
 

Welcome to the first Newsletter of the New Year. Thanks to all those who have made the 
effort to contribute. Remember, the word NEWS is made up of the initial letters of the words 
North, East, West and South so I would welcome material from all quarters. As most of our 
social interaction is online at the moment this is one way to stay in touch. 

I am sure the majority of us are venturing into the great outdoors, socially distanced of 
course, with only one other person, so let us know what you are doing. After all, a post on 
facebook is surely the lazy way out. 

Also we are always looking for volunteers to share their memories with us on Zoom. If you 
have a few images of interest please contact Dave Toon chairman@lancsmc.org. 

Lucy has recently circulated a members contact list. Unfortunately this contained less than 
half the membership. Apparently it is now a legal requirement to actively opt in if you don’t 
mind other members knowing where you live. Surely there is no point in being a member if 
nobody else knows who or where you are. Please contact Lucy Weston to be included. 
mailto:membership@lancsmc.org. 

 

 

A Date for your diary 

 

2021 Dinner 

As the 2020 dinner had to be cancelled it has been rearranged for this year. The Shap 
Wells Hotel moved it to the same date in 2021 which of course is a Sunday. They 
have another booking on the Saturday so our dinner is now on 4th December 2021. 
This, of course, is covid dependent. By moving the date we will be able to indulge in 
some festive cheer and mince pies are booked for midnight. More details will follow 
nearer the time. 

 

 



 

The Last and the First  ----   Steve Smith (Ces) 

Well 2020 really has been good one to leave behind. So it was a delight to do Great 
Hill in such great conditions, as my last walk. This walk usually led by Steve during 
the week between Christmas and New Year has become a bit of tradition with 
Wednesday Wanderers and probably to most LMC members does not need any 
introduction. 

The walk was cold but 
calm day, Winter Hill 
being reflected in 
Wayoh Reservoir. 

  

The hills at this time 
can look chilly and 
barren but the cold 
was freezing the mud 
and made the going 
good. 

 

 

  Darwen Tower in the distance. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We had a bit of snow around lunch time but Steve 
being the experienced mountaineer that he is, 
brought along a bottle of whisky to warm our inner 
souls. 

 



 

 

After the snow had cleared we had 
some interesting cloud formations.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                         

 

Finally walking back towards Anglezarke. Good bye 2020! 

 

Lets hope the COVID is 
forgotten 

And never brought to mind. 



So much for 2020. Lets look forward to 2021 with renewed optimism. 

To burn off the socially distanced excesses of the festive season I took myself off for 
a walk around the Silverdale Arnside area. For those who have not been the area has 
a lot of natural beauty but most walks are ok for an afternoon stroll, so I have been 
trying stitch a few together to make interesting days out. This one was about 10 miles 
covering nature reserves at Warton Crag, Hawes Water (not the one in the Lakes), 
Trowbarrow Quarry & Leighton Moss,  

 

 

Entering Crinckle Barrow Woods,      Looking across Hawes Water towards Challon 
Hall 

 

Walking through Trowbarrow Quarry 
thinking adventures past. Most 
rockclimbers will recognise Main Wall 
probably some of the best routes in 
Lancashire for their grade Jean Genie, 
Major Tom, Touch of Class, all 
classics.  

 



Crossing the Causeway at Leighton Moss; sadly the hides are closed due to COVID 
but I saw these Coots and Swans.(above) 

Looking at Leighton Hall and across Morecambe Bay from the ridge above the Hall. 
Sadly I had to put a detour in here as I was informed politely by an estate worker that 
the woods shown behind the Hall are 
not for public access. I continued the 
walk humming the Internationale to 
myself. 

 

 

Arriving back in Warton I got this view 
of a snow covered Ingleborough.  

Hope the 2021 continues in a similar vein.  Happy New Year to you all.—Ces 

()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()())())()()())()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()()(()()()()() 

A Time to be Slow 
 
Mike Hargaden found this little gem which seems very appropriate for the current situation 
 
 
“This is the time to be slow, 
Lie low to the wall 
Until the bitter weather passes. 
Try, as best you can, not to let 
The wire brush of doubt 
Scrape from your heart 
All sense of yourself 
And your hesitant light. 
If you remain generous, 
Time will come good; 
And you will find your feet 
Again on fresh pastures of promise, 
Where the air will be kind 
And blushed with beginning.” 
 
John O'Donohue 



 

President’s Ramblings – Spring 2021 
 

I hope you are all as well as can be expected under lockdown 3. I shall refrain from “is that a light at 
the end of the tunnel” but the most exciting trip so far this year was to the vaccination centre in late 
January. 

With plenty of time to spare, I began to muse over 65 years of “hill time” which have ranged from 
the West Pennine Moors to Nepalese Adventures. 

The changes in those 65 years have been astounding. (a bit like the cars I have owned!) Like many 
“baby boomers” in the mid-fifties I joined one of the youth organisations. For me it was the Boy 
Scouts. Annual static camps led to the first of many “carry and camp” trips. My first wild camping 
was close to home and one that Wednesday Wanderers over Great Hill go past – the ruins of 
Drinkwater Farm! 

Rock climbing and The Lake District came courtesy of Senior Scouts but what stands out is the 
equipment we had (or didn’t have). None of it would have been out of place with the 1920’s Everest 
expeditions!  My first rucsac was definitely ex W.D. style. Watch the Heroes of Telemark and you’ll 
know what I mean. My first climbing breeches were also from the Army Surplus shop – army riding 
breeches with leather knee ties! 

For knee length breeches appropriate knit wear was needed. Home knitted stockings were “de 
rigeur”. People who have never suffered hand knitted socks don’t know the meaning of pain. Fleece 
jackets? Come on! -  thick woollen jumpers and string vests were all the rage. 

My first “modern” purchase was a Blacks Ventile anorak. I can even remember the colour – Royal 
Blue. 

By the early 60’s rock climbing was playing a significant role. Cadshaw Outcrop was my first 
experience of natural rock. I even met Allan Allsop there. He had done a lot of the early climbs and 
had published the first guide in 1937. Footwear was still split between nails and vibrams with 
discussion on the merits of tricounis or clinkers.  For delicate climbs it was  plimsolls with a pair of 
old socks to put over them if the rock was wet or greasy. I only became the proud owner of a pair of 
P.A.’s about 1967 at about the same time that I bought my first and only duvet – a real Lionel Terray 
from Snells of Chamonix. (both are still around!)  Ice axes had hickory shafts. 

The first rope I climbed on was hemp. How old it was nobody knew. Fortunately nobody fell on it but 
I do remember how heavy it became when wet. 

It was in the mid 60’s that nylon ropes became affordable and safer. This was also when better 
protection started to appear.  Nuts were just that – large diameter ones that had their centre threads 
drilled out in the Engineering shop on a Saturday morning. They were certainly a step up from a 
pocketful of pebbles and a few wooden wedges. 

When you look a t the plethora of modern protection aids I suspect that a rock jock these days must 
go out with £1k+ of equipment. A far cry from my Blacks Ventile which cost £4.10s and 6 pence! 

