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Mountaineering with a twist proved to be one
of our most popular themes this year. Jen Price
describes just such a weekend meet in which
members combined walks and a classic rock
climb with a descent of over three hundred feet
into Gaping Gill.
Camaraderie is an essential ingredient and a
fancy dress “murder mystery” was amongst the
social highlights during three full days of outdoor activities in the Lake District.
We were successful in our application for grant
aid awarded by the British Mountaineering
Council. This enabled us to provide a scrambling and rock climbing training weekend, as
recounted by Kay Beechey
The Club offers a forum for people with common interests and a shared love of the hills that
flows through the programme and beyond like a
golden braid. The story of Four Days in Summer by John Balmforth, Jan Hall and I illustrates this fusion nicely with an account of how
Club meets in the Black Mountains and Radnor
Forest were linked via a camping trip, which
was advertised to members, to explore several
of the Nuttalls in North Wales.

Gaping Gill
Malcolm Slesser describes The Cullin on the
Isle of Skye as “the most challenging mountains in Scotland, with airy crests, girt with
precipices, and with only a few walking
routes to their tops.” He highlights the need
for surefootedness and a head for heights in
The Munros. Both qualities are amply demonstrated by Dave Bingham and Bob Thomas in
Bob’s account of their traverse – a fine mountaineering accomplishment.
Mountaineering in Europe was very much to
the fore this summer. Ken McBride captures
the spirit of the times against the backdrop of
an ascent of Montagne Sainte-Victoire via Le
Grand Parcours, a classic seventeen pitch
climb just East of Aix en Provence, whilst
Roger Millett’s summer walks in the Italian
mountains contrast with winter climbs recounted in an earlier edition of The Pinnacle
(April in the Appenninio, Newsletter 27).
Trevor Flint describes a special birthday
celebration
Read on to find out more...
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The Cullin Ridge (Bob Thomas)
one of the parties, whose outlines we
had seen on the crest of the ridge earlier
in the morning, already there, perched
on the edge preparing their ropes. We
notice the fell shoes of one of the party,
same tread as we had seen on the approach. We had caught them up, a result
of Dave’s research, and knowledge of
the ridge from his previous Skye trips.
Also we’re moving as a pair whilst this
party is made up of four. After some
friendly banter, it’s time to get on with
the climbing, the other group having
admitted that they are moving slower,
kindly let us go first.
Dave and I abseil into the Gap, establish
a belay around a prominent spike at the
foot of the climb and then one at a time
scale the gap. It’s slightly wet and
greasy; the climb is being made harder
by the packs and boots and feels harder
than the VD grade given in the guide
book. We wait at the other side of the
gap, until the first climber from the
other group makes it safely to the top,
and then pack the rope away and start
heading for Sgurr Alasdair and then
making for Sgurr Mhic Choinnich. After some more back climbing and scrambling we pause for arrest and prepare the
ropes and gear in preparation for the
next climb.
It’s early afternoon and we’ve just finished another roped section at King’s
Chimney, and are on our way to the
Inaccessible Pinnacle, but not before

to the guide, pick our line and then head
off.
The route finding around the base of
Caisteal a’ Garbh Coire is relatively
It’s five thirty in the morning and we’ve
straight forward and we meet another
just set off from Glenbrittle on the apparty on a day’s scrambling, moving
proach to the ridge. It’s just the right
north to south in the opposite direction
weather: overcast and cool no wind to
speak. The absence of clouds on the hori- to us. The detour to and from Sgurr
zon suggests that it’s going to be a decent Dubh Mor involves some tricky route
finding, but thankfully the dry rock and
day, chiming with last night’s weather
good weather means that we can identify
forecast.
Dave and I set off at a steady pace remem- a good line and were soon back on track
heading north to the TD Gap: the first
bering that this is a marathon and not a
section of climbing. Although still not
sprint, and with 3000ft or so of ascent
roped up, we wear helmets, as rock fall
until we gain the ridge proper we need to
is a real threat. The ridge begins to narconserve our strength. The traverse
around the foot of the Sron na Ciche to the row as we approach the gap, and when
crossing on Allt Coire nan Laogh takes us we eventually reach the obstacle we find
just over an hour. We take the opportunity for a final drink and top up and then
start the slog up to the start at Gars-bhein.
As we begin our ascent we notice the silhouettes of least two other parties on the
skyline, already on the traverse. We recall
the footprints on the path, and the distinctive pattern of fell shoe tread, probably
left by these parties.
We’re at the top after fifty minutes, and it
feels good. We’re smack on the Rock Fax
Guide book time for a fast ascent, and it
might be that we’re on course for a day
crossing. One more gulp of water, a quick
look at the guide book, and we’re off on
the first three kilometre stretch, which will
take us to the Thearlich Dubh Gap. Dave
sets the pace, not too quick but fast
enough that we make rapid progress to
Sgurr na Eag. We arrive at the summit;
it’s been easy to here, but now the route
finding starts. Once again we briefly refer
Bob Bivvi-ing on the ridge

