In Memoriam

COMPILED BY GEOFFREY TEMPLEMAN

The Alpine Club Obituary Year of Election
Charles Buchanan Moncur Warren 1931 Hon. 1980
Janet Buchanan Carleton (Janet Adam Smith) LAC 1946 Hon. 1994
Geoffrey John Streetly ACG 1952
Stephen Paul Miller Asp. 1999
Frederic Sinclair Jackson 1957
Christine Bicknell LAC 1949
Sir George Sidney Bishop 1982
John Flavell Coales 1976
Robert Scott Russell 1935
Alistair Morgan 1976
Arun Pakmakar Samant 1987

In addition to the above eleven members who died in 1999, mention should
be made of four further names.

Jose Burman, a South African member, died in 1995 but was not included
at the time.

Ginette Harrison was the first woman to climb Kangchenjunga, in 1998.
Whilst not yet a member, she had started the application process for
membership. She died on Dhaulagiri last year.

Yossi Brain, who sent us valuable reports from South America for the
Area Notes, died in an avalanche on 25 September 1999 while mountain-
eering with friends in Northern Bolivia. Yossi touched the lives of a lot of
people, through his lively, bright, and often irreverent sense of humour which
permeated his guiding, his books, his articles and above all his spirit. He
achieved a lot in the time he had, making two different and sucessful
careers, and providing inspiration to many.

Ulf Carlsson was Chairman of the Mountain Club of Kenya between 1993
and 1996. He wrote an article about the Swedish mountains for the 1997
Alpine Journal and was well known to some of our members. He died in the
Pamir in 1999.

Geoffrey Templeman
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Charles Warren, 1906-1999

Our Honorary Member Charles Warren, who died at Felsted a few days
short of his 93rd birthday, was the oldest surviving member of the pre-war
Everest expeditions. His early years were spent in West London where his
father had a medical practice. After school at Eastbourne, he went for a
summer holiday with his father to Switzerland, and had his first experience
of the Alps: a short expedition with a Lunn’s Tours guide to the Bétemps
hut above Zermatt in that grand country dominated by the Matterhorn.

Charles, enthralled, was hooked for life. At Emmanuel College, Cam-
bridge where he read medicine, he joined a powerful group of climbers,
among them Laurence Wager, Jack Longland, Ted Hicks, Peter Lloyd and
Ivan Waller with whom he climbed in the Peak District, North Wales and
Scotland, with longer vacation seasons in the Alps. On a visit to Black Rocks,
Derbyshire he got into difficulties while soloing a steep pitch. Unable to
finish the climb or to come down, he eventually fell off, landed on his feet
and after a somersault finished up on his back. Undeterred, he rubbed him-
self down and continued climbing. With a good list of classic Alpine ascents
to his credit and by now qualified as a doctor, in 1933 he joined Marco
Pallis, together with Hicks, Richard Nicholson and Colin Kirkus on an expe-
dition to the Gangotri glacier. Here, he made his mark when he climbed
Bhagirathi III (as it is now called). The crux, at over 21,000ft, involving
loose rock and a struggle with an overhang which was led by Kirkus, was a
remarkable achievement at that time. But perhaps just as remarkable was
the Alpine style of the approach and ascent; with no porters, he and Kirkus
were entirely self-supporting for six days, carrying a bivouac tent and a week’s
supply of food, chiefly pemmican and boiled sweets.

This success led to an invitation to join Eric Shipton’s 1935 reconnaissance
expedition to Everest and the subsequent well documented attempts in 1936
led by Hugh Ruttledge and 1938 led by Bill Tilman. Charles, with natural
modesty, was never sure whether he was invited as a doctor who could
climb or as a climber who happened to be a doctor. Nevertheless, during
these three Everest years, which were dogged by poor weather, heavy snow
or early monsoon, he fulfilled both roles, climbing to above the North Col
and attending to the medical needs of the expedition. He kept detailed
records, thus contributing to the then limited knowledge and awareness of
high altitude medicine and the effects of oxygen. It was in 1935 during the
approach to the North Col on the upper East Rongbuk Glacier that Charles,
slightly ahead of his party, discovered the body of the lone climber, Maurice
Wilson, who had made his attempt on Everest the previous year. After
burying the body in a crevasse Charles’ diary recalls, ‘I thought I had grown
immune to the sight of the dead, but somehow or other, in the circumstances,
and because of the fact that he was, after all, doing much the same as
ourselves, his tragedy seemed to have been brought a little too near to home
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for us.” Recent attempts by the media to sensationalise certain aspects of
this episode caused Charles much unease.

