
Welcome to the Summer Newsletter. Are we on the cusp of freedom? Recently 
we have seen an increase in activity as meets have slowly returned. Thanks to 
those who have sent in reports.  

Also the Huts are seeing a resurgence of usage with both the Loft and CY being 
booked up rapidly; only by one family at once of course. Both huts are in fine 
condition and awaiting the return to normal. The carpark at the loft has been 
improved by the addition of 10 tons of hardcore. However it is important to 
respect our neighbour’s privacy by not disturbing them unnecessarily. 

I hope this new found freedom does not mean that you are all too busy 
enjoying yourselves to find time to share your adventures with the rest of us. 

 

News from the Loft.       Jonathon Ellis 

 

In preparation for the reopening of the Loft a couple of 
improvements have been made. We are now compliant with 
fire regulations having two new extinguishers. 

 

Also improvements have been made to the parking area. 10 tonnes of stone 
were delivered and 7 tonnes have been spread. There are 
two shovels in the Byre for 
any volunteers who wish to 
complete the job. Enjoy your 
stay. 

 
.  

 



Lancashire Ice.     David Toon. 

A once in a 20-year 
occurrence! Late Thursday 
early Friday morning I receive 
a text message with images 
of thick ice formed in Wilton 
1.  Can you take the day off 
for some top roping?  I 
declined the invite for Friday, 
in the support bubble I 
suggested we go Saturday.  I 
awoke to the boiler being 
broken and no heating in the 
house!  Fortunately, it was 
just the downpipe that was 
frozen. 

We arrived on Saturday rather early to avoid the crowd.  The ice wasn’t blue but was certainly thick 
enough to entertain ourselves.  Another party already had a rope on Dandelion Groove, so we setup 
a top rope to the right of them.  WI4 to a steep step at the top, which was probably WI5, you could 
start to the left which was thinner but made the climbing equal all the way up.  We top roped it a 
couple of times and then had a go on the left-hand line.  This was a bit easier at WI3/4 and had been 
led the week before.   

Further right it looked as though White Slabs Bunt had just 
about enough ice on the bottom half to get up, the top was a 
lot fatter and was calling to be climbed.  We moved the top 
rope.  The bottom required a bit of hooking and ensuring your 
feet where in the right place.  Then super thin – 5mm thick ice 
section, making sure you were delicate with both axe and 
crampons was crucial.  I got to the junction with the E5 (which 
I’ve still to lead in summer!) and carried straight up it, thin 
hooks and gentle taps got me to the top pillar.  This was 
excellent and was complete contrast to the to the bottom wall 
– probably WI5 in itself.  The bottom wall was considerably 
harder maybe WI7/8 or Scottish VIII.  I considered whether it 
was worth leading it, as it would have been excellent and very 
excited proposition.  Unfortunately, I could not quite work out 
where you’d get at least 2 pieces of crucial gear to protect the 
hardest climbing – which was at the bottom.   

By this time the crowds had appeared, so we left.  After this 
we had a brief look up at Wilton 3 which had a very thin drainpipe in which had been climbed. 

Back in time for an afternoon session on the board!  

By Monday all the ice had gone! 

(Photos courtesy of Chris Mangnall) 

Winter Slabs Bunt 



LMC MEET REPORT 

15TH MAY 

CONISTON KAYAK MEET  
Mark Braithwaite 

 

This meet was notable even before it occurred as it was the first meet to happen in 
accordance with the meets list following the Covid pandemic. Joe Sheppard had kindly agreed 
to guide us down the Crake from Coniston Water to the estuary. 

A group of 6 non paddlers set off up the Old Man for a good walk whilst we had nine paddlers 
who started on Coniston Water at Brown Howe with a 2 km paddle to the bottom of the lake 
where we entered the river Crake. After another few hundred metres we entered the deep 
Allan Tarn, where Neil & John in the Canadian canoe decided to go no further due to a lack of 
manoeuvrability! 

