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This remarkable book of adventuring is the autobiography of a 
recent past-president of the Alpine Club who is still going strong in 
his 76th year. At the age of 15 he declared that his ambition was 
mountain travel. His father wisely advised him to take a medical 
degree first, and Dr. Longstaff has served since then in two World 
Wars. He has also climbed in practically all the major ranges of the 
world—Alps, Caucasus, Himalaya, Rockies, Selkirks—as well as in 
Greenland and Spitsbergen. He took part in expeditions to Tibet 
in 1908, Spitsbergen in 1921, Mt. Everest in 1922. He visited Spits
bergen again in 1923 and the Garhwal Himalaya in 1927. He led 
the Oxford University expedition to Greenland in 1928. In 1907 he 
ascended Trisul, and two years later he explored the Siachen 
Glacier and discovered Teram Kangri. He was the first to see 
into the inner sanctuary of Nanda Devi. He was awarded the 
Gill Memorial by the Royal Geographical Society in 1908 and the 
Founder’s Medal in 1928.

For this reviewer, some of Dr. Longstaff’s remarks on Canadian 
mountaineering have special interest:

There is no lack of beauty. The individual scale of these mountains 
is so small—though their extent is vast—that flowing waters, forest, 
glacier and peak can be seen in one harmony: a form of composition 
completely lacking in the Himalaya. There is nothing more beautiful 
in any mountain scene, but its menace is inescapable. The secret may 
lie in the density of the forests and their pathlessness: here is no re
assurance of ancient tracks, no passes crossed by generations of 
caravans. The mountains of Europe and Asia recall gods and dryads 
and the long procession of man. These empty wilds are peopled 
only by our bare imagination, apt to primitive terror: there is no 
past except starvation.

How strange is this point of view to others who have climbed in 
Canada, feeling the peaks friendly and thinking, however igno
rantly, that the Himalaya might terrify! It is surprising also that 
the author considers his most difficult climb to have been Mt. As- 



siniboine—although, to be sure, his route by the N.W. face (1910) 
has never been repeated. The lapse of time has once betrayed his 
memory. He says (p. 221) that he broke a finger while he was 
ascending a new peak with Oliver Wheeler during a crossing of 
Abbot Pass. In reality, this happened on Chimney Peak, attained 
from Consolation Pass (C.A.J., III, 78).
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