1935 ended more happily when heavy snow prevented further progress
and the party which also included Tilman retreated to the nearby glacier
where a delightful month was spent map-making and climbing some 26
peaks over 20,000ft, including Khartaphu and Kharta Changri, in a feast of
lightweight Himalayan exploration and first ascents unrivalled before or
since. Not long ago, Charles was delighted to receive a card from a party
visiting the same area who had hoped to claim virgin summits only to find
‘you had been there before us’. The years of 1936 and 1938 were no more
successful on Everest because of poor conditions. Charles preferred the
more modest 1938 expedition, led by Tilman with a small party of compatible
climbers, free from the leadership squabbles that had preceded the earlier
two expeditions and in which he characteristically had taken no part.

On these three attempts Charles had as his personal Sherpa the young
Tenzing Norgay who, after his 1953 ascent, stayed with the Warrens at their
home in Felsted, much to the delight of the local community. And it was in
1936 that he brought back the first colour slides of Everest, carefully taken
with a Leica which is still in use today.

I recently asked Charles what he thought of Everest these days. Would
he want to go back? His reply was typical. ‘No, the mountain has been
climbed and the romance has gone out of it for me. Let us glory in the first
ascent.” A romantic all his life, he did not approve of the recent efforts to
find Mallory and Irvine. He hoped they would never be found, leaving the
great mystery unsolved.

During the war, he served as a GP at Mill Hill and as paediatrician at
Bishop’s Stortford Hospital. After the war and by now married to Dorothy
Lowick, a radiographer, they settled in Felsted. Charles decided to specialise
in paediatrics and obtained a consultancy at Chelmsford, later joining the
staff at Colchester. Throughout the remainder of his professional career he
extended his area from Brentwood to Harwich with his main unit at
Chelmsford, where he was renowned for developing the technique of
performing exchange blood transfusions on infants with neo-natal jaundice.
In combination with colleagues he made great contributions to the treatment
of jaundicial infants and conducted meticulous studies in the management
of patients with Wilson’s disease. He was elected FRCP in 1967.

In spite of a demanding professional life in which he took a full part in
hospital administration and management, Charles continued to climb
whenever he could, enjoying particularly the early post-war Club meets when
young climbers were introduced to the Alps, and the Matterhorn celebrations
in 1965. He climbed in Kenya, the Ruwenzori and South Africa where he
was made an honorary member of the Mountain Club of South Africa. His
climbing partner was usually Iain Ogilvie, with whom he did many more
Alpine classics, and regularly visited Scotland and the Lake District. He
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joined the SMC in 1968 and in 1977, at the age of 71, completed the traverse
of the Cuillin ridge with his old friend Ivan Waller. Of light build, and
never athletic nor an outstanding performer on rock or ice, he was a real
lover of the mountains and a strong goer. Above all he was a tremendous
enthusiast, never happier than when planning his next mountain trip even
when his own powers were waning. He always delighted in the success of
others. But the record of his climbing over a period of nearly 60 years speaks
for itself.

Charles’ interests were wide ranging. He had a deep love of the literature
of the Romantic period and was devoted to the study of early English
watercolours of which he had a fine collection. The Alpine Club is indeed
indebted to him for the years spent as Honorary Keeper of the Club’s Pictures.
Much time was spent in the basement of South Audley Street, sorting,
mounting and cataloguing. By arranging exhibitions he sought to bring the
Club’s treasures to the attention of members and the wider public, a principle
about which he felt strongly. Over the years he gave most generously to the
Club and to the Alpine Club Library from his own collections of books and
pictures, most recently important Alpine watercolours by Ruskin. He was
Vice-President of the Club in 1963 and was made an Honorary Member in
1980. Charles’ wife died in 1992; there were no children.

