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Taking note

On the facing page, James Forrest makes 
a compelling case that the OWPG 

advice notes are an invaluable resource 
for members. Now they’re even more 
comprehensive as Jon Sparks, with the help 
of Chiz Dakin, has just completed a revision 
of two of the specialist advice notes on 
photography. Workfl ow for Photographers
explains the concept of Digital Asset 
Management (DAM), and covers techniques 
to make eff ective use of DAM software such 
as Adobe Lightroom. Tools of the Trade is 
a guide to the wide range of camera types 
that are currently available as well as their 
advantages and disadvantages. It also off ers 
advice on other types of equipment such 
as lenses and fl ash. Tools of the Trade is 
particularly useful to non-photographers 
who are about to buy their fi rst camera.

One of my favourite OWPG-related hobbies is 
emailing obscure and technical questions to 
Ronald Turnbull. Without fail his answers are 

not only astute and insightful, but also dripping with 
quips and wit that leave me in hysterics. Ronald’s dry 
sense of humour oozes from his email replies. Here are 
a few examples:

James Can I claim mileage expenses on my tax return 
for trips that are part-business, part-pleasure? And how 
do you distinguish between business trips and non-
business trips?

Ronald A trip where you combine climbing a hill with 
some non-business purposes such as assassinating the 
Prime Minister is not deductible. If you just happen to 
come across her on Horsehead Moor and shove her over 
the edge, the trip is still deductible.

James A publisher that owes me £500 has gone into 
administration – what are my chances of getting my 
money back?

Ronald HMRC get fi rst slice of any assets of the 
company, then the bank, with remaining suppliers like 

us ending up with something between a very very small 
amount or something rather less than that. Don’t expect 
to see any money, then you’ll be pleasantly surprised 
when £1.27 arrives in three years’ time.

 However, on top of his humorous replies, Ronald 
often refers me to the OWPG’s suite of advice notes, 
which are published in the members’ area of the OWPG 
website - www.owpg.org.uk/members-area. (You’ll 
need your OWPG password to view the members’ area.) 
These guides – on a plethora of topics including rights 
of way, publishing contracts, late payments, self-
publishing, image theft, fl at rate VAT and many more 
- have always been a brilliant resource of information 
for me. 
 They’ve helped me with refi ning and improving 
my pitches to editors, thus securing me more work; 
enabled me to fi ll out my self-assessment tax return 
correctly and effi  ciently; supported me to re-negotiate 
a book contract; and increased my understanding of 
the business of writing. 
 Why not delve into them yourselves? You might just 
learn something. Or, if you need cheering up, just drop 
Ronald an email instead.

Guild president and mountaineering legend Sir 
Chris Bonington may never have had money on 
his head – but now he has his head on money!

Chris is the latest local hero to be featured on the Lake 
District’s new community currency, the Lake District 
pound, which can only be spent at local independent 
businesses.
 The 84-year-old climber, who lives at Hesket 
Newmarket, near Caldbeck, appears on the new £10 
note in the currency. Three other legends of the Lake 
District are also featured: Peter Rabbit author Beatrix 
Potter (£5 note); National Trust founder Canon 
Hardwicke Rawnsley (£20), and educational pioneer 
Charlotte Mason (£1). The notes all feature the work of 
local portrait artist Rebecca Gill.
 Chris told Outdoor Focus: “I was obviously delighted 
and honoured especially to follow Joss Naylor and 
because of the help it is giving to our local tourist 
industry.” 
 The Lake District Pound is a community currency 
designed to help locals and visitors enjoy Cumbrian 
culture, support local businesses and help look after the 
area’s landscapes and communities.
 Launched last year, the LDP is a complementary 
currency, which can be used interchangeably alongside 
Sterling, but can only be spent at local businesses. The 
aim is to attract more customers to unique retailers, 
shops, cafés, attractions and other businesses in the 
area.
 Ken Royall, founder and director of the Lakes 
Currency Project, said: “It’s been an amazing year for 
the project and we’re so happy that tens of thousands 
of Lake District Pounds are now in circulation.

 “It’s great to be able to reveal the next set of 
designs, which will be valid through to January 2020. 
We can’t wait to carry on pushing the project forward 
next year, growing the number of businesses and places 
you can use the Lake District Pound and supporting 
more and more of our local businesses.”
 Since its launch, around LD £140,000 has gone into 
circulation, with more than 350 businesses accepting 
the currency.
 Creative director Sophie Crewdson said: “With 
exciting new designs every year, the Lake District 
Pound is an amazing creative platform not only to 
celebrate the endless inspiring people and stories 
associated with the Lake District and Cumbria, but also 
to showcase the creative talent that exists in our region.
 “For 2019, we wanted to delight people with a new 
and exciting style, and so chose to work with up-
and-coming local artist Rebecca Gill, whose bold and 
colourful portrait elements give an amazing vibrancy to 
the notes and the characters featured on them.”
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Have you ever stopped to wonder 
whether a favourite hill is really 

a previously unclassifi ed mountain? 
What the most northerly spot in 
Britain is like during the dark winter 
months? Or even whether white is 
really white? Various members of 
OWPG have, and you can fi nd their 
answers in the following pages. You 
can also fi nd out more about Conway, 
one of OWPG’s Associate Members 
and publisher of books by OWPG 
members, such as Stephen Neale. 

From the editor...
David Taylor

If you’d like to contribute to the next 
edition of Outdoor Focus please send 
an email with your article idea to me at 
davidtphoto@gmail.com. The deadline 
for copy is the 15 May.
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Guild member David Lintern, editor of Outdoor 
Enthusiast (OE), fi rst approached me to 
write about e-bikes in summer 2017. I met a 

representative of Cube Bikes at the Cycle Show 
that September. I fi rst got my hands on an actual 
bike from Cube exactly ten months later. Behind 
that bald outline lies something of a saga.
 By the time the bike fi nally arrived, I’d also 
acquired a second feature commission, this time 
for Totally Active. I’d also had my fi rst ride on 
an e-bike. It wasn’t a great fi rst impression, but 
then it was a cheap conversion, not designed 
from scratch as an e-bike. It was also, as a little 
research revealed, not legal (see THE RULES).
 That wasn’t all that had changed. Something 
was aff ecting my ability to climb hills, whether on a 
bike or on foot. It turned out that my haemoglobin 
was low. This was subsequently traced to a 
lymphoma. At time of writing treatment is going 
well and haemoglobin back in the normal range. 
Back then, it was a mystery, but the e-bike’s long-
delayed arrival looked remarkably timely.

