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From the editor:
It will not have escaped your notice that it has been very difficult to get out on the hills and
crags recently. Of course Sod’s Law dictates that the weather has been exceptionally good
since the lockdown began. Fortunately those of us lucky enough to be out before it all kicked
off have been active with the keyboard and cameras to provide some material to relieve your
frustration. Thanks to those who have made the effort. As we are all now used to instant
gratification, we all want to post our “news” on line as it happens. This makes the editor’s
job a little more difficult, resulting sometimes, in a little skulduggery. Of course, with the huts
being closed, we are suffering a loss of income. Our Treasurer, however, is optimistic that
compensation will be forthcoming. Mark Braithwaite’s Last Munro Meet had to be cancelled
but it is hoped to rearrange it later in the year. The whole world is now using “Zoom” and we
are no exception. We have had a couple of social events whilst maintaining our distance and
even a virtual committee meeting; there are some advantages to this as it puts the chairman
in control. We intend to run a programme of Tuesday virtual meets with contributions from
various members. Stay safe and keep active (writing). Bernard
=====================

Cae Ysgubor Hut Meet 6-8 March - Ian Phillips
Since the New Year there’s a planned a Hut Meet over the first weekend of every month. Cae
Ysgubor is the venue for the first part of the year moving to the Loft in the summer months.
Saturday proved to be a bit of a blustery but surprisingly dry-ish day, we walked into Cwm
Llan – the start of the Watkin Path, and then over the bwlch between Yr Aran and the S
Ridge of Snowdon. Then down to Rhyd Ddu and then back through the forestry to
Beddgelert.
Sunday was a caving meet - well a mine meet which means plenty of headroom and no real
danger of flooding. Blaenau Ffestiniog, like Bethesda and Llanberis was another big slate town.
Unlike Bethesda and Llanberis the slate veins dipped steeply underground and it was more

economic to mine into the ground rather than remove the rock above the slate. Blaenau was
also different in the way that the mining was financed, small private enterprises rather than
aristorcatic local landowners. The Cwmorthin and Oakley mines are to the NW of the A496
above the village of Tanygrisiau. These mines are under the Moelwyns and link with the
complex of slate workings above Croesor. The bigger Llechwedd Mine N of Blaenau on the
road to Dolwyddelan is the site of the ‘Slate Mountain’, owned by the same group that runs
Zip World at the Penrhyn Quarries in Bethesda.

The Cwmorthin mine is owned by
https://www.go-below.co.uk/
but this is
definitely not the commercial outfit that is
Bounce Below up at Llechwedd. Here the mine
galleries have been left as they were when the
mines were closed in the 1970s. Go Below
have installed a number of via ferrata lines,
vertical stairways and zip lines that weave
through the mine and there is no illumination
apart from your own headtorch.
Thanks to Sharon Rosser who led the group
and who has the contacts with Go Below and as a Mine Leader makes frequent use of
Cwmorthin with groups of students and school pupils. It proved to be a terrific day out, dark,
warm-ish and the only sounds the constant click of carabiners on the safety lines. Splashing
around in wellies is always a reassuring sound and memory from younger days.
The main entrance to the mine is close too, and on the same level as Llyn Cwmorthin, and the
long narrow tunnel gives you no clue as to what to expect. The scale of the galleries and the
mine is difficult to take in at first but you do begin to see a semblance of order and work out
how the mine worked. A series or succession of large chambers lead off a roadway on one
level. At the far end these chambers rise to a height of 20-25m and the rear wall follows the
dipping line of the slate vein. In some chambers a short access hole has been punched through
to the next level. The top of these chambers lead onto another level roadway and another
series of galleries leading off.
By the end of the day we were beginning to understand Sharon's 2 dimensional map, if you
can visualise playing chess in 3 dimensions you might get an idea of the geography of the mine.
This is very different from beginners like us thinking we could use the map to work out where
we were. In a place where all roadways look the same and where all the galleries are equally
alike, Sharon’s understanding of where we were and more importantly where we were going
was impressive. If the scale of this human enterprise was staggering it was hard to imagine
what this mine must have been like at its peak of production in the 1890s when over 500 men