Chris Walker 

 
  



 

Cae Ysgubor Management Committee: 

Gas lights to car charging points! 
When the L(T)MC first installed gas lighting in the Solitary everyone thought wow!  Certainly, it was a step 
up from candles and hurricane lamps! 

Eventually gas light mantles and spare parts became rarer than hen’s teeth (though I discovered a collection 
of gas bits and pieces in an old tin in my garage a few months ago (no – I didn’t throw them out!!) 

12volt lighting was next – eventually superseded by LED fixtures. 

The building of Cae Ysgubor some 10 years ago meant that for the first time we had mains electric available 
to install whatever we wished – Air Sourced Heat Pump – in fact an all electric hut. Mind you it does mean 
that when the electric fails everything fails!! 

Once Cae Ysgubor was completed and open for business responsibility passed to the Cae Ysgubor 
Management Committee (CYMC) 

Mindful of the future CYMC are now actively costing up three electric charging points at Cae Ysgubor plus 
one or more hook up points for those visitors who bring an R.V./Mobile Home/Campa Van. 

Some other points from the recent CYMC meeting that might be of interest – 

 Suggestions to replace the Lincat water boiler with kettle(s) was looked at and rejected. Kettles are 
a major source of kitchen accidents especially if children are around and the water boiler is ideal 
when multi users are in.  

 A proposal to remove the chimney was discussed but an alternative to cap it with a purpose made 
stainless steel cap was accepted. Removing the chimney would involve employing a roofer to re-slate, 
etc. It also allows any future committee to re-visit (should they wish) the thorny problem of stove/no 
stove! 

 A stocktake of all our safety issues shows we are compliant with our H&S obligations. As well as our 
normal annual safety inspection of alarms, emergency lighting and fire extinguishers 2021 will see an 
external contractor doing a 10 year inspection of all of the electric installations and providing us with 
the required certification. 2021 will also see us having our internal water tested for Legionnaire 
danger. 

 Investigations on being wi-fi connected seem (at the moment) to be too expensive for the 
convenience it would bring. (Some members prefer it to be a wi-fi free zone.) 

 As is happening elsewhere we are looking at installing a defibrillator. (Perhaps other aids for the more 
elderly members could follow?) 
 
Should you have any comments/suggestions for Cae Ysgubor please let Richard Toon - the Chairman 
of the CYMC –know. 

Chris Walker February 2021 

 

 



25 years ago: 

Ski mountaineering in the Ortler Alps 1996  -- Bernard Smith    

All Photos by Dave Buchanan 

 

Whilst wondering where 
to plan this year’s ski 
mountaineering trip I 
called on Jeremy 
Whitehead, a legend in 
the skiing world, who 
suggested that we try the 
Ortler Alps, and provided 
a facsimile of a 
handwritten guidebook 
which I still treasure. 

As was traditional, we left 
Garstang three hours late 
and drove for twenty hours or so to the Martello Valley in Italy where we collapsed into the 
Schonblick Hotel. A very helpful waitress telephoned the first hut that I had planned to use; 
and established that it was full. At high noon the following day we set off for a 6 hour skin to 
the Rifugio Casati, where we arrived, sunburned and exhausted in time for a very jovial 
dinner. A gentler day was agreed for the morrow.   

It was a blue sky day and 
a short skin behind the 
hut got us onto the 
Suldenspitze which at 
3376m afforded a 
panoramic view of all the 
surrounding peaks which 
we hoped to climb. We 
then skied across to the 
Eiseespitze. At 3147m 
this had the unusual 
distinction of being lower 
than the hut itself, much 
to Richard’s disgust. We 
were soon back at the hut, through the very sticky snow, for lunch and a lazy afternoon.   



Easter Sunday saw the seven of us skinning up 
Monte Cevedale (3769m). It was fairly 
straightforward until the final steep section up to 
the summit. This tested some, especially Ian on 
his first trip, who booted the last few meters. We 
lunched on top before the exciting run, on good 
snow, back to the hut to “plan” the rest of the 
week. How many effs in “plan”? 

Horrible weather the following morning saw us hut bound, with the clag right 
down and heavy snow falling. As boredom set in, Nigel, who had spotted “Tre 
Cannoni” on the map, suggested we tried to find them; purely as a 
navigational exercise of course. These are three cannons abandoned after 
WW1 when this was a disputed area. By some miracle we managed to locate 
them, half hidden in the snow. Dinner that night, became raucous and went 
on till midnight, which didn’t augur well for tomorrow.   

Predictably it was a late start and there seemed some confusion as to our objective. Some 
wanted to continue the tour, some 
to climb the Konigspitze and some 
to climb a nearby gully. We 
followed what had become a 
tradition, and went our separate 
ways, intending to meet up later.   

The two Daves and myself set off 
for the Branca hut. The skiing was 
superb at first but then 
deteriorated into the infamous 
“hollow snow” dreaded by ski 
mountaineers. The underlying snow melts to a slop and the surface layer collapses at the first 
touch, a nightmare. We eventually floundered our way to the Branca hut and booked in for 
seven people, expecting the others to arrive later. At dinner, our cheerful waitress was 
concerned for our “4 missing friends” so rang the Pizzini hut, which we had passed on the 
way, where they were in residence, having climbed the Konigspitze; relief all round. 

The ascent of Palon de la Mare (3710m) was the objective for the next day, which we thought 
would allow the others to catch up. An early start was essential to avoid the “sun & sog” and 
we were on top in about 5 hours. The descent to the Larcher Hut was in great powder, then 
crud and eventually porridge reminiscent of a bad day on Cross Fell. However we enjoyed 
fresh salad and homemade bread with dinner that evening with fresh lemon for our tea. Sadly 
there was no sign of our friends. 



We crossed the Passo Forcola 
the following day, cramponing 
the final ridge before swishing 
down to the Martello Hut; a 
remarkable place, more like a 
private home. We were even 
required to purchase sheet 
sleeping bags and were 
entertained interminably by a 
Tyrolean miner bird.   

 While skiing down from the 
Cima Marmotta (3345) on our 

final day we spotted 4 skiers heading down from the Casati Hut. We all enjoyed a beer at the 
Zufall Hut; together at last! The long drive got us home just in time to attend Chris & Norma 
Walker’s Silver Wedding celebrations.  

Which, of course means that this year must be their Golden Wedding. 
Congratulations! 

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

 

 

Forthcoming Meets:   ---   R. Toon. 

FRANCE 20-30 March 2021  

We will be staying in a village south of Briancon, which claims to have over 300 sunny days 
per year. The plan is to have day ski-tours in the morning, with the possibility of sports rock 
climbing in the afternoons!  There are many small resorts for piste skiing nearby - all are 
excellent! Travel is to be arranged - shared cars or flying. We will be staying with an LC&CC 
member. The cost is £15 per person per night. There are lots of other activities in the area - 
via ferrata and open-water swimming, for example. 
 
 Covid is the determinant and I’m afraid insurance is a big unknown at the moment. You’ll 
have to check it out extremely carefully.  
 