For many years he was a trustee of the Wordsworth Trust, Grasmere.
Again, he was exceptionally generous in his gifts of books and pictures
relating to the Romantic period. Through his friendship with the director,
Dr Robert Woof, he quietly helped in arranging for the Trust to house a
valuable part of the Library when the Club left South Audley Street and
before the move to Charlotte Road.

One particular occasion which gave Charles great pleasure was a party
given at his home to celebrate his 90th birthday and attended by many friends
representing the three absorbing interests of his life: mountaineering,
literature and the arts, and the medical profession. To the very end he
remained mentally alert and interested in the contemporary mountain scene,
enjoying the attentions of the climbing world who came to seek his advice
and views, some of which had been forcibly expressed in letters to The Times
and to benefit from his remarkable memory. His last years were spent at
home surrounded by his pictures, his books and his beloved cat.

A personal note:

I first joined Charles in the Alps in 1974 for the second week of his holiday
with Iain Ogilvie. I was reasonably fit and hoped the two elderly gentlemen,
as I thought of them, would not hold me back on our first route, the traverse
of the Grivola. I needn’t have worried. It was not all their fault that the
climb took 18 hours. This was the first of many wonderful mountain days
we had together over the next 23 years, often with Dick Allen, a young
colleague of ITain Ogilvie’s. But it was not all climbing. Charles introduced
us to many of the cultural pleasures of a leisurely Alpine holiday: a diversion
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to see an old bridge perhaps painted by Turner, an hour or two off route to
view a favourite baroque church or the Whymper/Carrel carving in a run-
down hotel in Chatillon, and the glorious organ festival at Aosta. Nor were
the gastronomic delights of France ignored. A fine meal on the way home
was usually followed, for contrast, by a night out in a field, or most
memorably on the tables of a roadside picnic site. We always slept well.
Our last rock climb together, with Dick and his son on Dow Crag on Charles’
80th birthday was properly celebrated with champagne on the summit.

But despite his love of mountains, of art and of books, other things were
more important to him. A few years ago a group of us sent him a card from
the mountains. He had not been well and could not be with us. In his reply
let Charles have the last word:

‘That card with the signatures of my old friends did me much good. ...
Letters from grateful parents for example please me more than all things
including my mountaineering memories; and the old ticket collector at
Chelmsford station who once stopped the train for me because I had been
kind to his child. No, these are the things that matter; our human
relationships. Not necessarily getting to the top of a high mountain. That
is good fun but rather unimportant. But how glad I was to have had the
opportunity to do something supremely unimportant, but of tremendous
interest in life.’

Oliver Turnbull

Michael Ward writes:
Charles Warren played a major role in the four Himalayan expeditions in
which he took part between 1933 and 1938. Soon after qualifying at
St Bartholomew’s Hospital, London, in 1933 he was asked by some Liverpool
friends to join an expedition to Garhwal. The party included Ted Hicks and
Colin Kirkus, a brilliant young British rock climber, and Warren and Kirkus
made the first ascent of central Satopanth Peak (now called Bhagirathi III).
Though at the time Kirkus had no Alpine experience, Warren felt that he
should have been chosen for either the 1935 or 1936 Everest expeditions.
At the end of his time ‘on the house’ at Barts, Warren, who had met Eric
Shipton at a Cambridge University Mountaineering Club meet in the Alps,
was asked by him to join the 1935 Everest expedition. As it was to be a
reconnaissance only, no supplementary oxygen was taken by this party, and
Michael Spender extended the survey of the Tibetan side of Everest. Warren,
Shipton and Edwin Kempson climbed to over 24,000ft on the North Ridge,
which was higher than the height achieved by the 1936 party, before returning
in bad weather. Warren also took part in the survey, and by climbing a
number of peaks, including Kharta Phu, Peak 6991m, Peak 7003m and Karta
Changri, from which photo-theodolite readings were taken, he helped to
improve the accuracy of the subsequent map. The only account of the 1935
expedition, based on the diary Warren kept at the time, appeared, sixty
years later, in Alpine Journal 100, 3-14, 1995.
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Warren was chosen again for the 1936 Everest party. The appointment of
Hugh Ruttledge as leader was not a popular choice, not for any personal
reason but because he was not in fact a climber. Although the expedition
was organised extremely well, receiving praise from the Sherpas, bad weather
foiled all attempts to get above the North Col. Although a mountaineering
failure, physiologically it was a success, for Warren carried out a number of
experiments, adding considerably to our knowledge of the effects of high-
altitude on man, which were subsequently a great help to Griffith Pugh and
myself in 1951-52.