>>>> ARRIVAL OF THE CUBE
Extracting the bike from its box, I was immediately 
struck by its sheer weight: around 23kg with 
battery. A comparable bike without a motor is 
about 10kg lighter. A 23kg bike might be fi ne 
around Amsterdam, but for a mountain bike it 
seemed morbidly obese. Even lifting it onto the 
workstand to tinker with the gears was a struggle. 
 At this stage I was far from convinced I was 
going to enjoy riding this beast but, right from the 
fi rst outing, I began to revise my expectations. 
Even on the streets of Garstang I could feel what 
‘e-assist’ means. If I pressed on the pedals, the 
bike responded, not taking over but sharing the 
workload. If I stopped pedalling, the eff ect was 
instant, almost as if I’d put the brakes on. Spinning 
it up to 25kph wasn’t too hard but, above that 
threshold, as e-assist cut out, maintaining speed 
became dramatically harder.
 Still cautious, my fi rst proper ‘mountain’ ride 
was on the classic easy trails around Moor Divock, 
overlooking Ullswater. The climbs still had me 

gasping, but I’d have been considerably slower 
on a motorless bike. The real question was, how 
would the e-bike tackle the descents? The trail 
from the Cockpit stone circle down to Howtown 
off ers 4km of almost uninterrupted downhill, rocky 
enough to be interesting but never really technical. 
It’s a Lakeland gem, a thing of beauty on any half-
decent bike, and the Cube was no exception, its 
extra weight making little discernible diff erence.  
The price for such pleasure is the 6km road ride 
back to Pooley Bridge. Mountain bikes on tarmac 
are a grind, especially if you’re used to a road bike, 
but the e-assist made relatively light work of it.

>>>> UPPING THE ANTE
So far, so good, but I’d accepted two contrasting 
commissions that were about to raise the stakes. 
First up, Totally Active. Editor Nik Cook wanted, 
‘a big ride in the mountains that you’re familiar 
with and have ridden on a conventional bike... 
compare and contrast the experience riding an 
e-bike.’ My partner Bernie and I settled on a route 

based around the Pennine Bridleway (PBW) linking 
the stations at Horton-in-Ribblesdale and Kirkby 
Stephen.
 The PBW, in these parts, isn’t about gnarly 
technicalities. It has its moments, but mostly it’s 
a story of long gradual climbs, high-level cruising, 
and long gradual descents. On the fi rst major 
climb, to a 570m high point on Cam High Road, I 
drew steadily ahead of Bernie. Well, she was still 
on her regular MTB! Later, a couple of steeper 
climbs tempted me to experiment with the higher 
power settings (the Cube has four levels of assist). 
It still was far from easy, but I could manage 
climbs that would have been a struggle even at full 
fi tness. Some call this ‘cheating’ but it didn’t quite 
feel like it. The bike was assisting my own eff ort, 
not replacing me.
 Elsewhere I generally rode on the second of the 
four settings; with around 50km to cover, I didn’t 
fancy the battery expiring before the fi nish. After 
the descent into Mallerstang, we followed valley 
byways rather than the offi  cial PBW route over the 

THE SCEPTICS GUIDE TO E-BIKES
Jon Sparks wonders whether an e-bike is truly a quantum leap forward 

In the UK, there are clear rules 
around e-bikes, (offi  cially ‘electrically 

assisted pedal cycles’). The motor 
must not deliver more than 250 watts and 
can only assist the rider, not provide sole 

propulsion. Power-assist must cut out above 
15.5mph (25kph). A legitimate e-bike can be 
ridden wherever and whenever you can ride 

a normal bike, including bridleways and 
byways. Any non-compliant bike is legally 
a moped; to ride on road both bike and 

rider must be licensed accordingly. 
Such bikes are not permitted on 

bridleways or restricted 
byways.

>>>> THE RULES

The bike in question: Cube Stereo Hybrid Pro >

Jon on the ‘Driving Road’ above 
Dentdale during our Pennine Bridleway 
ride, with Middleton Fell behind and 
the Coniston Fells on the skyline

>

>

www.jonsparks.zenfolio.com
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shoulder of Wild Boar Fell. After 48km, and 1000m 
of ascent, the battery readout was below 20%. An 
extra few km, and more importantly 300+ metres’ 
extra ascent, could very well have flattened it. For 
the foreseeable future, such limitations on range 
are going to be inescapable with e-bikes.

>>>> GETTING TECHNICAL
I still hadn’t really tested the bike on sustained 
technical trails. The OE commission asked for 
a bike report combined with recommendations 
for good trails in the Lakes. Where better than 
Grizedale Forest? Not the purpose-built North 
Face Trail but the bridleways and byways that 
weave through the forest and beyond. And this 
time Bernie was on an e-bike too; it seemed only 
fair. We hired a very tasty Specialized Levo from 
Grizedale Mountain Bikes.
	 To cover plenty of great trails, we’d planned 
another substantial day, ultimately racking up 
35km and over 800m of ascent. Hodge Close, 
Oxen Fell, Iron Keld, Park Plantation, Park Crags, 
Seven Wells/Moor Lane... it’s a litany of joy for 

any vaguely competent rider and (Torridon and 
Queenstown notwithstanding) my favourite place 
to ride in the world. Several descents on this route 
have always been in that (slightly scary) sweetspot 
at the outer limits of the comfort zone. But the 
bikes handled everything with aplomb and we felt 
confident throughout.
	 During the day Bernie came up with what 
I reckon is the best e-bike soundbite I’ve ever 
heard. I therefore make no apologies for repeating 
it in several articles: “It’s like a quantum bike. It’s 
really heavy and yet it’s really light.”
	 We had a great time riding the e-bikes and it 
meant I could keep on doing something I love 
when my health would otherwise have held me 
back. Still, though rapidly running out of space, 
I must acknowledge that e-bikes have aroused 
controversy. I’ve already mentioned the ‘cheating’ 
slur. I see little to suggest that e-bikes cause 
significantly more erosion than normal mountain 
bikes (a subject I’ve addressed, in depth, more 
than once). Some see other issues too, but maybe 
the place to discuss those is on the Guild Forum?

