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Alastair Humphreys coined the idea of
microadventures that are “close to home,
affordable and easy to organise” and
designed to “encourage ordinary people
to get Out There and Do Stuff for
themselves.” Beyond stretching you in
various
ways,
he
characterises
adventure as a state of mind. Our
mountaineering club programme of
meets brings adventures of all kinds
within reach. Many members go on to do
more in their own right.
This edition of The Pinnacle features
stories about adventures in the United
Kingdom, Europe and the Himalaya, with
an emphasis on private ventures. Some
of them involve situations that tested the
adaptability and resolve of those
concerned.
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Scottish midges have a fearsome
reputation amongst lovers of the great
outdoors. You’ll begin to understand why
after reading about the first of two
adventures set in the Highlands. In it, Kay
Beechey relates an encounter in the
Fisherfield Forest, where head nets and
movement
afforded
only
partial
protection. Robbie Cameron’s warning
about Lyme disease reminds us of a
tick-borne infection that is becoming
more prevalent in this country. She offers
practical advice on tick removal tools.
Jen and Colin Price spent a fortnight
exploring parts of the Mosel valley and
the Parc Naturel Régional des Ballons
des Vosges. They combined themed
routes and points of interest with wellearned refreshments.

In contrast, our second Highland
adventure shows how a small slip can
lead to something made a bit more
serious by the setting. Practical lessons
are drawn by Alex Hardisty, which he
shares for the benefit of readers. David
Beer continues this theme, with stories
from the Lake District and the Peak
District. I conclude with a Himalayan
adventure in which we had to adapt to
changing circumstances, whilst not fully
realising until afterwards what had
happened elsewhere in Nepal.
It pays to keep a sense of perspective
as you read this collection of stories.
Contrary to popular belief, the risk of
injury is less per hour for hill walking or
rock climbing than it is for sports like
cycling and horse riding, according to
figures from the Royal Society for the
Prevention of Accidents. This is
supported by data from Mountain
Rescue England & Wales, which shows
that overall incidents among rock
climbers and scramblers have fallen 26
percent in the last five years for which
figures are available.
The British Mountaineering Council
rightly stresses the overarching benefits
of participating in the sport that we love:
“Climbing and hill walking are not only
life-enhancing, they also protect against
ill health associated with physical
inactivity and stress.” To that I would
add the sense of camaraderie that we
share.

MIDGED!

BY KAY BEECHEY
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The river water, warmed all day by the sun and shallow due to a week of dry weather, was neither
troublesome nor icy. Scotland’s Great Wilderness was being kind to us; we couldn’t believe our luck. A
level, grassy area between the second river and the path looked an ideal camping spot.
The sun was still shining, the river gurgling quietly. Idyllic. We took the tent from Dave’s rucksack, pulled
the poles from the centre of the roll and felt the odd, familiar pinprick around the eyebrows, behind the
sunglasses, under the fringe. Then a sudden, vicious assault on my calves had me rushing for some long
trousers. Seconds later, midge messages spreading quicker than a cute animal post on YouTube, the
advanced guard of twenty or thirty became a sharp-toothed battalion of thousands. We reached for our
body armour; long sleeves, gloves, head-nets.
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forcibly occupied our tent last night were being
squashed to death as we hurriedly rolled it up and

We ate our evening meal marching up and down the
path beside the tent. Movement, we found, confused
them; as long as we kept on the move we could
confidently remove our head-nets and eat, drink and
brush our teeth in peace.

As the light faded, so did the midge offensive. They’d
had their supper, too; now it was time for bed. I lay in
my sleeping bag eyeing them suspiciously but,
stomachs full, they remained on the roof of the tent.
So we slept – unbitten – when the constant itching
allowed, until the sun came up and the whole,
ridiculous ordeal began again. A mobile breakfast,
eaten in a series of manic forays along the
progressively muddying path; another three or so
lengths for tooth-brushing.

And then we were off, earlier and quicker than we’d
planned, leaving the midges, confused and hungry,

squeezed it into its bag.

