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(Peter

Salenieks)

This special edition of The Pinnacle looks beyond Gwent Mountaineering
Club’s excellent programme of walks, scrambles and climbs to showcase a few
of the many activities that our members undertake in their own right.
An Teallach (The Forge) rises above the great wilderness in the far northwest of Scotland and rightly deserves its reputation as one of the finest mountains in Scotland. The name is widely taken as a reference to the colour of Torridonian sandstone as it appears in certain lighting conditions, whilst also being
an apt metaphor for the part An Teallach plays in the forging of mountaineers
by an exhilarating scramble over the rocky pinnacles to Lord Berkley’s Seat.
Kay Beechey’s prose breathes life into a classic mountain day and her fleeting
glimpse of a Brocken spectre reminds us all to watch for nature’s glories as we
journey amongst the hills.
Europe offers a natural progression for mountaineers as they venture beyond
the United Kingdom. Jen Price recounts a visit to the Berchtesgaden National
Park – a little German jewel in the Bavarian Alps that is situated on the Austrian border. She paints a picture of the attractions that await walkers and
climbers, plus a sprinkling of contemporary history.
“Writing a book about the North Face of the Eiger? Whatever for?” That was
the question put to Heinrich Harrer as he wrote The White Spider to open the
eyes of young climbers to the very special dangers of the mountains. Terry Delbridge followed the Eiger trail and experienced at first hand the “rare beauty
and the unique size of this mighty Face and of the route which leads up it”.
Continuing the theme of overlooked gems, few of my friends have climbed in
Mexico although the volcanoes proved to be well worth the journey. The expedition that I joined was described as a
fine introduction to mountaineering at
higher altitudes for those with limited
time. Notwithstanding this, our small,
locally-lead group was one of the most
experienced that I have ever climbed
with and it was a pleasure to share stories of mountains around the world,
giving me ideas for future expeditions
just as I hope that reading these stories
will inspire you and open your eyes to
the prospect of adventures in this
Kay Beechey Abseiling
country and further afield.
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Mexican Volcanoes & More (Peter Salenieks)
Nevado de Toluca approaching Pico del Fraile

I relish opportunities to visit different places and the chance to join a mountaineering expedition that combined attempts on three summits with Mexican cultural highlights proved irresistible. Looking back, volcanoes have featured in several previous journeys, including Iceland and the Canary Islands, plus ascents of
Mount Kinabalu and Kilimanjaro.
Mexican sunshine made a welcome change from grey November days in Britain. Five clients made up a
very experienced group, lead by Alfredo Chávez and Israel Breton. We began our adventure with a day trip
to Teotihuacán Pyramids, which left us wondering what the city must have been like in its heyday around
450 AD.
Our journey the following morning took us southwest to Nevado de Toluca. At 4,690 metres, this is Mexico’s fourth tallest peak and the only one with crater lakes. We made separate ascents of Pico del Aguila
and Pico del Fraile, literally climbing above the clouds to traverse rocky summit ridges dotted with a few
lingering patches of snow.
Passing to the southeast of Mexico City, we drove to a rather crowded hut at the base of Iztaccíhuatl. In
Aztec mythology, Iztaccíhuatl
was a princess who fell in love
with Popocatépetl – one of her
father's warriors. The peak is
sometimes nicknamed La Mujer
Dormida ("The Sleeping
Woman") because it resembles a
woman lying on her back and is
often covered with snow. Popocatépetl rains fire in rage at the
loss of his beloved and is the
most hyperactive volcano in
Iztaccihuatl against the
backdrop of Popocatépetl

“In Aztec mythology, Iztaccíhuatl
was a princess who fell in love
with Popocatépetl”
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Mexican Volcanoes & More (Peter Salenieks)/continued
Mexico. We saw the crater glow at
night and watched plumes rise during
the day.
A short but varied hike brought us to a
high rocky campsite in a truly atmospheric setting. Views came and went
through swirling clouds. Donning head
torches for an early start, we scrambled
up a scree slope in the dark, breaking
out onto the summit ridge as the pink
light of dawn tinged the rocks ahead.
Before long, it was time to put on
crampons and the traverse snow slopes
leading to the summit. It was one of
those days when it felt good to be alive.
We descended all the way back to the
trail head. It was hard on the knees,
but gave us time to relax in a hacienda
before passing through Puebla, the
City of Angels, en route to our final
mountain.
Pico de Orizaba is the third highest
mountain in North America after
Denali and Mount Logan.
It’s dormant but not extinct, with the
last eruption in 1846. An adventurous
4x4 drive took us to the Piedra Grande
Hut (4,270 metres). After we had settled in, a party came into the hut wet
and weary after a long day on the
mountain. The wind picked up and the
snow level dropped overnight. It pays
to be philosophical and despite being
well placed to sit out bad weather, our
time was limited and there was no