H aving left school at the age of fifteen without 
a single qualification, the world of academia 
passed me by, so it came as a surprise when, 

many years later, I was invited to give a lecture at an 
international conference on mountain literature at the 
University of Toulouse. Meeting other writers, poets 
and academics there who viewed the written word 
from a different angle from my own was something of 
an eye-opener, and that difference was reinforced a 
few years later when I was called back to give a second 
lecture - this one with a focus on mountain travel and 
nature writing. 
	 Masterminding those two conferences was 
Françoise Besson, poet, author, editor, translator 
and Professor of English Literature; a woman with 
extraordinary energy and a passion for nature in all 
its forms who has since become a family friend with 
whom my wife and I have walked in the Pyrenees as 
well as on our home patch in Kent. 
	 Her latest book arrived recently. A weighty tome 
entitled Ecology and Literatures in English, but with the 
rather more enticing sub-title of Writing to Save the 
Planet, it introduced me to 
the world of ecocriticism. 
Until I read this book, 
ecocriticism was an 
unfamiliar concept and not 
something I’d considered, 
but now - 500-odd pages 
later – I’m beginning to 
see the point! Or at least, to 
understand the reasoning behind what I’d previously 
considered the quickest way to destroy a love of 
reading – the academic exercise of analysing specific 
texts in an almost forensic attempt to expose hidden 
layers of meaning. 
	 The question I ask myself – and put to you, as 
fellow OWPG members - is this: How many layers are 
concealed in your written work? Perhaps, like me, you 
will be unaware of any unintended sub-text – but if 
there is one, would it stand academic scrutiny when 
even a simple review can be bad enough? That is a 
conundrum I find myself being confronted with here. 
	 My friend Françoise has spent a lifetime peeling 
away the layers of novelists, poets, travellers and the 
authors of a wide range of non-fiction works in her 
role as a teacher of English-language literature to 
students in her native France. Well-read? I’ll say! And 
at a time when the environment is under pressure 
like never before, it is the non-human world that has 
become her focus. It appears then that Writing to Save 
the Planet is a summary of her studies in the realm of 
nature writing in its widest sense. It’s a fascinating 
work that covers everything from the Bible and 
Shakespeare to Rachel Carson’s 1962 environmental 
wake-up call in Silent Spring, and more recent works 
by such powerful communicators as Peter Matthiessen 
and the poet-novelist, Linda Hogan. 
	 ‘The aim of this book’, says Françoise,’ is to lead 
people to realize that literature reveals a fundamental 
idea that everything is connected and that it is only 
when most people are aware of that connection that 
the world can change.’ In this she echoes the words of 
John Muir and Aldo Leopold, among others, and with 
an urgency that betrays her campaigning zeal, she 

claims that ‘any form of writing, any literary genre can 
become a way of fighting for the planet.’ 
	 Françoise Besson herself is a fighter. Sensitive 
and empathetic, at times she can appear physically 
fragile and undernourished, but she will readily man 
the barricades or confront those bureaucrats and 
individuals who act against her principles. I once 
saw her go head-to-head with a group of farmers 
and shepherds loudly protesting against plans to 
reintroduce the European brown bear to the Pyrenean 
foothills. Fearless and defiant, she stood her ground 
and countered every argument with passion and logic. 
She would not be moved. 
	 It is not surprising then, that Writing to Save the 
Planet is a persuasive document in which she gathers 
an army of writers, past and present, and cherry-picks 
some of their most powerful arguments as weapons 
to protect the environment and all forms of natural 
life. Not content to limit her research to the obvious 
promoters of conservation, she trawls through every 
conceivable genre to bolster her armoury. There’s a 
chapter devoted to the theatre, with some surprising 

results; others in which she 
looks at the work of poets; at 
travel writing, children’s fiction 
and even one which includes 
comics that contain warnings 
of ecological disaster through 
a combination of simple text 
and visual imagery. No literary 
stone has been left unturned, 

and the copious footnotes and bibliography not 
only betray the fact that this is a work created by an 
academic mind, but tempt the general reader with the 
promise of more books to explore. 
	 In this respect, Writing to Save the Planet is a 
dangerous seduction for one whose overloaded 
shelves are already groaning with much-loved works 
I couldn’t bear to be without, but which need culling 
to make way for new titles! My copy of her book is 
now defaced with annotations and underlining as time 
and again a passage would make me stop, re-read and 
absorb before moving on. In a sub-chapter in which 
she looks at the poems of Ann McCrary Sullivan, 
Françoise claims that ‘Walking is the best way of 
feeling nature through all one’s senses…’ A few pages 
further on, she quotes from N Scott Momaday’s In the 
Presence of the Sun where he looks back over a long list 
of historical events to conclude that: ‘human beings, 
for all their assumed superiority over the plants and 
animals of the Earth, have inflicted wounds over the 
environment that are surely much more serious than 
we have realized…’ 
	 So, what degree of responsibility does the writer 
have in alerting others to the vulnerability of this 
world we inhabit? If my friend is to be believed, 
‘literature guides us on the way to awareness and 
can even save the planet.’ And those whose modest 
output is devoted to travel writing and the production 
of guidebooks, she suggests ‘hold a key to our 
understanding of the world … [for] we must be able to 
see the world to protect it.’ 
	 If ‘travel literature and art are essential in the 
preservation of the world’ then we’d better peel back 
the layers and let our words ring loud and clear! 

Kev Reynolds meets Françoise Besson, who writes to save the world www.kevreynolds.co.uk

Wordsmiththe man with the best jobWorld s

‘

The question I ask myself – and put 
to you, as fellow OWPG members - is 
this: How many layers are concealed 

in your written work?

Jon cruising over Park Crags, 
with Coniston Water and the 
Coniston Fells behind.

>
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Slopes of the Rimpfi schhorn 
above the Zermatt valley, 
some time in the twentieth 

century. We step onto the glacier, 
stop to rope up, and my father 
hands me a pair of glacier glasses. 
They’re beautifully crafted in 
chamois leather, with aluminium 
rims, a strap that tightens, and 
eyepieces made of orange tinted 
glass. They are, as it happens, the 
same basic pattern that the chaps 
were wearing on Everest.
 I put on the goggles of orange 
glass, and the glacier and the 
snowfi elds all suddenly look bright 
orange. (Well they do until the 
goggles immediately mist up.) But 
that’s not the surprising bit. The 
surprising bit is what happens an 
hour or two later. I’m still looking 
at the snowfi elds through the 
orange goggles; but the snowfi elds 
appear ordinary snowfi eld-like 
white.