Dave Bingham on the Cullin
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now four thirty in the afternoon, we’ve
been moving well and are on schedule
for a one day crossing, the only problem
is that the cloud is starting to build, visi(Continued from page 2)
we’ve negotiated An Stac, the longest
bility is deteriorating rapidly and with
section of scrambling on the ridge. After
that the ability to route find effectively.
checking the route from the foot of the
Our progress along the ridge becomes
scramble, Dave and I make the decision to slower, it’s amazing to see the contrast.
solo up the eastern side of the rocky pillar. Conditions underfoot are significantly
Just before we start our scramble I bump
more difficult, and sections of the rock
into a friend, Neil, who’s guiding another have taken on glass-like properties. The
party. Haven’t seen him for a few years,
low cloud denies us any of the fine
since a course at Plas-y-Brenin, but he’s a views from the ridge of Sgurr na Balocal and knows the area well. He draws
nadich and we notice that the temperaour attention to the breeze and asks us if
ture has dropped and the air is extremely
we can taste the salt and feel the change.
damp, so much so that we both don our
We confess that we can’t, and to our unwaterproofs and a base layer to ward off
trained Cuillin senses all seems well. We the cold and wet. We begin to realise
bid farewell to one another and then start
that we’re not going to make it in a day
the climb up An Stac.
and make an assessment of where to
We make short work of An Stac, and bebivvi for the night. We both agree that
fore long we’re pitching our way up the
to make it to the other side of Sgurr
Inaccessible Pinnacle. The climbing is
a’Mhadaidh, to the grassy flat area to its
easy, but exposed, and I start to notice that north east, would make for the best
anything metallic or smooth is gathering
bivvi site, it’s just whether it’s going to
condensation; Neil the local guide was
be feasible.
right, there is a change in the air. As we
“Sadly the bivvi site a well
begin the abseil we notice that cloud has
manicured section of gravel is
started to gather. Once we’re down we
positioned smack in the middle of
the col”
decide that it’s wise to try to find water at
a spot that Dave had been told about by
Martin Moran. We accept that it will cost We make our way slowly across Sgurr
us time and height, but we feel that we
Na Banachdich and then turn north east
shouldn’t pass the opportunity by. We
making for Sgurr Mhadaidh. This sechead north towards Sgurr na Banachdich
tion of ridge is widely acknowledged as
and then stop at the bealach, ditch pack
one of the finest sections of the traverse,
and then make the descent on the western but we are robbed due to the poor condislope to the spring. In all the water stop
tions underfoot and the need to concencosts us forty minutes, but the height loss trate on the route finding. Slowly we
wasn’t as bad as the map suggested. It’s
pick our way up Sgurr a’ Ghreadaidh