Piedra Grande Hut

Iztaccihuatl Traverse

México Amigos

choice but to retreat the following day. Even this was
a tribute to the skill of our drivers.
Climbing Iztaccíhuatl against the backdrop of Popocatépetl was one of many highlights. As more than
one person remarked during our farewell dinner, it
was truly a rewarding trip in great company.
“Pico

de Orizaba is the third
highest mountain in North
America”
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Beechey)

We’d been in Ullapool
“Kay on 1st Munro”
a whole week before we
decided to tackle An
Teallach. Omnipresent,
we’d seen it from every
cloud-free summit, its
knobbly southern end
looking benign and instantly recognisable.
When we drove past its
lower slopes on the
A832 near Dundonnell,
closer inspection transformed its speedhumped top into towers
and spikes, hinting at the
true nature of one of
Scotland’s favourite
mountains.
Dave had done it before, traversed it south to
north on a short winter
day years before he met
me. It didn’t take a lot of persuasion for him to do it again, north to south this time; my consolation prize
for having to abandon Corsica and the GR20 because of knee problems.
We set off early, skies clear and sun shining. We headed up through rhododendron bushes and out onto the
open hill. The path was easy to follow and climbed easily alongside a tumbling stream. By the time we
reached the huge bowl of Glas
Second Pitch on Torantau
Tholl corrie with its back-wall
“Dave on Lord Berkeof towering, turreted, sandley's Seat”
stone cliffs, wisps of cloud
had started to float over the
ridges and peaks above us. We
continued up, more steeply
now, on a cracked, eroded
path until we gained the ridge.
To our left An Teallach’s two
Munros and infamous Pinnacles were obscured by a curtain of thick cloud, but out to
our right, cloud-free and beckoning, was one of its ten tops,
backed by blue sky. We couldn’t resist. Leaving our ruckTorpantau Falls
sacks at the bealach, we
“Omnipresent, we’d seen it
from every cloud-free
Summit”
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Beechey) /continued

“Kay abseiling at end
of the Pinnacles”

headed north, hoping that by the time we returned the cloud would have lifted. On the way we spotted
movement at the summit; a group of feral goats watched us quizzically then moved on leaving their distinct, pungent smell.
By the time we got back to the bealach there were large holes in the cloud cover, giving us hints of what
lay ahead. And then Bidein a’Ghlas Thuill cleared completely. The first Munro on the ridge; rugged, steep
and intimidating. Once on the clear, eroded path to its summit, though, there were no major problems; a
steep, rocky walk rather than a scramble. We lingered at the top, enjoying the views – Fisherfield, the Fannaichs, the humps and bumps of An Teallach itself – savouring Scotland at its best. Sgurr Fiona, the second
Munro, followed – another rocky walk – and then things suddenly got serious. Ahead was Lord Berkley’s
Seat, so named because a certain Lord Berkley sat on the overhanging
top with his legs dangling into the abyss. It perches precariously at the
“with his legs dangling into the
very edge of the ridge, leaning out over the corrie, threatening to overabyss”
balance and splash into the loch way below. It was an easy, enjoyable
scramble to the top on rounded, sandstone slabs, stacked like a plateful
of scotch pancakes, but neither of us felt the need to follow Lord Berkley’s example.
The following pinnacles were a delight. Liathach-like stacks of abrasive sandstone made for secure, if
airy, scrambling. Wisps of cloud drifted in and out all day and I caught a Brocken Spectre on camera as I
passed a steep, craggy gully. The Corrag Bhuide buttress, the crux of the south-north route, was easily negotiated in our direction by two short and straightforward abseils. A short while later we stood on Sail Liath, our final Munro top, and looked back at the cones, spikes and towers we’d traversed, all bathed in the
late afternoon sun. We’d spent too long taking photographs, enjoying the day; it would be late by the time
we’d completed the long walk-out to the car. But to have rushed it would have been disrespectful; neither
of us wanted our classic day to end. A thought drifted into my mind as we began the rough, knee-jarringly
steep descent; might as well have done the GR20.
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Bavarian Alps (Jennie Price)
Berchtesgaden National Park is a little German
jewel that pushes south into the Austrian Alps.
The alpine scenery has long attracted visitors. Hitler started taking his holidays in Berchtesgaden in
the 1920s and he and other leading members of the
Nazi Party had holiday homes here. The National
Park is conveniently compact which makes it quite
easy to explore and the public transport system is
excellent, with bus stops at the main trailheads.
The waymarking is second to none; finger posts
not only give the destination and direction but also
the distance, the time likely to be needed and a colour code for the degree of difficulty.
The mountains aren’t the highest in the Alps –
the highest mountain in Berchtesgaden, the Watzmann is 2713m (but they still offer opportunities for

“Blaueis Glacier “

taineers make their way over the rubble to the glacier and the peaks above, and perhaps on to the
next hut. I could describe many more walks but I
will leave you to find them for yourselves.
Happy holidays! Oh, and if you think your holiday wouldn’t be complete without the ‘Sound of
Music’ experience, Salzburg is less than twenty
miles away.