Film fun
We aren’t usually so aware of it – 
but this happens all the time. The 
eye and the brain have all kinds 
of clever software: software that 
organises and makes sense of the 
incoming data before presenting it 
to human awareness. To illustrate 
the paragraph above, I went into 
my old photos and pulled out 
George Mallory’s goggles, as found 
in the trouser pocket of his corpse 
on the North ridge of Everest in 
1999 and then placed on display 
at Rheged on the A66. Did I look 
at those goggles and go: oh my 
gosh the nasty blizzard at 8000m 
has faded them to bright luminous 
orange? Well, no. The Rheged 
Centre had lit up the goggles 
in a creepy crepuscular glow, 
appropriate to souvenirs stolen 
from long dead frozen corpses. 
My Fuji Sensia slide fi lm I used 

back then did a good job of lovely 
sunlit mountains scenes. Using the 
same chemical pigments, it has 
rendered the  shades of Rheged 
as a sort of dingy orange. But my 
real-life eye, up in the erstwhile 
Mountain Museum, had already 
discounted the tasteful lighting. 
What I actually saw corresponded 
with the photo on the right.
 The Fuji Sensia records the 
colours that it thinks the objects 
actually are, on the assumption 
that they’re being illuminated 
by some sunlight. And it did that 
rather well, given that all it had to 
record with was various sorts of 
light-sensitive salts. But when the 

thing’s illuminated by something 
that isn’t the sun, the Fujifi lm 
records the orange or bluish tints 
– tints that the human eye would 
already have fi ltered back out 
before letting the brain two inches 
further back actually behold it.

Digital magic
Digital cameras do better. Rather 
than opening up the back of 
the camera and switching to a 
diff erent sort of fi lm, you just 
press a button – the White Balance 
button. Or else you click down a 
menu, the White Balance menu. 
This will give you choices of 
Daylight, Cloudy, and Shade. It 

AWB – the Whites and Wrongs
What do we mean by white? It turns out this is a confusing question, and one which depends on 
who’s looking, and where. In the second part of Photography for Writers, Ronald Turnbull’s search 
for the white answer takes him to early days in the Alps, and right back to Everest in 1924...

Ph
otograph

y•for•write
rs

• 2 What is White?
We know what yellow is. Yellow light is 
given off  by car indicators and sodium 
streetlights. It’s clustered around the 
part of the spectrum that stimulates 
the R(ed) and G(reen) sensors in the 
backs of our eyes, while leaving our 
B(lue) sensors unbothered. And a 
yellow object, like a banana, refl ects 
back any yellow light falling on it, while 
absorbing the red, blue and purple.
 Some say there’s no such colour 
as ‘white’. Which is silly, as you can 

go into Homebase and buy white paint 
just like yellow or magnolia. A white 
object, such as a snowfi eld, is simply 
one which refl ects back all of the light 
falling on it and doesn’t absorb any.
 But then, what is ‘white’ light? 
Using the same defi nition as for 
yellow, we’d say that white light is ‘all 
of the light that may be falling on an 
object’. Which just says that white 
light is light  – not too helpful.
 We could defi ne ‘white’ light as: 
an equal amount of all the diff erent 
coloured wavelengths. Trouble 

is, there’s an infi nite number of 
wavelengths, and no way to say what 
makes up an ‘equal’ amount of each 
of them. Weirdly, this meant that 
there’s no such thing as white light.
 What the human eyeball does 
is pick out some objects it knows 
are white ones: snowfi elds, clouds, 
other people’s eyeballs. Then it takes 
whatever light is falling on them as 
being, for the time being, ‘white light’. 
Unless it happens to be sunset or 
something.

also off ers the old-fashioned light 
bulb (Incandescent, or sometimes 
Tungsten), and one for Flash. And 
for those of us who really can’t be 
bothered, there’s the Auto White 
Balance (AWB) setting.

Sunset
The sun’s going down, and there’s 
a pinky glow across the snowfi elds. 
‘What’s that nasty pinky glow?’ 
says Camera, and cunningly 

Morteratsch Glacier, Switzerland - after putting on goggles (left) and an hour or two later... (right) >

AWB Here a camera tries to do what our eyes and brains do so cleverly: assess a scene, work out 
what the incoming lighting actually is, and adjust accordingly. It works most the time. In particular, 
iPhones and the like have artifi cial intelligence that’s tremendously clever at working out what the 
colours really would have been. iPhones sometimes go even further, adding pizazz and luridness to 
suit Instagram tastes. So no more sitting about in a cave waiting for the magic pre-sunset light. iOS 
applies that magic lighting anyway, saving you time, a damp bum and a nasty cold in the head.

Shade Inside Lord’s Rake gully, on a sunny day – this is lit not by sun but by the blue sky, and is even 
more blue-spectrum than overcast light. To add some colour to the gloomy blueness, you either need
to dress your companions in orange or, use Shade, which will return much-needed warmth to the shot.

Daylight The colour of sun light changes over the course of a day, from red-orange when the sun 
is close to the horizon to a spectrum with more blue in it when the sun’s high in the sky. (In winter, 
perversely, the sunlight stays near-horizon ‘warm’ all day.) Daylight assumes that the sun is directly 
overhead, when sunlight is closest to what it started off  as: the natural radiation of a white-hot object 
at 5500° Kelvin. (Ah, so that’s why my colour-balance slider is measured in degrees K!)

Cloudy On a grey dreary overcast day, really interesting rock architecture can make a decent picture 
anyway. Except, when you get the picture back home on the screen, it didn’t. There’s a kind of 
dreariness fi lter spoiling your careful composition. This is actually a blue cast in the light, neutralised 
out by your brain at the time and, to some extent, by the AWB in the camera. But Cloudy does a better 
job. So, no more relaxing on the grey days and stuffi  ng the camera in the sack. Switch WB to Cloudy
and get back to work!

Incandescent Old fashioned light bulbs and candles give a yellow light. (Yes, it’s the natural 
radiation of an incandescent object at 3500°K - viz, the little bit of wire in the light bulb.) Before 
White Balance, indoor photos without fl ash had a homely golden glow. To retain that warm glow, 
keep the camera on Daylight. To get rid of it, and capture what the adapted eye would actually have 
perceived, switch to Incandescent. Shoot outdoors with Incandescent and you get revolting bluey 
pictures that make you wish you’d never found out about white balance in the fi rst place.

Flash Light from fl ash is slightly bluer (‘cooler’) than natural, but with a somewhat diff erent mix of 
wavelengths. (The colour can vary depending on the power setting selected, and also the age of the 
fl ash.) OF’s editor sometimes uses Flash in the daytime, for a subtly ‘lukewarm’ colour palette.

adjusts AWB to get rid of it. But 
that pinky glow was what we were 
taking the pictures of! You can 
use AWB in the evening – or you 
can save the bother of deleting the 
disappointing photos afterwards, 
and just clear off  down to the 
nearest pub. Using AWB does the 
job of recording colours worse 
than our old, ignorant fi lm camera 
would have done. 
 During the golden hour leading 

up to sunset, I fi nd Daylight gives 
a fair rendering what I actually 
saw. As the sky reddens, I switch to 
Cloudy. For purplish post-sunset 
dusk, even the Shade setting can 
work. You could try switching 
around among them.
 And while you’re switching, 
give old AWB a go. Just to confi rm 
that all that work you put in 
fi nding the WB button really was 
worth it...