TRAVELS IN THE MOSELLE

BY JEN PRICE

Mosel – Moselle
The Moselle rises in the Vosges Mountains in France
and 550 kms later it joins the Rhine at Koblenz in
Germany. You have heard of ‘Three Men in a Boat’;
this is more a tale of ‘Two Taffs in a Caravan’ as we
followed the river along its length

A small section of the Moselle valley

Our first week was at Burgen, about
15 miles from Koblenz. How shall I
describe this part of the Mosel Valley?
Have you seen those television
adverts for Rhine cruises? You know
the ones – dreamy middle aged
couples clutching glasses of wine as
the boat glides past vineyards and
castles. Well, it’s a bit like that –
plenty of castles and vineyards on
incredibly steep slopes but also lots
and lots of forest, also on very steep
slopes.
Walking through forest for miles on
end can be boring but not if you follow
the themed routes as you are then
guaranteed features of interest along
the way.

Then there is the food, the wine
and the beer, not to mention the
cakes.
Week two was spent at St Maurice
sur Moselle, near the river’s source
in the Vosges Mountains. More of
those steep forested slopes but
this time they rose to mountains
with distinctive rounded tops
known as ‘ballons’. The highest of
these, Le Grand Ballon, is 1400m
but we walked routes nearer our
campsite where the ballons reach
heights of 1100 -1200m.

You can, for example, follow the fish
trail, archaeology trail, slate mining
trail, trails to castles – all waymarked,
although a map is definitely useful.
There are huts for those who like to
backpack and miles of cycle trails.

The paths are all waymarked and
the colour and symbol coding,
reproduced on the IGN map for the
area, make it very easy to put your
own routes together according to
the distance and ascent you want to
tackle.
We found that although the paths
meandered through forest, there
were invariably points of interest
along the way, be they open
mountain tops, lakes, viewpoints,
rock outcrops or memorials.
This part of Alsace Lorraine saw a
lot of activity in WW2 and there are
reminders of this in the way of
plaques
and
memorials
in
unexpected places. As with the
Mosel, there are huts for
backpackers and miles of cycle
trails. And, of course, there is the
food, the wine and the beer, not to
mention the cakes!

Then there was the food, the wine and the beer………….not to
mention the cakes………..
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Morbi pellentesque, mauris interdum porta

So that was our Mosel tour.
With temperatures in the high 30's we were glad of the dappled shade offered
by the forest. It was very different the same time last year when the Tour de
France went through this area and, we were told, it was 10̊C in the valley and
just 4̊C on the tops.

The weather wasn’t quite that cold when we reached the Opal Coast in northern
France but we certainly didn’t need our sunhats.

Self-rescue in wild Scotland
(or “Crying is not silly”)
Long days in the lonely mountains of west
coast Scotland - by Alex Hardisty
The Club spent a week in April
in Torridon, a wild and remote
mountainous area on the west coast
of Scotland where high, mountains
are separated from one another by
lonely, windswept glens. With
unusually fair weather for the time of
year, everything went well. Long
days in the hills passed by with
members of the party completing
the Munros of Slioch, Liathach, and
Ben Eighe, as well as a host of
lesser peaks. Evenings in the pub,
drinking a beer or two together were
convivial.
For our last day, I picked Beinn
a’Chearcaill, an insignificant summit
(a mere 725m) to the north of Beinn
Eighe.
My
Cicerone
guidebook
describes
it
as
constituting “a high moorland walk
offering a dress-circle view of the
great Torridonian backsides“. It also
says: “An excellent expedition for a
fine day … … the terrain is an
extensive rough and complicated
wilderness“. And so it was. For the
first few hours we took a nice walk
along a stalker’s path, and then up
heathery and rocky slopes; first to
the subsidiary summit and then on
to the main summit. All the while the
views were fantastic, with peaks
climbed earlier in the week
especially prominent.
The summit plateau of Beinn
a’Chearcaill itself is exposed
Torridonian sandstone, strewn with
small boulders dropped there at the
end of the last ice age, as the

overlying glacial ice melted and
vanished. Quite spectacular to walk
across and providing moments of
photo opportunity for everyone in
the group.
Turning for home after lunch we
negotiated a series of horizontal
sandstone
terraces,
boulders,
heather, small lochans and remains
of snow. Ptarmigan, still in their winter plumage strutted their stuff,
taking to the air and flying a few
yards to what they considered to be
a safe distance. Wallowing in delight
of the landscape and the warm sunny day, we stepped around, and
over and down, each treading our
own path. Some with almost a lifetime of experience of such terrain;
others newer to it and more innocent of hidden dangers.

