was a very strong swimmer and, 
during his national service in Germany he seemed to spend much time  
running in the local forests while learning how to throw the javelin. But  
his main love was for the mountains: on Friday night, he used to drive on 
his Vincent motorbike from Wallasey to North Wales, to return on Monday 
morning in time for work. He loved to tinker with his beloved Vincent and, 
later, his cars. His meticulous practical skills revealed themselves in later 
years when he converted two small adjacent terraced houses at Tintwistle, 
near Glossop, into a lovely country cottage.

He was a competent and very safe climber and became a mountaineering 
instructor for the Mountaineering Association. He was chosen to join an 
expedition to the Himalaya but was not allowed the time off  work: he was 
told to choose between being a mountaineer or a banker, a response that 
rankled with him for many years.

Don was already a member of  the Wayfarers when we met. (Together, 
we later joined the Fell and Rock.) Our first meeting took place on Boxing 
Day 1966 at the Old Dungeon Ghyll in Langdale. Here, I was introduced  
to him and to his red Triumph Spitfire sports car. We made no arrange-
ments to keep in touch but a few weeks later he contacted me by writing to 
my Education offices in Manchester with a forwarding letter in which he 
invited me to go to Skye with him at Easter. The lure of  the Cuillin and the 
Triumph Spitfire was too good to miss and I accepted. So began 50 years of  
friendship and companionship, leading to our eventual marriage.

Don was a kind, quiet, modest person who never sought the limelight  
but whose support and inner strength were invaluable. He loved music and 

Donald Lee
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was a competent pianist although he seldom played. And he loved our  
many visits to our friend in Vienna where he enjoyed the tranquillity of  her 
home in the Vienna woods, as well as the culture and the music.

Our great love for the outdoors, warm sunshine and the mountains led 
us to spend many happy and rewarding summer weeks in various parts of  
the Swiss and French Alps, in the Pyrenees and Picos de Europa, in the 
Maritime Alps, the Julian Alps and the Gran Paradiso. Don had a special 
affection for Corsica, which we visited nine times. In particular he liked  
to recall our following the GR20 before there was a series of  huts or any  
provision points en route. We carried only a tiny tent and enough food to last 
for a frugal ten days. We saw only three other people during the whole trip 
and we both lost much weight. Later, Don loved driving with a motor-home 
over some very challenging roads and passes to the south of  France or 
across to Chamonix or Zermatt.

During the winter months there was plenty to keep us occupied in the 
Lakes or in Scotland. We would visit the Cairngorms, Ben Nevis and 
Glencoe, while other trips would start on the north coast and gradually 
move down through the north-west Highlands while climbing as much as 
possible en route.

Don had always enjoyed good health, so it was a great shock early in 
the New Year for him to be diagnosed with bowel cancer. The subsequent 
operation was completely successful and all seemed well until he contracted 
an infection from which he did not recover. Don was a man of  integrity, 
kindness and high principles and was spoken of  as a true gentleman. The 
many messages of  condolence and the outstanding attendance at his funeral 
showed that he was held in very high regard. He has left behind many happy 
memories and will be sadly missed, especially by me.

Maureen Linton-Lee

Ralph Villiger 
1975 - 2015

One day, Ralph came to my office saying, ‘Will you take care of  my business 
for a while? I leave in three days for a true adventure.’ I couldn’t work out 
what was crazier: leaving his business to someone else, or going off  on the 
trip he was planning. But this became a habit: Ralph was a hero of  his kind 
with a remarkable ability to believe in others and fulfil extraordinary adven-
tures with the utmost straightforwardness.

Swiss born, located in Basel, already globally-renowned as a thought- 
leader in intellectual property valuation in life sciences, entrepreneur, wine 
aficionado to the extent of  opening a wine-bar in Zürich, Ralph wanted to 
broaden his horizons and explore new heights, with what he called ‘true 
adventure’.

Ralph was not chasing famous records like the 8,000m summits, or 
extreme solos. Being inspired by pioneers in sailing, hiking and climbing, 

his enjoyment came from designing  
and running multi-disciplined, ori-
ginal expeditions in remote areas,  
choosing paths open only for a very 
few days in the year. Guided by a 
remarkably gifted mind and a limit-
less passion for discovering the un-
known, Ralph succeeded.

He thus put his work aside to 
run the OSTAR 2013 singlehanded  
race across the Atlantic Ocean, to 
then sail north to America, reach 
Greenland and climb where none 
had climbed before. On the way 
back he wintered his boat Ntombifuti 
in Iceland, to prepare for the next dream he wanted to fulfil.

