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We have something from across the UK and further afield in this edition.
To start with we have Kay Beechey’s tale of her final Munro, (accompanied by Dave Bingham - of
course); Jen Price reminds everyone about the fun we had at our Mexican evening in the Lake
District and Terry Delbridge writes - long distance about Mars!
Trefor Beese relates his tale of how to pack in a clutch of Marilyn’s in one weekend on the Lleyn
Peninsular whilst Pete Salenieks encourages us to “dust off our cameras”, as it’s not too late to be
taking photographs for the next evening of GMC members’ digital images. Finally, Dave Beer lets
us into a few of his Top Walking Tips.
I am sure that you will all join me in congratulating Kay Beechey and Dave Bingham on their
fantastic achievement in completing all the Munro’s. Their Compleators’ Numbers are 6230 and
6231 respectively. Well done to you both! - from all your friends in GMC.
A very big thank you to all those who have contributed to this edition. Your contributions are very
much appreciated and are always very welcome. We wouldn’t be able to publish The Pinnacle
without you.
I hope that you enjoy reading this issue and don’t forget, if you have something that you’d like to
write about, then don’t be shy, send it in for the next issue.
Ed.
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Our Final Munro

by Kay Beechey

Cloud inversion in Glen Dessary

This wasn’t how it was supposed to end. Not just the two of us, with no-one to take the commemorative
photos or share the beer and Irn-Bru. We’d imagined a small but select celebration on Gairich or Mull’s Ben
More, but friends need notice and we hadn’t given any. So, with just ourselves to please, we chose Sgurr
Mor, a challenging day to end on after all the challenging days we’d enjoyed and endured on our thirtythree-trip, twenty-year Munro adventure. And we could pronounce it.
We set off early, thick
mist muffling the scrunch
of our boots on the gravel
track. The forecast was
good but two miles later,
as we left the track and
started to climb, the
hillsides were still hidden
behind a net curtain of
grey. Scottish mountain
forecasts are so often
wrong.

Dave on the way to Sgurr Beag

We squelched slowly upwards on a path soft from the long, wet summer. Patches of the palest blue
appeared overhead then darkened and merged with the grey. Then, just before we reached the pass – the
bealach – I looked up and it was all sunlight and blue skies. Wisps like draught-blown kettle steam drifting
across the hills above and a snowdrift of pure white cloud filling the valley below, looking soft enough to
jump into. A cloud inversion, an autumnal treat for our final Munro.

From then on, the sun didn’t stop shining for us. Picking our way across the bealach on the vaguest of
paths we caught sight of Sgurr Mor for the first time, cloud-capped, sweeping up from Glen Kingie like a
storm-surge wave. It
looked so far away.
It was a steep, rough
descent to the Kingie
River. We wobbled
across on spraysplashed rocks then
began the long climb.
Elongated zigzags
led eventually over
Sgurr Beag towards
Sgurr Mor.

There it is - Sgurr Mor

Hard work, but all the
way, with every step,
the enormity of what
we were about to
achieve kept us
smiling, excitement
increasing as our
goal, our twohundred-and-eightysecond Munro, grew
closer.
And at the
summit there was just
me, Dave, high white
cloud feathering
across a dome of
blue, a tiny chocolate
cake and a threehundred-and-sixtydegree vista of some
of Scotland’s finest
hills. Tower-like Sgurr
na Ciche giving us
the thumbs up,
Knoydart’s Ladhar
Bheinn, its ridges
embracing Coire
Dhorrcail, the Skye
and Rhum Cuillin
rockily separating sky
from sea, and the
unmistakable wedge
of Ben Nevis. Perfect.

Of course, Munros aren’t
always like that. For us
there were the midges of
Fisherfield and Glen Affric,
Seana Bhraigh in thick
clag and an all-day
downpour, bloody heels
on Ben Avon and a
whiteout on the Mamores.
Not to mention the hours
queuing on the M6 or
hanging around Fort
William or Aviemore
waiting for gale-force
winds to ease.