worked underground, at the same time 3000 men were working in the Penrhyn Quarries in
Bethesda.
Go Below have installed a number of via ferrata lines that enable you to ascend gallery walls
and cross galleries via zip lines sometimes requiring you - or allowingyou to abseil from one
level down to a lower level. All the lines are well engineered – they would have to be for their
paying guests but it’s an odd kind of experience with no real views above or below save what
your headtorch can pick out. It does however, make for a more interesting visit. Without Go
Below you would be reduced to walking along the roadways, peering into very similar galleries
and then climbing to the next level by the numerous inclined planes that run vertically through
the mine.
The final hour was spent traversing the three sides one particularly large gallery that Go Below have named
the Cat Walk but the clipping and unclipping
was relentless, the distances between anchors
sometimes less than 1m apart. Finally there
was an interesting reach around to a small
platform where we lowered off to the floor of
the gallery. The final ascent was via the
‘Stairway to Heaven’ up the steep backwall of a
gallery through a small exit hole and onto the
main access tramway. I suppose if these places
are marketed as extreme adventures they need
to have interesting names to daunt the
punters!
In a number of the galleries a small number of
artefacts have been gathered together ranging
from slowly rusting pieces of ironware to more personal items belonging to miners: nailed boots and hard
hats that more resembled bowler hats all left behind when the mine closed in the 1970s. These reminders
don’t really help to understand what Cwmorthin must have been like as a working slate mine. The owners in
the 19th century tried to argue that they were not subject to the regulations of successive Mines Acts and
claimed that these were indoor quarries; the owners also claimed that the slate dust was good for the miners.
Hardly surprising that in the 1980s
Blaenau Ffestiniog had, per head of
population, one of the largest incidences
of silicosis in the UK and as the original
mine owners had long since vanished, the
fight for compensation for these men,
then in their 60s and 70s was long and
difficult.
And after the calm quiet of Cwmorthin it
was back to a perfect storm: in our case a
near gale force wind and the horizontal
hail, sleet and rain of an early March
afternoon in Blaenau Ffestiniog. The dark
grey sky blended into one with the slate
tips, slate roofs and slate houses of Tanygrisiau. Beautiful.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
Wednesday Walk, 11th March 2020 -- Jim Cunningham.
First the 10.22 train from Settle to Horton in Ribblesdale. Then through
the village to Brackenbottom and up the path to Penyghent. At the ridge
we turned right – a left turn would have taken us to the top of
Penyghent. There was a strong wind on the ridge and we were pleased
to avoid the summit. We strolled on a good path, passed Churn Milk
Hole and on for about 6 km to Stainforth - in heavy rain most of the
time. Stainforth is a pretty village where Mary was invited to eat her
lunch inside the church! We climbed to Upper Winskill, then down
along a double walled path to Langcliffe, where the church was open
selling books! We again climbed out and along the bridleway to Settle
and the Golden Lion, with the rain largely departed. A good walk of 16
km with an ascent of about 750 m.

==============

Whernside from Kingsdale 9miles 1750ft of ascent -- Steve Smith. (Ces)
For those who have not visited it, Kingsdale has remoteness that feels more in keeping with a
Scottish Glen than the Yorkshire Dales. It’s odd to think that the flesh pots and tea rooms of Ingleton
are only 15mins drive away when you start your walk. I have wanted to do a walk from Kingsdale
for a while but the parking is a bit restricted, so as many of the Wednesday Wanderers were in Arran
this seemed like an ideal day to give it a go.
The weather was decidedly cold when we set off from the foot bridge by Braida Garth Farm. At the
end of the small woods just after the farm we headed uphill to the crest of the ridge by Lord’s Lot

Top. From there it is a relatively gentle climb along the ridge to the top of Whernside. I had actually
forgotten how many minor peaks there were on the way, so was continually surprised when there
was ‘yet another one to do’ before we reached the summit. There was quite a bit of late snow around
on top which made the scenery so much grander as we settled for lunch. The descent from the top

is easy - just turn due east and keep going till you get to the road, given the wetness of the weather
lately I was surprised that the return was less wet boggy than it was.
Unfortunately there is a few miles of road bashing to do,
to get back to the parking spot. This did however allow us
to visit Yordas Cave. Yorda’s Cave used to be Victorian
show cave and by legend home to a cannibalistic Viking
Giant some time before that. There is a cascade at the
back of the cave that is a definite must see if you are
passing. That day after the rains it was particularly
spectacular, Roger Gott even forgave me the road slog,
he was so impressed by the site.

