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            A Note from the Editors

         

         
            ‘Hero stories are wearing thin. We have lived a male life, we have lived within the patriarchy. It’s something else to take ownership of your own story.’ — JANE CAMPION

            THE GUARDIAN, 20 MAY 2018

         

         The idea for Waymaking came about during a run. For a short while Helen and I both worked in central Leeds, we met up once a week to run at lunchtime, heading from the university, through Headingley’s ginnels, along hidden trails to the woods on the north-western edge of the city.

         We would talk about many things as we ran, but one of the things we most keenly discussed was what a woman’s narrative of wild adventure would look like. And by ‘narrative’ we were thinking prose, poetry, visual art; there are so many ways to express the creativity inspired by being outdoors.

         While there are accomplished female writers and artists out there – and we have early pioneers like Nan Shepherd and Gwen Moffat to look to – I think our voices are often not heard above the, at times, clichéd stories of men conquering mountains, rock faces and other wild places.

         We wanted to explore this more, and got talking with Claire, a poet and filmmaker then working at Vertebrate Publishing, who was very supportive. Waymaking was born. After speaking with Jon Barton at Vertebrate to see whether he would be interested in publishing such a book, a website was built and the call-out for contributions began in earnest. The submissions were surprising and recognisable, active and still, participatory and observational. Women were voicing and marking all sorts of narratives from the outdoor and the wild.

         Roll forward a few years and here we are, with a successful Kickstarter campaign and generous support from Alpkit. This book wouldn’t have happened without Vertebrate taking it on, bringing our ideas and everyone’s contributions to print. Camilla has been a great editor for the book; her enthusiastic, considered and honest thoughts certainly helped to shape my contribution for the better.

         At the heart of Waymaking is a desire to encourage more women to express their love of the wild and adventure, and to get these voices heard. All royalties will be split equally between two charities: Rape Crisis and the John Muir Trust. Thank you to everyone who contributed and to everyone who has supported this book. We hope you like what you read and see.

      

   


   
      
         

            Introduction

         

         
            
        Running with no steps or breaths.
      

            
        Climbing with no moves.
      

            
        Watching without thinking.
      

            
        Sharing without judging.
      

            
        Dancing without caring.
      

            
        A day spent without a narrative.
      

            
        No failure, no success.
      

            Pure absorption. — HAZEL FINDLAY, NO-SELF

         

         I grew up in love with everything outdoors, and most particularly with Dartmoor, where my grandparents lived and where we’d spend our holidays tramping from tor to tor, swimming in the ice-cold Dart and scrambling up and down scree. That wild, upland landscape is still the wellspring of my imagination. Everything I write is rooted in landscape and nature; yet it remains a genre dominated by men. Part of the problem is the barriers women often face in becoming a protagonist in a world removed from the domestic or the professional. Yet given half a chance – and perhaps a courageous example to follow, like the women in this book – we can move through the world just as freely as men.

         Some years ago I gave a talk about the process of writing my second novel, a process during which I set out alone to walk north up the A5 for four days and three nights. To be clear, I didn’t wild-camp: I booked B&Bs and pubs and simply walked between them, and in busy suburban England there wasn’t even any possibility that I could have got lost. Yet while it pales into insignificance measured against the adventures described in this collection, this simple trip still felt like a challenge because it meant, at every stage, going against what other people believed I should do.

         After the talk, a woman approached me: ‘I could never do that,’ she said, shaking her head. ‘Of course you could, if you really wanted to,’ I replied with an encouraging smile. ‘Oh no, I honestly couldn’t – I’d be way too scared. And my husband wouldn’t like it, anyway.’

         The stories women are told – and which we also tell ourselves – about what is safe or acceptable or possible for us reflect neither our true capabilities or the risks the world really presents. They are stories that contain and circumscribe us and make us fearful; they deny us our full agency, our right to gamble; they keep our world small, and often domestic. The irony, of course, is that it is in the domestic that so frequently the greatest danger waits.

         What does it look like when despite these narratives women go out and take up our full space in the world; when we answer a need to come into relationship with wild places in a way that is unmediated by guardians or gatekeepers; or when we push our bodies and minds to places that are impossible to find indoors? These words and images are a glimpse of that world seen through the eyes of women who may not think of themselves as pioneers – may in fact shrug that label off, or point to others, anyone but themselves – but who, for those of us yet unsure, or hesitant, are exactly that.