But that Sgurr Mor
moment, those precious,
sparkling mountain
moments are what Munrobagging is all about. Far
more important than
seeing the ticks multiplying on your Munro Map or being on a summit and knowing you’ve climbed every
Munro in sight. Summit views are for recognising and reflecting. When “Been up that one” is rarely said but
“Do you remember…” becomes a catchphrase.
And the boring ones? I can’t remember many. Vague recollections of a day chasing false summits east of
Loch Treig, tired after a sun-baked traverse
of the South Cluanie Ridge the previous
day. And Glenshee and The Cairnwell,
tripping over the detritus of Scotland’s
declining ski industry.
It’s not just the mountains. We’ve watched
a stag grazing so close to our tent we were
afraid it would snag its antlers on our guylines. We’ve driven the length and breadth
of Scotland, discovered deserted, white
sand beaches, Caribbean-blue seas and
glistening, wind-rippled lochs. And the
wildlife: dolphins, ptarmigan, doe-eyed,
snowy mountain hares, porpoise, seals,
eagles.

So Sgurr Mor, with its rocky ridges and
corrugated summit view is more than just
our final Munro. Not just a list completed, it’s another mountain memory to add to the album. At the end of
Sgurr Mor’s eastern ridge is a Corbett. The start of our Corbett campaign? No, Dave says, there are other
places to go, other mountains to climb. Dolomites, Pyrenees, Picos… We did it, though. Just in case.

Hola, feliz cumpleanõs

by Jen Price

So there we were. Mid-August. A couple of pensioners in the Lake District. Colin was sticking a shaggy
black moustache on his face. I was carefully placing a large red flower in my wig of long black tresses. We
had travelled over 200 miles to do this. Some people had endured a 10-hour car journey for this. Why?
Well it was a joint birthday celebration for Alex Hardisty and Jo Dodd – a century between them. We had
hired the TocH hut in Langdale for the weekend, the most memorable part of which was the Saturday
evening birthday party. The theme was Mexican so there were black moustaches and sombreros galore,
Mexican themed food, Mexican beer, wine (non-Mexican) …..It was a great evening with music (Mexican),
dancing, party games, lots of laughter and chat.

The photograph, by Pete Salenieks, shows our smiling faces and I should perhaps reassure readers that
many of those in the photo have naturally dark hair and are a long way from collecting their bus passes.
Of course, being a GMC weekend there was also plenty of walking to be done before party night and we all
managed a decent walk on the Sunday morning before heading off home, the South Wales contingent
thankfully getting back in less time than in took to get to the Lakes. It was a weekend none of us will forget
in a hurry. Or will I?

To Mars in Jordan’s Wadi Rum
by Terry Delbridge

Some time ago I was watching the film “The Martian” with Mat Damien and was ‘gob-smacked’ by the
awesome scenery displayed. Where on earth was it taken? The answer of course was the awe-inspiring
Wadi Rum in Jordan’s desert. So there it was, I had to go see it for myself and a trip including some
scrambling, trekking and a visit to the location of Harrison Ford’s “Last Crusade”, especially the bit where
he rides out of the canyon “The Siq in Petra”, seemed to fit the bill.
I kitted myself out with plenty of sunscreen and desert gear, including a shemagh scarf to blend in with the
locals and arrived after an easy trip by minibus from Jordan's Amman airport. The trip followed closely
alongside the famous single-track railway, which was blown up by Lawrence of Arabia in the Great War
and which is now a mineral line.

Wadi Rum is sits on a massive natural aquifer in the southern part of the country, not far from the Red Sea
and close to Saudi Arabia. It is populated by Bedouin.
It was hot in this desert and trekking on soft sand is not my cup of tea, but the views were all that I wished
for. It did indeed look like Mars.
We did some classic scrambles
including the Burdah Bridge.
We managed to climb the
highest peak in Jordan, named
Jebel um Adaami, a mere 1832
metres - a bit like Snowdon with
sun but with spectacular views
across to Saudi Arabia. The
final night’s camp proved to be
an epic and not unlike the
massive storm in the Mars film.
The lightening and wind were
awesome and blew many of the
tents away. I sat up all night
holding the poles of what
became a bivi bag. In between
squalls, I found stones to put
around the base of the tent.
However, I finally packed my
bags and said “sod it” and went off to the campfire with the Bedouin, out of the wind. We did have a meal
cooked in an oven pit as compensation.