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

A Virtual Meet

- staff reporter

The recent lockdown due to Covid 19 meant that the usual meet at St. Joseph’s Club in
Brinscall could not take place, we were going to miss Jim Cunningham’s pearls of wisdom on
mountain photography. It was suggested that we used “Zoom” and had a virtual meet. It was
a great success. At least 26 members logged on to see a magnificent set of photos which Jim
had selected to illustrate the various key points. We reached a global audience ranging from
New Zealand to Wigan. I am sure everyone learned how to win the next photograph
competition but I am not sure how many will spend the time at the computer photo-shopping
afterwards, all though some people do seem
to have the equipment. (see photo) It has
been suggested that we have 2 sections, one
for “professionals” and one for the rest. It
was a very enjoyable evening, so many
thanks to Jim and to those who set it up. The
attendance was better than the usual
Tuesday. Maybe we should think about a
virtual AGM.

Cumbria Bolt Fund – Richard Toon
It’s been suggested that we climbers in the Club are saving lots of dosh on travelling costs! No mid-week trips to the
quarries. No weekends to the Lakes or Wales, or even to Scotland. And no trips to Spanish rock, glorious Greece or
Alpine wonderlands? So why not help the voluntary work of the Cumbria Bolt Fund by donating just some of this spare
cash?
The fund urgently needs to raise over £3000 from climbers, to complete the work at Scout Scar and Runestone before
the new Wired guide "Lakes Sport and Slate" is published by the FRCC in late spring 2020. All donations go towards
equipment and bolts for new routes and replacing old, dangerous bolts throughout Cumbria.
There are over 50 new routes planned each costing between £80-£100; and there are many old, dangerous routes
still to re-bolt.
Local Cumbrian climbers have funded bolts for the limestone at Scout Scar, Mill Side, Chapel Head, Humphrey Head;
the slate at Moss Rigg, The Works, Cathedral, Tilberthwaite, Thrang and Runestone Quarry; and the sandstone at St
Bees & Coudy Rocks.
There is a team of 15 - 20 climbers giving up days and days of their time to complete this vital work. Please reach in
your pockets so this work can continue.
Donations can be made via
http://www.cumbriaboltfund.co.uk/

LAKES IN LOCKDOWN –Mark Braithwaite
A bizarre “Anti- Tourist & Second Home Owners” sentiment has developed in southern Lakeland during the
last month or so. Unfamiliar cars are being vandalised, apparent “Strangers” are being confronted and “Go
Home” signs are in abundance. Bizarre given the economic reliance this area has on tourism. Let’s hope the
memory of this behaviour doesn’t deter folk from visiting post lockdown.
But BMC, local clubs and Mountain Rescue advice is very much “Stay off the Hills”. During Easter week 2019
there were 28 Mountain Rescue call outs across the Lakes. This year there were none. This positive impact
on resources including the NHS is obvious. So imagine the excitement yesterday morning when the
coastguard SAR helicopter appeared on the Old Man, circling around and eventually landing close to the
summit. But no emergency- just the pilots getting their required hours in! The glorious weather since
lockdown (the last rainfall in Coniston was over 6
weeks ago) has on the one hand made our
lockdown easier, but surely only strengthened the
temptation for folk to venture on to the hills.
In Coniston gardens are looking immaculate. The
lack of traffic reminds older people of the 1960’s –
only bikes and tractors- make a very quiet and
peaceful valley , only interrupted by the new lambs
and Thursday ‘s 8pm NHS clap and cheers which
reverberates across the lake.
Attached photo of a deserted Coniston on a midweek lunchtime.

Thanks to Sue & Rod for the following Crossword & Quiz to keep you entertained during your
isolation. Answers in the next newsletter. Further help from suefurness24@googlemail.com
Crossword for LMC

by Sue Furness
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Across:

Down:

1. A walk up the spine (7, 3)

1. Ends of the earth (5)

6. See 13 across
8. Height or top performance (4)

2, 15 across. What you may do after a heavy
meal (3-3)

9. A blemish or face? (4)

3. Where the Zagros mountains are (4)

11. A distorted face feature (7)

4. A green pasture in 7 down (3)

13, 6. A Shap reservoir (3, 8)

5. A group of connected mountains (6)

14. GPS, for example (3)

7. Continent where the 4 downs are (6)

15. See 2 down

10. Worker that lives in a hill (3)

16. Meanders or saunters (on 24) (7)

12. Structure of society or organization (6)

17. A northern hill (4)

13. Cheshire river or walk (6)

20. Hoist or cleave (as in sheep) (4)

15. Me (a bit posh) (3)

22. Helpful on ice or keeping a stone fixed
in a ring (8)

18. Abbreviated county (5)

24. This child is full of woe (10)

21. ___ off (golf) (3)

19. O.S. for example (4)
23. One in a pod (3)

Lancashire cryptic quiz
Devised by Rod Riesco
Find the names of 20 places in Lancashire from these cryptic clues.
(Example:

No lens ground down (6) = Nelson)

The place names are in alphabetical order and the number of letters is shown in brackets.
“Lancashire” is taken to mean the historic county.