Please let me know in the next couple of weeks if this has whetted your appetite.  It could 
be that we would have to make a very last-minute decision to go. In the meantime, why not 
trawl the net for more info about these areas?   r.toon.t21@btinternet.com 

 



Ageing and Outdoor Enthusiasts 
Survey.  --  Geoff Cooper 

Most of my work has been in outdoor education 
teaching and managing two residential outdoor 
centres for Wigan Council in the Lake District. At the 
centres we introduced young people to the outdoors 
through a range of adventurous and environmental 
activities. It was great to see how these outdoor 
experiences encouraged confidence, self esteem and 
enthusiasm and teachers who accompanied groups 
often talked about the social, educational and health 
benefits gained by children many of whom 
underachieve in the classroom. Over the years I’ve 
been keen to promote the value of outdoor learning 
through articles, workshops for leaders and talks at 
conferences. 

Since retirement I’ve increasingly become aware of the 
value of outdoor experiences for older people. This has 
become a common topic for discussion during the 
Covid pandemic. There is now a great deal of evidence 
to support the many physical and mental health 
benefits of spending time outdoors taking part in a 
variety of activities from gentle, nature-based walks to 
adventurous pursuits. There is, however, an absence of 
research on how this can be encouraged as a 
continuous process throughout a person’s life. I 
discussed this fact with two friends who have been 
involved in outdoor education, one through social work 
with young women and the other as a researcher in 
leisure and social science. We decided that some 
worthwhile pointers to a healthy lifestyle might be 
found by considering the stories of older outdoor 
enthusiasts. 

Last year we collected narratives and interviews from 
14 older people who have been engaged in a variety of 
outdoor activities throughout their lives. We are keen 
to extend the survey to a wider group of outdoor 
enthusiasts over the age of 65. We are particularly 
interested in how people become involved in the 
outdoors and how they adjust their interests and 
activities during their lifespan. Some of the questions 
we’d like to consider are: 

 

What were your early childhood experiences that 
inspired an interest in the outdoors? 

Can you identify any key events, people or 
organisations that have influenced your interests in 
the outdoors? 

What outdoor activities have you been involved in 
over the years? 

How do you as an outdoor enthusiast cope with the 
ageing process?   

What changes have you made to adapt to physical and 
mental capabilities?  

How do you make decisions about taking up new 
outdoor activities and interests?  

Do these changes relate to wealth, education, family 
and community ties? 

What do you gain from and like about being in the 
outdoors? 

How has the Covid19 pandemic affected your outdoor 
activities and interests? 

We would like to use the information from this survey 
to write an article for an outdoor journal and may 
present the findings at a workshop or conference. I 
write a regular feature, on a voluntary basis, for 
“Horizons”, a quarterly magazine for outdoor leaders. 

If you are happy to take part in this research, there is a 
choice of two methods to record your stories and 
reflections: 

 

1. You could write a biographical piece that 
answers the questions above and email it to 
me. 

 

2. If you prefer to talk directly about your 
experiences, I’d be happy to discuss your 
outdoor experiences and views on Zoom or 
Face time. If it helps you could choose 3 photos 
from your early, middle and current lifestyle to 
support the discussion but this is not essential. 

 

All responses will remain anonymous and 
confidentiality will be maintained in any follow–up to 
the survey.  If any quotes are used then names will be 
changed. 

 

I will also be pleased to present the findings to all those 
who take part and any others from the LMC who may 
be interested. 

Please contact me by email if you wish to take part: 
geoffcooper548@btinternet.com



AVALANCHE !     A cautionary tale from our own mountain rescuer, Mark Braithwaite 

The winter of 77/78 was one of those particularly harsh winters of the 
1970’s with prolonged low temperatures and huge snow falls. A 
nightmare for travellers and workers alike but an absolutely fantastic 
time for mountaineers and winter sports enthusiasts. 

 I was just 24 years old at the time and working as a teacher in 
Bellingham, Northumberland. In the February of 1978 when I had a 
free weekend and we were in the full grip of winter I was keen to get 
out on to the hills. Fairly local to me were the Cheviots. I had read that 
the Bizzle Burn on the North flank of Cheviot could contain some 
decent ice in the waterfall running down on the right hand side so that 
was the plan I hatched. The Bizzle Burn is a steep sided feature which cuts deeply into the north side of The Cheviot 
but is mainly grass and heather with a few waterfalls and rocky outcrops; not much use for summer rock climbing but 
potentially a decent playground in the winter given the right conditions.  My own winter climbing experience was not 
great but I had at least been on a winter mountaineering course at Glenmore Lodge in the Cairngorms 4 years earlier 
so I had a good idea about what I should be doing. The only problem I had, was who to climb with. With the absence 
of a climbing partner I persuaded one of my fellow teachers to tag along with me. Alan was a PE teacher with a 
permanently happy disposition who would laugh at anything and was always up for a new challenge. 

 So after getting him set up with an ice axe and warm clothing we set off to Wooler in my MK1 Ford Escort.We took 
the track to the left to head up to the farm at the bottom of the Bizzle Burn, parked the car and set off in very snowy, 
very cold and murky weather. I had recently bought a new MSR ice axe and I also had an awful Salewa ice hammer 
which most people seemed to use in those days and was hoping to put them to good use. However, when we got to 
the site of the waterfall which comes down on the right side of the Bizzle it was banked up with snow with just little 
steps of ice. The conditions were not great so we agreed we would solo up the easy snowy watercourse and then 
traverse around the rim of the steep sided Bizzle Burn itself as far as the dilapidated shelter at the top of the burn. 
From there we would take a leisurely stroll down the steep line of the Bizzle Burn itself all the way back to the car.  

However, things were about to go badly wrong.  Being young and not very experienced and of course invincible at that 
age, I had not given avalanche risk a second thought. After all this was just the Cheviot in Northumberland. On the 
western flank of the Bizzle is a huge convex slope and there was a massive amount of snow on the hill that weekend. 
After we reached the top of the ice gully and started to traverse across the top of the slope, one behind the other, our 
knee deep footsteps in the snow were creating an enormous perforation all along the top edge causing a long and 
complete line of weakness in the snow field. We reached the shelter in pretty horrible conditions with thick mist and 
extreme cold. We had a quick drink and then set off down the line of the Burn in a near white out with Alan following 
a good 10 meters or so behind me.  

The huge convex hillside was behind me as I walked down the hill following the line of the Burn when suddenly I just 
heard a single scream of “Rod look out!” And then all hell broke loose. I swivelled quickly to see what appeared to be 
the whole side of the mountain hurtling towards me. I barely had time to register what was happening when a wall of 
snow hit me like a train and sent me flying backwards. How long it took before I stopped moving I have no idea but it 
felt like an eternity. My first instinctive reaction was to swing my ice axe to get a placement into something solid but 
it was instantly ripped out of my hand. It then felt like I was in a giant, white tumble drier being tossed and turned and 
thrown around like a rag doll whilst all the time being aware of myself and everything around me hurtling down hill. 
There was also a great roaring sound like a never ending giant wave crashing on a beach. I remember I opened my 
mouth to scream and it was immediately filled with snow so I instinctively closed it but also instinctively, my brain was 
saying scream as loud as you can! The rest of the fall was therefore completed with me emitting a wailing grunting 
excuse for a scream. 