Looted grave goods: George Mallory’s goggles at Rheged (right) as seen by RT’s human eye (left) as 
recorded by the Fuji camera fi lm (right) after white balance adjustment

>

www.ronaldturnbull.co.uk
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August, the month when MPs go on 
holiday, presents a problem for 
newspapers as suddenly they have 

empty pages to fi ll. That may explain 
why one day our book, The Mountains of 
England and Wales, came to be in all the 
national newspapers and why we were 
entertaining Granada News in our back 
garden. It may come as a surprise, but 
a new mountain has been discovered in 
the Lake District. Surely not, you say, 
hasn’t every inch of the National Park 
been explored already and more books 
and articles published on this delightful 
corner of the world than the rest of all the 
National Parks put together. 
 Well in the Northern Fells, tucked away 
out of site, off  the beaten track and seldom 
visited, lies Miller Moss. I know, it seems 
a crazy name for a mountain. Really it 
ought to be called Little Lingy Hill, but due 
to the sometimes strange and mysterious 
actions of the Ordnance Survey that name 
had been applied to an area that defi nitely 
isn’t a mountain. So there’s a mountain 
with the name of a bog and a nearby bog 
with the name of a hill.
 But how could there be a new mountain 
anyway? It all comes down to precision 
surveying by our friends Graham Jackson 
and John Barnard. We fi rst got to know 
them when they appealed to us for help 
in getting Ordnance Survey cartographers 
to talk to them about a mountain in 
Yorkshire. Both keen amateur surveyors 
were convinced there was an error on the 

current OS map which gave the summit 
of Birks Fell as 608 metres, but they had 
measured it as 610m (2000ft). The OS 
Press Offi  ce came to my assistance and a 
couple of hours later I had a call from an 
intrigued Head of Geodetic Surveys. He 
had checked the old maps and said my 
friends were right and they would update 
their maps.
 We made our amends to Birks Fell, 
not just by paying a visit – we’d been 
there anyway, but by camping on the 
summit. Dawn the next day was perfect 
with all the moors a glorious orange 
then, while we were packing up, a solitary 
walker appeared. ‘I had to come’ he said, 
‘The Nuttall’s website says this is a new 
mountain’. He didn’t seem at all surprised 
by fi nding us there. If you have a blog 
you will no doubt be pleased when you 
have followers, but we were beginning to 
realise what a lot of people were literally 
following us.
 Promotion is fi ne, but what about 
relegation? How do you celebrate a 
mountain not being a mountain? The 
answer is that you have a Wake on the 
summit. So on a gloomy rainy day a 
small party of friends headed up onto the 
Berwyn mountains. On fi nally reaching 
the summit our friend Eryl read his poem 
- Ode to Cadair Bronwen - specially written 
for the occasion. (See inset above.)
 Over the years we have tagged along 
on some of the surveys, braving wind and 
rain on the summits, though rather a lot 

of patience is needed since the equipment 
that can measure heights with an 
accuracy measured in millimetres is done 
electronically using a device that links to 
the Ordnance Survey ground station radio 
network. We think of radio waves going 
in mathematically straight line, but radio 
waves get bent by the ionosphere, so they 
need continuous readings over two hours 
to obtain the greatest accuracy. 
 Fortunately we had a beautiful 
morning when, in August, we met John 
and Graham at the end of the road from 
Mosedale in the northern Lake District, 
where we found a signpost stating simply 
‘Miller Moss’. The fi rst measurement of 
the day though was not a mountain, but 
rain. Here we encountered a man with 
a mission. He told us he was from the 
Environment Agency and his job was to 
visit rain gauges every month. After the 
driest summer for decades we ventured 
to suggest his visit was a waste of time. 
‘Let’s have a look’, he said and we 
followed him up the Cumbria Way. Soon 
he stopped and started to unscrew the 
gauge then, to our surprise, a huge volume 
of water poured out. No drought problems 
then with these Northern Fells.
 We plodded on up the fellside and soon 
arrived at the garden shed, a welcome 
rest stop in bad weather. ‘I’m doing the 
Cumbria Way in three days for charity’, 
said its occupant. Now it was only a short 
climb to Miller Moss. John and Graham 
and their friend Jim Bloomer started to 

John Nuttall takes steps to fi nd out

set up the kit. The device that measures 
altitude was erected. Obviously the 
summit was over two thousand feet, but 
the OS would expect the exact height to 
be measured. Then they also needed to 
survey the amount the summit rises above 
the adjoining cols. The method Anne and I 
used thirty years ago was a builder’s spirit 
level. Starting from the col we sighted 
along the spirit level then walked to the 
spot just noted, then repeating until 
we reached the top. We used me as the 
surveying pole. Now it’s more accurate 
with an Avery Automatic Level rather than 
Anne calling ‘Up a bit. That’s it’ Actually 
our primitive method was remarkably 
accurate. It’s only if a metre either way 
really matters that real precision is needed 
or for offi  cial approval from the OS.
 We got the offi  cial results a few days 
later. And that’s when the media frenzy 
started. Suddenly Miller Moss was famous. 
The best coverage was from ITV. ‘Can 
you be on Miller Moss this afternoon?’ 
they asked, but we were looking after 
grandchildren. No chance, so they sent 
a camera and presenter to the summit 
anyway. It’s a classic piece. The presenter 
fell in a bog, the rain was torrential, 
the poor man got soaking wet, but the 
landlady of the nearest pub to which he 
retired said how pleased she was and 
hoped to see many more walkers visiting 
the area. 
 So, go on then, visit Miller Moss, 
it’ll do something for local business and 
maybe you too might discover the delights 
of becoming a member of a select band 
who can say ‘I’ve climbed every mountain 
in England and Wales’. Do let us know 
your progress and when you’ve completed 
your name can be added to our list on 
www.nuttalls.com

Does your 
mountain 
measure up?