And then it happened..........

And then it happened. Step down, left leg
first, then the right, body twisting to turn left.
Woosh! Right heel slides forward.
Foot keeps going. Body starts to unbalance. Legs cross. Left knee bends as upper body descends. Balance is lost. Don’t
know what happens next but the left foot
bends in a direction it’s not meant to go,
twists, and CRACK! Roll over, face down –
only a few feet forward and down but the
damage is done.
Elbow on the mud and moss. Right hip on
the mud and moss. The world closes down
to pain in the left ankle. Foam sit mats
appear and get slipped between body parts
and the wet. I sit up slowly. The world is
swimming before my eyes. I’m feeling light
headed and faintly sick. Later I learn, I
turned white as a sheet.
I sit there for several minutes, with friends
all around, concerned. They ask “is it broken?” “No idea” I say. “It went crack.” “I
heard it” says one. “Can you stand up?”
they ask. I try with the aid of two friends to
support me. I put weight on the foot. It hurts
a lot but I can just about stand up. They
give me trekking poles. I limp a step or two.
That really hurts but I think I can manage.
My friends divide up the contents of my
rucksack between them so I don’t have to
carry anything. We get going. One step at
a time.
Briefly I want to cry. Not because it hurts
but because my friends are being so supportive and my body is full of emotion as
the adrenaline eases off.

In hac habitasse platea dictumst. Mauris rutrum enim vitae mauris.

CHOCOLATE & PARACETAMOL

What lessons did I learn from
this?

Two bags of frozen peas please…….

Always
At worst I’ve got a fractured
ankle and it’s only a couple of
miles back to the car. It doesn’t
warrant calling out the Mountain Rescue Team. Weather is
fine and dry. Not too cold. It’s
better and quicker to get going
than to sit there for two hours
waiting to be rescued. And it’s
not life or death.
That two and a half miles
turned out to involve almost 1600 feet of descent.
It was rough and slow going. Every step consisted of
planting two trekking poles
in front of me before moving my good right leg forward and then cautiously
lifting, moving and placing
the left foot. I had to learn
how to place it. Toe first or
heel first or together. Inside
edge or outside edge. Much
more uncomfortable if the
foot unexpectedly sank into
a bit of boggy ground. More
painful if the ground was
steeper with bigger steps
down.

phoned for two bags of frozen peas before the shop
shut.

Chocolate and paracetamol.
Eventually, with rests and a
bit of chocolate I made it
back to the stalker’s path
and down to the car. It took
2 3/4 hours. Long story
short: Was driven back to
our log cabin. Took my
boots off and put my leg up,
ankle packed in frozen
peas. Dose of paracetamol.
Dinner with beer, wine and
a wee dram. Uncomfortable
night. On way home via
A&E at hospital in Inverness
for an X-ray. In and out in
an hour! No breaks; just a
bad ligament tear and
sprain which will heal itself
in 4-6 weeks.

Some friends scouted the
way in front to find the
easiest
route.
Others
walked just ahead of and
around me to guide me towards the easiest bits. One

Slow going over rough terrain

watch where you’re going.
There are small dangers of many different
kinds in the world, not only in the mountains
but everywhere.
Most times, when you encounter one (and you
always will) it’ll be uneventful. A small slip on
wet moss here, or a momentary loss of
balance on loose stones there. Occasionally it
will be a bit more serious – like this occasion,
leading to a minor but not life threatening
injury.
In 40 years of hill-walking and mountain
climbing (ignoring small cuts and grazes) I’ve
only hurt myself 2 or 3 times. And that is
probably true for most people I know. Just
occasionally the outcome can be very much
more serious but provided you look where
you’re going it’s unlikely.
Have at least one pair of trekking poles in your
party. If it hadn’t been for poles, getting off that
mountain would have been much harder work
and much slower. The support provided by
the poles, which I don’t normally use was
essential to my progress.