As a child, he did a lot of  hiking with his brother and parents in the  
Appenzell area of  Switzerland. After he had finished his studies in mathe-
matical engineering from the Swiss Federal Institute of  Technology Laus-
anne, the Technical University of  Catalonia, Barcelona and the St Peters-
burg State University, Russia, as well as an MSc in mathematical finance 
from the University of  Oxford, he became more and more interested in 
climbing and completed many routes in the Alpstein massif, many of  them 
solo. It was not the difficulties he was thinking about: he just enjoyed being 
out there on his own, doing all this by himself. It was not about being the 
strongest, just about daring and doing.

On a family trip to Antarctica he was inspired by the ice and its tough and 
wild conditions. He began planning to explore the Polar regions on his own 
and with very little support from outside. This dream came true in 2013.

I got to know Ralph in 2006 during a guided tour in Chamonix. At this 
time he was a mountaineer, with average climbing skills. I was impressed 
most by his stamina: he never thought about giving up. I think he never 
really became aware of  being wet or cold. Almost always wearing the same 
layers, whether it was cold or mild, he just said, ‘No problem, I think we 
will make it.’ In the beginning, our climbing partnership started as a classic 
guide-client tandem but it quickly turned into a deep friendship.

One of  his big dreams was climbing the Eiger North Face. After a few 
years of  training we finally realized this in 2014. During this training,  
we completed a lot of  other routes in the Alps, from Chamonix to the 
Dolomites: the Supercouloir on Mont Blanc du Tacul, the Eiger’s South 
Face, Cima Grande’s North Face, the Piz Badile and Dachstein were just 
some of  them.

In 2012, we discussed a combination of  sailing and climbing in very  
remote areas. Ralph was lucky to own a sailing boat, which was perfect-
ly suited to our plans. We wanted to go to as far north as possible, just 
the two of  us, no other climbers, no skipper. (Ralph was a skipper in his  

Ralph Villiger
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own right, having successfully completed the AZAB 2011 before the  
OSTAR 2013 courses.)

We visited Greenland’s east coast twice, once in 2013 and then in 2014, 
followed by dolphins when sailing, and sometimes polar bears, one of  
which even considered us as a good snack. The main problems were the 
navigation through the icebergs and not knowing anything about where we 
would find anchorages to keep the boat safe while we were climbing. Each 
time we were away for four or five weeks, living on the boat. We were able 
to make a few first ascents during these two trips, the most important one  
being that of  Kirken (1209m), in Liverpool Land in 2014. (See the 2015 AAJ.)

For this ascent, we won Adventurer of  the Year from the German-speak-
ing climbing community. Apparently, we were not the only ones inspired  
by this expedition. The award, however, arrived in October 2015, too late for 
Ralph, but I can still feel the emotion it would have raised in him.

As soon as one project was completed, and before he was even off  the 
peak, Ralph, in his unique way, had already started thinking about the next 
one. While we had so much time on our expeditions, it was easy to think 
about new projects, but the big difference between the two of  us was that I 
was thinking and dreaming while Ralph was already planning everything in 
detail, selecting the next fascinating challenges and routes to make it unique. 
He made everything concerning planning look so easy. Within a few days he 
could find out about the remotest areas, name a handful of  unclimbed peaks 
there and get in touch with the very few people who might have at one time 
approached or thought about the area. This I will miss a lot.

When coming back in August 2014 we decided to go to Patagonia to have 
a try at Mount FitzRoy. Unfortunately, bad weather conditions forced us 
to turn back 10 pitches below the summit. Disappointed but motivated to 
come back in 2016, we left Patagonia after four weeks.

Our last trip together brought us to the Caucasus in July 2015, where we 
climbed South Ushba. We did it in the most uncommon way, via the ice 
face, which offers only very few windows for climbing each year, and has to 
be done in the early morning and quickly enough in order not to be trapped 
by rising temperatures.

A few days after coming back from Ushba, our next trip to Patagonia  
to finally climb FitzRoy had been decided. Ralph wanted to train on the 
normal route of  the Gspaltenhorn. He told us he wanted to spend some 
time as well in ‘his’ mountains, the Swiss ones. He talked about it many 
times; it must have been something special for him.