 I had read in Alan Blackshaw’s classic book “Mountaineering” what to do if you get caught in an avalanche! The final 
bit of advice was to save your energy until you feel the avalanche slowing and then make a super human effort to flail 
your arms around above your head to try and get your head up and keep it near the surface. Fortunately this registered 



in my brain despite the mayhem around me. The tumbling and falling continued until suddenly it became less violent 
for a split second and I had feeling of weightlessness briefly until WHACK! I landed on my back at the bottom of a small 
cliff. The pain was horrendous and I knew something bad had happened but still I was moving downhill doing cart 
wheels, back flips, rolls and somersaults in a completely insane uncontrollable descent and I actually remember 
thinking to myself , when is it going to stop? But then, almost as quickly as it started, it slowed and stopped dead. The 
speed of going from the maelstrom of noise and movement to utter stillness and complete silence was almost instant 
and just as instant was the horrible realisation in my mind of my predicament.  

A peculiar quality of snow in avalanches which many people do not appreciate is that when it is moving it looks almost 
liquid but when it stops it stops at the leading edge first and then thousands of tons of snow comes hurtling into it 
from behind compressing it into rock hard compact solid , more like ice than snow. And so I found myself, encased 
completely in solid snow. I tried to move my legs; nothing, not even a millimetre. It was as if they were set in concrete. 
I tried my head, my arms but nothing would move a fraction. Worst of all though was the snow which was pressed 
hard against my face. I was overwhelmed by panic and struggled violently flexing every muscle to try and get something 
to move to free myself from the cold icy grip. It was still to no avail and I was now panting heavily through the snow 
against my mouth using up valuable oxygen. However, my reading of Blackshaw’s advice on avalanches had paid off 
and I had remembered to do the wild flailing of my arms like a man possessed and it had done the trick as my head 
was up and my feet were down. My right arm was pointing vertically upwards and my gloveless hand was sticking out 
at the surface. I could feel the cold air on it and it was the only part of my body I could move. There was no doubt that 
this position, with my head up and my feet down ultimately saved my life.  

The next half hour or so was the stuff of nightmares as I lay buried alive, slowly sucking oxygen through the snow 
knowing that it was only a matter of time before the oxygen would be replaced by my own carbon dioxide and I would 
die of suffocation. There were no other climbers in the vicinity that day and I lay there thinking, if Alan was like me 
then we were both dead. No help was coming. My warm breath had melted a small hollow in the snow in front of my 
mouth and into this space I just sobbed miserably and uncontrollably. How could I have been so stupid? I had messed 
up so badly and the thought of the pain and anguish this was going to cause my parents and loved ones when they 
found out I was dead just made the overwhelming feeling of devastation even worse. After a short while I stopped 
sobbing and I just descended into an absolute pit of blackness and despair. I couldn’t believe it. My life was over. This 
was it, age 24 and I was going to die alone, a miserable slow death. It was just a matter of time. As that time passed I 
relaxed and accepted my fate. Even so I didn’t want to die any sooner than I had to and I knew that slow gentle 
breathing was going to keep me alive longer even if was just for 5 minutes. I closed my eyes and was breathing as 
lightly as possible waiting to fall asleep and never wake up.  

It was just about then that something extraordinary happened and a moment which is forever etched into my memory, 
I heard the sound of footsteps coming from above. It must be Alan! I was instantly elated and then instantly terrified 
as the thought immediately entered my head that he didn’t know I was there and would walk straight past me. The 
footsteps stopped right above me! I then heard the most incredible and memorable four words “Rod, is that you?” I 
wasn’t going to die! I was going to live!  I should have replied “Yes, it’s me. Who the fuck do you think it is?’ But instead 
I was able to mumble through the snow “Dig to my face. I can’t breathe!” Alan’s response was the classic, “Where’s 
your face?  I can only see your hand” I then bent my wrist right over to point in the general direction of my head saying 
“Dig here! Dig here!” Alan made enormous efforts to dig with the only tool he had, a deadman. A cubic meter of snow 
weighs over a ton and I could hear him panting and struggling as he dug a tunnel downward about a metre to where 
my face hopefully was. Then suddenly I felt the deadman touch my head and shouted “That’s me!” Alan cleared the 
rest of the snow from my head and face with his fingers. 

I will never forget that moment as I stared upwards through the tunnel he had dug at his beaming face and thought 
to myself, “That is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen!!” “Are you OK?” he asked with some trepidation. “I’m OK 
but I think I’ve broken some bones”. “OK don’t worry I’m going to dig you out now’.  He set about the monumental 
task of digging me out. He was totally exhausted about half an hour later by which time he had cleared the snow all 
the way down to my feet exposing the whole of the right side of my body as I lay at an angle of about 45 degrees. At 
this point, thinking he could speed things up, he stood astride the excavated hole and grabbed my right wrist firmly 
with both hands. “Right’ he said ‘I’m going to try and pull the rest of you out now” at which point he heaved on my 
arm as hard as he could. Immediately the pain on my left side was excruciating and I screamed “Stop! Stop! I think I’ve 



got broken ribs”. So Alan kept on digging until I was finally able to move every limb and with his help was able to 
shuffle out of the hole where I sat on the snow in a state of shock. 

 “Do you think you can walk” he said. “No, I think I’ve broken both my legs” I said as I felt the tops of my thighs assuming 
that the hard lumps I was feeling were my broken femurs. I was in such a state of shock I hadn’t realised that my thigh 
muscles had cramped up into hard bumpy lumps. As I sat there rubbing them the cramp subsided and I was able to 
gingerly get to my feet. I could just walk very slowly, as the slightest movement of my torso was sending waves of pain 
down my left side. Alan hoisted up both rucksacks, took my arm, and we began the long slow stumble back to the car. 
I was oblivious to everything apart from the pain and the trauma. 

 We finally made it to the car. I slid into the passenger seat completed shattered. Alan, started the engine and set off 
down the track. In the car he explained how the main body of the avalanche had just missed him. He was also buried 
but just by a few inches of snow and he was able to kick himself free. His search for me got more and more desperate 
as each minute went by. He had been searching much higher up than where I was.  

Eventually, he reluctantly had decided he was not going to find me and so he had set off down to the farm to get help 
and call the police, knowing full well they would be going back to recover a body. He recalled how, about 1000 ft lower 
than where he had been looking for me, as he walked down the snowy avalanche debris he just caught sight of a small 
flash of orange from the corner of his vision. I was wearing an orange waterproof jacket that day and what he saw was 
the cuff of my right sleeve poking out of the snow. He stopped and went to investigate and then saw my hand inside 
the orange cuff which led to his immortal classic line. “Rod is that you?” 

There is no hospital in Wooler or anywhere near it for that matter so he found a local doctors surgery. It must have 
been some sight for the patients sitting in the waiting room as we stumbled through the door still in our full winter 
gear, climbing harness and boots. I’m relieved to say they did not make us wait in the queue and I was ushered in 
immediately to see a doctor. I told him about the pain on my left side and he said to pull up my jumper so he could 
have a look. His facial expression changed subtly as I slid the jumpier up to reveal a massive haematoma on the side 
of my lower left rib cage about the size of a small football. ‘Right’ he said “you’ve 
got pretty bad internal bleeding and probably broken ribs and we need to get 
you to hospital to get you checked out”.  It was arranged for me to be admitted 
to Hexham Hospital. We drove to the hospital where I was diagnosed with 5 
broken ribs, severe internal bleeding and a suspected ruptured spleen. They 
kept me in for a week under observation due the concern about my spleen but 
eventually the consultant said I looked too healthy with red rosy cheeks to have 
a ruptured spleen. 