1. Sable stream (9)

______________________________

2. Attach mechanically (6)

______________________________

3. Fire pasture (7)

______________________________

4. Red jewel rearranged (4)

______________________________

5. Horn craft product (9)

______________________________

6. Alpine country or meadow (7)

______________________________

7. Lithe core contorted (9)

______________________________

8. Wander around (6)

______________________________

9. Few looted, turned to port (9)

______________________________

10. Gnats’ rag in the mirror (8)

______________________________

11. English Dan translated (10)

______________________________

12. Clean rats otherwise (9)

______________________________

13. Sounds like tiny rabbit’s home (13) ______________________________
14. Ancient meat (6)

______________________________

15. Endless newspapers, a heavy weight (7)

________________________

16. Lamb’s dad’s at low point (10)

______________________________

17. The scriber recycled (10)

______________________________

18. Strikes a chord with the French? (8) ______________________________
19. Long John’s valley (10)

______________________________

20. I gnaw messily (5)

______________________________

Goatfell, Arran, March 2020.

-- Roger Finn

We were donning our gear in the car park at Cladach on the Isle of Arran when Jim Lawson casually remarked “size is
not everything you know”. “What the fucks he on about?” was Bernard Smith’s unusually eloquent response. Of
course, Jim was right. Barely 200 miles from the centre of Wigan (as the crow flies), the peaks of Arran are like no
others. Sweeping straight out of the sea, they form one of the finest small mountain ranges in Scotland. A spectacular
array of jagged granite peaks that make a mockery of many loftier Munros and offer proof that size is not everything,
We were lucky. It was one of those rare, calm, crystal-clear days when you could see for miles. An added bonus was
that winter had finally arrived and the upper slopes were plastered in snow. We were off to have some snowy fun or
so we thought. The idea was to ascend Goatfell and return down Coire Lan to our luxury base at Corrie on the Costa
del Clyde.
The party consisted of eight of the LMC’s finest, appropriately equipped to combat the worst the hill could throw at
us. The path from Cladach rises gently passing through delightful oak woods with occasional glimpses of Goatfell
emerging in the distance. Further on, the trees are left behind completely as the path climbs across heather moorland.
The view back is superb, with Holy Island prominent beyond Brodick.

Goatfell, the ridge leading to the summit
rocks
The path becomes rougher as it heads for
the eastern shoulder of Goatfell, above
Meall Breac. Here we met the snow. Not a
problem at first but, as we ascended, it
became the sort of snow that is a real pain
in the arse, literally for the vertically
challenged. No matter how carefully feet
were placed, suddenly sinking into deep
holes became a real problem as did the
laborious process of extracting oneself.
Not too much of an issue for the fit and
light but, to those carrying a few extra
pounds, it all became a bit of an ordeal.
On reaching the faint path coming in from Corrie, Cath, Ian and Grahame prudently decided that it would be better to
descend and they did. This was not without trial and tribulation. As the path disappeared, they spent a great deal of
time sliding down snow on their arses. Nonetheless, they made it back to Corrie.
The remnants of the party set off to begin the final ascent. This is the steepest part of the climb with the summit
looking deceptively close. The path becomes much rougher as it climbs up, between and over granite boulders.
Perseverance is needed but rewarded with spectacular views over the surrounding ridges and peaks.
With height the snow began to change to firm nevé; time to don crampons. Josie, Bernard and the two Jims forged
ahead disappearing behind the summit rocks. leaving the author trailing in their wake. “Was it a case of over
indulgence the night before?” I can hear you ask. The author was saved by the charity of two kindly Scots who patiently
helped him into his crampons and provided a reviving mug of hot coffee laced with whisky. I know what they say about
the mean-minded, penny pinching Scots (and we have a few in the LMC) but there are exceptions.

