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Thanks to you know what, there hasn’t
been an OWPG Big Weekend get

together since 2019. At the time of writing
this there is just over a month until the
start of the 2021 gathering. There has
been a bumper number of bookings, so it
promises to be a very special weekend
indeed. I’m looking forward to the chance
to catch up with everyone and to meet
members who’ve joined recently.

From the editor...
David Taylor

Gordale Scar near
Malham Tarn, location
for this year’s Big
Weekend. For more
information about the
event see page 16 and
the OWPG website
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Bit of a fraud in this section, I’m afraid,
as I only recently found out that my
membership had lapsed a year or two
ago. An architectural and landscape historian
specialising in the built heritage, I joined as
long ago as April 1991 and am delighted to be
back in the fold. I’ve been walks-writing since
the mid-1980s and my �irst book was
Discovering the English Lowlands (Crowood
1991) with photographs by John Cleare. Various
others followed interspersing walks published
in magazines like TGO and Country Walking,
including the Collins Rambler’s Guide: The
Chilterns and Ridgeway (2001). My latest book
is a new take on the ‘great outdoors’ and
follows me and my oldest friend in a small
rowing boat down the rivers Severn and Loire.
It’s called Two men in a Boat Rowing Two Rivers
(Journey Books 2021).

Email gmartin.andrew@btinternet.com

Martin Andrew

I am Russell Moorhouse and am
currently on year long adventure to
become the �irst person to Wild Camp
on all the 214Wainwright’s. I am
spreading the camps out evenly across all four
seasons and have had some epic camps so far, a
bivvy on a three foot ledge on Jack’s Rake, a
night in a cave on Bannerdale Crags and a
hammock camp on Dodd with a view of
Derwent water as a backdrop.

Find Russell on social media using
@amountainbivvy

Russell Moorhouse
Newmembers

Membership renewals
Time �lies – if you do, you'll �ind that six of the
nasty little critters can get from your open
window to your freshly baked cream cake in
roughly 1.75 seconds. Or looking at it another way,
subs for the Guild are falling due again at the end of
September. Yes, can it possibly be so soon? Members will
be getting a renewal reminder on or around 10

September. If you don't hear from our Membership
Secretary, then either you're a Life Member or else
Ronald has your wrong email address. The sub for
2021-22 is unchanged, at £80, or £75 if you pay on or
before the due date of 30th September. Our bank details
are also unchanged (account number ending 868).

News
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Everest recalled
In early 2020 I was offered an enticing commission: to
edit a two-volume anthology of the best writing and
photographs from �ive Everest expeditions which took
place from 1921 to 1953. The offer came from the Folio
Society, publishers of top-quality illustrated books, and
would draw on the photographic archives of the Royal
Geographical Society. It all looked good: deadlines were
�ixed, contracts signed, and in March I made my �irst visit
to the RGS library. Then came Covid. For the best part of a
year I did my photographic research entirely online,
trusting that the photographs I chose were the best
available. Selecting the texts offered parallel problems:
here I had conducted one search at the Alpine Club library
before it too was closed. Fortunately I had most of the key
Everest books in my own collection, and the AC librarian
eventually provided others.

One of the most rewarding aspects of the project,
undertaken with my wife and frequent co-author Leni,
was decoding and deconstructing many of the images. We
pored over them looking for sub-texts and hidden stories.
(We also corrected some of the descriptions and
attributions in the RGS captions). Here are four of the
images we selected, each with depths of meaning that are
worth setting out. Overall, we feel, the twin anthology is a
tribute to human imagination and endeavour, and the
desire to ful�il what George Mallory (our hero) alluded to
as our wildest dreams.

Peter Gillman is on top of the world…

One of the most memorable of all Everest photographs,
this shows a group of climbers posing for the camera at
expedition base camp beside the Rongbuk Glacier in
May 1924. Ranged across the back row are four men
whose epic endeavours would pass into history. At left,
Sandy Irvine and George Mallory, who disappeared
close to the summit during a �inal, fateful attempt in
early June. Centre, with goggles, Teddy Norton, the
expedition leader, who reached 28,126 feet – just 900
feet below the summit – two days before the Irvine/
Mallory attempt. Right of Norton is Noel Odell, whose
last sighting of the pair before they disappeared into
mist is one of the epic accounts of mountaineering.
Mallory is posing with his foot on the shoulder of
Edward Shebbeare – a token of his liking for playing to
the camera, and exuding a con�idence that came from
being the only man who was also on the 1921 and 1922
expeditions. Four members are missing, including the
photographer John Noel, who on this occasion did not
use his novel delayed-action shutter which would have
allowed him to be in the shot. Noel, a pioneer in many
ways, later hand-tinted his black-and-white image.