 I was off work for a good 5 months as the ribs took ages to heal. I continued to 
have nightmares for a long time, waking up in a cold sweat convinced I was 
trapped and being suffocated. A few months later in May when I had recovered 
sufficiently we went back to have a proper look at the scene and also for me to 
try and find my lost ice axe! There was still late spring snow but it was 
completely stable. I had no joy looking for my lost ice axe with my home made 
metal detector, much to Alan’s amusement. However, we were both quite 
amazed at the distance I had travelled in the avalanche. All the way down the 
Burn, round the corner and over several waterfalls and cliffs in the process. I 
count myself as being incredibly lucky to be here to write this tale. A remarkable 
sequence of good fortune kept me alive that day and if I was cat I would have 
used up all my nine lives in one go! Thereafter, I became completely paranoid 
about avalanche risk as my climbing friends will confirm. It was the sort of lesson 
you only need to learn once! 10 years later almost to the day in Feb 1988 I was 
sitting at home as I opened my copy of the Evening Chronicle. My heart almost 
stopped and my blood ran cold. The headline appeared to jump off the page at 
me “TWO DIE IN CHEVIOT AVALANCHE” Sadly, it was true two people had died 
in an avalanche in the Bizzle Burn. The poor souls had made exactly the same mistake as us but they had not had our 
remarkable good luck. The thought of how close we were to that headline being about us haunts me to this day. 



Three First Ascents in Greenland      April-May 2015 
 
Based on Roger Gott’s diary, with a little help from Richard Toon 
  
 
Lewty Peak 855m  - First Ascent  (Memorial 
ridge) PD+ 
North Neild Bugt glacier – North Side 
 
From the camp, we proceeded on skis along 
the North Neild Bugt glacier. We turned left 
up the approach slope to the mountain. Wet 
snow was causing my crampons to ball up! 
We progressed up the steepening ridge to a 
very pleasant summit. There are great views 
across hundreds of summits and towards 
Iceland, 200 miles away. We decided to name 
this mountain ‘Lewty Peak’ after my cousin, 
Dave Lewty, who died from bowel cancer just 
five days ago. Sombre thoughts. It was easy 
going down but I collected huge slabs of snow 
on my boots en route, reminiscent of 1970’s 
4-inch platform soles!   
 
Dwarf 2 Sneezy - First Ascent   (Atishoo, atishoo, all fall down) D+                                  ^ Lancstuk from Lewty ^ 
 

After a two-and-a-half hours of ski trudging, we donned 
crampons and started up a broad gully. Further up it 
narrowed and we could have taken the left gully for 
Dwarf One, or right for Dwarf Two. The latter looked 
more feasible. We continued up for about 200m as it 
steepened to about 60 degrees. The route then went 
through some narrows and over steep, tricky rocks. We 
had been soloing and decided to rope up. Further up we 
met snow-covered rocks, followed by soft snow. It was 
very cold, maybe -10C, with a fresh wind. Richard led up 
over crumbling rocks, far worse than the worst that you 
would meet in the Alps! The climbing now was mostly 
rock, with loose fragments and blocks, so we took off 
crampons and 

axes and left 
them. Another 

55m. to the top, which was quite nice and in the sun. There were small animal 
bones, stools and pellets left by predatory birds. The trick now was to get 
down without bringing loose towers of rock crashing on us. We decided to 
abseil down an adjacent gully which was steeper but without as many 
tottering piles. This worked OK although the traverse back around to our 
crampons was awkward. Richard was now very cold and we both had trouble 
putting our crampons back on. We reversed down the route with a couple of 
runners, and another abseil, although the rope got snarled up. Finally, a 
careful solo descent for another two hundred metres saw us back to the pulk. 
A pleasant one-and-a-half hours across the glacier, returning to the tent for a 
welcome cup of tea.  A short 10-hour day. The most notable characteristic of 
the climb is in the name! It should leave little to the imagination!   
 

From the Summit of Sneezy 

1Richard Toon 



Lancstuk. 1070m. First ascent. South Neild Bugt glacier. NW face and W ridge (PD+/AD-) 
 
It was a cold morning again, but sunny. We left 
the tent pulling the pulk containing our climbing 
gear, boots and crampons. We were wearing our 
ski-touring boots so strapped on our skis. It is a 
long way and quite a continuous descent. We had 
learnt how to ski with a heavy pulk pushing you 
downhill.  You must keep in a straight line and 
don’t go too fast! Now you know why you learnt 
how to snow plough! We ended up close to the 
sea ice. I was being very vigilant for polar bears, 
but was not sure what I could have done if there 
had been one. We were carrying flares as 
deterrents, but no rifle.   
 
We changed to mountain boots and crampons at the foot of the mountain. This is the biggest mountain in the area 
and we had about 1000m of ascent. The North West face started as a broad shoulder which then steepened and 

narrowed, with front-pointing for about 400m, before we 
gained the W ridge. A rocky section and an interesting 
narrow snow crest followed, with several false summits, 
leading upwards for another 400m. Richard stashed all the 
unnecessary heavy climbing gear, once we saw that there 
would be no significant technical climbing. Towards the 
crest, we turned northwards, and then up to the real 
summit. This had taken about 6 hours from the base of the 
ridge.  
 
 There were fantastic views from the top, around 360 
degrees, including Stensund and Campbell Sund. What an 
excellent mountain day! 
 
On the descent, we missed out the bottom 400m of front-

pointing by going off to the right by an easier-angled slope. But lots of stones had fallen and had slid downwards, 
causing holes in the snow. It was easy to trip up! Richard took a 20m slide. 
 
We arrived back at the pulk, sweating, but then we quickly froze as we exchanged footwear once again. It was probably 
minus 10C, or colder. Frozen double-boot laces are difficult to get off, followed by frozen ski boots to put back on, 
along with skins and skis. 
It was a long pull back from close to sea level up to the camp which was at 525m, about a 7km glacier trudge. On the 
way back I was falling asleep in the ‘saddle’ i.e. the 
pulk harness. We saw the sun set and rise almost 
immediately. Night-time was just 9 minutes of 
darkness!   
 
It steepened up sharply for the last kilometre or so, 
and we finally arrived back into our frozen home, 
elated but tired after 25 hours non-stop. A first 
ascent for us, so we could “name” our peak. We 
wanted to call it after our club, Lancashire 
Mountaineering Club (LMC). But we were mindful of 
the sensitivities of imposing our Englishness, so 
attempt to adopt a cross-culture name, Lancstuk. 
There is no-one local for many tens of kilometres to 
consult. We hope it works. 
 
And then hot tea. Lots of it! 