         And there’s something else this collection demonstrates. The ‘female relationship’ with nature and landscape is often described as more spiritual, more physical and embodied, or more nurturing than the male encounter. But those seeking an essentialist view of how women relate to wild places – one in which women as a group share certain experiences and preferences relating to the natural world, experiences and preferences which perhaps can be discovered by reading this book – may be disappointed. The voices and perspectives in Waymaking are radical precisely for their sheer variety, something that demonstrates the profound and manifest truth that the female experience of the wild – like all female experiences – is simply the human one; which is, like humans, infinitely varied.

         In Waymaking you will find women seeking solitude and women travelling in company; women out to conquer and women who need to commune; women who are fearless, and women battling their fear; women who are mothers, daughters, wives and lovers, and women who tell us nothing about those parts of their lives; white women, women of colour and First Nation women; women of deep faith and of none; bruised, broken and heartsore women, and women focused only on how their skill and their sinews and muscles can carry them up, over, into and away.

         Climbing, running, wild swimming, skiing, mountain biking, sailing, working and walking everywhere from Cumbria to Antarctica, the Alps to Alaska, Patagonia to Wyoming and Ireland to Australia, meet the adventurers, the waymakers, the women who have found their place in the wild world: ‘All of them, out there, in the sun/and wind, making their way/under the tremendous’, as Ruth Wiggins writes.

         May they inspire you to do the same.

         
             

         

         MELISSA HARRISON

Suffolk, April 2018 
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               Lost Valley, Glen Coe, Scotland by Tessa Lyons

            

         

      

   


   
      
          

         
            
               Gravel road, once short

               stretches hot, sore and dusty.

               A stranger points: fountain.

            

            
               Paella for one?

               She says: walk with heart open –

               brave like Dorothy.

            

            
               On the edge of town:

               a roadside flasher – no one around,

               I push on.

            

            
               Can I walk with you?

               He laughs: too many miles to make

               to wait for me.

            

            
               From their messy stick nests

               on each stone church in each village

               storks ring their flat bells.

 

            

            
               Snapshots from the Camino de Santiago

               CATH DRAKE

            

         

         

      

   


   
      
         

            Lost in the Light

            TARA KRAMER

         

         I’m starting to measure time as it’s marked by the ice caps. Two months here, three months there, then fall in Montana, or spring, or a month of summer, and then again to the Flat White. I scatter through the seasons and across hemispheres, losing myself in the months, the landscape, the cold and the heat.

         I’ve worked for seven seasons at the poles running research camps in Greenland and Antarctica. I’m growing accustomed to bending from here to there and there to here, but I still stagger. My body in the heat, my mind with the months. I say winter when I mean summer. April when it’s October. In June I boarded a cargo plane on the Greenland ice cap in the balmy 17 ºF summer, and thirty-six hours later I stood sweating on the kerb, at midnight, hailing a taxi from Madison Square Garden. The disorientation I find on the ice travels with me.

         Some days, when the light is flat and the snow without shadows, I live as if inside a ping-pong ball. The clouds overtake the sky. The horizon fades. The sparkle, the wind waves patterned in the snow, the delicate blues and muted greys dissolve into a smoky haze. The landless landscape turns to eggshell white, and the drifts I otherwise avoid become memories. I walk from my tent to breakfast, feeling with my feet. Blinking, blinking, blinking. I stare at remnants of shadows and shuffle one foot in front of the other, sometimes tripping to my knees as I bump an invisible cornice. I am lost in the light as one feels lost in the dark.

         In West Antarctica I groom the three miles of skiway in a Tucker Sno-Cat before complete flat light falls upon us. In my weather observation I report the surface definition as ‘poor’. Not yet ‘nil’, but nearly. I can still follow the line from my previous pass, but only if I strain at the several feet of snow just in front of the tracks. Squinting, leaning forward in my seat, forehead pressed against the glass. For three, four, five hours, there’s only single-minded concentration. Only the pacing of back and forth and back and forth, without having left one place or arrived at another. I exit the skiway, my mind numb and empty.

         Eventually the grey breaks. The clouds part and reveal a clear blue stretching as a dome above camp. I follow the infinite line of the horizon encircling me. Now, in this light, I see emptiness expanding like an open-ended question. The ice sheet is a mass of continuity biting at my cheeks. My body pressed closely against its haunting calm, I stare into the void encountered at the edge of a cliff. At first I am overtaken by a sinking sensation and then by the horrifying, irrational urge to jump. I back away and hide in the dark of a sleeping bag, in books, in strong coffee and conversation. I find something to hold tight to. I try to sit down and reground myself. But inevitably I creep back to the edge and continue peering into the alluring abyss. Those hundreds and hundreds of miles of ice stretching boldly to the coast. In this seemingly eternal light and boundless space, the Flat White reflects the palette of my mind. Exposed, raw, unshielded.