No expedition to Everest took place in 1937 because permission had not
been granted by the Tibetans, but Warren carried out a number of oxygen
trials in the UK and European Alps to test out the mechanical efficiency of
the closed-circuit apparatus, which he favoured at the time.

In 1938 Tilman led another party to the mountain. Originally he wished
to dispense with a Medical Officer but was persuaded to take Warren. This
turned out to be a wise decision, for members of the party were beset with
'flu and upper respiratory complaints. Despite misgivings from some
climbers and others, supplementary oxygen was taken and, using the open-
circuit set, Peter Lloyd reached a height of about 27,400ft. At this altitude
he was convinced, even on a flow rate of 2 litres per minute, that he had less
muscle fatigue and was able to climb faster than Tilman who was not using
any supplementary oxygen,; this was the first time that such a disparity had
been demonstrated under comparable conditions. Warren initially used
the closed circuit set above the North Col, but in spite of certain advantages
(such as a lower necessary flow rate of oxygen) he found the apparatus hot
and uncomfortable, complicated and liable to break down. As a result he
changed his mind and formed the opinion that the open-circuit set was more
suitable on Everest. This was the system that brought success in 1953.

In 1938, too, Warren had to deal with a Sherpa, Pasang, who developed a
stroke on the North Col — not a transient episode but a permanent one —
and with difficulty he arranged for him to be transported to base camp, and
then across the Tibetan Plateau to the Victoria Hospital, Darjeeling, where
he made a partial recovery.

It was clear that throughout this period, the interest of the Alpine Club and
Royal Geographical Society in the medical-scientific problem of the last thou-
sand feet of Everest, which was critical to success, was sporadic and luke-
warm. It was a great pity that the four Everest expeditions of the 1930s, in
which Warren took part, did not get the help that Griffith Pugh and I received
from the Medical Research Council, backed by the Royal Society, in 1951-
52. If this had been available, Everest might have been climbed then.

Charles Warren was a slow, safe and reliable climber. A meticulous
observer and an extremely kind person with a restful personality, he must
have been a haven of calm, strength and comfort to the many children and
their parents whom, as a paediatrician, he treated with great dedication,
care and integrity.
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Dick Allen writes:

Charles Warren and Iain Ogilvie, who had been climbing in the Alps for
many years, had decided that they should invite younger members to join
them. Oliver Turnbull had already climbed with them on a few occasions
and I was pleased to be invited by Iain for whom I had worked in India. We
met at La Bérarde. Sadly, this was to be Iain’s last Alpine season but it was
the beginning of years of wonderful mountain holidays for Oliver and
myself, often accompanied by Charles.

When Charles was 72 we visited Courmayeur with Richard Hobhouse.
We went into Gobbi’s shop to buy a few items. Gobbi was intrigued and
enquired about our plans. “We thought we would go to Mont Dolent’, replied
Charles. ‘Oh. Where will you stay?’ ‘In the Elena Hut’. To our surprise
this was received with roars of laughter. He informed us that this hut had
been demolished before the war. Charles pulled out his mint condition linen-
backed map which had been printed in 1935. Undeterred, that night we
camped in Val Ferret using Charles’ Everest tent, complete with bamboo
poles and brass fittings, and next day climbed Mont Dolent from the valley,
a vertical height of 6600ft. After long sitting glissades from the summit,
which delighted Charles, we walked leisurely back along the valley discussing
our next ‘training’ climb. Having listened thoughtfully for some time Charles
asked quietly, “‘What are you training for?’. As he had hoped, this prompted
us to set our sights on a more challenging route. Two days later we climbed
the Old Brenva while he and Richard traversed the Rochefort Ridge. This
was Charles’s last high Alpine route.