Roger Gott on the summit 



Rhubarb on Rannoch –  Dave MacGregor  ( Will o’ the Glen ) 

(loons on the loose) 

Exhorted not to use the car, to go by rail, I tried, ringing Virgin Rail no fewer than five times; being put on hold by a 
call centre somewhere east of Istanbul to eventually be told there was room for the bike on the Glasgow train. But at 
the local station I got a different tale, which is how I found myself perched atop a far too small ladies bike with no 
gears, no mudguards, no panniers and ineffective brakes, hurtling down a remote Lochaber gleann. 

Foiled by August’s monsoon weather, the kayaking 
abandoned, here we were in September heading 
for the hills in very similar weather. This time, 
however, there was a plan! Tigh Seumas a‘ Ghlinne 
Bothy had a stove, a big solid steel Dowling beastie 
and plenty of fuel about. It was only a few steep 
miles up the gleann at the edge of the forest. With 
a bag of coal, fire lighters, live food and the 
colostomy bag of Malt we were well prepared.  

 

Day dawns slowly at higher latitudes, especially when the cloud is not only above, but below knee level. It takes a pot 
of warming tea and a dash of something in the porridge to get the adrenaline warmed up and bodies out of snug down 
bags. After much shuffling and footling about on the bare boards and tracking down bits of gear in the grey glimmer, 
the bikes were wheeled out into the mirk. 

Cocooned in waterproofs, we mounted up, slithered and slid down and along the track, pointing east up the gleann - 
this way to Balachullish?  A hint of a trail began where the forestry track ended, disappearing into the dense pine 
forest. We followed in single file, not riding, but pushing, weaving through dense brush and undergrowth, skirting the 
hillside. Grumbles came from the back: the Captain wasn’t impressed – this was supposed to be a bike ride. After much 
heaving, dragging and one brief pedal, which ended deep in a bog, we arrived at a wire fence, a stile and open country 
ahead. 

Below, the Right of Way leered up at us. Wide and rideable, it seemed to say, why did you go that way? Beyond the 
beallach, the descent became a comedy of slither, slide and even a somersault over the handle bars as the downward 
angle increased, the surface water flooding down to the River Laroch and the brakes refused to bite. Only Cam 
managed to stay upright. By now, sodden to the core, thoughts of tea and toast overcome manly hardiness: 
Ballachulish Information Centre allowed us in, to drip-dry, warm up and peruse the books.  

Riding the main road back to Appin in torrential rain was scary, the road is narrow and busy with huge timber trucks 
so it was a relief to stop at Cnap a Chaolais, the knoll above the bridge and site of the ferry crossing, to pay homage to 
a remarkable man, Seumus a’ Ghlinne*. It was here in 1752 that James Stewart was hanged for a crime he didn’t 
commit and left to hang in chains for over four years, guarded day and night by Red Coats as a deterrent and less his 
bones be rescued and interred. This sad event became the inspiration for RLS’s novel, Kidnapped.  

We returned to Appin by way of a very new cycle track, following the disused railway track to Kentallen: this is the first 
section of the National Cycle Network, Route 78 connecting schools and small communities and creating a dedicated 
route from Inverness to Campbletown. 

 

The Dowling did its bit, drying out all the wet gear, warming bodies alike and with full bellies and a healthy sized dram 
we slept well that night, despite the wind trying to lift the rusty tin roof. Tuesday had another gey, grey dawn filtering 
through the low single-pane window. The Captain, ever the early bird, squeaked off his Rachel inflatable to put on a 
brew, then a big billy of porridge to tempt life out of the older loons. Finally, the map was got out – the one that still 
showed a ferry at Ballachulish! Fingers traced, pointed and it was decided; soon, three elderly bodies were hurtling 
doon the gleann, sliding on the wet grass and loose gravel to the van at the road end. 



  

None of us had been to Kinlochleven in many years, since the ferry queues literally drove motorists to take the long 
road round. Even allowing for the dreich weather, the red brick terrace houses looked out of place; alien to this harsh 
northern landscape; the neat rows more suited to a city. However, mounted up again, we headed up the West 
Highland Way, against the flow of scattered flocks of walkers. Pushing the bikes up the steep z bends we encountered 
a group of elderly Aussies heading downhill. One demanded to know why we weren’t wearing helmets. Because this 
isn’t Australia and we are pushing the bluddy bikes! There was no reply. 

 

At around 1000 feet the hydro pipe meets the concrete aqueduct. Here, we took a liberty, rode on top as it curved 
around the edge of the escarpment – flat surfaced, great views and an even greater drop on one side! Iron tie rods 
across the concrete slabs gave a little excitement, but soon we found ourselves on top of the world: the bare-topped 
Mamore Range to our left and the open wilderness of Rannoch Moor ahead – we almost missed the bare knoll with 
its row of headstones. It was while we sought shelter from the wind that we spotted the rhubarb patch, close to the 
old stone house. It was duly thinned to make an excellent pudding that night (too late, we were to hear about the 
trout run not so far away). 

 

The sky had cleared, allowing the sun to keek down from behind slow moving, puffy white cumulus - the views were 
magnificent. We tramped over to the lone graveyard and sombrely read each headstone: here were graves of navvies, 
Irish and Scottish, two of them women, who had succumbed to illness or accident, working on the Blackwater Dam in 
this great exposed wilderness. Their short brutal lives were immortalised by Patrick Macgill**, in his autobiographical 
novel, Children of the Dead End, himself a young itinerant tatie howker from Donegal, who had tricked his way onto 
the reservoir scheme. 

 

Now, facing the westering sun, the ride back was a dream: grand vistas across the deep gleann and dark shadows 
playing against the green landscape, easy riding on a smooth surface. Then, the steep drop down onto the Way; the 
warning signs, dangerous bends, dismount here, but brakes screeching, one by one and in mere minutes, were at the 
bottom, red-faced, exhilarated and ready for that pint of local Real Ale in the Antler Bar! 

 

Back at the bothy, snug, warm and dry, another grand cook-up completed the day. Outside, strong gusts roared down 
the steep mountain slopes, bringing squalls of heavy rain and rattling the roof at the gable end. The single, low long 
room within thick tapered stone walls of this old black house was a perfect, weather-tight base: we were to stay 
another two nights. The rain never let up and not once did we see the top of Beinn a’ Bheithir behind the bothy or 
Fraochaidh opposite. This was August: this was summer? 

 

 

* Seumas ‘a Ghlinne was a man of standing in Durer, a tacksman and elder. When Colin Campbell was shot on his way 
to evict tenants in Duror and the assailment escaped abroad, Seumas was held responsible and made an example. 
James Hunter’s, Culloden and the Last Clansman tells the full story. 

 



 

** Patrick Macgill – the Navvy 
Poet. 

As in many impoverished 
families of the time, he was 
forced to leave home aged 
eleven years to seek work at 
the hiring fairs, finding his way 
to Scotland. Almost certainly 
educated in the hedgerow 
school tradition, by itinerant 
priests, he was able to write in 
English, as well as his native 
Irish Gaelic and translate Latin. 
From these very humble 
beginnings he went on to write 
about the appalling social 
conditions of the early 20th 
century and much more. 