LESSONS LEARNED

Frozen peas with a pink bow to keep then in place.

The last lesson is the best lesson of all

Understand what happens when you injure yourself. Adrenaline kicks
in to help your body deal with the immediate injury and pain, but it
has several after-effects that can take you and your companions by
surprise. These include: tunnel vision and hearing, which means that
you may not register things you see or hear. You most likely
will experience shakiness, fainting and/or feeling sick; and emotional
release leading to crying. These are all normal. Crying is not silly,
even for men!

Final Lesson
The final lesson is that nice friends look after you and give you nice
things. They carry your heavy rucksack. They give you cups of coffee,
squares of precious chocolate and wee drams of whisky in the
evening! They enquire after you and show care and affection. They
can be relied on.

That last lesson is the best lesson of all.

TICKING OFF
IA

Have you noticed that someone
somewhere is always ‘ticking off’
something? Whether it’s the
Munro’s, Wainwright’s, Alpine
4,000 metre peaks, or Classic
Rock climbs, there’s always
someone who is ‘ticking off’.
As well as the above, there are
other ticks to collect too, which
include Lyme borreliosis (Lyme
disease),
Babesiosis,
and
Ehrlichiosis. These particular
ticks don’t have the appeal of the
former list, but they do need to
be on your radar.
Perhaps you are already aware
of the chance of being bitten by
a tick; however there is no harm
in reminding ourselves of the
threat that these little creatures
pose and the need to remove
them promptly and with a proper
tick removing tool.
Ticks are small arachnids which
require blood meals to complete
their complex life cycles. Two

BY

gentle reminder of the threat that these little creatures pose.

species of ticks, ixodidae (hard
ticks) and argasidae (soft ticks)
are known to transmit diseases
to humans, although not all
ticks carry disease, it is
possible
to
be
infected
anywhere in the UK. The one
most likely to bite humans in
Britain is the sheep tick, ixodes
ricinus, although bites from
other ticks are possible,
including the fox, hedgehog or
badger tick.
Ticks have a complex life cycle
which includes eggs, larvae,
nymphs and adults, all of which
need blood meals. To the
naked eye, the larvae look like
specks of soot, while nymphs
are slightly larger and are
pinhead or poppy seed size.
Adult
and
nymph
ticks
resemble
small
spiders;
however it is the nymph which
is most likely to bite you.

As these creatures cannot jump
or fly, when it is ready for a meal,
it will climb onto a nearby piece
of vegetation and wait for a
passing animal or human to
catch their hooked front legs. It
will
not
necessarily
bite
immediately, but will often spend
some time finding a suitable site
on which to feed. Feeding ticks
will become filled with blood and
adult females can reach the size
of a small pea, which is generally
grey in colour.
If undisturbed, a tick will feed for
around 5-7 days before letting go
and dropping off.
A tick bite is usually painless and
most people will only know they
have been bitten if they happen
to see a feeding tick attached to
them.

although not all ticks carry disease, it is
possible to be infected anywhere in the
UK.

ROBBIE CAMERON

Best tick removal tool? –
It’s the O’Tom Tick Twister!

LYME DISEASE

There are a number of tick removal
tools on the market, all claiming to
be safe and effective, but this may
not always be the case.
In choosing a tick removal tool, it’s
important to remember that the
most important aspects of tick
removal are;-

Ticks feed on the blood of other animals
and can pass on infections.

Ticks feed on the blood of
other animals and can pass on
any infections to the next
animal or human it bites.
There are several diseases
that ticks can carry, however
the most widespread and
serious is Lyme Disease.
The most common symptom
of Lyme Disease is a pink or
red circular ‘bulls eye’ rash
that develops around the
area of the bite, but doesn’t
appear in everyone. Flu-like
symptoms and fatigue are
other noticeable signs of
infection, which can appear
between 3 days to 6 weeks
after a tick bite.

as prompt treatment will
prevent complications.