outdoor focus / autumn 2021 5

The 1924 expedition represented the culminating effort of
exploration and endeavour that started in 1921, when a
reconnaissance expedition spent no less than four months
searching for a climbable route on Everest. After turning back
from the north, it approached from the east, via the Kama
Valley. In early August, upon seeing Everest from the east for
the �irst time, the expedition leader, Charles Howard-Bury,
took this panoramic photograph looking over the rubble of
the Kangshung Glacier moraine. Everest is the peak to the
right, with its South-east Ridge descending leftwards to the
South Col, and Lhotse further to the left. The expedition
concluded that any ascent from here was beyond its
capabilities, and eventually found an approach from the
north, via the East Rongbuk Glacier. Howard-Bury took the
photograph with a Kodak Panoram camera which used �ilm
measuring 12 x 4 inches. The photograph has sometimes
been erroneously credited to Mallory.
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Looking West down the Hispar Glacier, from the crevassed slope just below the Hispar La. Further down, our route mostly followed the right edge of the glacier.

Following the failure of seven expeditions during
the 1920s and 1930s, the British tried again in
1953, this time approaching from the south via
Nepal, rather than through Tibet, closed to
outsiders since the Chinese occupation. The �irst
summit attempt was made on 26 May by Tom
Bourdillon and Charles Evans, who left the South
Col at 7.30am and reached the South Summit at
1pm. The summit was tantalisingly close, just
250 ft above, but they had lost time through

problems with their oxygen equipment and were
compelled to turn back. Alf Gregory’s photograph
showing them back at the South Col conveys both
exhaustion and disappointment: Bourdillon in
particular was plagued with the thought that he
could have gone on, as he made clear in an
intimate letter to his wife Jennifer. He and Evans
had however pioneered the route which Ed
Hillary and Tenzing Norgay followed just two
days later.
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One of the most triumphant images of human
endeavour, Hillary’s photograph shows Tenzing
posing on the summit of Everest shortly after the
pair reached it at 11.30 a.m. on 29 May. (Unlike
Bourdillon and Evans, who went from the South
Col in one push, they made an intermediary
overnight camp at 27,600 feet.) Using a Kodak
Retina II camera, Hillary shot three frames of
Tenzing, who is brandishing an ice-axe bearing the
�lags of Britain, Nepal and the United Nations. The
image raises one immediate question: why is there
no equivalent photograph of Hillary? It is a
question that Hillary was later to �ind
embarrassing. Tenzing in fact offered to take the

photograph but Hillary turned him down on the
grounds that Tenzing, so Hillary believed, had
never used a camera before and the summit of
Everest was no place to teach him. Tenzing clearly
felt that this was a patronising remark and took his
revenge in his autobiography by saying he was
surprised Hillary’s photographs turned out so
well. When I questioned Hillary about this some
50 years later, he ruefully admitted that he had
been 'probably a bit naïve”. Another issue
concerned who had reached the summit �irst. The
two men had made a pact not to disclose the
answer but after incessant questioning Tenzing
eventually revealed it was Hillary.

Everest: From Reconnaissance To Summit (two volumes),
edited by Peter Gillman, with introduc�on by Wade Davis
and preface by Jan Morris, is published by the Folio Society
(£199). Full details at www.foliosociety.com
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Musical notes
OWPGmembers pick pertinent pieces of music…

It was in the early 1970s when I �irst became
aware of Ravel’s Mother Goose. Drifting from the TV

in the next room, the last two movements caught my
breath and in an instant transported me to the Esera valley
in the Spanish Pyrenees; from a grey Kentish winter to a
soft evening midway between spring and summer
in the �inal year of the valley’s innocence.

How could a piece of music I’d never heard before
have such an effect? How could an oboe, �lute, some brass
instruments and a string section create a landscape the
composer never saw for himself? But it wasn’t just the
landscape – although that was vivid enough, with its
hanging glaciers, rocky crests, its ungrazed meadows with
tumbling streams, its springtime �lowers poking through
last winter’s snow, and the fragrant tufts of dwarf pine
spread beneath my sleeping bag. No, it wasn’t just
landscape that was created by Ravel’s music, it was the
valley’s haunting beauty and the emotions it stirred
which had held me in its spell year after year. I went there
�irst for the climbing, then returned just to soak it all in.