Petra is a 2300-year-old rock hewn city
with an entrance through the atmospheric
chasm of the Siq, which brings you out at
the magnificent monument of the
Treasury.

We spent a day exploring the different sites of this huge city, before
our stay at a local hotel serving beer, as the intended campsite had
been washed away by the recent storms. Indeed, the Siq had water
running through it.
Finally, we undertook an ascent to the biblical site of Jebel Haroun
(1270m), also known as Mount Aaron. The views here are legendary
and we spend some time admiring the shrine with its Hebrew
inscriptions. It is reputedly the burial site of Moses's brother, Aaron
A great trip to an incredible place.

Three days in Lleyn

by Trefor Beese

Peak bagging mountaineers and hill walkers usually target the three thousand feet peaks and then the two
thousand feet peaks. In Wales there are 189 peaks over 2,000ft., we know where they are and you don’t
find any in Anglesey, Clwyd, Pembrokeshire nor the Lleyn, to the west of Snowdonia. If your target list is
the Marilyns, you must visit all these areas. A Marilyn is a mountain with at least 150 metres prominence –
the height drop all round to the sea or col to the next peak is at least 150 metres.
Mike Hoult
and I are
climbing all
158 Welsh
Marilyns.
After a few
years of ever
lengthening
day trips
(one over
250 miles
driving),
overnight
stays
became
necessary.

Bardsey Island from Mynydd Anelog ascent
Just off the south west coast of the Lleyn peninsular is the little island of Bardsey, which has a little Marilyn
called Mynydd Enlli. Logistically, this is the hardest peak in Wales. Booking the trip on a little boat and
getting to the departure beach (no jetty!) was quite an effort. We planned to drive to the Lleyn one morning
and do some Marilyns in the afternoon and evening, then two nights bed and breakfast, with Bardsey and
the mainland Marilyns on the second day. More walking on the third day would complete all nine Lleyn
Marilyns, leaving a long drive home in the evening. The Lleyn is better known for its beaches than its
mountains and more walkers probably walk the Welsh coast path than walk up the peaks. We had our
evening meal in our hotel in Pwllheli and Mike checked with the boatman that all was well for the trip to
Bardsey.

Day 1
5th April 2017
The weather forecast was good as I left home at 8.00 a.m. However the traffic was surprisingly
troublesome and it took well over four hours to get started on our first Marilyn, Moel-y guest, just west of
Porthmadog. This was a good start, with fine weather and lovely views from the top. We met two other
people on the descent during our hour and three quarters round trip.
We then drove to the centre of the Lleyn peninsula, stopping for a packed lunch on the way. Our second
peak was Carn Fadryn, which at 371m high is the third highest Marilyn on Lleyn. Its central position makes
it a good viewpoint in all directions, with the extensive views shown on the Viewfinder Panoramas website
at: http://viewfinderpanoramas.org/panoramas/WAL/CARN%20FADRYN.png

I carried a printed copy of the panorama to the summit. There was a good path all the way to the
summit from the car park next to a chapel. From the top we looked at Lleyn and then the longer
views. To the north, Snowdonia was in the cloud. To the west, the Moelwyns, Arenigs, Rhinogs,
Arans, Cader Idris all the way down the west coast of Wales to beyond Foel Cwmcerwyn in
Pembrokeshire were visible.
The printed panorama showed Ireland a similar distance to the east. I had never seen Ireland
from Wales, although several friends in the Gwent Mountaineering club have. I couldn’t see it
from Carn Fadryn either. Mike thought he could see something, so I took photos in that direction
as well as a photo of Holyhead Mountain and Anglesey. Eventually we went back to the car,
meeting two people on the way up. All this took less than an hour and a half.
Navigating around the little lanes in Lleyn to our next Marilyn, Carneddol, was a challenge. This
peak is 130m lower than Carn Fadryn and is the only Lleyn Marilyn without legal access. We
asked permission from the farmer from the farm just below the road, who was very friendly and
showed us the gate which gave the best route to the summit. It took only 15 minutes to reach the
summit.
By now visibility towards Pembrokeshire was clearer and Mike thought he could pick out Ireland. I
couldn’t see any land, but took some pictures anyway. This time photos showed a definite faint
outline of Croghan Mountain in Ireland. Yes - I have had my eyes tested since this trip. My
eyesight had improved rather than deteriorated!
We had our evening meal in our hotel in Pwllheli. Mike checked with the boatman that all was well
for the trip to Bardsey.