“Hitler started taking his
holidays in Berchtesgaden
in the 1920s”

view of the Berchtesgaden Alps

hiking, climbing and mountaineering). One route,
to the romantically named Blaueishutte (the Blue
Ice Hut) potentially offers all three. The walk starts
at the pretty lake of Hintersee from where a track
rises steeply through forest for about an hour and a
half to the first hut. Just beyond the hut the track
becomes a stony track, which winds up the mountain for almost an hour to reach the Blaueishutte,
which is dramatically sited at the foot of the
(retreating) glacier with jagged peaks above and
forest and lake below. After a refreshing beer and
an irresistible cake (or schnitzel, or wurst..) this
hut is where hillwalkers make their way back
down the mountain. Climbers can move to the
popular limestone slabs behind the hut, and moun-
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Hut Details for 2015 (Alex Hardisty)

Available for Bookings:

“Snowdon Group from Plas Y Brenin”

Ty Cornel, Llyn Crafnant
http://www.cornelscouts.org.uk/


19-21st June 2015 (2 nights)



For Welsh 3,000's attempts

“If you want to book any of
those available, ring Alex
Hardisty”

High House, Borrowdale


24-27th September 2015 (3 nights)



For Scafell Pike and other > For
Scafell Pike and other peaks
http://www.highhouse.talktalk.net/ff.htm

Fully Booked already:
Bryn Gwynant, Nantgwynant


6-8th February 2015



For Snowdon and other peaks

http://www.yha.org.uk/hostel/bryngwynant
Coruisk Memorial Hut, Skye


30th May - 6th June 2015



For Skye Ridge, etc.
http://www.glasgowjmcs.org.uk/coruisk.php

“High House”
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The Eiger Trail (Terry Delbridge)

Let’s be clear from the start I went to Grindelwald to see the North Face of the Eiger in all its glory.
Too old I may be to contemplate doing it, but “hell’s teeth” I could sit under it and see the route in all its
glory from bottom to top. So this is more about the Eiger than the Eiger Trail, which is a pleasant walk dramatic in its views.
The trip with my partner Jane was by train from Geneva after a weekend with my daughter sampling
French markets, which I can recommend especially for cheese and oysters.
The train journey cost about the same as a hire car and needed some research about options available, but
was no hassle whatsoever. The web site not only gives
the train times but also the bus times and locations.
We had a few days in Saas Grund seeing the Weissmies
and a scooter ride down from the hut proved dramatic
with Jane doing a full flip on it (but managed to stay unhurt). Up onto the snow fields felt good and free cable
cars meant easy down trips.
Then another train across to Grindelwald and a great
hotel overlooking the Eiger was dramatic.
The Eiger trail was easy enough and with a blue sky a
great place to be. We were tempted by the Via Ferrata
close to Kliene Scheidegg but without the gear gave it a
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The Eiger Trail (Terry Delbridge) /continued
miss, maybe another day.
Under the North Face I was getting
excited and already had my map and
book out to follow the route. (see
pages 10)
There it was in all its glory the
summit at just under 4km is not
high, but the wall is everything and
so full of dramatic history.
There was the Pillar and shattered
pillar, the Rote Flue, the
Hinterstoisser traverse, 1st, 2nd
and third ice fields, death bivouac,
the ramp and Heckmair’s White
Spider, the exit cracks and finally
the summit ridge.
Wow it lived upto it’s reputation,
gained with such hardship and loss of life, not
diminished by the fast ascents in recent years.
The route was gained at such cost and a real
tribute to human endeavour in the face of
such a challenge. I was ‘gob smacked’ but
you had to know the history to see it come
alive on that dramatic wall.
Kleine Scheidegg with beer and food was
nice too.
Maybe these few pics will inspire some
member to be the first to do this wall, If so
take me a couple of pics!!

“Jane did a full 360 deg on this
scooter and wasn’t hurt”

Kleine Scheiddegg
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The Eiger Trail (Terry Delbridge)/continued
“The Eigerwand Heckmair’s
Route”

The Blister Sisters