All these things emerged frommusic that brought
tears to my eyes. Fifty years on, it still does.

Kev Reynolds

Mother Goose
Maurice Ravel

The lyrics are not particularly signi�icant, with this track it’s all about memories
and the blissed-out mellowness that is such a feature of this band’s music. I
downloaded it in 2014, during a summer of living in the French Alps after the
fallout from a failed relationship, and it always reminds me of endless, aimless,
sun-drenched rambles through the glorious alpine landscapes of the Haute
Tarentaise with my border collie, Finn; just the two of us ‘Lost in the Dream’ to
use the apt title of the album on which this track features.

Disappearing
The War on Drugs

Other than the title, this song isn’t especially relevant to the great
outdoors, but it’s such a chilled tune that it goes perfectly with
simply sitting and gazing out across your favourite panorama. And
I particularly like the idea that the view does indeed ‘belong to
everyone’ despite efforts throughout history (still ongoing) to
control who can enjoy what view, and when – perhaps never so
much as over the last year or so.

The View Belongs to Everyone
Fun Lovin’ Criminals

Alf Alderson
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Listen to a piece of music by Vaughn Williams and,
even without being aware of the identity of the
composer, you would instinctively know that this
was written by someone from Britain. Lark
Ascending is a magically evocative work, created as
both a hymn to the rhythms of the English
countryside and a lament that a traditional way of
life was slowly disappearing. I’ve seen what I think
is a reasonable chunk of the planet (more than
some, less than others) but it is the British
countryside that inspires me most.

Is this rampant nationalism on my behalf? I
hope not. I �ind the landscapes of Britain
inspirational because this is my home. It is where I
was raised. My sensibilities have been shaped by
the British countryside during camping trips,
weekend hikes and other events too numerous to
mention. I can’t help but be stimulated and revel in
the British landscape, to feel the need to somehow
depict a tangible essence of it. You probably live
somewhere else, and not unnaturally feel the same
way about your own town, state or country. This is
not an unhealthy state of affairs and should be
celebrated. We all need a home in to which to grow
and develop before, like the lark, we rise above our
surroundings to observe the wider world beyond.

The Lark Ascending
Ralph VaughanWilliams

David Taylor

The lyrics are not particularly signi�icant, with this track it’s all about memories
and the blissed-out mellowness that is such a feature of this band’s music. I
downloaded it in 2014, during a summer of living in the French Alps after the
fallout from a failed relationship, and it always reminds me of endless, aimless,
sun-drenched rambles through the glorious alpine landscapes of the Haute
Tarentaise with my border collie, Finn; just the two of us ‘Lost in the Dream’ to
use the apt title of the album on which this track features.

Disappearing
The War on Drugs

Alf Alderson

I’m not sure how many times I’ve seen sunrise, but
every dawn I’ve witnessed was a unique, never-to-
be-repeated occasion. For that reason I always �ind
the event both thrilling and creatively inspiring.
What better way to celebrate this primal joy with a
song by the Beatles at their infectious best?

Paul McCartney’s anthem to the summer sun is
a life-af�irming confection of thumping piano
chords and energetic drum beat, regarded highly by
serious music critics when it was released in 1966.
For me, this slice of pop perfection is a strong
contender as the de�initive song to represent the
�irst light of a new day.

Good Day Sunshine
The Beatles (Lennon & McCartney)

David Taylor
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‘Mr Peak District’ honoured
As part of the Peak District National Park’s
70th birthday celebrations this year, it came
up with a project featuring on-line pro�iles
of 70 people who have made a major
contribution to the Park in its �irst 70 years.

Guild vice-president Roly Smith was honoured, as
former Head of Information Services at the Park and as a
campaigning outdoor journalist, to be included in this
select band of ‘remarkable people who have brought the
joy of National Parks to the masses today.’

Born in East Anglia, Roly enjoyed a 20-year career as
an award-winning daily paper journalist before joining
the National Park staff as an information assistant in
1975. He edited the quarterly magazine Peak Park News
and in 1978 wrote the �irst popular guidebook to the
Park, First & Last, which ran to �ive editions selling over
40,000 copies.

