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The Alpine Club Obituary Y e a r  of Election
Noel Ewart Odell 1 9 1 6  Hon 1973
Henry Snow Hall 1 9 2 4  Hon 1962.
Albert Jenkins Taylor 1 9 5 8
Ian Kerr A C G  1984
David Woolridge 1 9 8 6
John Poole 1 9 3 1
George Herbert Webb 1 9 5 0
Ronald William Clark 1 9 7 4
John Risdon Amphlett 1 9 3 9
Count Alain de Chatellus 1 9 7 6
Andrew Dykes Scott Bankes 1 9 7 9
Herbert Horatio Mills 1 9 6 4
Brian David Chase A C G  1967
Miss Una Cameron L A C  192.9
The Right Rev Thomas Bernard Pearson 1 9 6 6
Oliver Eaton Cromwell 1 9 2 . 5
Joseph Sanseverino 1 9 4 8

The following two tributes are from last year:

Alfred Maurice Binnie luci-1986

Maurice Binnie, who died on 3i December 1986, was born on 6 February 1901.
He was educated at Weymouth College and Queens College Cambridge. He
worked for two years for the Bridge Stress Committee, before being appointed
to a University Demonstratorship at Oxford in 192.5. He joined Balliol and
moved to New College as a lecturer in 1933. In 1944 he returned to Cambridge
as a university lecturer in engineering, in charge of the hydraulic laboratory, and
was appointed to a fellowship at Trinity where he lived until his death.
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As an undergraduate, visits with relations in the Lake District aroused his
interest in climbing, and the first climb he recorded was in Wales in 1923. His
first visit to the Alps was in 1924, and for the next 6o years he seldom missed an
opportunity, and for a don there were many, to visit the hills or the mountains.
He was elected to the Club in 1929 and served on the Committee in 1936. There
are few valleys or mountains in the Alps which he did not visit, and he was just
as happy in the little mountains as on the 4000m peaks. One of his best years
was 1927, when he was qualifying for the Club and climbed, among others, the
Bernina, Roseg, Disgrazia and traversed the Matterhorn, up the Zmutt and
down the Hornli ridges. On this last, he was accompanied by Eric Shipton and
Bill Younger.

He took a keen interest in the OUMC and the CUMC; he was Senior
Treasurer of the latter, and many meetings took place in his rooms. At Oxford
he met Harold Herbert, then an undergraduate at St John's, who became his
most regular climbing companion until Herbert died in 1981. He spent many
Easter holidays at Wasdale in parties made up mainly of the Herbert family
(four brothers) and their friends.

In 1932. he was awarded a Rhodes Travelling Fellowship, and from
November 1932 until September 1933 he was abroad, visiting Australia, New
Zealand and Canada, where he was able to combine climbing with his scientific
duties. In New Zealand he did several mountain walks and climbs and was
involved in one event which should be recorded here as he was always extremely
reticent about it himself.

He and Miss Katie Gardiner (later President of the Ladies Alpine Club
(LAC), 1941-45) and the guides Vic Williams and Jack Pope set out on 8
February to climb Mt  Tasman. The following account of what happened
appeared in an obituary notice of Miss Gardiner, who died in 1974.

'The party consisted of Katie, her friend Mr A M Binnie, Vic Williams and
Jack Pope. The weather seemed perfect. An advance camp was set up on a
ledge at the head of the Fox glacier in preparation for the climb, but in the
middle of the night the weather suddenly changed and a violent storm burst.
With his usual foresight, Vic Williams had noted a nearby crevasse as a likely
refuge in such an emergency and while the others clung onto a tent fly, Jack
Pope got down into the crevasse and cut out a platform. With a meagre
supply of salvaged supplies and their sleeping bags, the four huddled in the
crevasse for the rest of the night, hoping for the storm to pass. But dawn
brought no respite. Thunder and lightning continued and there was little
daylight. The blizzard continued for over a week, during which the party
existed on a food supply that had been intended to last for only a couple of
days and which was almost exhausted after six. On the sixth day Katie wrote
a will to the effect that, should they not survive, Jack's and Vic's wives were to
be cared for. Conditions outside the crevasse were so bad that Vic Williams
doubted that anyone in the open could have survived for more than half an
hour. Jack Pope made a vow never to climb again. Finally, on the ninth day,
the storm abated. The party was weak from lack of food, but four eggs had
been held in reserve and, after eating these, they decided to get down the
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glacier. As they started to descend they were met by a rescue party led by the
Maori guide Joe Fluerty who, while surrounded by sceptics, had remained
convinced that they were alive. A  few hours after the descent to the
Chancellor Hut the weather once again closed in, but by then they were safe.'