Both Iain and Charles were members of the SMC and were regular
attenders at Easter Meets. On his 75th birthday, with our modest collection
of modern gear, we took Charles up the Cioch at Applecross and next day
climbed Ardverikie Wall. After the second climb Charles, who was very
traditional, showed us his boots, which he admitted were those he had worn
on Everest before the war.

In later years Charles was delighted to receive visitors and took pleasure
in keeping up with climbing news. Always well dressed in a tweed jacket,
flannels and his Alpine Club tie he would sit you down and offer a glass of
wine or sherry. His quiet and considered manner was very deceptive. As he
aged the pauses in conversation lengthened while he considered his reply;
but patience was always rewarded with interesting ideas and good advice.

Janet Adam Smith OBE, 1905-1999

Not having seen her for several months, I rang Janet one evening, shortly
after her ninety-third birthday. I need not have worried: ‘I’m in the middle
of a party — sorry not to have invited you.” Two days later I received a post-
card which epitomised both her zest for life and her favourite preoccupa-
tions, mountains and literature:
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It was so good of you to check up on me! I'm fine, though clumsy and
creaky —I didn’t go to the AGM or dinner but I did go with the Chorleys
to the splendid John Hunt memorial service at Windsor ... and last
night, your mother and I went to ‘Shakespeare in Love’, the 2nd time
for each of us.

Her climbing genes were promising. Her father, George Adam Smith (a
formidable Biblical scholar who became Principal of the University of
Aberdeen) had notched up creditable routes over several Alpine seasons
before being elected to the Alpine Club in 1886; he was later a founder-
member of the Scottish Mountaineering Club. In 1889 he met Janet’s mother,
Lily Buchanan, at the Riffel Alp from which, as Janet later wrote, ‘not only
the affairs of the Alpine Club but also those of the public schools, Oxford,
Cambridge, the Church of England and maybe even the British Empire were
really run’. Their shared passion for the mountains was only matched by
their immediate enthusiasm for each other — they were engaged within ten
days. The Archbishop of Canterbury, Dr Benson, another Riffel alpinist
and witness to this whirlwind holiday romance, remarked to the young Free
Church Minister, ‘You have taken a lamb from my flock — but I will forgive
you.’ The bridesmaids carried edelweiss and wore brooches in the shape of
ice-axes. Janet, their sixth child, arrived on 9 December 1905 when her
father was off on a winter climb on Ben Lomond. In 1997, back in Aberdeen
for the inauguration of a new Chancellor, Lord Wilson, Janet returned to
the Principal’s residence for a celebration dinner — before which she showed
his young children how to climb over the garden wall.

In spite of her connections with the old Liberal elite of Scotland she was
sent in 1918 as a scholar to Cheltenham Ladies College. From there she
went as an exhibitioner to study English at Somerville College, Oxford.
Her first trip to the Alps, at 18, was with her parents in 1923. Six years later
she was at the BBC, as assistant editor of The Listener, and, with her passion
for nineteenth century Romantic poets, she was susceptible to mountain
allure. At The Listener she published poems by the young Auden, Spender
(both of whom had mountaineering brothers), MacNeice, Herbert Read,
and her future husband, Michael Roberts, whom she first met over a review
he was writing. Their talk had rapidly veered from Pound and Eliot to
Whymper and Mummery. His first birthday present included a volume of
Keats’s letters and a pair of crampons.

On that first visit with her parents, Janet had packed a ball gown with her
climbing boots. But when she went back with Michael Roberts eleven years
later, one rucksack was enough — their idea was to climb a mountain or
cross a pass every day. Initially their expeditions were guided, first by Othon
Bron and in 1938 by Hans Brantschen (together they covered much ground
and made fine classic ascents on the Matterhorn, Zinalrothorn, Chamonix
Aiguilles, Finsteraarhorn, and Mont Blanc). She recalled these seasons in
Mountain Holidays (1946), a book which captures the spirit of pre-war
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alpinism and serves as a benchmark to the changes wrought by mass tourism.
In 1997, her ninety-second year, Mountain Holidays was republished, and
at the party she held to celebrate the event there were no less than seven
past presidents of the Club.