He returned to journalism as a feature writer on the
Birmingham Post & Mail, winning the Fison’s Agricultural
Journalist of the Year in 1983, which resulted in a travel
scholarship and comparative study on farm tourism in
Bavaria and the Peak District.

He came back to the National Park in 1984 as Head of
Information Services, which was where he �irst became
known as 'Mr Peak District’ He was closely involved in
the National Parks Awareness Campaign (1984-87),
which culminated in his organisation of the Festival of
National Parks at Chatsworth in September 1987.
Attended by Diana, Princess of Wales and 15,000 people,
it was the largest public event ever organised by the
National Park.

In his role as Head of Information Services for 13
years, he was responsible for a full-time team of seven,
including the design team, at the National Park
headquarters, and a staff of two full-time and about 30
part-time information assistants and cleaners at the
eight visitor centres.

He took voluntary early retirement from the Park in
1997 and continued with his freelance journalism,

editing and travel writing. He has edited ACID, the
popular archaeological magazine produced by the Park
and Derbyshire County Council, since 2008, was a
member of the Peak District Local Access Forum for
three years from 2018, and continues to be a member of
the Kinder and High Peak Advisory Group.

His personal love affair with the Peak District began
on a school youth hostelling holiday in the 1950s, shortly
after it had become the �irst National Park in Britain.
Numerous walking visits followed, including his �irst
memorable encounter with Kinder Scout in the early
1970s.

Roly has always been fascinated with the �ight for
access to our countryside, hence his involvement with
the organisation of the annual Spirit of Kinder events. He
was privileged to have known Benny Rothman, leader of
the 1932 Mass Trespass, as a friend, and walked the
trespass route with him. He also walked parts of the
Pennine Way with its creator, Tom Stephenson, who was
also his great friend and mentor.

‘I have always regarded the Peak District National
Park as “The People’s Park” and as the �irst in Britain, it
was situated where it was most needed,’said Roly. ‘It is
also one of the most important in Europe, given its
position surrounded by the large industrial cities of the
North and Midlands.’

Roly was recently described by a reviewer as ‘one of
Britain’s most knowledgeable countryside writers' and is
now a freelance writer and editor and the author of over
90 books on walking and the countryside. He is vice
president and an honorary life member of the Outdoor
Writers and Photographers Guild, a member of the
British Guild of Travel Writers and a Fellow of the Royal
Geographical Society.

His latest book, Walking Class Heroes (Signal Press,
2020) celebrated the 20th anniversary of the CRoW Act
and pro�iled 20 pioneers of the right to roam, from John
Clare to Fiona Reynolds, and including his old friends
Benny Rothman and Tom Stephenson.

Roly in his natural habitat, on Froggatt Edge (photo David Cudworth)
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There was an old man in the village where I grew up
who never travelled far. When in his eighties he
confessed that he’d only been to London once and

didn’t think much of it. ‘So I never bothered to go back,’ he
said.

His home was a thirty-�ive minute train ride from the
heart of the city.

I used to think that was a bit short-sighted, and
scorned his lack of appetite for anything unfamiliar, and
when I grew up to �ill my adult life with travels to far
distant places, it’s a view I clung to.

But wait a minute, perhaps the old boy’s attitude was
not so far off the mark after all. I mean, how much travel is
suf�icient to satisfy one man’s greed? At what stage do you
wake up and realise you’ll never live long enough to tick
everything
off your
bucket list,
and when do
you accept
the truth
that the
mysterious
land of grass that’s greener than your own will always
remain beyond the horizon?

Despite having a tatty, dog-eared passport fat with
visas, I’ve always needed roots; a base, somewhere to call
home. Somewhere to return to where I could brush the
dust from my boots, drink fresh water straight from the
tap, sit on a toilet, and turn a light on with the �lick of a
switch. I wanted somewhere to store my books and the
music I couldn’t live without. And above all I needed a
home to share with my wife; somewhere to raise a family
who I could ease into a life of adventure too.

Yes, I’ve always wanted to have my cake and eat it.
Thanks to serendipity I’ve been able to taste that cake,

and it was delicious.
For more than �ifty years my wife and I had such a base

in a Kentish village we discovered by chance. It
had everything we needed, except mountains. Yet
despite the high and wild places being beyond our
physical horizon, we could usually be among them
within twenty-four hours or so. If the journey to
get there took a day or two longer, that journey
became an important part of the adventure, and
was something to savour.