For the first 1-2 km low overhanging trees were an issue, but the low water level helped us 
here. We then progressed to the more interesting rapids (grade 2) and weirs. The crux was at 
Spark Bridge but no problems were encountered and we all manged to stay upright! We then 
had another few km gentle paddle down to the estuary at Greenodd where we encountered 
the incoming tide. 

It was a great 8 mile paddle in decent weather with just one hail shower. We returned to 
Coniston and had a well-earned beer and BBQ! A social evening with 20 folk followed……it 
almost felt like a normal meet despite the pandemic! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Back in the hills once again.   Steve Smith(Ces) 

 

After another enforced break from the hills the Wednesday Wanders have 
started meeting again. If COVID has taught me one thing it has been how much 
I gain from being in the hills. Not just the exercise and sheer pleasure of being 
there but the enjoyment of sharing those experiences with like-minded people. 

I led one of the walks over Hutton Roof and Farleton Crag. This is a neglected 
area to your east as turn off the M6 en-route to the Lakes. Most people drive 
past without a second glance. So this area which has great charm can be 
relatively quiet when the Lakes are teeming.  

Starting from the Hutton Roof the route went directly to the summit of Hutton 
Roof. From there are great views over to the Yorkshire Dales, Lakeland Fells 
and the Howgills. From there we went to the over Newbiggin Crags to the 
lunch stop on the summit. 

 

 

I should point out that the area in the photo is shown on maps as Newbiggin 
Crags, Farleton Crag is the crag facing the M6 which has a few decent climbing 
routes on it. This whole area is often referred to as Farleton Crag. 



 

 I always think Limestone pavements have another world quality to them, 
perhaps because the whole area was formed when glaciers in the last Ice Age 
bull-dozed the area.  

 

 

 

Looking from summit of Newbiggin Crag towards Arneside knot and 
Morecambe Bay. 

Post lunch we carried on walking under Farleton Crag towards Clawthorpe Fell 
Quarry. 



 

I have always 
thought that this 
massive quarry is 
impressively 
hidden. How many 
of us have driven 
up the M6 and 
never suspected 
the quarry to be 
there. 

Amazing to think that 
the shales and early 
limestone deposits at 
the bottom of this 
quarry were laid down 
millions of years 
before the dinosaurs 
walked the earth. Just 
looking that the time 
that passed while this 
built up my 70 years 
are hardly a blink in 
the eye of eternity. 

From there we continued our walk back to the car park across the lower 
reaches of Hutton Roof and the first outdoor socially distanced pint- another 
welcome return to normality. 

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



Borders Cycling (continued)  --  David Buchanan 
 
4. The Tweed Cycle Route 
 
One of my, possibly more delusional ambitions, is (was?) to cycle 100 miles in a day.  A few 
years ago, I cycled from Newcastle to Edinburgh in three days along National Cycle Route 1 
(highly recommended). As this involved two successive days of 75 miles, it seemed not too 
crazy an idea.  In September last year I was feeling quite fit so I thought I’d give it ago. 
 
The Tweed Cycleway is 98 miles long (Map 6), and starting at Carstairs, near Carnwath, adds 
another 10 miles to give the distance (and some.)  Following the Tweed, the route is generally 
downhill; I’d cycled almost all of it before in sections; the forecast was good.  What could 
possibly go wrong?  Punctures !**!  Between Carstairs and Biggar, before I’d properly started 
I had my first.  I hadn’t had a puncture for ages.  Can I fix it?  Can I get the tyre off?  Fortunately, 
I had a spare tube, and despite cold hands (I’d started at 8am, and it was still quite cool.), I 
eventually got it fixed and cycled on to Biggar.  Not long after leaving Biggar I had another 
puncture!  This time I had to fix it with a patch.  This worked, and I had no more bike problems 
on the ride.  The weather was good and I pedalled on.  When I got to Melrose, I did some 
essential, socially distanced shopping at the Co-op and 
cycled on to below the Leaderfoot Viaduct for lunch.  I took 
stock.  I had lost time,  I had no lights, and I couldn’t get to 
Berwick-on-Tweed before darkness.  Where should I finish?  
If I cycled really hard, Coldstream might be possible, but 
since I couldn’t meet my target, my enthusiasm for long(ish) 
distance cycling had waned, and I decided to finish at Kelso. 
I called Pat to arrange the rendezvous.  We met in the square 
in Kelso, where I enjoyed the late afternoon sun.  So not 100, 
more like about 73 miles. 
 