When Janet and Michael married in 1935, he was teaching in Newcastle.
From 1941 to 1944 he worked for the European Service of the BBC and
then became Principal of an Anglican teacher-training college in Chelsea.
In 1948 he died of leukaemia, and Janet was faced with bringing up four
young children on little money; lessons from the hills were brought abruptly
into a rationed, post-war kitchen. A decade later, she once remarked to a
much younger mother also trying to raise young children and do a job, ‘My
dear, would you accept three words of advice? Just three. Don’t Make
Puddings! And an apple and cheese will do for lunch.” That same young
mother noticed in later years that Janet made the most delicious puddings —
until shortly before she died.

Janet was elected to the Ladies Alpine Club in 1946. She was instrumental
in the merger of the two clubs in 1975, served as Vice-President in 1978-80,
and was made an Honorary Member in 1993. She took great pride in the
length of her family’s association with the Club and particularly the spread
of family ascents of the Matterhorn (1885, 1936 and 1981). ‘We have
produced no real tigers — but we have rubbed shoulders with tigers and even
had the luck to climb with them occasionally’ she once wrote, rather
understating the case. Often they joined forces with other family parties,
with the Lloyds and Tom Longstaff, with the Longlands, Bicknells and
Feddens. In his own tribute Roger Chorley writes about her impressive routes
with Nea Morin after the war. “What would my father have said — two ladies,
no guide, and each over 50!.’

And the family tradition has continued. Janet’s nephew Alick Buchanan-
Smith took the 14-year-old Dougal Haston on his first hill-walks in Scotland;
her niece Clare Thomson climbed Batian direct by the original Mackinder
route up the Diamond Glacier, on her first trip on ice with her new husband
Jan Graaff. Janet was also extremely proud of her son Adam’s first ascent
of the NW tower of St John’s Smith Square (to investigate falling masonry,
the Westminster District Surveyor looking on) [qv ‘A family century in the
Alpine Club’ AJ 1982] and of another niece, Janet Rizvi, who has written
scholarly books on Ladakh and Kashmir.

If she was modest about her own mountaineering achievements, Janet’s
career as biographer, critic, literary editor, scholar, visiting professor and
anthologist showed nothing to be modest about. After Michael Roberts’
death, she became literary editor of the New Statesman. But as early as
1935 she had edited the anthology Poems of Tomorrow. She also wrote noted
biographies of R L Stevenson (1937) and John Buchan (1965), and compiled
a critical edition of Stevenson’s poetry. She edited the Faber Book of
Children’s Verse (1953) and her husband’s Collected Poems (1958); she
translated Roger Frison-Roche’s First on the Rope (1949) and, jointly with
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Nea Morin, Maurice Herzog’s Annapurna (1952) and Gervasutti’s Climbs
(1957); she appeared as an expert defence witness during the trial of Lady
Chatterley’s Lover. There was a stream of books and articles over sixty years.
And the energy never let up. In 1994 she returned to the Alps with a family
party and when she was 89 wrote four substantial articles for the New York
Review of Books. A week before she died, she had not only just finished an
obituary of her close friend Christine Bicknell for the AJ but had also been
cited in the Letters page of the Times Literary Supplement for the leading
part she played in the revival of critical interest in Stevenson’s life and work.

Mountains and literature combined naturally in her life and led to her
accumulating ‘by accident’ (or so she said) several hundred climbing books.
She wanted them to move future generations, particularly those who did
not have access to resources like those of the Alpine Club. So in 1992 she
gave part of her collection to form the core of the new Oxford Mountaineer-
ing Library at the university’s School of Geography.

Janet connected so many generations. A reviewer of the books describing
the discovery of Mallory’s body in the summer of 1999 had only to lift the
telephone to get a first-hand account of her mature impressions at the time
he died. Not surprisingly, her life inspired fond, lengthy obituaries in all the
broadsheets, but Leonard Miall writing in The Independent struck a most
resonant chord: ‘there seemed nothing at which Janet Adam Smith did not
shine. And she shone with an intensity that made others glow in response.’