Descent from Sgurr Mhic
Choinnich
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and then around the Wart, before making a scary back climb, slippery rock
forcing us to use the rope to lower one
another safely, something we wouldn’t
have had to do in dry conditions. We
arrive at An Dorus, the small col at the
foot of Sgurr Mhadaidh. Light is failing
and the conditions are worsening. We
make the decision to bivvi here. It’s
eight thirty in the evening, but with no
chance of completing a crossing in daylight we agree that this is the safest option.
Sadly the bivvi site - a well manicured
section of gravel, with a small stone
wall – is positioned smack in the middle
of the col. The wind has picked up and
is passing over small snow fields on the
north western slope. It’s cold, so we opt
to head down on the path on the southern side of the ridge out of the wind.
Dave and I prepare the site and do our
best to level out a stretch of path, carefully removing the rocks and placing
them above us to act as an additional
buffer against the elements. Once we’re
happy we take out our sleeping bags,
stove and food and settle down for the
night. We take turns to brave the chilly
blast in the col to gather snow to melt
for drinks and food. Having eaten our
food we bed down for the night. Chatting and laughing, we start running
through possible scenarios for tomorrow. Dave manages to send a text to let
Kay know that we’re fine and I let the
wife know that we’re in one piece.
We wake up the next morning to find
that it’s damp and cold and there’s no
improvement in the weather. We’ve
both managed to snatch some sleep, but
it’s been a fairly miserable night. Both
our bivvi bags are wet with condensation, which in turn has caused the down
in our sleeping bags to clump together.
Breakfast comprises of hot energy
drinks and porridge, but it tastes great
and warms us up. Talking between each
mouthful we decide to carry on with the
ridge; we’ve the whole day and we’ve
less than a third of it to negotiate, with
Bidien Druim na Ramh posing the most
serious threat to route finding.
Both of us are still damp and cold, and
after packing the overnight equipment
away, we jog up and down the track to
get the blood flowing and warm our
bodies. It does the trick, we rope up and
then start scrambling up the rock and
heather strewn ledges to the top of Sgurr
a’ Mhadaidh. I reach the crest of the
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Bob abseiling off the Inn Pin
(Continued from page 3)

fourth top to be greeted by a fantastic
view that stretches all the way to Sligachan and beyond. I yell to Dave about
the vista, our first since the cloud and
mist came in late afternoon yesterday.
Dave shouts back that I’m pulling his leg,
but is pleasantly surprised when he joins
me on the ridge. We pause take a photo
and then carry on. Sadly the break in the
weather isn’t permanent and lasts only as
long as it takes us to get to the second
top. We climb the short but exposed wall
and then make for the first top (the last
obstacle on this section) and passing this
we descend the scree slope to Bealach na
Glac Moire. The wide grassy expanse of
the bealach comes as a welcome break,
but we both agree that it would have been
impractical as an overnight bivvi: the
wind would have been too strong and the
wide expanse of snow on the north eastern slope would have added to the chilling effect. Also digging any form of
snow hole would have been impossible as
neither of us were carrying a snow
shovel. Retrospect is a wonderful thing I
hear myself say.
Leaving the Glac Moire behind us we
head for the last technical section: Bidein
Druim na Ramh. We pick our way delicately across the slabs of rock, frequently
referring to Martin Moran’s excellent
maps to help us with the route finding.
Eventually we find the north top and the
abseil tat. Most of it is wind battered and
of dubious quality, so we re-equip with
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our own gear and make the first of two
long abseils into Bealach Harta, the lowest point on the ridge. Safely at the bottom we both realise that the bulk of the
hard work has been done. It’s late morning and it’s possible that we could be
back at the campsite for late afternoon.
With this in mind we press on, along to
Bruach na Frith.
The going becomes easier and we pick
our way along the long uphill stretch that
leads to the summit of Bruach na Frith
and after a kilometre or so of more re“You don’t go to the Cuillins to
train for the Alps; you go to the
Alps to prepare for the Cuillins’
laxed scrambling we’re at the summit.
We meet some walkers on the summit,
out for the day. Still not much to see
though, low cloud reducing visibility to
less than fifty metres. We say our farewells, then head eastwards on the final
stretch. The going is easier and when we
reach the Bealach nan Lice we find it
mercifully clear of snow. The bulk of the
Bhasteir Tooth rises above us, acting as a
good way marker. As the rock is still
dripping wet we decide to give Naismith’s Route, the quicker but harder option a miss, and instead decide to take the
easier Lota Corrie line to the Summit of
Am Bhasteir.
Unfortunately for us Martin Moran’s
pocket guide, that has proved such invaluable source of reference, doesn’t