Day 2
6th

Bardsey Island.

April 2017

In the morning we took the tourist route to our first Marilyn, Mynydd Anelog, which is quite close to
the beach from which the boat would leave at 11.00. Again, there was no sunshine. The car park
for the start was next to a chapel, a few kilometres west of Aberdaron. We had time walk up this
little peak and get to the car park in time for the boat from Porth Meudwy. There were good views
all the way up the Lleyn peninsula and the sea looked very calm for our crossing.
Bardsey Island looked inviting. We met one person on the summit, with the summit of Mynydd
Enlli visible from the car park.

Careful navigation took us to the car
park for the boat, which was a 500m
walk down a track to the beach at
Porth Meudwy. The Welsh coast
path came down to the beach.
There was no sign of the boat, as
other passengers arrived at the
beach.
Eventually the boat arrived at high
speed, coming back from the first
service of the day.

Mike on Mynydd Anelog summit

The one-man operation of picking up passengers was fascinating. The boatman stopped the boat
in a few feet of water, then wearing waders got out into the sea. He then walked up the beach to a
conveniently parked tractor and trailer and reversed the trailer in front of the boat. Next, he got out
of the tractor into the boat and drove the boat onto the trailer. Finally, he got back to the tractor
and drove the trailer carrying the boat up the beach for passengers to board. This process was
reversed to get us out to sea. The procedure was followed again on Bardsey, but in a narrow
channel!
The high-speed journey took
about half an hour on the
calm sea. The boat stopped
under the cliffs of Mynydd
Enlli for passengers to watch
and photograph birds. On
dry land again, we were
given a good guide of what to
see and do in the four hours
of our visit. The mountain
didn’t take long, but we could
well have spent more than 4
hours on the island. There
was an old abbey, a
lighthouse, seals, and a
coffee shop and about 6
people live on the island.
Boat on Porth Meudwy beach

We started past the coffee shop, which
wasn’t serving at the time, then we went all
the way up the 167 metres of Mynydd Enlli.
The summit must be the Welsh Marilyn
closest to the sea. A fabulous situation, no
wind, so we had lunch on top. Still no
sunshine. We met four people on the
summit. Yet again views of Wales were
extensive, but Ireland was not even visible in
the photos, despite Bardsey Island being the
closest part of Wales to Ireland.
Leaving Bardsey Island

We walked down the steep descent to the north,
then all around the island to the lighthouse, past
the seals. Finally, an exciting departure, boat
ride and landing at Porth Meudwy.

Mynydd Ennli and landing area from the
lighthouse on Bardsey Island

The third Marilyn of the day was Mynydd Rhiw. This peak, the fourth highest Marilyn on Lleyn,
has large masts on the flat area of the summit. We drove north east to get to a high car park not
far from the top. It took a mere seventeen minute walk along a track to reach the cairn – a lazy
way to make the ascent. We had good views of the peninsula. There were no other walkers on
this nor on our last peak of the day.
It took over 40 minutes to drive north the few miles to our last peak of the day, Garn Boduan, back
near the west coast. There was a good track then a path through the forestry reached the summit.
This hour’s walk got us back to the car just as darkness fell.