Anne at the head of Mosedale >

The Mountains of England and 
Wales by John and Anne Nuttall 
is published by Cicerone Press

Ode to Cadair Bronwen NE Top 1989 to 2007

Some of us always thought you were
An insignifi cant bump

But for a few years you shone with the glory
Of being a Nuttall

Now, once more, you are nothing
At all

So it was with sadness that we climbed a mountain
But descended a hill

>
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Book reviews Roly Smith

Fifty Years of Adventure

Photographing the Snowdonia 
Mountains

The Lake District: Themed 
walks in the Lake District 
National Park

Contributing editor Kev Reynolds
Cicerone, £25 (hb)  
(available through the Cicerone website: 
www.cicerone.co.uk)

Nick Livesey
fotoVUE, £25 (pb)

Ed. Carl Rogers
Northern Eye Books, £6.99 (pb)

Teashop Walks: the best 
teashops and cafés in the Lake 
District
Vivienne Crow
Northern Eye Books, £5.99 (pb)

The Peak District: The Finest 
Walks in the Peak District 
National Park
Dennis Kelsall & Chiz Dakin
Northern Eye Books, £6.99 (pb)

Walks to Viewpoints: Walks 
with Stunning Views in the 
Peak District
Chiz Dakin
Northern Eye Books, £5.99 (pb)

For half a century, Cicerone 
Press has, in its own words, 
produced guides that were 
“for walkers and climbers, 

written and produced by walkers 
and climbers.” 
	 And for 50 years, their army of 
writers, many of whom are Guild 
members, have been busy “getting 
lost so their readers won’t.” And 
many have contributed to this 
handsome and fitting tribute to one 
of the country’s most respected and 
trusted guidebook publishers. 
	 Cicerone was founded on the 
talents of two climbers from either 
side of the Pennines – the late 
Walt Unsworth, a science teacher 
from Manchester and co-founder 
of the Guild, and Brian Evans, a 
Yorkshire-born artist and author. 
Since that first climbing guide to the 
northern Lakes by Arthur Hassall in 
1969, the range has expanded under 
Jonathan and Lesley Williams’ 
leadership, to over 400 titles. And 
contributing editor Kev Reynolds, 
one of the publisher’s most prolific 
and respected authors, reveals in 
his history of the company that 
Cicerone is fuelled by cake – cake 
for birthdays, anniversaries – or 
just because it’s Friday. 
	 Over 40 of Cicerone’s best-
known writers have contributed 
to this beautifully-produced book, 
recalling some of their best-

This handsome paperback 
is described on the cover 
as a “photo-location and 
hill walking guidebook.”  

But I doubt many hillwalkers in the 
Snowdonia hills will want to carry 
this weighty, 89mm by 246mm, 
landscape-format, 286-page guide 
with them in their rucksack. 
	 The reason fotoVUE has departed 
from the handier portrait format 
of the rest of the books in their 
excellent “Photographing” series is 
explained by the author. He says it 
was written and designed primarily 
not as a pocket-sized field guide but 
as a planning tool. Which doesn’t 

Many of the places visited 
in these latest titles in 
Northern Eye’s popular 
Top 10 Walks series 

of pocket-sized walking guides to 
the National Parks have already 
featured in previously-published 
volumes in the series. So inevitably 
there is a fair amount of re-cycling 
and repetition. But to the authors’ 
credit, in most cases, different 
routes to the chosen sites have been 
used.  

       It’s almost always 
invidious to name any 
walk as “the finest”, 
because so much will 
depend on individual 
taste, ability and local 
conditions. So maybe 
these walks should be 
best described as the 
authors’ favourites 
among those places 
they have previously 
described. 
       But as every walker 
knows, a good cup of 
tea and some cake is the 
tempting reward after 
any ramble. And Viv 
Crowe’s Teashop Walks in 
the Lakes is enlivened by 
photographs of walkers 
who are obviously 
enjoying their repast at 
the various cafés and 
teashops encountered on 
the 10 relatively-gentle 
walks she describes.

remembered adventures in the hills 
from Britain to the Alps, and from 
the Himalaya to the Atlas.  
	 It is perhaps invidious to pick out 
any of these fascinating accounts 
above any of the others. But I 
particularly enjoyed the last chapter 
on ‘Mishaps and Misadventures,’ 
where Cicerone stalwarts like 
Reynolds, Richards and Dillon recall 
incidents when things didn’t go 
entirely to plan. 
	 I’m still chuckling at Kev’ s 
“early bath” in trying to get a 
photograph of Piz Buin from Val 
Tuoi in the Silvretta Alps on the 
Swiss-Austrian border. “I never did 
get my classic shot of Piz Buin,” he 
reflects. “I took a slice out of my 
arm and had an early bath. Fully 
clothed.” 
 

Cicerone will donate £1 per book 
sold on their website to the Benrigg 
and Juniper Trust charities. 

explain the claim on the cover. 
	 One thing is certain however: 
this larger format gives full scope to 
the photographer’s stunning series 
of images from Snowdonia, making 
this one of the most atmospheric 
collections I’ve seen. 
	 And obviously he is not a 
photographer who is put off by 
the commonly less-than-perfect 
weather conditions for which 
the Snowdonia mountains are 
renowned. All the seasons are 
represented here, and in fact it is 
the snowy shots from the claggy 
depths of winter which make up the 
majority of his most compelling 
images. 
	 I like the way that the author has 
strayed well away from the well-
beaten paths to include such little-
visited gems as Moel y Dyniewyd 
above Beddgelert; Crimpiau near 
Capel Curig, and Moel Eilio above 
Llanberis. 
	 All in all, this is an attractive, 
if unwieldy, tribute to some of 
Snowdonia’s best, and some of its 
lesser-known, hills. But don’t try 
to take it with you on the hill. The 
foreword is by OWPG president Sir 
Chris Bonington.

New members
Colin published his first book 
Walking in the Yorkshire Dales 
in 1967, and since that far-
off time has produced a long 
succession of walking and 
outdoor books and articles, 
mainly in Yorkshire and the 
North, but also in mainland 
Europe, topography, as well as 
biography, transport, a literary 
Anthology of the Dales, a history 
of leisure walking, short stories 
and poetry. Author or co-author 
of around 60 books, including 
a recent guide to the Yorkshire 
Wolds, he is best known for 
helping to establish The Dales 
Way which in 2019 celebrates its 
50th anniversary, and his classic 
guidebook to the route is now 
in its 11th edition with Skyware 
Press. He is also a founder 
member of Gritstone Britain’s 
only writers’ co-operative, a 
new self-publishing enterprise 

Colin Speakman

(www.gritstone.coop) In 1997 he 
was made an Honorary Doctor of 
Letters at Bradford University, 
and received the first Dalesman 
lifetime achievement award in 
2007. 