show where the exact start of the Lota
Corie Route begins. We have to judge
for ourselves, and so we start the descent, following a path that runs next to
the cliff face. After ten minutes the path
appears to taper out at the foot of a steep
wall. Could this be the start? Wear and
tear at the base of the wall appears to
suggest it is, and the weather lifts to allow us a better glimpse of the corrie.
We rope up and start scrambling again,
pitching it due to the loose rock and going underfoot. We take about forty minutes to reach the summit. On the way
the cloud breaks for a minute or so, allowing us enough time to get the cameras out – the first time it has been worth
it all day – to snap the great views to the
south east towards Sgurr Beag, it really
is magical. Shortly after we find the
Bealach a Bhasteir and then it’s thirty
minutes to the top of Sgurr nan Gillean.
Checking the time we see that our hopes
of reaching the campsite for late afternoon have been dashed. It’s three
o’clock, so we resign ourselves to an
eight o’clock finish. Nevertheless the
proximity of the final summit gives us
fresh impetus; who cares about the time
as long as we finish and get back safely.
More grade three scrambling to the summit, with some short technical sections,
culminating with us passing through
‘The Window’ and then it’s the summit
of Sgurr nan Gillean. We’ve done it, we
sit down and eat and drink the last of our
food and water and reflect, albeit briefly,
on the last twenty four hours. Last Night
when the weather appeared to be taking
a turn for the worst who would have
thought that we would complete the traverse.
Anyway, with the clock ticking and the
prospect of the Sligachan Inn closing,
we pack the rope and harnesses away
and make the descent back to the campsite. A well trodden path and cairns
make for an easy descent, and as we get
lower the cloud begins to lift, permitting
us a better view of the way ahead and
allowing us our first decent view since
late afternoon yesterday. It’s been a
great twenty four hours: difficult route
finding; climbing; scrambling; miserable
bivvi the whole ‘gamut’ of mountaineering skills being called for.
I guess the quote that I heard once is true
enough:
‘You don’t go to the Cuillins to train for
the Alps; you go to the Alps to prepare
for the Cuillins’
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A Recipe for Yorkshire Delight (Jen Price)
Ingredients
11 GMC members
Dalesbridge Centre bunkhouse and camping
Gaping Gill May Bank Holiday
Yorkshire Dales National Park
Pub in nearby Austwick
A generous helping of sunshine
Walking and climbing to taste
Method
Rise early for a 7am (beat the queues) start at nearby Clapham
village.
Walk 2 miles to Gaping Gill where you hand over £10 in exchange for a pair of fetching bright green overalls, hard hat and
numbered dog tag.
When called, cross the metal bridge, sit in the bosun chair and
experience a 60 second (110 metres) descent in the dark to Gaping Gill Main Chamber.
Enjoy the atmosphere, possibly do a little exploring, then get
back in the bosun chair for a dizzy 60 second ascent to daylight.
Return your wet, muddy overalls, hard hat and dog tag and eat a
second breakfast in the sunshine watching the new arrivals struggle into their caving overalls.
The day is still young so go for a walk or go climbing. Possibly
partake of a beer or cream tea later in the day.

Carol Wright in Snazzy Caving Overalls
“Hand over £10 for a fetching pair of bright green
overalls”

Meet up with everyone for an evening meal and chat at the local pub.
Enjoy your slice of Yorkshire Delight!

Moughton Scars, Yorkshire Dales
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GMC Scrambling Training Day

(Kay Beechey)