5. Megget, Talla and Tweedale 
 
Innerleithen is the starting point for three quite demanding cycle routes. I’d done the other two 
in previous years, and I was keen to complete the set.  For this ride, I was joined by my son 
Stuart, who doesn’t regard 53 miles as a proper day’s cycling.  So he ensured social distancing 
by cycling from Edinburgh, and joining me at Innerleithen.   The route (Map 7) is signed in the 
clockwise direction to avoid cycling up the Talla Wall, a steep incline above Talla reservoir.  
We chose to cycle in the opposite direction.   
 
Leaving Innerleithen we started along the Tweed Valley Railway Path.  After a couple of miles 
we switched to the minor road on the south bank of the Tweed to take us to Peebles. Then round 
Cademuir Hill and on to Lyne Station and Dawyck Botanic Garden for a coffee stop (so far a 
combination of routes 1 and 3).  From Dawyck we continued on the quiet B712 to Rachan Mill.  
Here we joined the A701.  Now, I’ve driven this road a lot so I know how fast the traffic can 
be, and I approached it with some trepidation.  In the event, we had a quiet cycle through 
Tweeddale (possibly a benefit of Covid) to our turn-off at Tweedsmuir.  Here we had some 
quite heavy rain as we cycled along the side of Talla Reservoir and approached the Talla Wall!  
This section of road is signed as 20% and climbs approximately 100 metres in less than a 
kilometre.  The rain stopped, and I was pleased to get about a third of the way up it before 
walking.  Stuart, of course, cycled the whole way.  We were now at the highest point on the 
route, and our way past Megget Reservoir and St Mary’s Loch to the Gordon Arms (sadly 



closed because of Covid) was mainly downhill, and quite delightful.  All that remained was to 
cycle over Paddock Slack and cruise down to Innerleithen.  Part way up our last hill, I suggested 
to Stuart, that he should leave me so that he could get home before darkness.  He accepted this 
suggestion with alacrity, and I pottered on to the finish.  (If you would like to read more about 
this route (by someone else): www.cyclingplus.com/articles/cycle-route-scottish-borders-55-
miles/) 
 
 
East Lothian 
 
East Lothian, being closer to Edinburgh, was particularly useful when we were limited in how 
far we could drive.   It has a fine grained network of minor roads providing many options for 
cycle rides. So quite often we set off with a vague intention, such as lets cycle to North Berwick, 
and make up a route as we go along. 
 
There are two signed Sustrans routes that can be useful.  The NR 76 runs from Musselburgh, 
just outside Edinburgh, along the coast to Longniddry, where it takes an old railway track to 
Haddington.  It returns to the coast at Dunbar, and continues along the coast into the Borders 
at Cockburnspath.   The other route, the NR 196, enters East Lothian near Dalkeith and uses 
another old railway track to take the rider to Pencaitland, and by quiet roads to Haddington 
where it connects to NR 76.   
 
A favourite ride for me is, from home in southwest Edinburgh, to cycle off-road to where I can 
pick up NR  196, follow it to Haddington, then pick up NR 76 and continue to West Linton, 
where a choice of routes leads north to North Berwick and the train back to Edinburgh.  
(Because of Covid, I used the train only once last year.)   This route is open to much variation.  
On one of my longer rides, I cycled out on NR 196, but when I left the Pencaitland cycleway, 
instead of heading down to Haddington, I cycled along the edge of the Lammermuir Hills 
passing through Gifford on my way to Garvald to visit a friend (This was August, and I was 
his first visitor from outside his village since the start of lockdown).  I returned home by a more 
southerly route that took me through the mining villages of Midlothian.  50-ish miles in total. 
 