Day 3 Yr Eifl
7th April 2017
We left our hotel and drove north for nine miles to the high car park south west of Yr Eifl, the
highest Lleyn Marilyn. Yr Eifl is the centre of three peaks, collectively known as The Rivals. It has
a north peak and heavily quarried sides which drop all the way down to the sea. To the east the
third peak, Tre’r Ceiri is a high iron age hill fort, with a lot of the circumference wall still standing.
After our short walks of the previous days, we spent three and a half hours ascending all three
peaks. It was cool, hazy, but there was a little faint sunshine.
The walk up the north peak started up an easy track which joined the Welsh Coast Path. From
above Bwlch yr Eifl there was a steep ascent up some concrete steps, then a steep, difficult to find
path lead up to the summit. This was the most pointed summit of the three days, we were very
high above the sea. Caernarvon and Anglesey were just visible in the hazy conditions. We then
reversed to the Bwlch, then walked up the easy path to the highest peak of the holiday.
There is a large summit cairn, but there were no extensive views for us. The north peak looked
sharp, there were people on the ascent. We could pick out Bardsey Island, but no view of the
nearer Snowdon. The hill fort, Tre’r Ceiri was most impressive, with a walker on the summit. On
our descent from Yr Eifl, he was the only person we met all day. On the fort, we spent some time
exploring the stone walls. On our descent back to the car park, the sun finally broke through and I
took my gloves off.
We bought some lunch from a small
shop in the tiny village of Llithfaen,
then drove round to the east of our
last Lleyn Marilyn, Gurn Ddu. There
was just about space for one car to
park on a minor road. At last we
could pick out Snowdon through the
haze. Our first objective was the
peak Bwlch Mawr. This is a sub
Marilyn, a peak which just fails to
meet the Marilyn requirement of
150m or more prominence, but does
have over 140m.

Tre’r Ceiri hill fort from Yr Eifl descent
As it was so close to Marilyn Gurn Ddu, we just had to climb it as well. By the time of our start the
sky was blue, giving decent sunshine at last. There were some big stone walls to avoid, but
otherwise a splendid peak.

From Bwlch Mawr summit, it looked a long way around to Gurn Ddu. It was – though not too
much descent or ascent. This stage had some faint paths and took an hour and a quarter.

We reached our final summit at ten to four and the weather was glorious. A few quick photos,
then the hour and a half walk back to the car. This afternoon was the longest walk of the trip.

The Rivals from Gurn Ddu summit

The drive home that evening was the longest of all our Marilyn trips. Some dodgy navigation in
the lanes meant we took a long time to find the main road back towards Porthmadog. It also
seemed to take a long time to get our evening meal served in the take-away at Dolgellau, so I
finally arrived home well after 11.00 p.m.
Nine Marilyns, one sub Marilyn and two other peaks climbed.
A highly recommended trip.

Celebrating the Mountaineering Year
by Pete Salenieks
As the nights draw in and autumn leaves decorate the trees, Gwent Mountaineering Club
traditionally launches its indoor winter programme with an evening dedicated to members’ digital
images. First and foremost, this is a golden opportunity for people to share stories from
mountaineering adventures during the previous year. Many of the images are from club meets, so
members can rekindle happy memories of the ones they were on, whilst enjoying a chance to see
what they’ve missed.
Variety is a hallmark of the club’s programme. We witnessed the turning of the seasons, with
added snow this winter, carried by the Beast from the East. There were days of brilliant sunshine
as well as a few occasions when the weather was so bad that the route was curtailed or even
cancelled.

Winter in the Brecon Beacons
The Wednesday
afternoon climbs and the
Thursday evening walks /
night walks are a great
way to unwind and
discover hidden gems in
South-East Wales.
There’s always a new
route or a different view,
plus the chance to catchup with friends.

Evening Walk on Ysgyryd Fawr
Day walks and weekend meets in Snowdonia and Yorkshire covered more ground, paving the way
for longer adventures, including a Scottish week at Cannich, ice climbing in Norway and skiing in
the French Alps.

Talybont Circuit to the Brecon Beacons
Beyond the programme, there are individual achievements to share from across the full spectrum
of walking, scrambling and climbing in the United Kingdom and overseas. This included tackling
an assortment of challenge walks and charity fundraising events, such as a bike ride for Velindre
cancer care and an ascent of Ben Nevis to raise money for other good causes.