Without an abiding love of home my restless soul
would have been impossible to live with. But I found that
going home was (and is) always as much to look forward
to as going away. The �inal stretch of my return from one
UK airport or another invariably brought me over the
wooded greensand hills that serve as a backdrop to reveal
a three-county view linked by the Weald spread out below.
No matter where I’d come from, or how long I’d been
away, my heart would always jump into my throat.

Everything I could see in that view was familiar, and
everything said ‘welcome home’.

Throughout the �ifty-odd years we lived in that village I
walked every footpath for miles around. My wife and I got
to know every hamlet, every village, every farm, stream,
pond and strip of woodland. Our children too, they lived in

a wonderland with roots, growing up to question: ‘what’s
this or where’s that?’ and their questions taught us more
than we thought we knew. When knee-high to a
grasshopper they educated us by the wisdom of each
enquiry.

But the girls grew up and moved away (not far, thank
goodness), and we became grandparents. And still the
urge to travel burned within me. You see, I just loved being
somewhere different, and was lucky enough to have
publishers with faith in my ability to write something
about where I’d been that we could turn into a book, or
perhaps a brochure or three, and/or a series of magazine
features.

Lucky? I’ll say.
Then we closed the door on all that we knew and

moved home. I’ll spare you the details. The truth
is, our roots were eased from fertile ground and
transplanted two miles away at the foot of the
hill. Two miles? It seemed as though we were
emigrating to a distant land.
It was winter. The trees were bare, birds
shivered and stayed silent until long after the
�irst sun rinsed a new day. I paced empty rooms

that echoed, and the night after moving in I needed to get
outside for fresh air, away from packing cases waiting to
be unpacked; away from decisions I should have made
years ago – what to do with half a century of clutter? So I
pulled on my boots and went outside, leaving decision-
making for my wife. She’s good at that.

It was then that I considered renaming our new abode
Misty Hollow. From what I imagined had been romantic
heights up the hill, we’d slipped down to a frost pocket
into which I was now drawn. But as I wandered down the
farm lane just round the corner I felt the magic of the
place. It was mysterious with skeins of mist hovering a
few feet above the meadows either side of me; individual
oak trees were decapitated by that mist, and a ghostly
white moon shimmered overhead.

The lane
brought me
to a farm and
a handful of
converted
barns and
outbuildings,
and from

there, beyond a �ive-bar gate I gazed north to the place
we’d deserted. A few lights told of houses I knew
intimately; they, and the hill to which they clung, were
�loating on a raft of November mist.

Between here and there I knew every landscape
feature and reckoned I could �ind my way back ‘home’
even were I blind. But though everything was familiar, it
was now seen from an unfamiliar perspective - a mirage,
perhaps? Or a mirror-image? The world I thought I knew
until now needed unravelling to reveal its truths.

That’s when I came to realise that the surprise of the
familiar can be as exciting as the seven wonders of the
world.

Perhaps the old boy in the village where I grew up was
an adventurer after all.

Kev Reynolds would like to have his cake and eat it…

Wordsmith
the man with the world’s best job

Without an abiding love of home
my restless soul would have been
impossible to live with

…as I wandered down the farm
lane just round the corner I felt
the magic of the place
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Scottish mountaineering legend
Hamish MacInnes had always
planned his magnum opus before he
died in 2020 and, albeit
posthumously, this handsomely
produced anthology of his writings
over the 90 years of his remarkably
adventurous life magni�icently
achieves that ambition.
MacInnes was one of the world’s

last great explorers and
adventurers, in the mould of
Merewether Lewis and William
Clark, Freya Stark and Eric Shipton.
And if that wasn’t enough, he was
also a pioneering rock and ice
climber, the designer of some
revolutionary climbing equipment
and, perhaps most signi�icantly, a
world-respected mountain rescue
expert.
As Michael Palin, who befriended

MacInnes while �ilming Monty
Python and the Holy Grail in
Glencoe, writes in his heartfelt
foreword, MacInnes was “Lean,
taciturn, fearless and resourceful… a
combination of the adventurous
qualities I admired so much.”