“Do you know you’ve got your helmet on back-to-front?”
I reached up and felt the plastic adjuster just under the front of my
hood. Embarrassed, I peeled off sodden gloves, pushed back my
hood and hastily turned the helmet one hundred and eighty degrees.
It had been that sort of day.
Yesterday had been sunny, sharp and clear and I’d had a wonderful
walk in the southern Carneddau and Glyders. The climbers had
been training near Beddgelert and had enjoyed a dry, if cold, day.
Today everything had changed and all dreams of doing our scrambling training on classic routes on Tryfan had been abandoned in
the face of a forecasted rain-bearing front.
So we started with a briefing in Bob’s cavernous, chimney’d tent,
the wood-burning stove taking the chill off the April morning air.
Equipment and rope techniques were briefly outlined and then it
was out into the wind and rain for the short drive to Capel Curig
and the Pinnacles. By the time we’d done the short walk to the crag,
curtains of rain were sweeping across the valley driven by a biting,
gusting wind. Complacently warm and dry inside our thermal layers
and expensive waterproofs it was a shock to
“Do you know you’ve got your
feel the wind pinch at
helmet on back to front..“
your fingers whenever
you removed a glove to
thread a harness buckle or fasten a helmet strap. Hence the rush to
get geared up. Hence the back-to-front helmet.
For the next couple of hours we short-roped and body-belayed,
squelching over easy ground made difficult by the greasiness of the
Instructing at Lliwedd Bychan
glassy, wet rock. Gloves turned into cold, clinging sponges. Goretex and e-vent failed miserably as the driving rain continued and we
knelt or sat on waterlogged grass and in newly formed rock pools.
The beauty of the Capel Curig Pinnacles is that they’re a very short walk from the warm, dry Pinnacle Café. Soggy underwear
and dripping waterproofs, though, made for a somewhat uncomfortable lunch stop, the warm steamy café having its own type of
prickly dampness. Still, it was better than being out on the crag so we
lingered, waiting for the forecasted
improvement in the weather. As the
rain had arrived late, so did the
clearing and we had reluctantly
returned to the crag and were well
into our final routes before things
started to brighten.
Back at the hostel, showered and
warm, it was easy to forget the
hardships of the day and remember
only the positives. Lots learnt, numerous rope techniques practised
and, hopefully, we all came away
safer scramblers.
Thanks must go to Martin and Bob
for their patience and willingness
to brave such discomfort for the
benefit of the club.

Group Tuition at Lliwedd Bychan

“Thanks must go to Martin and
Bob for their patience and
willingness to brave such
discomfort for the benefit of
the club.”
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The Unsuspecting “Buddy” (Trevor Flint)

The Mittellegi Ridge & Eiger from our Bedroom

The Sunstar Hotel and Wetterhorn

“How would you like to spend your 60th lovely walk which included being “licked” after entering the tunnel through the

by the local cows, serenaded by the local
Eiger and the Monch to its final destinamarmots, lunch by the Bachalpsee lakes,
tion – the Jungfraujoch. “Top of
with wonderful views of the Swarzhorn,
Europe”, is the “Eigernordwand”. A 5
Wetterhorn,
Schreckhorn and
Finsteraarhorn,
we finally reached
the Hotel. The
evening entertainment was purely
natural. Being
locked in the dining room, forbidden to leave it,
whist the thunderstorm to end all
Bachsee Lakes, Wetterhorn & Schreckhorn
thunderstorms
crashed and
banged around the hotel. “It’s simple” the
owner said “we’re at the highest point so
we’re the most likely to be hit” But we
survived, and after a hike down to the
Schynige Platte the next day, returned to
the luxury of the Sunstar - bath, pool,
sauna, sunbeds, clean clothes, his and hers
washbasins…...
Now, a trip to the
Jungfraujoch via
the cog railway,
(a “must – do” for
the many Japanese tourists in
the village), is no
big deal effort
wise, with the
“train taking the
strain”. After all,
hordes of people
make the trip each
year. The first
stop for the cog
railway from the
Foulhorn summit - Eiger, Monch & Jungfrau
Kleine Schidegg,
View from our Hotel Dining Room

birthday?” Di asked one day last year. I
think the expected answer was along the
lines of “A cruise would be nice –
where would you like to go?” But the
answer was never in doubt – “How
about a two centre, (Grindelwald and
Zermatt) Swiss holiday? “Sounds
lovely, lovely scenery, lovely flowers
and nice hotels” Di replied. Little did
she know of the “cunning” plans being
made…..
So, off we went, first stop Grindelwald
and the Hotel Sunstar, situated at the
foot of the Wetterhorn and with a bedroom view of the Mittellegi Ridge and
the Eiger.
To kick off the cunning plan, some acclimatisation was required. So two days
later the £210 per night hotel, with all
its “his and hers” mod cons was abandoned for the “hotel” on the Foulhorn
1600m (5,200ft) above the village. The
Hotel had no running water and jug of
cold water and a washing bowl provided
the “on-suite” facilities. So after a
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View from Gornergrat – Nordend, Monte Rosa & Lyskamm