Others occasionally referred to the time 'he spent a week in a crevasse with a
woman', but this would be received with only a grunt.

In July he was in Canada and spent some time in the mountains, which he
described in 'Western Canada in 1933' (A/46, 81-88, 1934). Here he again met
and climbed with Miss Gardiner, also with Mr and Mrs I A Richards. One
comment he made in that article is worth quoting. They were on the summit of
Pinnacle. 'From the summit we were able to discuss the North Tower of Eiffel. It
appears inaccessible except by those detestable engineering methods with
which we are now so familiar.' This would have meant using a few pitons, and
was a typically forthright opinion which was shared by many members of the
club 50 years ago.

He was in Corsica in 1928 and returned to Canada in 1935.
Other expeditions included one to Norway in 1932, where he climbed in

the Horungtinder, crossed the Jostedalsbrae and went up to Romsdal. In 1938
he went to the Lofoten Islands which he described in his humorous way in 'A
Month in Lofoten' (A J5 1-, 43-53, 1939).

After the war he went several times to the Pyrenees with H W R Wade,
who also accompanied him to the Dolomites and in Scotland.

When not elsewhere, he visited the Alps almost every summer and was
sometimes able to spend two months there. In addition he spent very many
short holidays in the hills and mountains of Britain.

His scientific achievements have been recorded elsewhere. He was very
distinguished in the study of hydraulics and was elected to the Royal Society in
1960. His inquisitiveness must have led him to many new ideas and discoveries,
and nothing in the least unusual missed his attention.

He was a splendid companion and as Wade has written: 'He was always
excellent company, with his keen sense of humour and sly comments on people
and things. He had a marvellous repertoire of stories with which he used to
regale me on summits and elsewhere.' And to quote from his notice in The
Times: 'He was above all generous and entirely devoid of malice. He loved
climbing and nearly all his holidays were spent in the Alps or the British hills.
Those fortunate enough to have his company on these expeditions could
appreciate him at his best.'

Alec Malcolm

Conrad O'Brien ffrench 1893-1986

Conrad (Tim) ffrench, who died last year at the age of 93, was elected to the
Club in 1933, recommended by Colonel Strutt on qualifications which included
both Alpine and Himalayan climbs.
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His early life was adventurous. Born in Montpelier Square and raised in
Italy, where his father held the rank of a papal Marquis, he decided at the age of
17 to emigrate to Canada and join the Mounted Police. This experience taught
him skills of handling both men and horses which were to prove of great value
throughout the rest of his life. Returning to England at the beginning of the First
World War he was gazetted as a subaltern in the Royal Irish Regiment, only to
be wounded and taken prisoner a few weeks later in the Battle of Mons.

During his captivity he learnt to speak fluently in Russian as well as
German and French, and on release became a secret agent for British
Intelligence in the guise of a military attaché in Stockholm and elsewhere in
Europe. This period, lasting two decades, forms the main subject of his
delightful, personally illustrated autobiography Delicate Mission, a copy of
which can be found in the Library. It ended on the eve of war in 1939 with a
dramatic dash across the German frontier into Switzerland with the Gestapo at
his heels.

Conrad returned to Canada in the latter part of the Second World War
and lived in North America for the remainder of his life, at first in Vancouver
and then in Banff where he built Fairholm Ranch, a beautifully designed log-
house in the heart of the mountains with unlimited opportunities for climbing,
skiing and horsemanship, in all of which he excelled. In 1958 the house was
leased by the Canadian government to accommodate Princess Margaret and her
party during her three-day visit to Banff.

I first came to know him when we lived in Calgary shortly after the war
and thereafter our friendship never flagged despite our being for the most part
on opposite sides of the Atlantic. On a steep bank at Fairholm, Conrad taught
me the principles of the Christie turn and together we climbed and ski'd in the
Lake and Fairholm ranges, where I soon came to appreciate his steadiness and
confidence as a rock-climber and his qualities o f  companionship in the
mountains and in life generally. Happy days to remembet with our two families
in close, friendly contact.