 

Glen, glean, gleann or ghlinne? Language evolves and changes, including its spelling – transliteration from one 
language to another can increase the confusion. Even today the Scottish Gaelic has no received spelling, varying from 
one region of the Highlands and Islands to another. The new £50.00 apiece road signs in Ardgour were made in 
Inverness: the locals were not happy with the spelling! 

=-=-=-==-=-=-==-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=- 

England Coast Path Update 
 

This is the very latest on the Coast Path.  This is very good news that 
some sections are now well on their way. We just need the Minister to 
sign these section off so that Lancashire County Council can start on 
work on the ground. The money is already committed to this project. 
The link let’s people into all the maps and plans etc - there will be some 
excellent (and, in parts, new) coastal walks for us on Wednesdays! 
 
 You may have noticed on the Natural England website that partial 
approval has been given to parts of the Silverdale to Cleveleys section, 
with three of the six chapters being approved, these being the three 
less controversial sub-sections. 
England Coast Path: Silverdale to Cleveleys - GOV.UK (www.gov.uk) 

The Planning Inspectorate will be considering the other three chapters. 
 



Pedalling the Pandemic 
 David Buchanan 

  
With the bigger hills, rock climbing and foreign travel being 
largely out of bounds for much of the pandemic,cycling, and 
particularly, road cycling has been a great alternative activity from 
our base in Edinburgh.  Obviously, most LMC members don’t live 
in Edinburgh, but many are keen cyclists, and I thought that a 
description of my cycling activities might be of interest to those 
looking for a quieter staycation destination.  Many club mountain 
bike meets have been located in the Scottish Borders and Dumfries 
and Galloway, but members may not be fully aware of the 
potential for road cycling in southern Scotland.   
 

East 
Lothian and the Scottish Borders are excellent road 
cycling country.  Both have networks of well 
surfaced lightly trafficked roads and some 
dedicated cycleways.   
 
To set some expectations:  I am an enthusiastic 
leisure cyclist, with, according to the bike shop, a 
“speed hybrid” - a sort of de-tuned road bike with 
flat handle bars.  So the rides I am about to describe 
are typically 20 to 50 miles and are executed at 
about 10 miles per hour.  Oh, and any distances and 
time quoted will be very approximate.  So here are 
some of my rides from last summer, starting with 
the Borders, where there are several useful signed 
cycle routes   
 
1. Innerleithen - Peebles - Cademuir Hill 
 

Innerleithen is a good place to 
visit for cycling.  There is lots 
of free parking (Borders 
Council tend to make parking 
free, but charge for their 
toilets), and lots of cafes and 
pubs (generally closed during 
the pandemic).  There is good 
mountain biking nearby, and it 
is a good starting point for a 
number of road bike routes.     
 
Pat and I parked on the road 
near the Tweed Valley Railway 
Path, and set off along it. This 
is a delightful well surfaced 

multi-use path.  Its only disadvantage is that stops rather abruptly at the busy 
A72 as it enters Peebles. Fortunately, nearby, there is a gateway on the other 

side of the main road that provides access to a network of footpaths, which we navigated to a car park on the 
south bank of the River Tweed.  At this point we joined the yellow route shown on Map 3.  This route soon 

Pat at Scott’s View Route 2 

Tweed Valley Cycle Path 



leaves suburban Peebles for wooded, then 
more open country, and a steep climb to a 
viewpoint with picnic benches where we had 
lunch. From here a long descent to Kirkton 
Manor and a very pleasant ride round the 
south side of Cademuir Hill returned us to 
Peebles, where we joined the green route for 
our return along quiet roads to Innerleithen.  
Total distance – a very enjoyable 32 miles. 
 
2. Melrose, Scott's View, Dryburgh and 
Bowden 
 
In past years, the club has based mountain bike 
meets in Melrose.  Sadly, the youth hostel 
closed several years ago, but Melrose is still a good place to starting place for cycling.  We parked on the street 
and set off towards the Roman site of Trimontium by the yellow route on Map 4.   Shortly after passing 
Trimontium we cycled under the Leaderfoot viaduct and worked our way up to Scott’s View and its panoramic 
view of the Eildon Hills.  From here we continued out to Third, Whitrighill and on to Dryburgh and its abbey.  

We didn’t stop to visit the 
abbey (or Wallace’s Statue, or 
The Temple of the Muses, all 
of which are nearby) on this 
occasion, but continued across 
the suspension bridge, and on 
to Newton St Boswells.  Here 
we took the B6398 to the 
picturesque village of 
Bowden, from which we 
continued on the green route 
over the shoulder of the Eildon 
Hills back to Melrose.  A very 
enjoyable 17 miles along a 
particularly scenic route.   
 

 
 
 
 
3. Dreva and Dawyck from Peebles 
 
For this trip (Map 5) we were joined by our 
friends John and Ilona, who met us in the car 
park in Peebles.  We started by cycling the 
yellow route round Cademuir to just before 
Kirkton Manor where we turned left and shortly 
right to take us past Haswellsykes Farm (where 
we were held up by some sheep that were being 
herded along the road) before reaching a short 
length of cycle-able path that led to a footbridge across the Tweed at Lyne Station.  This took us to the B712 
which we followed past the spa at Stobo Castle to Dawyck Botanic Garden, which was serving socially 
distanced coffee.  John and Ilona decided that they would wait for us by the banks of the Tweed while we 
cycled up to the viewpoint near Dreva, passed Rachan and back to Dawyck.  We met up with the others by the 
bridge near Dawyck, and cycled back to Lyne Station.  Here we went up some steps to join an old railway 
track, which continues further than is shown on the map, and enters a 500 m unlit tunnel that brought us to the 

          Map 4 

   Map 3 



edge of Peebles.  Cycling along some minor roads brought us back to the car park.  About 26 miles of cycling 
pleasure. 
 
 
  Map 5 

 
 
(On another day, Pat and I cycled up and down the Manor Valley (the blue route) having parked north of Lyne 
Station on the road to Eddleston – another worthwhile excursion.)  
 
Maps, websites and other stuff 
 
For the Scottish Borders there are two useful websites: 
 
cyclescottishborders.com/plan-your-visit/routes/ 
www.scotborders.gov.uk/directory/46/borders_towns_cycle_routes 
 
The first provides route descriptions, and, for those who like that sort of thing, GPX files.  The second, was 
the source of most of the maps used in this article.  The maps are embedded in .pdf leaflets that contain route 
descriptions centred on various border towns.  Paper versions of these leaflets may be available from tourist 
information offices – they were when we got ours more than 10 years ago. 
 
 And finally 
 
If I’ve whetted you appetite for a staycation in either the Borders or East Lothian, here are some suggestions 
on where you might stay.   
 
All of the Border towns have their own charm, but ones I would recommend for their central location are 
Melrose and Jedburgh, and for their proximity to mountain biking:  Peebles and Innerleithen.  If, while in the 
Borders, you decide to spend some time in Edinburgh, there is a railway line from Tweedbank near Melrose, 
to Waverley Station in Edinburgh. 
 