Luke Hughes

Roger Chorley writes:

Janet’s interest in mountains was far more than the mere physical activity
of climbing. She was interested in everything to do with mountains — the
nooks and crannies, the highways and byways, but above all mountains in
art and literature. So it was typical of her enthusiasm and boldness that, as
a young lady, she blew the whole of her first salary cheque — a whole month
—on buying her enchanting Francis Towne watercolour of the Mer de Glace.
Equally typical but in contrast is her delightful yet scholarly chapter on
Dorothy Wordsworth and Helvellyn in Portraits of Mountains.* This combi-
nation of knowledge and enthusiasm made her a splendid companion to
gossip with about mountains, literature, paintings, or indeed people.

The Adam Smiths’ strong mountaineering genes were reinforced in Janet’s
case by meeting professionally, and then marrying, the poet and schoolmaster
Michael Roberts. He too was a mountaineer.

All this is evocatively related in Mountain Holidays, written during her
wartime evacuation in Penrith. It is a lovely book, which I place alongside
Dorothy Pilley’s Climbing Days and Claud Schuster’s Peaks and Pleasant
Pastures. Like all good books, its opening sentence immediately engages one:
‘““Run and ask Professor Ker if you can join the party for Ben Nuis,” said
my mother, as we came down Glen Cloy ... in April 1914.” The answer was
“Yes”, and Janet records ‘... feeling I was no longer a baby.’

* Eileen Molony (Ed.), Dobson, 1950
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Mountain Holidays is not about high adventure. ‘It recalls,’ as she says, ‘no
great feats of mountaineering, no striking new ascents ... ’ It is about ‘the
pleasures of inns and villages, glens and pastures, gossip and idleness — all
the varied texture of holidays ...’ It is, for most of us, the essence of what
mountains and mountaineering are all about.

Michael’s untimely death in 1948 and the consequent need to support
and bring up a lively family meant there was little time for the Alps. But a
literary collaboration with her friend Nea Morin, also a widow, led to their
joining forces in 1953 in Zermatt.

What they did was, I think, rather remarkable. They had three children in
tow aged 15, 16 and 17, and they decided to climb the Rothorn, a classic big
4000m peak. Then they thought they probably ought to have a guide — it
would be rather irresponsible not to! But if they had a guide, surely they
could do something rather more interesting than the ordinary route. So
instead, they did the finest route on the mountain — with the children! Two
years later they did one of the finest of the pre-war Chamonix rock climbs —
the Mer de Glace face of the Grépon, Nea climbing with her daughter Denise,
a powerful cordée féminine if there ever was, and Janet with a guide. The
guide turned out to be incompetent. It was, I suspect, a bit of an epic.

I mention these two climbs, the Grépon being perhaps the best she ever
did, to again make the point that she was bold, but also that she was one of
those infuriating people who, in spite of little practice or opportunities to
get fit, had the ability to climb to a high standard. And to cap it all, she was
in her 50th year when she did the Grépon.

As she approached her '60s Janet took to mountain walking. And she
remarried. John Carleton was not a mountaineer, but he enjoyed the role,
as I think he put it, of ‘mountain chauffeur’, enabling Janet to do walks
which would otherwise have been impracticable. They were to enjoy a warm
and companionable nine years together.

The climbs with Nea Morin show the strong but attractive feminist
independence of her personality. But then, what would one expect from an
Aberdonian who was also a scholar of Somerville College, Oxford. So when,
in 1974, that then bastion of maledom, the Alpine Club, decided after 117
years to admit women, it was she who pointed out rather severely to her AC
friends that this would kill off their sister and equally venerable Ladies Alpine
Club. Good sense prevailed and the ladies were able to march into South
Audley Street in a merger of equals, with Janet becoming a Vice-President
and finally, in 1993, an Honorary Member.

Denise Evans writes:

Some 25 years my senior, Janet was a contemporary and close friend of my
mother. She was also a francophile and a very good friend to me throughout
my life, and to my family, and we had a number of French and English
friends in common. But after 1957, when I married and moved to North
Wales, I only saw her very rarely.