The best way for walkers to
avoid getting bitten is to use
insect repellent, wear light
coloured clothing (so ticks
can easily be seen) and to
walk on paths and avoid long
grass.
However, Professor Wall of
Bristol University Dept. of
Zoology says that a very small
number of ticks carry Lyme
Disease.

Unsure of how
Lyme Disease is treatable remove a tick?
with
antibiotics
if
it’s
diagnosed early, however,
neurological problems and
joint pain can develop
months or years later if it’s
left untreated. In the worst
cases, it can be fatal.
The most important thing is
for those who think they may
have symptoms of Lyme
Disease, is to go to their GP,

to

The most effective way is to
use a tick removal tool and to
grasp the tick by the head, as
close to the skin as possible
and pull firmly and steadily.

·

the tick’s body must not be compressed, as this can force out saliva
and gut contents, which may contain disease;

·

the tick should not be irritated or
injured, as this may also result in it
regurgitating saliva;

·

the mouth parts should be cleanly
removed along with the rest of the
body.

An
independent
organisation,
BADA – UK, (Borreliosis &
Associated Diseases Awareness
UK) has reviewed a number of tick
removal products & recommends
the memorably named O’Tom Tick
Twister, which is favoured by
medical, vets and forestry workers
and proved to be significantly better
than other devices. This remover
cradles the body of the tick and it
doesn’t exert pressure to either its
mouth parts or its abdomen.
Although every tick doesn’t carry
disease, immediate removal is
recommended.
If you have found a tick on your
body, do NOT use any liquid
solutions, petroleum jelly or freeze
or burn the tick, as this is likely to
encourage it to regurgitate saliva
and stomach contents and increase
the risk of infection. If no tools are
available, rather than delay, use a
cotton thread to remove the tick. Tie
a single loop of cotton around the
mouth piece, as close to the skin as
possible, then pull upwards.
This is the end of your ticking off…

IT’S NOT JUST BUSES THAT ARRIVE IN
THREES!

BY DAVE BEER

All went well at first….., Ann on Striding Edge

2015 seems to have been
something of a jinxed year for us
in the mountains as Robbie and I
have been present at three
hillwalking accidents or incidents
as they call them in official
reports these days. I don’t think
we could personally be held
responsible for all of them, except
possibly the most recent, more of
that later, but it does seem to be
a bit of a coincidence.
You may have read Alex’s article
in this newsletter describing his
unfortunate slip in Torridon which
resulted in a torn ligament and a
protracted hobble back to the
road – well, we were there as well
and it brought home to us how
vulnerable you can be in a fairly
remote area in that situation.
Fortunately, the weather was
good, there were plenty of us to
help and lack of daylight wasn’t

But later …… Patterdale MRT in action.

going to be a problem in Scotland
in May.
At least Alex had the decency to
arrange to have his accident on
the last day of an excellent week
of mountain bagging in the area!
The second incident where we
were present occurred some
weeks later in the Lake District.
We were staying in Patterdale to
meet up with some friends from
the Tuesday Climbing Club
including Richard and Ann who
had emigrated to Australia some
30 years earlier and had returned
to revisit some of the mountains
that we enjoyed on club
weekends when we were all
much younger and less foolish.
As it was a beautiful sunny
morning, we decided on the
classic Helvellyn traverse - up

Striding Edge and down
Swirral Edge - as they wanted
to impress their son Daniel
and his girlfriend Sarah with
the sort of fun they used to get
up to before moving to Perth.
Initially all went well and
everyone was enjoying the
scrambling in warm sun on
dry rock, albeit along with a
few hundred others who
inevitably had the same idea!
We managed to find some
space on the summit for lunch
before heading down Swirral
Edge. All went well at first, but
then I heard a shout ahead of
me and lower down I saw
what we all dread seeing in
the mountains, one of our
friends lying against a rock
with blood streaming from her
head. I hadn’t seen what had

IT’S NOT JUST BUSES…..
“She is such an attention seeker”
Fifteen team members plus one dog!