 
For East Lothian there is an excellent map produced by Spokes (www.spokes.org.uk/spokes-
maps/), who also produce cycling maps for Edinburgh, West Lothian, Midlothian and Glasgow.  
These can be obtained from Sustrans, direct from Spokes and from cycle shops. 
The local authority has a website that describes some shorter routes: 
www.eastlothian.gov.uk/info/210569/countryside_and_wildlife/12067/cycling_in_east_lothia
n 
Traversing the Borders and East Lothian, is the Sustrans Coast and Castles South route map.  I 
have a copy of the original which is excellent.  It has been updated, and from what I can see on 
the Sustrans website, it looks good too.  (I don’t much like Sustrans’s map series with the red 
covers, but this one has a blue cover.) 
 
For East Lothian, the seaside towns of North Berwick and Dunbar have much to recommend 
them, including, beaches, nearby castles and rail links to Edinburgh.  There is also climbing at 
Traprain Law and North Berwick Law, and campsites by the coast. 
 
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++ 
 



Bothies lock their doors and 
charge for stays amid surge in 
visitors, stag parties and 
publicity 
For those in the know, bothies have provided shelter and often a warm glow of 
company in some of Scotland’s wildest spots. 

By Alison Campsie  (Courtesy of “The Scotsman”) 

Now it would appear bothy culture is at risk as the simple shelters – often disused shepherd’s 
hut without running water or electricity – become “destinations” for those seeking a free 
night in the wild.A rise in bothy visitors has led to reports of stag parties, vandalism and tree-
chopping with their popularity being pushed, in part, by books such as The Bothy Bible, and 
a rash of articles on these long off-radar places. 

Two bothies - An Cladach on Islay and Peanmeanach at Ardnish - have withdrawn from the 
Mountain Bothies Association, a charity which maintains the buildings and an open-door 
ethos. 

An Cladach bothy on Islay is 
now closed and will re-open next 
year with a booking system after 
several issues caused by rising 
visitor numbers. PIC: Contributed. 

Both bothies will now be accessed by 
key and will charge for overnight stays. 

 

Peter Stewart –Sandeman, owner of the 
Ardnish Estate, said: “Visitor numbers at Peanmeanach got unsustainable. Sometimes there 
would be 30 people there and it would be used as a free stag party venue. 

“Traditionally, the location of bothies would be passed down word-of-mouth to someone you 

trusted.“There are now lists of bothies out there on the internet and books such as The Bothy 

Bible, which generated a lot of articles. Unfortunately, it just sucked in the wrong sort of 

person.” 



Peanmeanach Bothy at Ardnish, which will now only be accessed by key after 
reports of stag parties and vandalism. PIC: Getty/Beth Bellamy. 

Peanmeanach Bothy will now charge £50 a night for six people at the weekend and £40 for 
week nights.Mr Stewart-Sandeman said: “I know who is there and I have their bank details, 
should there be a problem.” 

David Gillies, manager of Dunlossit Estates on Islay, said a booking system would be 
introduced at An Cladach from next year, with 50 per cent of proceeds going to MBA. 

He added: “The publication of The Bothy Bible came almost at the same time as bothies were 
appearing in the press as great places to go that didn’t cost anything.“Instead of them being 
used as a shelter if people were out walking, they started to become more like 
destinations."Sometimes people would arrive, it would be full, and they would have to walk 
out again. It’s a three-hour journey on foot. Now we’ll know who is there.” A list of guests 
would now be available for emergency services, he added. 

Geoff Allan, author of The Bothy Bible, said it was “very, very sad” the bothies had 
withdrawn from the MBA. He said: "I have been bothying since the 1980s and I just wanted 
to share my knowledge - the book was very much written from the heart. “There are 
numerous articles about bothies but really I have become a lightning rod for all the negatives, 
all the anti-social behaviour, all the littering." The key element is there is a bothy code. 
Respect the bothy, respect the landowner; respect the other people you meet. "Bothies have 
always been a destination and now this has caught the imagination of more people, not just 
the Munroists or the hardcore adventurer." 