Di on the Eiger South Face Face
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Di and me on the way up the Breithorn

ing Fiescher Glacier, the 4000m Peaks of
the Gross and Hinter Fiescherhorn and
maybe get a glimpse of climbers making
minute stop for its passengers to get off
their way across the glacier on their way to
the train and l look out of one of four
the Mittellegi Hut, start of the climb of the
windows down on the first third of the
Eiger.
mile high North wall of the Eiger. The
Well the train stopped and 5 minutes
second and last stop of the train, before
later departed as planned – but two passenthe Jungfraujoch, is the Station Eismeer
gers short.
which situated on the South Face of the
It was time for Di’s first “rope-up” for a
Eiger. Here another 5 minute stop to
trip down the tunnel that 10 years before
enjoy views looking over the breathtakAlan and I descended to start our climb of
the Eiger. Today the
plan was to descend
the tunnel, climb
down to the Glacier
for a “wander” and
then scramble back
up the rocks to the
tunnel, walk back
up the tunnel and
then wait for the
next train to the
Jungfraujoch at
3571m, (11,605ft).
For the majority of
Back safely from the Breithorn – Summit cloud
tourist’s the Jung-

fraujoch is a fantastic trip to see an ice
palace and maybe get out onto the snow
to see the huge Aletsch Glacier, (longest
in Europe). Maybe catch a glimpse of
climbers returning from the Jungfrau, or
climbing up the trickier SW Ridge of the
Monch, or perhaps even on the Nollen
(North) Route to the summit of the
Monch. And of course we did these
things. But the “real” aim was to get Di
to the Monch Hut at 3627m, (11,787ft),
for her to see where I and many others in
our Club have spent many days and
nights preparing for, (and recovering
from) the next day’s climb. They served
us a very welcoming bowl of soup.
We did other things in the area, including seeing the Trummelbach Falls, walking the Gletschersluct and had a day in
Interlaken, but Zermatt beckoned.

At the start of the Hornli Ridge
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the south Gran Paradiso and of course
the Monte Viso and to the east, the
Monte Rosa Peaks. But there wouldn’t
be a summit view for us today, as only
10 minutes later the summit was engulfed in cloud.
But we were in the clear and safely
heading back to the Kleine Matterhorn, a
cup of tea and the ride back to Zermatt.
Tomorrow we were going home.
What a great effort from my new
“Mountaineering Buddy”, I’m so proud
of her.

Postscript

View from Gornergrat – Nordend, Monte Rosa & Lyskamm
(Continued from page 8)

Another beautiful hotel, the Hotel Christiania, was waiting for us in Zermatt, with
a bedroom view of the Matterhorn. But
more acclimatisation trips were required,
including a trip to the Flue-alp to see the
Rimpfischhorn, (under the disguise of
doing the “5 Lakes Walk”), and an afternoon walk to Zmutt.
Zermatt was lovely and we did some
“normal” things in and around the village, visiting the Museum, the Church
and, of course, the climber’s cemetery,
before taking the inevitable trip from the
“A quick jolly up the Machen slag
tip in July was the only crampon
training that Di had had.”

village to the Hornli Hut. This Hut was
visited some 60+ years ago by Di’s Father. So for Di there was another special
reason to come here.
For us the plan was to go along the short
extension from the Hut for Di to visit the
start of the climb to the summit of the
Matterhorn, roping up to “scramble” up
the first few meters of the Hornli Ridge
and collect yet another rock for my collection. And here we were. It had been 19
years, almost to the day, at 4:30a.m. and
some 13 hours later, returning from the
summit, that I had last been at this point.
What memories….We inevitably missed
the last cable-car ride from Swarzsee and
had to walk back to Zermatt – but the
next day was a planned “rest day” anyway.
With no sign of divorce paper’s appear-