happened but Ann had
slipped when her pole had
dislodged some turf and a
boulder to the side of the
path and despite trying to
regain her balance, had
fallen further over loose
boulders and ended up
banging her head on a
large rock.
Fortunately, the bleeding
soon stopped, she had
remained conscious and
didn’t seem to have any
broken
bones.
Nevertheless, any head
injury is always serious, so
with the help of some
concerned walkers we
called out the mountain
rescue team. The news
was that it would be at least
an hour before they could
reach us as they weren’t
sure that a helicopter
would be available. As it
turned out, it was nearer 2
hours before the Patterdale
team
reached
us.
Fortunately, once again the
weather was good and we
had plenty of daylight
although the midges were
becoming a real pain in the
still air.
From our vantage point on
Swirral Edge we were able

to track the progress of the
rescue team members
carrying
enormous
rucksacs of gear and
puffing their way up the
steep grassy slope of
Catstycam to the col.
Having quickly assessed
Ann’s condition, they said a
helicopter may be available
but if not they would have
to organise a lower and
stretcher carry all the way
down to Keppel Cove.
More
team
members
arrived from the Patterdale
and Penrith teams to assist
with this including a search
and rescue dog -Corriewho wasn’t really needed
as it was perfectly obvious
where we were, so just
came for the walk I think!
Before long we saw the
lights of a helicopter
approaching which circled
round, landed on the
summit of Helvellyn to let a
Paramedic off then took off
again to land by Red Tarn.
So when the Paramedic
joined us, there were 15
team members in all plus
one dog!

Five hours later.... DOWN SHE GOES!

Needless to say all this activity was
causing much interest in the area
with a long queue of spectators
along Striding Edge hoping to catch
a glimpse of the action. Ann was in
reasonably good spirits by now
knowing she was in good hands,
‘She is such an attention seeker’
was husband Richard’s comment!
The recent change of responsibility
for helicopter rescue meant that the
one waiting by Red Tarn was a
Eurocopter Dauphin Air Ambulance
which, unlike the Sea King, doesn’t
have a winching facility, so this
meant the team would have to
arrange a roped lower off Swirral
Edge to easier ground and then
carry the stretcher to the helicopter.
Andy the team leader said it’s much
easier to rescue off Swirral Edge, (a
Lake District black spot), in winter
when all the loose rock is frozen and
covered in snow. It was interesting
watching the team rig all the ropes
and belay devices to ensure a safe
rescue and how much care was
given to co-ordinate everyone’s role
in this very technical procedure.
Ann was eventually taken to Carlisle
hospital and after 11 stitches to her
head and ear has made a good
recovery.
The third incident was much nearer
home and had a more lasting
impact on our holiday plans this
year. We were due to fly out to Italy
at the end of August to walk the Alta
Via 2 hut to hut route in the
Dolomites. It seemed a good idea,
to me at least, to have a good
training walk of around 12 miles in
the Peak District a week before we
were due to travel. I decided a route
following the Alport Castle valley of
Bleaklow, which is a wild and
beautiful dale with a remote feel to
it, would be just the job.

AND AGAIN....
iThe

third incident was
much nearer home and
had a more lasting impact
on our holiday plans this
year. We were due to fly
out to Italy at the end of
August to walk the Alta Via
2 hut to hut route in the
Dolomites. It seemed a
good idea, to me at least,
to have a good training
walk of around 12 miles in
the Peak District a week
before we were due to
travel. I decided a route
following the Alport Castle
valley of Bleaklow, which is
a wild and beautiful dale
with a remote feel to it,
would be just the job. This
time there were just 2 of us
plus Polly our neighbour’s
Yorkshire
terrier
for
company.
The
route
descends into the steep
sided Alport Dale and
follows a narrow rough
track above the tumbling
river. It occurred to me at
one point following our
recent experiences that
this wouldn’t be a good
place to have an accident
as there was no phone
signal and it is a good 3
miles of tricky ground to
reach the nearest road –
little did I know!

We got to a flatter area at
Grains in the Water, also
known appropriately as
The Swamp, to stop for a
rest when Robbie suddenly
stepped into a hidden hole
under the long grass and
bracken to let out a yelp
and lie groaning on the
ground. My heart sank, and
despite Polly giving her a
good lick on the face, she
said her ankle was really
painful and was feeling
faint. This was going to be
another Hardisty situation I
thought but this time there
were only the two of us,
(plus the dog), and it was
quite a long way to the
road. Fortunately, nothing
seemed to be broken, we
had two walking poles and
the weather was good, so I
reckoned
we
could
carefully make it uphill to
join the Pennine Way at
Alport Low where there
was a good track across to
the Snake Pass road. So
we slowly traversed the
tussocky ground that led
up the ravine of Hern
Clough to meet the
Pennine Way path.