A spokesman for the MBA said it was grateful for the generosity of the two bothy owners 
and “fully accepted” their decision. He said a key task of the organisation was to promote 
responsible use of bothies amid the increased publicity. 

<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<<< 



Ageing and Outdoor Enthusiasts survey- 
some initial findings. 

 

By Geoff Cooper. 

 

In the Spring Newsletter I wrote about a survey I was 
doing with two colleagues about how older (65+) 
outdoor enthusiasts had become interested in the 
outdoors and how they had maintained this over the 
years. I’d like to thank the club members who 
responded with their personal stories. We now have 
some 30 accounts and it’s interesting to learn how 
early childhood experiences have played a part in their 
lifelong interests.  

 

Here are some initial findings. Names have been 
changed but you may recognise your own comments: 

 

Most of the respondents in the study give clear 
memories of positive outdoor experiences from their 
early childhood. The comments demonstrate their level 
of freedom and independence and state that they were 
allowed to play and explore without the watchful eye 
of parents. 

 

Anne enjoyed the freedom to go outside and wander.  
She says, “The beach, clay cliffs, small woods, stream, a 
wilder bit of coast at “The Point” were all there to 
explore with my brother and local friends”.  Likewise 
Neil with his younger brother and sister, and sometimes 
with friends, “ranged up to a kilometre away and would 
visit two parks and a patch of waste ground known to 
us as the dump.  We would catch sticklebacks and 
minnows”.  George describes moving to a new home on 
the edge of the city at the age of six, “it was a stone's 
throw from the River Alt, across it lay open fields and to 
me what seemed like endless countryside. This was a 
great place to explore with friends; we often 
trespassed, as there were few footpaths. We climbed 
fences and pushed through hedgerows and without 
knowledge of maps or compasses enjoyed the 
uncertainty of finding our way home”.  Doug as a 5year 
old played outdoors with neighbouring children and as 
he grew older was allowed to roam over local fields and 
industrial wasteland. Rob & Mary both roamed some 

distance from home with friends.  Rob says “as a kid I 
was given plenty of freedom to roam and would meet 
with friends to play football up to 2 miles from home”.  
Stan’s interest in the outdoors was “climbing a disused 
air raid shelter… getting stuck on the roof and having 
to be rescued by the milkman”. For Mary “being able to 
roam on foot or on our bicycles wherever we wanted, 
unsupervised by parents” was important. Callum 
describes his outdoor world in Essex, “there were fields, 
saltings and marshes, creeks that harboured derelict 
boats that I clambered on; big skies and birdsong”. 

 

As a child in the 1950s and 1960s there were many 
opportunities to play outside and explore both in towns 
and in the countryside. Parents had less leisure time to 
organise children’s play and they were less concerned 
with today’s perceived threats from traffic and 
strangers. Only a few mentioned parents introducing 
outdoor activities. Emily states, “my parents thought 
that fresh air was good for us, and we were taken on a 
walk every day” whilst Jim says, “my Dad inspired me…. 
and we went camping in the Arrochar Alps”. But both 
of Chris’s parents had physical disabilities and his 
outdoor activities with them were limited. Many of the 
stories show independent, free-range children with an 
adventurous streak and encouragement and support 
from parents and siblings. 

 

The situation today is quite different and the young 
person’s world is shrinking. Basic outdoor activities like 
going to the shops, crossing the road, building dens on 
waste land or playing in the local park are being denied 
or supervised by parents. Children’s freedoms to 
explore and roam have diminished over time. Some of 
the respondents comment on this, for example Jane 
states, “I regret the ever increasing loss of freedom 
given to children by their parents as they grow up”. 

 

I am still interested in collecting more stories if any 
other members wish to send them through. Please use 
the set of questions in the Spring Newsletter as a basis 
for your stories. I’m happy to send through the 
questions if needed or give further information on the 
project. 

geoffcooper548@btinternet.com 
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                                      I Will Not Die an Unlived Life    ------------  Dawna Markova 
 
 

I will not die an unlived life  
I will not live in fear  
of falling or catching fire.  
I choose to inhabit my days,  
to allow my living to open me,  
to make me less afraid,  
more accessible,  
to loosen my heart  
until it becomes a wing,  
a torch, a promise.  
I choose to risk my significance;  
to live so that which came to me as seed  
goes to the next as blossom  
and that which came to me as blossom,  
goes on as fruit.  