         I have no concept of this space. I cannot fathom this emptiness. At times I’ve fantasised about indefinitely walking away from camp and out into that wide open. I’d tuck my chin and turn my head against the wind, the cold stinging the sliver of skin exposed between my hat and gaiter. I’d hold up my hood and lumber through that crust like sand. Maybe then I would understand that depth of space. I told a friend of this delusion after having spent two months in the Flat White with only four people. He had just arrived at camp and responded, ‘Tara, you’ve been here too long’. Yes, that’s possible. But ice sheets have their way of releasing me. From time, and expectations, and even my own sense of place. After months living on snow, two miles above land, I feel liberated, drifting on this frozen sea.

         Despite my incapacity to comprehend the sheer expanse, this landscape is not truly empty. It’s snow. And ice. And wind. There are ice crystals floating and blowing here. This is a glacier. A place defined by the starkness of its uniformity. A place that reveals the most critical climate records in the world. This is why scientists and we as staff toil to come and then labour to exist here. Heating food, melting snow for drinking water, sleeping in tents at -50º Fahrenheit. Daily living asks nearly everything of us. These ice sheets, they want to get rid of us, bury us in drifts, scour away our very existence. Everything we bring here gets ravaged, blasted and inundated and cracked by vicious, relentless wind. Go. Away. This place seems to say to me, You do not belong here.

         My family and friends and even co-workers say there’s nothing here. Why would you want to go there? I, too, often wonder why. But I know that on the ice, all else fades away. There are no trails to run, no trees or stores, no text messages to answer. There are few distractions, and those that exist – the movie nights, dominoes, knitting – they only occupy my mind for so long. The ice sheet is an abyss from which I cannot walk.

         I learn to be where I am. To keep going. In the thirty-knot winds, four coats, three pairs of pants, neck gaiter, nose gaiter, goggles, two hats, and three-pound boots. Stumbling through drifts, with ice in my hair, on my way to lunch, in August. Once I mumbled out loud against the wall of wind, ‘Sometimes there’s wind, sometimes there’s rain. Sometimes you do not arrive when you’re ready to have gotten there.’

         Here, I breathe.

      

   


   
      
         

            Iceberg

            DEZIREE WILSON

         

         The beauty and harmony of water and ice formations belie their hazardous nature. Dangerous and ruthless beauty makes an alluring narrative.

         Abstract compositions like this seem to find their own rhythm, independent of any active thinking on my part. I lose myself in the ebb and flow of the form and emerge from a daydream with an image in front of me that I have no conscious recollection of having created.
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            Steinbock

            ANJA KONIG

         

         
            
               The upper lake is dammed. I know

               Tödi, the mountain in the distance.

            

            
               The lower lake is drained,

               a shadowy stain in the rock basin.

            

            
               Rusting pipes wait, numbered,

               wide like giant iron mushrooms.

            

            
               The cable car can carry forty tons.

               I see it clawing a lorry,

            

            
               turbine blades

               like dinosaur wings.

            

            
               On the way down ibex

               lower their ridged horns

            

            
               foraging in scree. A whistle

               or scream warns them of me.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

            [untitled 1]

            KRYSTLE WRIGHT

         

         As an adventure photographer, capturing moments from the field, I have always believed in finding the balance between the athlete and their environment. After all, the adventure cannot take place without the environment surrounding. During a two-week expedition on the Barnard Glacier in the Wrangell St Elias Mountains in Alaska, Sheldon Kerr leads the way ahead of Erin Smart and Lindsay Mann to discover potential new lines to ski. It’s important when capturing athletes in these grand landscapes that they don’t become a standing statue; instead, it’s about finding those key moments to showcase how the athletes interact with the landscape, in this case, through ski mountaineering.
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            Enchantment Larches

            NIKKI FRUMKIN

         

         It was so cold my paint froze as I applied it to the paper. At the end of the night I had a thick layer of ice across the whole painting. I ran my fingers across it and it felt like a frozen pond. In the morning I saw the ice had melted and dried, leaving ice patterns in the paint of the sky.

         I carried this paper around for four days, twenty-two miles and 2,100 metres. I painted through sunset and into the next day. The sky turned pink and dark purple; it was beautiful. All the larches were golden yellow. We don’t get colours this magical in the city and they were hard to leave.