To all of  us, it was always obvious that Ralph would make it back from 
everything. Nothing could resist his beautiful mind in planning or his stam-
ina in action. On the way down from the summit, he slipped on a slab and 
never came back. He had not turned 40, yet had led a life as full as someone 
twice that age.

His father gave him the taste for mountain and polar expeditions. Each 
time Ralph used to speak about what a pioneer did or what he planned  
to do, his father, fuelled by the same excitement as his son, had already 

found all historical data on the topic by the following day. Ralph always  
said that his parents were the most supportive ever. He was keen on living 
what his father dreamt of  and always texted his parents at the summit of  
every peak he reached, simply to express how wonderful life can be.

Ralph still had many ideas and adventures planned on all horizons  
of  his life… He wanted to create new seasonal batches of  his gin brand  
N-Ginious, to save lives from cancer or multi-resistant bacteria strains.  
We truly hope that some day these may still become reality and we strive  
for that. The lesson in life he left us is to never stop dreaming, always live to 
turn ideas into adventure, and fulfil them with passion.

His does not only leave our two hearts full of  inspiration, but the heart 
and mind of  many, all those he met along the way, from life sciences to  
wine tasting to sailing, climbing and those he loved.

Harald Fichtinger and Marie Petit

Professor Edward Sydney Williams PhD, FRCP, FRCR 
1923 - 2015

Edward Williams was born and 
brought up in a very rural part of  
Shropshire near the Long Moun-
tain, close to the Welsh border. 
His mother was a local school-
teacher; his father spent most of  
the First World War on the Western  
Front after which he became a  
gardener. Edward’s home was so 
remote that the family could only 
get to church about twice a month, 
when a service was held at a chapel  
about one and a half  miles away 
across fields. However, he developed 
a strong faith and in retirement he 
took the required training to become 
ordained as a part-time priest.

He attended the primary school 
where his mother taught. He went 
on at 14 to the Technical College 
in Shrewsbury. He did well in both  
academic and practical courses and 
became an apprentice to an electrical construction company before moving 
to the West Midlands Joint Electricity Authority as a draftsman. In 1940, 
aged 16, he joined the LDV (later the Home Guard).

At 18 he was called up and entered the navy as an electrical midshipman, 
RNVR. He found himself  working with university graduates. However, 

Prof Edward S Williams
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he must have impressed his seniors because he soon became the leader of  
a team working directly under the Admiralty, visiting ships in various UK 
ports, sorting out problems in relation to the new devices of  RADAR and 
ASDIC and interference by power cables and wireless.

After D-Day, he was posted to Colombo and the naval base at Trinco-
malee. The war soon ended and there was not a lot to do. He climbed  
Pidurutalagala (2524m) and lectured on mathematics while continuing 
to self-study to compensate for his lack of  formal education. He also  
enjoyed swimming, sailing, walking and fishing.

After leaving the navy he was successful in gaining entry to King’s  
College, London, to follow a special honours course in physics. A fellow 
student was Peter Higgs of  ‘Higgs Boson’ fame. After graduating in physics, 
he decided he wanted to work in the new field of  nuclear physics applied to 
medicine, so he embarked on a medical course at the Middlesex Hospital, 
London. There he joined the Middlesex Mountaineering Club. As a boy 
he had been accustomed to long walks in the country near his home. Now,  
he added hill walking and rock climbing in North Wales and the Lakes. 
He got to know Peter Harding, one of  the leading rock climbers in the 
1940s and did a number of  hard routes with him at Helsby, on Derbyshire 
grit, as well as in North Wales. He joined the Climbers’ Club in 1948.  
He made a number of  trips to the Alps from 1950 to 1956, climbing with 
Denis Greenald out of  Chamonix and Val d’Isère, and in the Dauphiné.

In 1956 Edward, with Denis and Gwen Greenald and Jim Durbin,  
made an expedition to the Karakoram, at a time when such trips were few. 
They attempted three peaks in the 6,000m range. They succeeded on two 
of  them: Brandu Brakk (6285m) and Lukpe Barak, a bit lower, and failed 
on the third because of  very bad weather. From this trip he brought back 
samples of  saliva, from which the sodium-potassium ratio allowed him to 
predict the changes, due to altitude, in the level of  the hormone aldosterone. 
This had only just been discovered at the Middlesex Hospital by James Tate. 
(It regulates sodium excretion by the kidneys.)

Edward qualified in 1958 and married Wendy. They honeymooned  
in Scotland where he introduced his bride to the joys of  Scottish winter 
mountaineering.