  <<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<< 
 



Surf and Frozen Turf!  --  Robert Smith 

 

Life in stasis and Groundhog Day are terms I feel we can all 
relate to over the last few years or however long it seems to 
have been! Thoughts of escaping to the mountains and 
exploring the world have been put on hold and have been 
replaced by; local walks and rides, online “Ambleside style” 
retail therapy and Prime Video adventure films. Having my own 
adventures put on hold prior to lockdown through injury, I was 
determined that this was not going to happen again. Having 
recently moved from the centre to the outskirts of Edinburgh I 
thought, “There must be something to entertain myself round 
here”, other than disappearing up to the Highlands for the 
weekend with my hammock, skis, boots or a bike. And so 
entered surfing!  

This partially terrifying sport has captured me. I liken my initial attempts to playing rugby with the ocean, or having an 
avalanche following you to an inevitable “washing machine” end. However, through persistence, availability and 
mainly stupidity, coupled with having a smile as wide as Del boy on my face every outing, I have found some real gems 
along the local coastline. Whether it is bobbing around on my surfboard overlooking ancient castle ruins in the setting 
sun, or the excitement and nervous anticipation of a wave peak heading my way, it has taken my focus away from the 
ongoing pandemic to that exact place and point in time.  

 

 

Then more restrictions! Now the beach is out of my 5 mile range! However, my more recent luck strikes again! A foot 
of fresh powder in the Pentland Hills and half a week of bright cold weather, this of course leads to me taking time off 
from my virtual job and re-entering the real world, for a time anyway. The car park felt like I’d arrived early at a ski 
resort! And the squeak of unusually dry snow that I had not experienced for over 2 years, all added to my excitement. 
So skinning directly from the car we explored what felt like every NW slope of every surrounding hill. And although in 
that moment, separated from current events and of course squeezing every last drop out of the day, I looked over the 
Edinburgh Street lights slowly coming to life and it provided a stark reminder of the current situation but at the same 
time more of a belonging to my local area, which I promised myself I won’t stop exploring and experiencing when I am 
set free again.  

  



 

Lancashire Rock Guidebooks 
On 24 Dec 2020, at 17:15, Les Ainsworth <Les.Ainsworth@synergy-ergs.com> wrote: 
Hi everyone, 

I would like to send my best wishes for a better 2021 to all you Lancs craggers and at the same time to keep you all up 
to date about some climbing matters. 
  
Surprisingly, since the Lancashire Rock Update (2019) was produced the flow of new routes has continued and so 
Lancashire Rock Further Developments (2020) has been produced to record this new climbing. During the past couple 
of years Noggarth, near Colne, has become popular and another nearby quarry at Winewall has been rediscoverd and 
then extensively developed. Therefore, full, updated guides to both of these spots have been included.  
  
Both of these interim guides are available from: https://www.lancashirerock.co.uk/guidebooks/  
  
Whilst the 2019 Update was distributed free, it prompted several climbers to send donations to a fund 
to support Lancs climbing. Therefore, it has now been decided that a donation to Lancs climbing will be 
required for future sales of both guides. In order to honour a pledge to produce a free list of first ascents 
in the 2019 Update, all of the money raised so far has been allocated to Lancs climbing and none of it 
will be used for the printing costs of the 2019 Update. Nevertheless, some of the money collected has 
been used to print the 2020 guide and it proposed that all future payments for these guides will be used 
to support Lancs.climbing projects, such as the publication of further guidebooks and the 
installation/replacement of fixed gear. At this point I must thank Dave Price for his help with the 2020 
guide, which is also available through Cockerel Books. 
  
As a follow up to the above, this is an appropriate time to announce that a small group of Lancs activists 
is proposing to continue the definitive guides to Lancs trad and sport climbing as a set of three 
volumes that will be produced as small print runs in a format not that dissimilar to the format of the 
2019 Update (but with more pages) that are regularly updated. The split between these guides has not 
yet been decided, but it is hoped that the guides can be produced in series with a 12 to 18 month gap 
between each publication. If any climbers wish to make additional donations to the Lancs climbing fund, 
please contact me direct. 
  
Another recent development has been some coastal climbing near Silverdale Village, mostly by Andy 
Hyslop. Currently some access issues have been raised, but these appear to be quite resolvable and a 
meeting on site has been proposed for some time in January. Meanwhile, I would ask if climbers could 
avoid the temptation to climb there for the next few weeks and hopefully by early February I will be able 
provide some positive news. 
  
Following a recommendation by the Wilton Management Group, the BMC has agreed to plant some trees 
above Wilton One. This was proposed as a green initiative, but it could also help to soak up some of the 
water that causes seepage particularly over Grey Wall and eventually these trees might provide useful 
belays. Just to allay fears of any planting causing erosion that will run down onto the route, I must state 
that any planting will be done sufficiently away from the top edge of the rock. Please note that several 
volunteers will be needed to help plant these trees, so if you love Wilton, prepare to do your bit. There 
are also a couple of other places where I may call for volunteers to support crag clean-ups in 2021.  
  
There are some other ongoing access issues and proposals that I hope to follow up in 2021. 
 Unfortunately I feel that it is not possible to ignore the chaotic situation at the BMC, with six out of the 
Board's twelve Directors resigning and Dave Turnbull moving from his CEO role to take overall charge of 
access issues. As an outsider looking in it does appear that the current Board may now recognize some 
of the problems facing our climbing, though whether it has the correct solutions has still to be 
determined. Sadly, there is also evidence that at least one member of the BMC Board and/or NC has 
been guilty of unacceptable behaviour, which may well have contributed to the BMC's difficulties. For 
instance the minutes state that X "... did not act in the open, transparent and honest way that is 
necessary ...".Furthermore, this does not appear to have been an isolated incident. Unfortunately 
however, no action was taken to resolve this situation and further incidents have occurred. I would like 
to thank all climbers who have followed the Covid guidelines and in some cases have had to adhere to 
alternative arrangements to avoid upsetting local sensibilities. In this respect I am pleased to be able to 
report that on several occasions residents who live close to our climbing sites have been gradely lot. 



 
 
Crossword for LMC        by Sue Furness 
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Across: 

1.A hamlet near the Bowder stone (10) 

7.   A large woodland grouse (11) 

8. A Home of a wild animal (4) 

9. A  Southern Cumbrian peninsula and 
compiler ! (7) 

12.Culture of largest UK country (11)  

14    Lepus - known for their behaviour in 
March (5)  

16.  A large valley overlooked by Cross Fell 
(4) 

19.  A tarn in Eskdale (4) 

20. A blue grassland flower – not a bluebell 
(8) 

22.  Road pass in a forest -North Lakes (10) 

 

 

Down: 

1. C16th Manor House near Trawden (8,4) 

2. Season organized by farmers to ensure 
spring births (7) 

3. Edible seaweed (4) 

4. Meadow (3) 

5. Claw esp. belonging to raptors (5) 

6. Places to get a take-away (6) 

10. An exclamation of disgust (3) 

11. Cherry brandy 6) 

13. Arabic word for festival 3) 

15. A small fish, in plural a rocky ridge near 
Leek (5) 

17.  Zero (3) 

18.  A killer whale (4) 

21. The only flying mammal (3) 
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                         Somewhere in Lancashire!   Guess where? 

 
 

 