         On the hike out I took a fall between two icy boulders, and this painting wedged me in between them, keeping me from slipping all the way down the slabby ramp. I was able to crawl out of my backpack on to sure footing, and remove the pack and painting from the rocks where it was stuck. It left only a tiny wrinkle in the top left of the painting, but it probably saved me some serious scrapes. I never thought my art would double as climbing protection, but I sure do like that idea. This one is special.
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            Mountains of the Mourne

            PENELOPE SHUTTLE

         

         
            
               
                  
                     
            
                        
                        	Slieve Donard
            
                        
                        	mountain land


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	Slieve Binnian
            
                        
                        	stone glints off wet rock


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	Slieve Commedagh
            
                        
                        	forgotten quarry roads


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	Slievenaglogh
            
                        
                        	ghosts of golden eagles


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	Ben Crom and Slieve Muck
            
                        
                        	a granite wall


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	Slieve Lamagan
            
                        
                        	twenty-two miles long


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	Wee Binnian
            
                        
                        	tracking round


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	The Mournes
            
                        
                        	keeping nothing


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	Hare’s Gap
            
                        
                        	and no one


                     
            
                        
                        	 
            
                        
                        	 


                     
            
                        
                        	Percy Bysshe and the Hole of the Sprites  
            
                        
                        	out


                  
               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

            Fairfield from Wansfell

            PAULA DUNN

         

         I try to avoid painting familiar views and prefer to focus on compositions from an elevated perspective where people generally have to walk to be able to enjoy. The light and weather are also key, as they will turn a very flat landscape into something more dynamic and dramatic.

         This painting is inspired by a lovely autumnal walk from Ambleside to Wansfell via Troutbeck. At the end of the walk you reach the top of Wansfell, where, on a good day, you are rewarded by a fantastic view of Ambleside and the surrounding area. On this day we could see for miles and there were so many things perfectly aligned: weather, light and the autumnal colours of the landscape. There was so much about this view that inspired me, as I was at the time focusing on a series of work which related to isolation – a fascination with how people carve out an existence in the most isolated places where the weather has such an impact on the landscape.
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            Eglwyseg Day

            JEAN ATKIN

         

         
            
               [11.09 a.m.]

               path up through wind-clipped gorse, wind in the eye

               & such yellow splashes through the heather

            

            
               sheep-cropped mounds & sink-holes of the mines

               all smooth as china cups & saucers stacked up

            

            
               at the table edge

               & shelved up there, the purple hills;

               here, bilberries & our purple fingers.

 

            

            
               [12.23 p.m.]

               share coffee from the Thermos. Perch

               on springy bones of heather root & watch

            

            
               across the gorge, a nursery

               of dark firs gathered quiet

               by the cliff’s white knee

            

            
               we listen to the nudge

               of a sheep through whinberries

            

            
                           & hum of a bee-line into warm air.

 

            

            
               [1.53 p.m.]

               path divides into two green trails. We know

               we have chosen the right way when

            

            
               we can look down on the other as it narrows to a thread,

               full-stopped at a brink by a sleeping sheep.

            

            
               Berries are red-dangled, plumping above pale screes.

               We halt by a jut of stones

            

            
               where a twist of swallows dives & feasts

               on insect-clouds blown

            

            
                           from Eglwyseg’s lips.

 

            

            
               [2.45 p.m.]

               beyond: raised tide of Llantysilio’s hills

               & near, like a little adder striped & scaled,

            

            
               a brown caterpillar inches in the dust. Thistles

               are spent, dying in their upright stalks

            

            
               & at our backs the moor rolls up to Ruabon,

               above an oblique shine

            

            
                           of thistledown, loose cloak of looms & riddles.

 

            

            
               [3.03 p.m.]

               fresh gulley water bubbles in a sink

               of stone, then falls & empties back

            

            
               inside the hollow hill. It leaves no sound.

               We walk past a vole passage drilled through dung.

            

            
               A fence-line stitches the grouse moor. Eyes stop

               on a fencepost with tilted crow.

            

            
                           Bronze Age burial kist, mapped once, gone now.

 

            

            
               [3.56 p.m.]

               spreadeagled by the wall, a dead sheep, chalky

               porous vertebrae in rainwashed fleece

            

            
               we pass three daisies low along the path, like dropped

               white pebbles from children’s pockets

            

            
               & the mountain rears & grins,

               shows all its caried limestone teeth.

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

            Affric

            ALISON GRANT

         

         
            
               It was mostly distance,

               not the kind you could measure,

               but simply crossing the bealach at Kintail,

               carrying everything

               to camp out well above the river

               amongst the shielings looped around with green-dunged grass,

               waking in the slipstream of a night

               that never really darkened,

               the damp sedge twitching with wide-eyed frogs.

            

            
               And then this morning,

               leaving the car and walking into fog,

               heelprints denting the snow,

               the sun pressing against the mist

               until the sky is sudden blue,

               Sgùrr na Lapaich punching through

               the low cloud and haloed pine,

               the frost bristling across the grey stone,

               each rock a world of its own, relic and habitat.
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