After junior hospital jobs he naturally started to specialise in the new  
discipline of  nuclear medicine. The Middlesex Hospital was fortunate in 
1961 to get a generous grant from the Nuffield Foundation with which to 
build a new four-storey Institute of  Nuclear Medicine. Edward was the  
obvious choice as its first director; though rather young for such a role,  
he was appointed in 1964 and helped to design the building. This was 
opened in 1969. He was appointed the first professor of  nuclear medicine  
in the UK in 1971. He soon started an MSc course in the subject; it attracted 
a worldwide group of  students. Besides running this institute and carrying 
out clinical work with hospital patients, he was in demand for numerous 
committees, in this country and in Europe: these were involved with reg-
ulating this new field of  medicine, with its inherent dangers.

In 1960 Edward led a 15-day expedition to the Vallot refuge on Mont 
Blanc to study the effect of  altitude again on kidney function and aldos-
terone. Conditions were quite austere, to put it mildly. Among the mem-
bers of  this party was his new bride, Wendy, a nurse from the Middlesex 
Hospital. Two years later he led another similar expedition, this time to the 
Plateau Rosa, camping in the cable-car station on the Theodul Pass at just 
on 3,500m.

I came to know Edward via Mike Ward around 1976. Soon after this, 
we started a series of  field studies in the hills of  this country and later in 
the Alps. The object was to try to work out what the effect of  mountaineer-
ing-type exercise was on fluid and salt balance in the body. The exercise we 
were interested in was of  long duration, eight hours or so, and sustained 
for some days, as mountaineers do. Any previous work in this field had 
been on once-only exercise of  15-30 minutes duration. Our interest was 
stimulated by stories about high-altitude pulmonary oedema, often with a 
history of  considerable exertion before onset. We collected a group of  five 
or six friends for these studies which we held first in North Wales, later in 
the Lake District and finally in the Alps, in the Kulm Hotel on the Gorner-
grat. Each study had a four-day period at rest, a five-day exercise period, 
where each day included eight hours of  vigorous hill walking, and then 
four days at rest. We needed to be on a strictly regulated diet, all eating the 
same food with the same diet each day. We measured all fluid in and out 
and took blood samples each day. In this way we were able to show that this 
form of  exercise caused us to retain some water, a considerable amount of  
sodium and to shift water from inside to outside our cells, into the blood and 
extra-cellular fluid. In the later studies we showed which hormones were 
responsible for these changes. Finally in the Swiss study we showed that the 
addition of  altitude to the exercise had only a small effect. All these studies 
resulted in papers in physiological journals.

In 1981 Edward was a member of  the science team on Ward and  
Bonington’s successful Kongur expedition. At 7,749m it was one of  high-
est unclimbed peaks and, being situated in Xinjiang, north of  Tibet, it was 
quite a coup for Mike Ward to get permission to explore the approaches and 
then to attempt the peak the following year. Kongur is in fact a whole range 
of  peaks with Kongur itself  in the middle; the route was not at all obvious. 
Mike, Chris and Alan Rouse made the reconnaissance in 1980. The team of  
ten members flew out to Kashgar in spring 1981. There were four climbers: 
Chris, Alan, Peter Boardman and Joe Tasker. The scientific team consisted of  
Mike, Edward, Charles Clarke and myself. Jim Curran was our journalist and 
cameraman, and David Wilson, with experience in the diplomatic service 
and fluency in Chinese, came as liaison officer. The peak proved quite a hard 
nut to crack but the four climbers were, eventually, successful. We studied the 
differences between us scientists, more or less normal subjects, and the four 
elite mountaineers, with respect to our physiological response to exercise at 
altitude. While the climbers were doing their stuff  high on the mountain, 
we had time to climb a few modest peaks within range of  base camp.
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In retirement, as well as working as a priest, he wrote and published  
a slim volume of  verse. He continued hill walking, especially in the South 
Downs near his home in Surrey and made a solo walk from the sea in  
South Wales to the North Wales coast. His eldest son, David, said in his 
funeral oration, ‘He stayed with mountaineering his whole life and even a 
passing reading of  his writings shows that it was the greatest passion he had. 
Many of  his longest friendships were made through climbing, his greatest 
happiness being in the mountains.’

Despite his considerable achievements, he was always modest and un-
assuming. He was a delightful climbing, walking or expedition companion. 
He leaves a wife, three sons and many colleagues and friends.

Jim Milledge