Whether he was making historic
�irst ascents of some of the most
remote mountains on earth;
inventing equipment like his
legendary Terrordactyl metal ice-
axe or the box tents used on the �irst
ascent of Everest’s south west face;
supervising Clint Eastwood’s stunts
in The Eiger Sanction, or pioneering
the use of dogs in mountain rescue,
MacInnes was always an innovator
in his �ield.
You can relive some of his greatest

adventures in this superb book,
which also has contributions from
his old climbing partners Tom Patey
and Mike Banks, and the OWPG’s
very own John Cleare, whose
stunning photographs illustrate
many of MacInnes’s most gripping
stories.
In the last chapter MacInnes

movingly relates the sad story of his
latter day illness, which saw him
sectioned and con�ined to a
forbidding psychiatric hospital until
he was “rescued” by some of his
friends.
All pro�its from the sales of this

book will help fund the Scottish
Mountaineering Trust, a charity that
provides grants promoting
recreation, knowledge and safety in
the Scottish hills, all things very
close to MacInnes’s heart.

This is the spin-off book from the
author’s Brontë Stones Project, in
which boulders and crags in Brontë
Country of West Yorkshire were
inscribed with specially composed
poems by Carol Ann Duffy, Jeannette
Winterton, Kate Bush and Jackie
Kay.
It also led to four walks, one from

Thornton to Haworth and three

circular ones for each of the sisters.
The author has added a further
nine-mile route linking the Brontë
Stones and a 10½ mile Wandering
Bard walk from Luddenden Foot to
Haworth, relating to brother
Branwell Brontë’s journey to and
from his work. The excellent maps
for each walk are by Christopher
Goddard, author of many successful,
Wainwright-style footpath guides to
West Yorkshire.
But don’t be deceived into

thinking this is a walking guide. The
author is Head of Creative Writing
at the University of Hudders�ield, so
Walking the Invisible is much more
of an investigation into the
landscapes which led the talented
and troubled sisters to making such
an important and valuable
contribution towards the previously
largely masculine �ield of romantic
�iction.
Apart from the strange title – I

don’t know how you can physically
“walk the invisible” – this is really a
literary study of both the social and
natural history which inspired the
writings of the famously
dysfunctional family. So we are
taken to “wild, windy moors” of

Walking the Invisible:
Following in the Brontës’
Footsteps
Michael Stewart
HQ Harper Collins £16.99 (hb)

Hamish MacInnes: The Fox of
Glencoe
Hamish MacInnes, ed. Deziree Wilson

Scottish Mountaineering Press, £30
(hb)

Book Reviews Roly Smith/
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Kate Bush’s famous song Wuthering
Heights; to the imposing halls that
may have inspired Thorn�ield Hall
in Charlotte Brontë’s Jane Eyre, and
learn about brother Branwell’s
affair with a real-life Mrs Robinson
at Aldwark.
It’s an excellent taster, but you’d

need a pretty empty or spacious
rucksack if you wanted to take it on
these walks with you.

This splendid, if expensive, new
book by Peak rock-climbing veteran
Graham Hoey describes almost
2,200 classic and traditional
climbing routes on the Eastern,
Western and moorland gritstone
crags of the Dark Peak.
It is a superb addition to the rock-

climbing literature of the Peak, and
a �ine companion to Peak Rock
(2013), the authoritative history of
Peak District climbing to which
Hoey was one of the leading
contributors. Each featured crag
includes detailed access and
approach information, and over 400

excellent topographic colour
photographs show the routes in
detail.
The one thing missing, for those

who are not familiar with the Peak
rock-climbing lingo, is a glossary
which might explain to the
uninitiated such esoteric terms as
“thrutch,” “nudging”, “grovelling”,
“sloper” and “crimps”.
But perhaps the most stunning

feature of this sumptuous book are
the superb action photographs by
Mike Hutton, Adam Long, Keith
Sharples and others, which will get
you as “gripped” as if you were
there yourself, hanging on by your
�ingertips to the Peak’s famously
abrasive grit.

Most people will be aware of the
global movement towards slowness.
We already have had slow food,
slow travel and slow cities. But you
may wonder what the apparent
paradox of a “slow adventure” might
be?
According to the author, it is the

opposite to adrenaline-fuelled
outdoor sporting activity and the
notion that faster is always better.
And it’s not just about doing
everything at a snail’s pace, either.
McIntosh says she has recently

been spending time outdoors
practicing the Nordic idea of
friluftsliv, literally “free air life”, a
word coined in the 1850s by
playwright Henrik Ibsen. Nan
Shepherd’s spiritual exploration of
her beloved Cairngorms in The
Living Mountain (1977) is perhaps
the most famous British example.
The key elements of the slow

adventure ethos are, according to
the author, “the simple pleasure and
restorative value of being outdoors
in wild, natural places and gently

coexisting with nature.” It’s also a
concept which appears to have ever
greater appeal as your own years
roll by.
So whether it’s willow weaving in

the Somerset Levels; rock pooling
on the Sussex coast; wild camping in
Cambridgeshire or birdwatching on
the Farne Islands, the author invites
you to follow the Zen Master’s
advice and “smile, breathe and go
slowly.”