Jim L looking in control

Approaching the summit, the angle steepened as the way
turned some huge rocks. A surprise was in store. Jim L was
retreating down the slope. He explained that he had read
about the foolish disappearing into icy wastes and being
never seen again. He was having none of it and set off
down the hill.

Next came Josie and Bernard. Yes, they had been to
the top, had their lunch, were pissed-off waiting and
were going down. “Could we take your sack,
accompany you to the top and see you safely off the
hill?” was what I expected but got “Just in case you
don’t make it, where did you hide your red wine?”.
So much for the parable of the Good Samaritan.

Bernard & Josie on the summit

The summit was only 100 m or so further on where our leader, Jim C was found patiently waiting; a true Christian and
nothing to do with wanting to take advantage of the wonderful photo opportunities. The views were simply stunning,
with the granite ridges of the other Arran peaks looking dramatic in the snow. The vista extended across the Clyde
estuary and, to the south west, there was a glimpse of something that might have been Ireland. Returning down the
hill in the late afternoon was a delight.

Later, back at Corrie, we mulled over Jim L’s earlier comment and agreed that size was not a determinant of quality
although it was noticeable that the two ladies were less certain. Arran’s hills may be small but, as Billy Connelly said,
they are some of the best “wee jaggedy” hills in Scotland.

This was but Day One of an excellent meet. Thereafter the weather deteriorated but a lot was done. The whole thing
was made even more enjoyable by our fabulous accommodation at Smuggler’s Den near the coastal hamlet of Corrie.
It even excelled the best that Walker Tours can provide and that is saying something! Many thanks to the team for
their good company but, especially, Jim Cunningham who master minded the enterprise.
Cast: Cath, Josie, Andy, Bernard, Grahame, Jim L, Jim C (leader) and, bringing up the rear, Roger.

A Letter to Cae Ysgubor Hut Management Committee
Dear Sir,
I am writing to complain about a matter of some delicacy and trust you will treat it as such. Sadly, a late-night visit to
the ‘Temple of Convenience’ at Cae Ysgubor resulted in a near ruinous experience from which I may never recover. As
I sat down on the seat, there was a horrendous noise as the aforesaid plastic seat was split asunder. Initially I put this
down to too much curry but then the awful truth dawned. When I attempted to rise, the split plastic came together
trapping my delicate bits in a vice-like grip. My shrieks of pain brought no response from the ne’er do well Irish who
were sharing the accommodation. I was forced to spend the night trapped on the WC. My ‘Release the Beast’
underpants flapped redundantly round my ankles but, nonetheless, delivered a timely and poignant message. I was
only saved from the ultimate shame of wearing a toilet to attend A & E in Bangor, by the timely arrival of a true
gentlemen. Using a set of mole grips and the large rubber plunger intended for clearing blocked lavatories, he managed
to extract my parts from the seat’s evil fangs.
I trust you will agree with me that this is a dreadful saga and reveals an unsatisfactory gap in the club’s H&S regime.
Lavatory seats should be regularly checked for defects, splits and stability and, where necessary, prompt remedial
action taken. Surely, we have enough arses in the club to carry out this simple task?
Disgustedly yours,
Mangled of Horwich (Name & Address Supplied)

Ps: I have consulted my solicitor and a substantial claim for restitution is in the post.

Climbing under lockdown -- David Toon
When Kate and I moved to a new house one of the things that was in my requirements was the ability to have a
home wall. So, when we moved in we built a 38 degree symmetrical board in the garage. A symmetrical board
allows you to mirror problems on both sides. It is interesting how easy or hard some moves are on 1 direction
compared to the other. This was built 6 years ago on a chilly News Year Eve with Martin Jolly! Having kids and being
2 very keen climbers, it has been well used, usually twice or three times a week. Get the kids to bed and get in the
garage with the baby monitor!
We had always planned on adding an additional section, something less steep (30 degrees), a bit taller and a bit
wider in the entrance to the garage. We needed a new garage door first, because the traditional “up and over” took
up too much room. After a long garage door saga, I’d pencilled in building the wall come September 2020 for the
winter season, then Covid19 appeared and it hastened the decision to build the wall.