Born and brought up in Leeds, I 
discovered the Yorkshire Dales 
and the Lake District when I was 
in my twenties. From then on 
I spent much of my spare time 
hill walking there, eventually 
managing to live and work in the 
Yorkshire Dales.
	 After several years in the 
Dales I moved to Southern 
Ireland, getting to know the 
magnificent hills of County 
Tipperary before returning to my 
native Yorkshire. 
	 I have written articles with 
images for several magazines 
and am a regular contributor for 
TGO. My aim now is to spend 
more time roaming the fells as 

Paul Richardson

well as discovering a way to carry 
a camera in a comfortable and 
accessible way whilst wearing a 
rucksack.

Alex is an editor and outdoor 
writer, and is currently online 
editor at TGO magazine. His 
mission is to tell the stories that 
matter – tales of wilderness, 
nature, and adventure. If 
you’re looking to write an 
outdoor book, or if you work 
with an adventure magazine 

Alex Roddie
and need an expert pair of 
eyes, Alex can help. Alex also 
writes The Pinnacle Newsletter,  
a perspective on outdoor and 
adventure writing. To sign up to 
and receive the newsletter visit 
www.tinyletter.com/alex_roddie

www.alexroddie.com
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Irecently did the unthinkable. 
I went to Shetland. In winter…
 …and I’m very much looking 

forward to repeating the 
experience.
 To be fair, I had no choice over 
the winter-thing; I wanted to 
see Up Helly Aa, the Viking fi re 
festival, and that’s always held on 
the last Tuesday of January. By all 
accounts it’s also always wet, or 
wettish. We were lucky; it rained 
as we drove from our cottage at 
Walls in the west, but as soon as 
we parked up (at the ‘Sorry, we’re 
closed for the evening’ late-night 
Tesco supermarket) and bid cheery 
good wishes to the weather-
proofed policeman on traffi  c duty, 
the rain stopped, and didn’t return 
at all that week.
 Having visited Lerwick in the 
morning for the day-time parade, 
we were excited about what lay 
ahead, and took our strategic 
place near the burning fi eld along 
with several hundred children. 
Admittedly, many of the ‘children’ 
were in their 40s, 50s, 60s, and, in 
my case, 70s.
 It was brilliant. If I didn’t need 
to drive for an hour to get back to 
the cottage, we would have joined 
in the subsequent Viking-themed 
celebrations in one of the many 
halls. From what I’m told, they 
are…jolly…and can last a long time, 
not that everyone remembers.
 I fi rst got to know Shetland 
when I visited in the 1990s to 
research for a radio feature and 
found myself returning not long 
afterwards to work on my book 
The Magic of Scottish Islands. I can 
still recall that when I asked Jon 

Sparks if he would like to take on 
the photographic content of the 
book, he delayed for a full three 
nanoseconds before making his 
mind up…I was on the point of 
asking someone else!

 This splendid subarctic 
archipelago lies around 110 miles 
north of the Scottish mainland, 
comprises about 100 islands, of 
which only 16 or so are inhabited, 
and has a coastline more than 
1,600 miles long. The ‘Mainland’ 
(the third largest Scottish island) 
straddles the 60° North latitude, 
and on clear nights this makes 
Shetland ideal for viewing the 
Northern Lights, the Aurora 
Borealis.

 Among the uninhabited islands 
is Mousa, known for the Broch of 
Mousa, the fi nest Iron Age broch in 
Britain (and the best-maintained 
in the world). Noss, a short dinghy 
ride to the east of Bressay, has 
been a national nature reserve 
since 1955, and its east-facing 
cliff s, where thousands of sea birds 
nest, comes as quite a surprise. On 
the west coast, St Ninian’s Isle, is a 
small tied island connected by the 
largest active tombolo in the UK, 
and dedicated to Shetland’s patron 
saint, the mysterious Saint Ninian 
of Galloway. 
 To the north lies Out Stack, the 
northernmost point of the British 
Isles, to which I was lured by a 
late W. R. ‘Bill’ Mitchell book It’s 
a Long Way to Muckle Flugga and 
tales of a lonely black-browed 
albatross that was resident here 
for years. Go in the breeding 
season and this is very much a 

FURTHER INFORMATION
The main Visitor Information Centre is 
situated in Lerwick town centre at the 
Market Cross. Tel: 01595 693434; 
www.shetland.org.

GETTING THERE
Shetland is now better served by ferries 
than ever before, with departures seven 
nights a week in both directions on the 
Aberdeen-Lerwick route all year round, 
with three calls a week at Kirkwall, 
Orkney, en route.
www.northlinkferries.co.uk.

Flights to Sumburgh Airport in Shetland 
are operated by the long-established 
Scottish airline, Loganair. Their direct 
services to Shetland, the scheduled 
fl ight times and the maximum 
frequencies are as follows:

Aberdeen
1 hour / Up to 5 fl ights per day

Edinburgh 
1 hr 30 mins / Up to 3 fl ights per day

Glasgow 
1 hr 30 mins / Up to 2 fl ights per day

Inverness
1 hr 45 mins / Up to 2 fl ights per day
(stops briefl y in Orkney)

Kirkwall, Orkney
40 mins / Up to 2 fl ights per day 

Manchester 
1 hr 35 mins / 1 fl ight on Saturdays

Shetland
Terry Marsh travels to the UK’s most northerly spot
Shetland
Terry MarshTerry Marsh

bonxie- and Arctic skua-dodging 
experience. But, alas, the cliff s of 
Muckle Flugga are as far as you can 
get without risking life and limb. 
The lighthouse at Muckle Flugga 
was manned, pre-1995, and for 
a time this was indisputably the 
northernmost ‘inhabited’ place in 
Britain.
 The geology of Shetland is 
complex: a glorious mish-mash of 
gloups, sounds, wicks, steep-sided 
geos and deeper, wider voes, that 
penetrate the land. You struggle 
here to get as much as three miles 
from the sea. Indeed, at Mavis 
Grind, Magnus Bay and Sullom 
Voe are separated by little more 
than a hundred metres. It is this 
scenery, the bracing climate, and 
long-summer days that are the 
main attractions. But the outdoor 
adventurer will fi nd walking 
opportunity almost without limit, 
the scope for cycling is as good as 
any in Britain not least because 
for the most part the roads are 
wide and well-maintained, even 
in winter. The hills, such as they 
are, are more bosomy than craggy, 
the highest, Ronas Hill just about 
managing to reach 450 metres. But 
what the islands lack in altitude, 
they make up for in loch-fi lled, 
rippling landscapes.