Conrad was an artist by profession, and a highly gifted one who had
studied extensively in Paris and at the Slade School in London under Professor
Henry Tonks where he became an outstanding draughtsman. Later in life he
taught and lectured on Art and Philosophy at the University of British Columbia
and also at the Community in Loveland, Colorado, where he lived.

Lastly, but to him of first importance was his religious faith. Brought up
as a member of the Catholic hierarchy in Rome inheriting the dual titles of
Marquis of Castel Thomond and Senior Knight of Malta of the Irish Langue,
Tim came in middle life to reject the Roman dogma, and gave himself to a search
for God within the framework of a revealed, created natural order whose
origins inevitably pointed to a Supreme Designer, to whom all men might
become attuned by hearing his voice within themselves. In his latter years
Conrad became a much-loved resident elder-statesman of the 'Community of
Divine Light' at Sunshine Ranch, Colorado. Although this group does not hold
orthodox Christian beliefs, Conrad's own approach to faith could be well
summed up in Ronald Knox's rhetorical and epigrammatic enquiry: 'How can
anything matter unless there is Someone who minds?'
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He was twice married and leaves a daughter, Christina, who lives in
Sweden; and a son, John, in Revelstoke, British Columbia.

Edward Smyth

Noel Ewart Odell 1890-1987

Noel Odell joined the Club in 1916, was elected Vice-President in 1945 and
honorary member in 1973. He was also a founder member of the Himalayan
Club and honorary member of a number of other mountaineering clubs
including the American Alpine Club, the Canadian Alpine Club, the New
Zealand Alpine Club and the Norsk Tinder Klub to which he was particularly
attached. His wife Mona was also a member of long standing, having joined the
LAC in 192.1 and remaining a member till her death in 1977 (see il J83, 270-1,
1978).

Odell qualified for the Club in the golden years of alpine climbing before
the First World War and was a near contemporary of such great figures as
Geoffrey Young, George Finch and Alfred Zurcher. His proposal form was
seconded by Haskett-Smith. But we remember him most of all as our last
survivor of the dramatic 1924 Everest expedition in which he played such a
memorable part, spending many days above the N col, going twice up to Camp
VI in support of Mallory and Irvine's attempt on the summit and being the last
man to see them alive. His performance that year is all the more remarkable
when it is remembered that this was his first Himalayan expedition and his first
experience of high altitude, his selection for Everest having been based on his
Alpine record combined with the strength and endurance he showed on
sledging journeys in Spitsbergen. He had to withdraw for personal reasons from
the 1933 expedition but came to the Himalaya in 1936 with the Anglo-
American expedition to Nanda Devi, and this was his second annus mirabilis
when at the age of 46 he with Bill Tilman made the first ascent of this noble
mountain, then and for some years the highest to have been climbed.

He was back on Everest in 1938 with Tilman's expedition but, as events
turned out, did not go very high that year. After the war he continued to climb
and explore actively in the Canadian Rockies with Frank Smythe, in Yukon and
Alaska with an American expedition, and especially in New Zealand during his
time at Otago University. On his return from New Zealand he was 66, but he
remained active and vigorous right to the end of his life. Even at the age of 93 he
attended the 75th anniversary celebrations of the ABMSAC and made his way,
with some mechanical assistance, up to the Britannia hut.

As an expedition member Noel was a genial and easy-going companion.
On Nanda Devi he was, apart from Graham Brown, the oldest of our party and,
being a somewhat patriarchal figure, earned the nickname, which he rather
relished, of Noah.

On Everest in 1938 he was teased unmercifully about his rather
ponderous glaciological researches and took it all in good part. He was an
impressive man in his prime, and Charles Warren reminds me that when the
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Dzongpen at Shekar entertained us that year the chang girls characterized him
as a godlike figure. I remember him most clearly of all on a little side-journey we
took together, crossing back into Sikkim over the Lonak La, an excursion we
both greatly enjoyed and one about which he often reminisced in later years.
The only thing one found to criticize about him was his extreme slowness in
dealing with his kit and in doing camp chores. Such things have a dispro-
portionate importance at high altitude, and I have long suspected that it was this
quality which made Mallory reject him and prefer Irvine for the final assault in
1914.