I ordered the wood to build it the day Boris locked down the country, fortunately it got
delivered the following day. Although, instead of 2x6 for the frame I had 2x8 delivered – I am
not sure returning it and getting the correct size would have worked out. Frantically I searched
for screws and joist hangars, Amazon came to the rescue. I also needed to order some holds –
which are extremely hard to come by in lock down. A lot of home walls have been built in the
last coming weeks. Fortunately, Pheasant Woodcraft, Hard Wood holds and Core still where
shipping. I also managed to source some holds from eBay.
The build took a week – following guidelines from Metolius on how to build a climbing wall –
which is an excellent pdf! This time I have gone for a “splatter board”, so holds randomly placed
on the board. I have also added some homemade triangle shaped volumes which allows for
undercut moves and changes the angle and size of some of the holds.
While the first board allows you to train power, this board allows you to do more endurance.
Both boards link, so you can climb from one to the other. It looks as though Covid19 will be around for quite a bit of
time, so we will get plenty of use out of it in the coming months!

==========================================================================

Jordan 2020
I have received three reports on the club trip to Jordan earlier this year. So as to disappoint
nobody I thought it best to include all three. They all make interesting reading.

Censored
Having been trumped by the President, threatened
with legal action by one of the combatants and
undermined by a mini conspiracy I feel it best to
withdraw all three articles in the interest of fair play. I will be considering my position as
editor. This may be my last offering. Enjoy!

WEDNESDAY WANDERERS IN LOCKDOWN -- MARY LEDWICK
Until 25th March 2020, the last time we missed a mid-week walk was the week between Christmas and New Year in
2015, but Covid-19 has put paid to our group activities for the time being. Many of our regular walkers are in what is
described as the “at risk” group, but, whilst taking care with social distancing, we are continuing to walk and/or cycle
either alone or with partners. Some of us are finding new walks close to home that will become Wednesday walks
once we are released from captivity.
In the spring and summer each year it has become a tradition to do a long distance
footpath, completing a section each week. This year’s project was to be A Dales High
Way, a 90 mile walk from Saltaire in West Yorkshire to Appleby-in-Westmorland,
Cumbria. The route is roughly parallel to the line of the Settle and Carlisle Railway. We
previously did this walk in 2015, but since then we have had many new members and
those who have previously done the walk felt it was worth repeating. Circumstances
have meant that we have had to cancel our long walk for this year and we now plan to
do A Dales High way in 2021. In the meantime we are doing the walk virtually with maps
and instructions going out each week so that those who have done the walk previously
can reminisce and others can look forward to what’s in store for next year.

We have also had to
cancel our annual Cartmel
Fell bluebell walk. For
those who don’t know the area, it’s well worth a visit and
there’s no better time than when the bluebells are out.
The Wednesday Wanderers have planted trees on our
usual walking route in memory of Derek Miller and Brian
Guilfoyle who together with Pete Melling started the
Wednesday walks. We usually visit the area at bluebell
time, but that isn’t possible this year. Instead we are
having a bluebell challenge with people sharing
photographs of bluebells that they come across during
their permitted exercise periods.
Wednesday Wandering has become an important part of the week for many of us and until Covid-19 necessitated
stopping the walks, we have averaged about 13 walkers each week so far this year. I am sure that like all LMC members
we are very much looking forward to being able to resume activities before too long.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++

A “Whats App Group”—LMC Mountain Days Out -- Roger Gott
We may not be able to go to the Alps for a while ...
But we have a “ WhatsApp group” of LMC members who can share
their intent or wish to go out on the mountains to walk or climb. This is
particularly
useful
for
short
notice
arrangements.
At the moment the group has about 40 members. It is obviously not
useful during this tIme when we are constrained to stay at home but if
you want to join the group, when after lockdown it might be really
useful, then let me know by email. Send me your mobile number which
must be a smart phone and I will add you to the group.
rogergott48@outlook.com

===================================================
Zoom Presentations on Tuesday Evenings
A program of online presentations has been arranged to relieve the monotony of the
lockdown. These are on “Zoom”. David Toon will send out a link to each meeting shortly
before and then control the microphones on the night.
5th May. Skiing by Boat (COOL) in the Lyngen Alps, Norway.-Bernard Smith
19th May. Tales from the Holy Mountain.-Dave MacGregor.
2nd June. Hold your Breath! Scuba Dives Galore. – Tony Griffin
16th June. A trek in Rolwaling, Nepal – Jim Cunningham.
30th June. A Journey across the Roof of the World. – Chris Walker
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Dinner 2020
LMC Annual Dinner 21st November 2020 at Shap Wells Hotel.
This is an early reminder for you to enjoy another memorable evening, Covid 19 permitting,
at the above venue with prices similar to last year. Put the date in your diary.
Take Care, Janette and Josie.