Early Morning on Ben Nevis

You can seldom go wrong with shots of animals and the colouring on this horse certainly got
noticed. Amongst nature’s glories we glimpsed sun dogs and Brocken spectres.

Finalists in the club’s photographic competition were featured. Each entrant receives feedback to
improve their landscape, fauna & flora, and action shots. Lee James was the overall winner of the
competition with this photograph of a silhouetted Pen y Fan.
If these images and stories inspire you, then dust off your camera and get out on the hill. It’s not
too soon to be taking photographs for the next evening of members’ digital images!

Silhouetted Pen y Fan

Dave’s Top (Walking) Tips

by Dave Beer

Over many years of
walking and climbing in the
hills and mountains of UK
and abroad, you usually
get to pick up a few useful
tips to make life in the great
outdoors a bit more
comfortable and pleasant.
So, I have listed a few of
the most helpful tips that I
have gathered over the
years.
I have to admit that none of
these are of my own
invention since if you see
or hear of someone else’s
suggestion that you think is
a good idea, why not adopt
it for yourself?

Tip No 1.
Dealing with zip-off trousers if you don’t want to take your boots off.
A simple trick when you decide part way on a walk that you would like to unzip the bottom section
of your zip-offs but can’t be bothered to take your boots off to remove them completely or, if like
me, you have size 43 boots and the bottom section won’t go over them anyway. Just roll the
bottom section down and tuck it neatly into your socks. They are still perfectly comfortable to walk
in that way and will be available for re-attachment should it prove necessary.

Tip No 2.
Preventing your sit mat from blowing away.
I’m sure we’ve all had that panic moment after you’ve stopped for a lunch break in a windy area –
stood up and watched your sit mat disappearing across the hillside followed by a mad scramble to
retrieve it. Well, to avoid that unnecessary excitement, all you need to do is carefully melt a hole in
a corner of the sit mat with a hot screwdriver or some such implement, and loop a length of nylon
cord through the hole to be attached with a small karabiner clipped onto a rucksack strap. This
allows the sit mat to be transferred to whichever rucksack you will be using. Your Editor uses this
trick all the time, but I have to admit I haven’t got around to doing it myself yet as I’m always very
careful when I stand up and so far, haven’t lost a sit mat. However, I now feel I’m tempting fate!

Tip No 3.
Binoculars have many uses.
I realise now that this heading might sound a bit creepy. However, let me explain. Binoculars are
of course very useful for spotting birds and animals while you are out and about in the hills, but
they can also be used to locate a hidden stile or gate during a walk, or a bridge across a river in
spate, or even a lost colleague. However, they have another use which most people don’t realise,
and that is to use binoculars as a microscope or magnifier. This is done by simply turning them
around and looking through one of the objective lenses (the larger lens), instead of the eyepiece
and holding the binoculars close to the object. This is of course useful for studying close views of
flowers or insects but also very handy to study fine detail on your OS map. One should of course,
always carry a paper map as well as using a digital version on a phone or other device, which can
fail you at the crucial moment, but the fine detail on OS maps can be tricky to decipher for those of
us with not quite perfect vision.

Tip No 4.
Pack your lunch in a re-useable sandwich wrap instead of a plastic bag.
This may sound a bit strange, but these days when we are all encouraged to use fewer disposable
plastics, why not make yourself a sandwich wrap? All you need is length of plasticised picnic
tablecloth material cut to size and stitched at the edges, with a couple of Velcro tabs sewn on at
either side. Then your sandwiches can be placed inside and neatly folded into the middle ready for
opening out and eating off when you are sitting down.
The material can be of whatever bright and cheerful design you like which can easily be wiped
clean after use and reused, thereby being very practical and saving the planet at the same time!
The advantage of using a sandwich wrap over a plastic box, is that when you have finished your
sandwiches, the wrap takes up very little space in your rucsac.

If anyone else in the club has come across any useful tips to use in the hills, please pass them on
to the Editor and they can be published in future editions of the Pinnacle.