This was Outdoor Focus editor David
Taylor’s major lockdown project,
one he admits presented an
“interesting challenge” but one, it
has to be said, which he has
triumphantly faced.
There are so many quirky

locations in this handsomely
designed book (apart from a rather
boring cover) from the respected
German publisher which even the
dyed-in-the-wool Geordie or the
scantily clad lassies who
traditionally throng the city centre

Peak District Gritstone
Graham Hoey
Vertebrate Publishing £34.95 (pb)

Slow Adventures
Tor McIntosh
National Trust Books, £12.99 (hb)

111 Places in Newcastle that
you shouldn’t miss
David Taylor
Emons Verlag, £12.99 (pb)
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on a Saturday night surely wouldn’t
have heard about in their beloved
“Toon.”
And they are all brilliantly

illustrated by Taylor’s outstanding
photography, training his camera
this time on chie�ly urban subjects
as opposed to the sweeping
Northumbrian landscapes to which
we are more accustomed,
complemented by his
knowledgeable and often amusing
text.
From the 80-step, winding Dog

Leap Stairs (or locally, ‘chare’) and
the “accusing” statue of the River
Tyne God on the wall of the Civic
Centre, to the imposing Grey’s
Monument, which lords it over so
many city centre views and the still-
impressive Newcastle Castle, the
originally 11th century keep which
gave the town its name, this is a
cornucopia of hidden corners of the
place the Geordies like to call
“hyem.”
There’s a rather hackneyed

Geordie joke about which European
town has the same number of
bridges as Newcastle. The answer, of
course, is Gateshead, just across the
River Tyne, which also gets

appropriate coverage in this book.
Gateshead is surely now the cultural
centre of the North East, with its
stunning former �lour mill BALTIC
art gallery and Norman Foster’s
organically shaped Sage concert
venue.
If you are planning a visit to

Newcastle or Gateshead and wish to
see some sights which are well and
truly off the usual well-trodden
tourist trail, my recommendation
would be that you take with you a
copy of this excellent guidebook.

In case you were wondering, the
term bucket list – meaning a list of
things to do before you die (or “kick
the bucket”) – apparently originated
from the 2007 Rob Reiner �ilm of
the same name, starring Jack
Nicholson and Morgan Freeman.
How to achieve your personal

bucket list is the raison d’être for
this �irst, self-published, book by
Guild member Julia Goodfellow-
Smith. Her own bucket list appears
to have been limited to completing
the 630-mile South West Coast Path,
an ambition which she admits took
25 years of dreaming, six months of
planning, and 52 days of actual
walking.
Each chapter – or “milestone” – is

prefaced by the author’s own
experiences on the SWCP, which
coincided with a fundamental
change of career, the Covid
pandemic and subsequent
lockdown. Her journey
encompassed a lingering illness;
suffering from a less-than-
waterproof jacket and boots;
surviving a thorough buffeting from
Storm Alex and meeting up with at
least two potential “axe-wielding
murderers” and a particularly

belligerent pheasant.
“Waymarkers” at the end of each

chapter give readers tips on things
like “igniting your dream”, “hoping
for the best and planning for the
worst” and the all-important
“�inding the money you need.” It
concludes with the strange
suggestion that having completed
the �irst item on your bucket list,
you should create a certi�icate and
hang it on your wall.
The author rightly says that

someday, we will run out of the
unful�illed promise we all make of
“I’d love to do that… one day”.
Raynor Winn’s Salt Path it is not,
but Live Your Bucket List provides
some mainly common sense
guidance on what to do when that
day happens.