Polly & Robbie at Alport Castles.
Once again it was a still evening but
to add to the fun the midges were
biting well! When we were about
half a mile from the road, I left
Robbie to hobble on while Polly and
I hurried across the heather and
down the road for another 2 miles to
collect the car and pick Robbie up
from the Snake Pass as the sun
was setting. Polly slept well that
night!
A visit to A&E next morning
confirmed that no bones were
broken but her ankle was very
swollen and painful and a check by
a physio a few days later confirmed
that it was a bad sprain and would
be a good 6 weeks before she
would
be
walking
properly.
Reluctantly, we decided that a
fortnight’s walking holiday carrying
a heavy rucksac wouldn’t be a
sensible option so, for the second
time in two years we had to cancel
our planned Dolomites holiday.
So it’s well to remember Edward
Whymper’s famous words: ‘Climb if
you will……Do nothing in haste;
look well to each step and, from the
beginning, think what may be the
end’ if you don’t want to become
one of the 1,600 annual mountain
rescue incidents in the UK.

Along the side of Alport Dale, with Polly in tow.

DHAULAGIRI CIRCUIT

Little did I realise whilst listening to a talk by Kurt
Diemberger in 1996 that I would later find myself
trekking towards Dhaulagiri, an 8,000 metre peak that
he made the first ascent of before I was born.
Dhaulagiri (8,167m) takes its name from the Sanskrit for
White Mountain and lies to the west of the Annapurnas.
Our group of five was lead by Sirdar Pem Chirri, a
veteran of Everest expeditions who knew the trek well,
supported by a team of sherpas, porters and a talented
chef. There was heavy rain on the drive from Pokhara
to the start at Darbang and we were grateful to spend
the night in a guest house.
Sunshine heralded the start of our trek as we crossed
the first of many suspension bridges and followed the
Kali Gandaki before entering the Myagdi Khola valley.
Terraced fields and scenes of village life were set
against a panoramic backdrop as the Dhaulagiri massif
first came into view and the trail became steeper. We
had exchanged our Western world for the mountain
kingdom. Rumours drifted down the mountain that the
French Col was impassable. Pem hoped that we could
combine forces with other expeditions and break trail to
reach the Chhonbardan Glacier and thereby enter the
Hidden Valley. That hope faded during our
acclimatisation day at Italian Base Camp. Prayer flags
fluttered as we gazed at the west face of Dhaulagiri I
and ahead to the path as it crossed an avalanche fan
and followed the west side of a U-shaped glacial valley.
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.
The decision to turn back was taken reluctantly, leavened
somewhat by the knowledge that this gave time for a
three-day variant of the Ghorepani to Poon Hill trek, which
is justifiably famous for its breathtaking views of
Dhaulagiri and the Annapurnas.
Only later did we learn that the heavy rain at the start of
our trek was caused by moisture from Cyclone Hudhud
reinvigorating the monsoon. Thirty hours of snowfall was
reported on Dhaulagiri. Events further east on the
Annapurna Circuit made the news headlines worldwide,
prompted by what D.B. Koirala, Chief of Himalayan
Rescue Association Nepal, described as “the biggest
rescue operation ever conducted in high Himalayan snow
and difficult mountain slopes.

DHAULAGIRI

View towards the Dhaulagiri Massif

….. we had dinner together at the Rum
Doodle restaurant, which is named after a
classic piece of mountaineering literature. It
hadn’t been the trek that any of us anticipated,
but that is the nature of expeditions.
We had swapped stories and shared an
adventure. I came home from the mountain
kingdom inspired by panoramic mountain
vistas that framed a wealth of experiences,
such as the prelude of fireflies before Nepali
dancers visited us at a riverside campsite.
Memories that draw me back to the eternal hills.

Terraced fields