 The north-western part 
of Mainland is known as 
Northmavine, a panoramic region 
blessed around Eshaness with 
an Atlantic coastline without 
equal. All but a handful of lochs 
and lochans on the way are 
commandeered by red-throated 
divers; chambered cairns dot a 
landscape largely devoid of trees, 
and, curiously, every rural bus 
stop has an adjacent car park…
car sharing is the norm here. 
Every bus shelter has a seat from 
a conventional bench to plush 
armchairs, and one, at Baltasound 
on Unst, is equipped with reading 
material, curtains, carpets, fl owers 
and, for a time, served as a two-
person cinema showing brief 
fi lms made by the island’s school 
children. It’s all a far cry from the 
murderous complexities portrayed 
in Ann Cleeves’ crime novels set in 
the islands.

 You must visit Shetland 
expecting the unexpected. Along 
the seemingly innocuous road 
from Bixter to the tiny port of Voe 
and, overlooking East Burra Firth, 
is the most unlikely food outlet; 
a couple of fridges – The Cake 
Fridge – at the roadside off ering 
home-made cakes, fruit loaves, 
tarts and bread, as well as local 
eggs during the summer months. 
Where the Burn of Lunklet feeds 
into the Firth, a short walk has 
been fashioned to an attractive 
waterfall that would never 
otherwise be seen, and where the 
road branches off  to South Voxter, 
a pile of rocks has been roughly, 
well maybe over-imaginatively, 
shaped to resemble rock people – 
no-one knows why.
 It can be windy here: after all, 
Shetland lies in the track of the 

To the north lies Out Stack, 
the northernmost point of 
the British Isles...

This is the land of light 
nights, the ‘Simmer Dim’ 
as they call it...

Atlantic depressions, but is bathed 
by the relatively warm waters of 
the Slope Current, fl owing north 
along the edge of the Continental 
Shelf, so the climate is classed as 
temperate maritime. 
 For airborne visitors, their fi rst 
sight of Shetland is Sumburgh 
Head, standing proud above 
the sea swell; almost part of it. 
A lighthouse marks the spot, 
erected, like its sibling on Muckle 
Flugga, by the monopolistic 
lighthouse-building Stevenson 
family. 
 Today, Sumburgh is famed 
neither for sea-defying Fitful 
Head nor its bleakly located but 
otherwise comely and effi  cient 
airport, by-product of World War 
II. Here it’s all about Jarlshof, 
one of the most remarkable 
archaeological sites excavated in 
Britain, a place that re-entered 
the world when violent storms 
exposed its stonework, rather 
in the manner of Skara Brae 
on Orkney. Prehistoric man, 
Vikings, medieval and modern 
man clamour for attention here; 
the dwellings of each virtually 
superimposed on each other: it 
is this timeline of humanity that 
hallmarks Shetland. 
 Go in Spring and you’ll fi nd 
fi elds of gold, bright-eyed with 
golden fl owers, and long days 
when the sun barely sets. This 
is the land of light nights, the 
‘Simmer Dim’ as they call it, where 
anyone bent on seeing both a 
sunset and sunrise will get but a 
few hours’ sleep. When I visited 
once at the end of May; sunset 
was 10.13 pm; sunrise 3.52am, 
and it never really became totally 
dark in between. It’s an odd but 
pleasurable sensation, as close as 
you get in Britain to twenty-four 
hours of sunshine. 
 But slightly odd, and hugely 
pleasurable for me just about says 
it all of Shetland… why, they’ve 
even taking to distilling their own 
gin.

The Cake Fridge >

Sea cliff s, Eshaness >< Sullom Voe at Mavis Grind

< Mousa broch

www.terrymarsh.com
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Given that we’ve been 
publishing books about 
sailing for the better part of 

75 years – becoming the world’s 
largest nautical publisher in the 
process – in hindsight it’s actually 
a surprise that it took us so long to 
branch out into publishing books 
about other outdoor activities. Now 
it seems an obvious progression, 
because sailing has a lot in 
common with many other outdoor 
pursuits: getting closer to nature, 
renewing a sense of freedom, 
indulging a thirst for adventure, 
and chasing excitement or 
relaxation – depending on where 
the mood takes you.
 We have none other than Ray 
Mears to thank for expanding 
our publishing horizons as well 
as our literal ones. We originally 
approached Ray to write the 
Foreword for our defi nitive edition 
of Daniel Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe. 
He wrote a fi ne piece about how 
the story has endured for 300 years 
precisely because it taps into that 
spirit of adventure that is in all 
of us, even if many don’t pay it 
enough heed. When Ray came back 
to us with an intriguing proposal 
for his latest book, diff erent from 
anything he had ever written 
before, we couldn’t resist – even 

though it had nothing to do with 
the sea.
 That proposal became Out on the 
Land, a beautifully photographed 
journey into the Boreal forest of the 
North to study and demonstrate 
the traditional bushcraft skills of 
the region that have survived and 
thrived for centuries. The book 
has proved a fantastic success 
– but one book does not make a 
publishing list. So we began our 
search for more ideas that would 
take both us and our readers 
outside our comfort zones.

 Other big successes that have 
followed include Martin Dorey’s 
The Camper Van Bible and his new 
Take the Slow Road series. Martin 
has made a lifestyle and a career 
out of his camper van adventures, 
and his inspirational writing is 
enough to make anyone quietly 
envious of his travels. Who needs a 
hotel when you can drive your own 
accommodation to your destination 
and, if you fi nd a better spot en-
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route, stay there instead?
 You don’t need a camper 
van to do that, of course, and 
Stephen Neale’s two books for 
us – Camping by the Waterside and 
Wild Camping - are beautifully  
written and sometimes provocative 
celebrations of camping, 
whether that’s on a stunning 
site overlooking the sea with 
watersports facilities in abundance, 
or in a remote part of the 
highlands, far from ‘civilisation’. 
Along with Sian Lewis’ The Girl 
Outdoors, Jen and Sim Benson’s The 
Adventurer’s Guide to Britain and 
the soon-to-be-published Days 
Out Underground by Peter Naldrett, 
ideas for fun outside the offi  ce 
are being happily fed by our work 
indoors.
 So where are we looking to go 
next? The truth is we want authors 
who can answer that question for 
us. Whether the canvas is a tent or 
a sail, and the engine is in a camper 
van or on the back of a boat, if 
someone wants to read a book 

that will help 
them pursue 
their adventure, 
we want to 
publish it. And if 
someone wants 
to be the one 
who writes that 
book, we want to 
hear from them.
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