ing it was time to “go for broke”.
Following a trip to the Gornergrat and
the mandatory photo with “Biscuit” the
St Bernard dog and taking in the surrounding scenery: the Dom and Tasch
and the Mischeval Chain of mountains,
the Great five 4000m peaks overlooking
Zermatt, (The Matterhorn, the Dent
Blanche, the Obergabelhorn, the Zinal
Rothorn and the Weisshorn), and finally
the Monte Rosa Group, it was time for
the final quest with one full day to go:
The climb of the Breithorn, towering at
4164m, 13,533ft) above Zermatt. A
quick jolly up the Machen slag tip in
July was the only crampon training that
Di had had. There is no snow on Machen in July so unfortunately there was
no chance for Di to do any ice axe training. So it was a party of two, complete
with three walking poles and only one
ice axe that roped up at the Kleine Matterhorn for the ascent of the Breithorn.
Fully acclimatised and in good spirits
we set off and two hours later, with the
altimeter showing 4110m, (13,357ft),
just 54 vertical meters short of the summit the mountain called “Time”. An ice
field, not seen on my previous two visits
to the summit, (now getting slushy, being 1:30p.m.), with a serious slip below
and a nasty looking cloud coming in
meant that the summit photo would have
to wait another day. I was hoping to
share with Di the views that I had previously had the privilege to see from the
summit: To the west, the Matterhorn and
Mont Blanc, to the north the 4000m
peaks around Zermatt, (the Great 5), to

In two years time I have the same question that began this article to ask Di. But
whatever the answer, we are going back

At the Hornli Hut (3260m)
“What a great effort from my new
Mountaineering Buddy, I’m so proud
of her.”

to Zermatt in 2015, for the week containing the 14th July, to celebrate with the
locals the 150th anniversary of the first
ascent of the Matterhorn. And who
knows, I might just get another chance of
that summit photo, this time with Di, on
the top of the Breithorn…..?
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The Appenine Mountains, Italy

St Leo village from it's castle walls - a typical high village
When a friend offered the chance of
spending 10 days in September in a family owned villa located in the Appenine
mountain range of Italy, I could hardly
refuse that chance. With no previous experience of the mountains in Parco Sasso
Simone e Simancello (and not knowing
anybody who had been there), I did not
know quite what to expect.
The villa stands at 3,000ft above sea level

in a little known village called Villagrande situated after 20 minutes of a
tortuous drive of multiple hairpin bends,
west of San Marino. This area of Italy
has seen little development in decades
and is like a step back in time. The
mountain range comprises great masses
of limestone, sandstone and conglomerate marked by upstanding blocks of rock
often topped by castles and fortresses

(Roger Milllet)

which guard deep, but fertile pockets of
farmland.
Italian maps, although obtainable at
1/25,000 scale, bear little resemblance to
the far superior Ordnance Survey maps
with which we are all familiar and can
be tricky to read. However, footpaths,
bridleways and cycle tracks are clearly
marked on them but may be barely discernable on the ground! This could be
owing to the fact that outside of the
towns and villages that pock mark the
area, very few tourists seem evident.
Walking was achieved most days. The
first five days being hot, dry and sunny
(30deg C+) and a 3,600 ft summit followed by a 4,600ft one called Mt. Campegna. It must be the first time at this
elevation where green grass, trees, flowers and scores of butterflies were present. The two tops rank amongst the
easiest I have reached! Views afforded
stretched for miles in every direction and
“Views afforded stretched for miles
in every direction”

Village of Villagrande from a 3,600 ft peak.

looking south, peaks achieving 6,000ft+
could be seen marking the horizon.
A hire car was a necessity:a) to get from
Bologna Airport: b) to travel the area
and take up the fascinating opportunities
of visiting the many mediaeval towns,
villages and castles .
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Zeitgeist (Ken McBride)
Zeitgeist
Dusty, rolling over smoothed stones,
Past velvet purple heather.
Dusted white; frozen shards of bracken,
Connected; icy stalactites to frozen pools.
Bouncing, singing, pushed along by melt waters,
Buds appearing, bejewelled by dew.
Golden; swollen, by dark clouds,
Now empty and fading; subsiding, chattering on.
Resting, cool and dark;
Metamorphosis.
Ushered from this chrysalis by loving hands.
Golden in hand, warm in mind.
Sharing memories, years apart.
Cascading kaleidoscopes, flowing ever onwards.