There are 20 walks in each of these
attractive little booklets, all of which
have apparently been chosen and
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Live Your Bucket List
Julia Goodfellow-Smith
Self-published, £9.99 (pb) Available
from Amazon, on Kindle and in
bookshops

Park Rangers Favourite
Walks: Snowdonia, Yorkshire
Dales, South Downs
Collins, £6.99 each (pb) plus maps
£3.99 each
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The sycamore of Northumberland's
Sycamore Gap is probably the most
photographed tree in the county. This
is largely thanks to a little film called
Robin Hood: Prince of Thieves,
starring Kevin Costner as the
eponymous hero. (Admittedly, it’s a
fantastically photogenic spot too.) You
see the tree not long into the movie,
when Robin and his companion,
Azeem – played by Morgan Freeman
– are making their way to Nottingham
from Dover. Don't ask why they travel
through Northumberland, that's
Hollywood for you. There's a fight
between Robin and the Sheriff of
Nottingham's men in front of the
tree. Robin naturally triumphs and
then heads to Aysgarth Falls in
Yorkshire. Really, don't ask.

There are several paths that can be
taken to reach Sycamore Gap. The
most demanding is to follow the rise
and fall of Peel Crag from the car park
at Steel Rigg. This route has the
advantage that you follow the line of
Hadrian's Wall, which is still extant for
long stretches in this part of
Northumberland. Peel Crag is part of
the Great Whin Sill, a 295-million
year old extrusion of dolerite, that can
also be seen in County Durham.

You don’t see the sycamore until
the last moment. It's only when you
crest a steep rise after Milecastle 39
that the tree pops into view, neatly
framed by the gap. Photographically,
it's this angle that I prefer, as it avoids
the – now clichéd – composition with
the sycamore framed symmetrically
by the surrounding hills.
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written by anonymous National
Park rangers in their respective
areas. The walks range from one to
10 miles in length, but there seem to
be no surprises in the chosen, well-
frequented routes.
The sketch maps in the books are

strictly diagrammatic, and the
accompanying, separately sold,
maps, at a scale of about two inches
to the mile, are purely locational,
with no indication of the walk
routes. Neither provide anything
like adequate substitutes for the
trusted Ordnance Survey 2½ in to
the mile Explorers – as I’m sure
most National Park rangers would
agree.

The unattributed text of 100 Nature
Walks is based on the National
Trust’s 2018 publication, Great
British Seasonal Walks and features
96 walks in Trust properties in
England, Wales and Northern
Ireland, plus a token four in Scotland.

Short Walks in Beautiful Places was
previously published by the NT as
Great British Walks in 2014 and
2020, and features 100 walks split
into regional sections, plus Wales
and Northern Ireland.
Both books show every sign of

being convenient rehashes, and in
both the maps are purely
diagrammatic and should really be
used in conjunction with the
appropriate OS Explorer map,
although unfortunately this is not
recommended in the books.

100 Nature Walks and Short
Walks in Beautiful Places
Both National Trust Books, £12.99
(hb)

Favourite views
Sycamore Gap / David Taylor
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Ingleborough Cave

Pen-y-Ghent

Field Study Centre

Malham Tarn

A65

B6479

Norber Erratics

Scaleber Force

Settle

Hull Pot

Selside

Austwick

Horton in Ribblesdale

Alum Pot

Ribblehead Viaduct

Malham Cove Gordale Scar

Janet’s Foss

Norber Erratics Scaleber Force

IngleboroughMalham Cove
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Field Study Centre Malham Tarn
Malham
BD24 9PU
01729 830 331

Malham Tourist Information
National Park Centre
Malham
BD23 4DA
01729 833 200

Settle Tourist Information
Town Hall
Cheapside
Settle
BD24 9EJ
01729 825 192

White Scar Cave
Ingleton
LA6 3AW
01524 241 244

Ingleborough Cave
Clapham
LA2 8EE
01524 251 242

Settle Railway Station
Station Road
Settle
BD24 9AA
01729 825 888

Petrol station
Co-op Whitefriars
Church Street
Settle
BD24 9JD

EV rapid charger
(requires GeniePoint app)
The Courtyard
A65
Craven
BD24 9JY

Alum Pot
Grid ref: SD 774 755

Gordale Scar
Grid ref: SD 912 635

Janet’s Foss
Grid ref: SD 910 633

Malham Cove
Grid ref: SD 896 641

Scaleber Force
Grid ref: SD 840 625

Norber Erratics
Grid ref: SD 767 697

Hull Pot
Grid ref: SD 824 746

Ribblehead Viaduct
Grid ref: SD 759 794

Useful addresses