Odell was a geologist, trained at the Royal School of Mines where, after
the interruption caused by the First World War in which he served in the Royal
Engineers and was three times wounded, he qualified as ARSM. In the early
twenties he joined the geological staff of the Anglo-Persian Oil Company,
working first in London and then in Persia; he next moved to Canada, working
for a mining company and later as a consulting geologist. From z 928 to 1930 he
was at Harvard as lecturer in geology, and from there he came to Cambridge,
first as PhD student then lecturer in geomorphology, and was supervisor of
studies in geology and geography at Clare College. He remained at Cambridge
till the war started, and despite various interruptions Cambridge was to be his
main base for the rest of his days.

The first of these interruptions was the Second World War which saw
him, aged 5o, recommissioned in the Royal Engineers, serving initially in this
country but later transferring to the Indian Army in the Bengal Sappers and
Miners.

Odell never was, and probably never aspired to be, in the front rank of
geological research. His career was the result of perseverance and endurance,
for he was not awarded his PhD till the age of 49, nor did he get his first
professorship till he was 6o, this being at the University of Otago in New
Zealand, which must have been a very congenial post. A part of his rather
splendid inaugural address at Otago in praise of mountains was read out at his
memorial service in Cambridge. It is now in the University Library. After a spell
back at Cambridge he did a further two years abroad, starting in his 7oth year at
the University of Peshawar. Geology had provided him with an extraordinarily
varied life, giving opportunities for field work in many continents and for
making a host of friends with whom he kept regularly in touch. He was a great
letter writer. Clare College finally made him an honorary fellow in 1983, and he
was a most loyal and devoted member of both College and University.

Loyalty is also the word that comes to mind in thinking of Odell as a
member of the AC, for he was intensely proud of the Club and, even in his
eighties and nineties, was an unusually regular attender at Club meetings and
indeed at other mountaineering gatherings. Members for whom the events of
192.4 and 1936 are ancient history will remember him as an upright and
distinguished figure, still possessed o f  all his faculties and contributing,
sometimes at great length, to discussions at Club meetings. Even in the week of
his death he was at the memorial meeting organised for Don Whillans at the
Royal Geographical Society. His sudden death that weekend was surely the
perfect end to a long and active life.
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The Noel Odell evening organized by the Club in his memory was a
unique and fitting tribute to a distinguished and popular member.

Peter Lloyd

H Adams Carter writes:

Noel Odell had a long and important connection with American mountaineer-
ing, extending over at least 51 years. He was the guest of honour at the
American Alpine Club's Annual Meeting and Dinner on 29 December 1926. He
became a member of the American Alpine Club in 1928 and was made an
honorary member in 1936.

Noel, or Noah as many of us affectionately called him, was a lecturer in
geology at Harvard University from 1928 to 1930. While there, he was a great
inspiration to the members of the recently formed Harvard Mountaineering
Club. On weekends he helped hone our climbing skills. A still well-remembered
new ice route pioneered in the bitter cold of Huntington Ravine in the White
Mountains bears his name, Odell Gully. Before this time, the students had
restricted themselves mostly to rock: he introduced them to steep ice. He
inspired these Harvard climbers to organize expeditions to the great mountains
of the world. It was his legacy that for the next 30 years all American mountain
expeditions that were worth their salt were well represented by Harvard. In the
summer of 1930 he was the senior member of the Harvard Mountaineering
Club's summer camp in the Selkirk Mountains of Canada. He was with
Americans in Labrador's Torngat Mountains in 1931 and in north-east
Greenland in 1933.

When four of us naive Harvard boys decided to tackle the Himalaya in
1936, of course we invited Noah to join us and to suggest which three other
British climbers should make up the party. We all know how he and Bill Tilman
reached the summit of Nanda Devi, which held the record as the highest summit
reached for the next 14 years. I was lucky enough to be teamed up with Noah
for much of the expedition, an education and a privilege I shall never forget.

After the Second World War, Noah returned a number of times to
America. In 1947 he climbed in the Lloyd George Range with Henry Hall, an
American Honorary Member of the Alpine Club, who died at the age of 91 a
couple of weeks after Odell. In 1949 he was in the summit team of an American
expedition that climbed Mount Vancouver in Alaska, at that time the highest
yet unclimbed peak in North America.