Ken and Ali’s climb on Le Grande Parcours HVS 5b 17 pitches
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Four Days in Summer (John Balmforth, Jan Hall & Peter
Salenieks)
pedantic Nuttalls. We left the lay-by
near to Llyn Celyn and ascended through
the shade of the forest on a good track.
Emerging onto the cotton grass clad
slopes, we continued upwards until we
turned right onto the rapidly drying bog
on the approach to our target. The small
cairn denoted another peak with little to
commend it, apart from extensive views
of a lot of Wales. A return to the track
soon saw us amongst the flies on the
summit of Carnedd y Filiast as the cooling zephyr abated momentarily. We continued over drying moor to Carnedd
Llechwedd-llyfn and then descended
back to the track and down to the cars.
The promise of an ice cream at the car
park was thwarted by there being no van
– dim icecreamio, as they say in Wales.
The original plan discussed in the pub
the previous night was to tick off Gallt y
Daren and Foel Boeth on the far side of
Arenig Fawr, but heat, lassitude and lack
of ice cream had diminished the enthusiasm for Plan A. Plan B was to do a raid

Radnor Forest.
The summer BBQ walk is one of the social highlights of the Club calendar.
Members set off from Upper Genffordd
to the ruins of Castell Dinas, which is
reputed to be the highest castle in Wales.
Golden sunlight bathed us, painting a
very different picture to the one that Barbara Erskine describes in her novel Lady
of Hay, where brooding mountains guard
Dinas and its secrets as heavy clouds
stream past. A fine spread awaited our
return and conversation continued into
the night, as friends reunited who had
previously come together for a Scottish
winter mountaineering trip.
The following morning, Pete and Jan left
the Black Mountains behind and drove
north in convoy to meet John for two
days hill walking amongst the Nuttalls of
Snowdonia. It was the first time that the
three of us had walked together since an
ascent of Foel Meirch during the annual
dinner (as described in Newsletter 34).
Memories of that snowy March day in the
Carneddau contrasted sharply with record
-breaking temperatures of the July heatwave.
Our path from Ganllwyd to Y Garn wove
its way through woods and waterfalls
before breaking out onto the upper slopes
of the mountain near a disused gold mine.
We savoured summit views from the Rhi-

nogs to the Carneddau before descending towards Graig-y-cae. It was a gentle
stroll from the campsite to the pub,
where we enjoyed a well-deserved meal
and pleasant rehydration.
Saturday morning dawned bright with a
welcome by midges and a promise of
increasing warmth as the day progressed. The target was Waun Garneddy-Filiast, another of Myrddyn Phillips'

“Golden sunlight bathed us ”

from the south, so having driven round
to a convenient point, we sneaked up on
them from the rear. Enlightened improvisation. Farewells were said back at
the cars as Jan made her way back home,

Y Garn Summit.
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Oak Eggar Moth.
(Continued from page 12)

and Pete & John headed south to the
strains of Test Match Special to meet up
with Rob & David in a campsite near
New Radnor. The early evening paragliders provided an interesting distraction as
we pitched the tents, and after a welcome
shower, we chewed the fat over a meal
and further rehydration.
Striking camp early, we headed for the
rendezvous in New Radnor to meet the
assembled multitude. Dawn, Lesley, Jen
and Mike Medlicott had ventured far to
the north to join us on our quest for the
penultimate Nuttall. We left the village
and ascended in the shade of the trees
until we joined the forest track. Pete and
myself elected to ascend Whimble – as it
was there, and we caught up with the
party hiding in the heather and bilberry at
the summit of Bache Hill for elevenses.
A new enthusiasm gripped us as we
crossed more trackless heather and ascended the slopes of Black Mixen to the
trig point close to the radio mast and
lunch.
Leaving the summit, we skirted round the
edge of Harley Dingle and pondered on
the formation of 'The Riggles' running
down the steep sides of the valley. A gentle ascent brought us to my penultimate
Nuttall, Great Rhos. Its rounded summit
doesn't generate great views, but you are

high enough to see the northern escarpment of the Black Mountains to the
south, and the rounded hills of southern
mid-Wales stretching into the distance.
It was a pleasant feeling to enjoy new
views in a place visited for the first time
with good company. The walk off the
summit plateau was enlivened by various wildlife sightings, including an Oak
Eggar moth that was resting in the after-

noon sunshine. Picking up the path, we
soon descended into the warmth of the
valley and back to New Radnor for final
refreshments and a discussion on the
day's entertainment. A good day out with
notable ticks for those so inclined, together with cheerful banter from the assembled multitude. Suitably refreshed,
we scattered to the four winds to wend
our weary ways home after a good
weekend.

Peter and Jan in Mid Wales