Noah never forgot his American friends in his later years. We Welcomed
him on our shores and were also warmly received by him in Cambridge and
elsewhere. We would never make a trip to England without making an effort to
see him. We are greatly in his debt, not only for what he did for American
expeditionary mountaineering, but more especially for the inspiration and
friendship he gave so freely to many of us American climbers.
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Martyn Berry writes:

In about 1960 Noel Odell came to Oxford to lecture to the OUMC. Afterwards
I mentioned to him that in a nearby room in the Geology Department (where I
think Wager was still at that time Professor) a friend of mine was doing some
important research in geochronology. The good Professor asked if he could
have a look at the project. There was, of course, no one else about at that time of
night, so I showed him round my friend's lab, trying desperately to remember
what I could about mass spectrometers and talking glibly about isotopic ratios.
Looking back, I am amazed at the kindly forbearance with which Odell treated
a bumbling but enthusiastic undergraduate.

For some years I have been attending lectures at the AC as a guest of my
colleague John Temple. I have often seen Odell, and a couple of times I have
seen him in the Library being consulted by young Himalayan expeditioners, his
head and theirs bowed over maps and books covering the table.

John and I arrived very early for the September 1986 meeting. I was
reading in the Library when there was _a loud thud from the stairs. A few
moments later John came in and told Pat Johnson that a doctor was needed. She
rushed out, came back immediately saying, '0 God, it's Professor Odell', and
phoned up to the Committee Room. I wandered unhappily towards the door,
doubting whether I could be of any use.

Odell was standing in the washroom, his profusely-bleeding head being
cleaned up with loo paper by John. He was embarrassed but cheerful. Someone
nearby said that Odell had fallen the full flight and hit his head on the wall.
Hamish Nicol appeared, brisk and professional, had a good look and said there
was no serious damage. As soon as the bleeding stopped Odell said he had to go
back up to meet the Bradford Washburns, and firmly resisted attempts to get
him to sit down. So up the stairs he went, with John following close behind.
'D'you know', said Odell to no one in particular, 'I've never fallen any distance
on a mountain yet.' Plenty of time for that,' said John.

Odell stood by the bar with a glass in his hand and talked animatedly for
the best part of the next hour. When we moved in for the lecture he at last sat
down, but was shortly on his feet again to deliver a brief and eloquent tribute to
his old friend Jumbo Wakefield. He listened intently to Bill Brooker for the next
8o minutes, and contributed twice to the discussion. When we left he was
standing, glass in hand, still talking.

Next morning I asked John whether the old boy might have woken up
with a headache. 'Only a hangover,' said John.

Henry Snow Hall, Jr I89-1987

Bradford Washburn, an Hon. Member of the AC and a lifelong friend of the
Hall family, was asked by Lydia Hall to speak at Henry Hall's funeral service on
behalf of all his friends. This is what Dr Washburn said:
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91. l a a  May Cameron (1904-19S7 a t  her villa in Courmayeur in /  953,
when she was at the height of her powers.

93. Henry  Snow MIL Jr
(1S9.5—/9S7).

99. Conrad O'Brien ffrench
(l893—/9S6).
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Barely two weeks ago, I had a heartwarming experience. Late in the afternoon I
was starting homeward from my office at the Museum of Science, and I decided
at the last moment to make a tiny detour through the beautiful Atrium of the
new Omnimax Theatre building — just to take a peek at the many new exhibits
being installed there.

Right in the midst of a milling sea of visitors were Henry and Lydia Hall
and their guide and neighbour, Sam Leland! Henry and Lydia were just
standing there with Sam, marvelling at the beauty of the new hall and the
happiness, indeed joy, on all the faces around them.

Something was clearly going on, deep inside them. Something that they
shared with only a tiny handful of New Englanders: the thrill of knowing that
nothing that was going on around them could possibly be taking place, had it
not been for their own courage and faith and generosity.

We drove home together on our last trip to 154 Coolidge Hill. It was a
beautiful early-spring afternoon and I will always cherish the memory of those
last happy minutes of a 6 r -year friendship.

Henry Hall meant different things to many different people. To some he
was one of a small group of men who convinced General Marshall that the
United States should train Mountain Troops. They did — and the 87th
Mountain Infantry was deeply involved in the attacks that broke the back of the
Axis in the Aleutians and in Italy.

To others he was always present at the meetings of  the Harvard
Traveller's Club a  member of the Explorers' Club, the Appalachian Mountain
Club, a 30-year Trustee of Boston's Museum of Science — a constant and
generous enthusiast of our great Symphony Orchestra.

But, to the largest group of all, Henry was a mountaineer. I choose this
word carefully because he was not at all just a mountain climber —someone who
hurries directly to the top, cuts a notch in his ice-axe and then rushes elsewhere
to add a new summit to his growing list.

Henry simply loved to be in the presence of great mountains, preferaby
unexplored ones. He didn't have to get to the top to be happy! He loved the
forests and the wilderness — and he loved to be there in the company of others
who shared this love. And, most of all, he loved young mountain people.

Like many of us here this morning, his climbing started with hikes and
snowshoe-trips in our own White Mountains; often with Bob and Miriam
Underhill and Carl and Dorothy Fuller. He'd climbed the Matterhorn before he
was 16 and joined the American Alpine Club and the AMC in his early twenties.
Over a span of nearly 70 years he attended virtually every AAC meeting, no
matter where it was held — and served on its Board of Directors as Member,
Secretary, President and finally as its first Honorary President.

Without Henry Hall's faith and generosity, his close and ever-admired
friend, Adams Carter, could never have led the American' Alpine Journal to the
point where today it is universally considered to be the most distinguished
mountaineering publication in the world.

Over the years, Henry didn't confine his activities to the mountains of
New England and the Alps. He climbed Africa's Kilimanjaro, Elbruz in the
Caucasus, and ventured to  South America to  make the first ascent of
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Colombia's Sierra Nevada de Santa Marta — the highest coastal peak in the
world — with his lifelong friends, Tom Cabot and Walter Wood. In the early
thirties, he and Lydia and their friends, the Croziers, flew across central Alaska
to get a closer look at Mt McKinley and  he was a member of the team that was
first atop Mt Logan (Canada's highest peak) and, similarly, later, went to Mt
Hayes in the Alaska Range. But Henry's very special love was the exploration of
the great peaks of the Canadian Rockies and British Columbia — to which he
returned year after year, always accompanied by old and trusted friends and
guides.

One might easily think from all this that Henry Hall was miserable when
he was not on, or at least near to, mountains. That was indeed true for a while,
but as early as 1914, when he was one of the founders of the Harvard
Mountaineering Club, his greatest joy developed out of chatting, planning and
dreaming with young climbers and explorers. He loved to share information.
His Cambridge home was a veritable mecca for everyone who loved the
wilderness — and particularly the high wilderness.

It was barely possible to squeeze yvith him into his tiny study — jammed,
piled and cluttered with an unrivalled wealth of books, journals and maps from
every nook and cranny of the world! This was the spot where hundreds,
possibly thousands, of us youngsters always found a listening ear, an infinitude
of facts, thoughtful advice and boundless enthusiasm — for what we wanted to
try to do.

Henry Hall was never a leader, but he was a source of information and a
catalyst of the first order and, because of this, he was held in the highest esteem
by the mountaineering fraternity throughout the world.

When Barbara and I visited the Royal Geographical Society in London
last fall for meetings related to our map of Mount Everest, we spent a
stimulating evening with Noel Odell — the last man to see Mallory and Irvine
alive when they disappeared into the mists of Everest's final pyramid on that
fateful June afternoon in 1914. Odell, well over 90 years of age, discussed with
us the tiniest details of the upper reaches of Everest as if he'd been there the day
before b u t  the very first question he asked us was: 'How are Henry and Lydia
Hall?'

Why did Henry Hall love the wilderness and the heights so much, and
why did this enthusiasm leave us so many vivid memories and shape the lives of
so very many of his friends? I think that it was because those of us who love the
same things realize that, in these high and distant places, we are all deeply
moved by the magnificence and wonder and glory of nature when we see them
in never-to-be-forgotten terms.

Hudson Stuck, the Archdeacon o f  the Yukon, once declared that
standing on the summit of Mount McKinley meant more to him than owning
the richest goldmine in Alaska. And his young partner, Robert Tatum,
exclaimed that the view from McKinley's summit was to him like 'looking out
the windows of Heaven!'

May I close these reflections about our dear friend, Henry Hall, by
reading a sonnet by John Magee, a young RCAF fighter pilot who lost his life in
the Second World War. Although it's not about climbing, i t  marvellously