 
<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 
 

Much muttering in A’Mharbhairn.    - Bothy Will. 

 

For once, we were lucky with the weather. The sun shone down from an azure 
blue sky and the bright light sparkled off frozen waterfalls and lochs and it was 
cold, very cold, especially at night. 

 

We’d driven up from Arran in MacGromit’s van to Corran Ferry and the hotel 
there, sampled their real ale at a jaw-dropping £3.70 a pint (2010 prices) before 
crossing over to Ardgour and the hotel bar to try their prices – not much 
different, but a warmer, friendlier bar. We slept in the van that night, waking up 
with ice on the roof. 

 

Our destination was Leachraithnaich Bothy beyond Ardtornish, but first we 
warmed up with a ride down a winding single-track road past Loch Arienas and 



Loch Doire nam Mart to the sea at Loch Teacuis and a brew on the foreshore – 
plenty of driftwood for the billy. It was good to soak up the warm sunshine in 
the still air and dream of another day, exploring here and about the Isle of Carna 
by sea kayak. We passed the site of a cleared township with signs to remind us 
that this peninsular bounded on three sides by sea once had a population of 
over 2,000 – now it was around 320. 

 

Back at the Ardtornish 
Estate we loaded the 
bikes, but were 
constantly interrupted by 
curious estate workers 
asking questions and 
telling us their stories, so 
it took like hours before 
we were away, just as the 
light began to fade. Now 
in all that chat no one 
mentioned the state of 

the track. Sure we knew they were putting in a new road for the hydro scheme: 
that there might be machines barring the way. The well-worn vehicle track 
climbed steeply and painfully for our tired and unfit limbs, past the last estate 
houses, above the roaring burn onto open moorland. Soon crushed and broken 
rock of the new “road” made going even slower. We passed the big diggers and 
the last worker tramping down alone. By now we were pushing the bikes heads 
down and hardly noticed till it 
was too late – we were now in a 
peat ditch, a deep one. The first 
bike sank to its axles in black 
goo. Extricating ourselves in the 
deepening gloaming became a 
battle, finding a route over the 
quaking peat banks a curse - the 
bag of coal fell into a deep 
puddle; a mighty hiss came 
from my front tyre! 



 

Eventually, the old track was found and in the very last of the loom we saw a 
gable end silhouetted against the night sky: the bothy. The fire was lit, tea 
brewed, a mound of beef curry scoffed. More tea followed then a dram to calm 
the nerves as we stood outside in the cold still air, marvelling at the canopy of 
stars overhead; not a light or a sound to disturb the calm – magic. 

 

Though replete and tired it was not a good night. MacGromit’s airbed deflated 
slowly depositing him onto the hard ice-cold concrete floor. More cursing rent 
the air and it was a grumpy old man in the morning stoking the fire alive and 
brewing tea, but the water in the billy was frozen! More tea, porridge and more 
tea gave a partial fix till the sun keeked over the ridge of Meall a’ Chaorainn: 
soon we were sat outside sunbathing, warmer than inside, with not a cloud in 
sight. The pure silence and stillness was like a soothing balm; nothing moved, 
but the twinkle of light off the frozen loch below, sheeted in ice: had it been 

thick enough we could have 
walked out to the crannog, but 
we did crack the ice to wash the 
pots and ourselves; gather 
driftwood. 

 

Three punctures were patched 
and the offending thorn 
removed. The deflated airbed 
was inspected, but the leak was 
never found. An old drover’s 

track ran on the far bank of the loch 
so we took a walk circling the loch, 
wandering as far as the beallach 
above Loch Linnhe and climbing the 
long ridge of Meall a’ Chaorainn at 
481m for magical views over to 
mainland of Appin, Lismore Island 
and snow covered peaks far away; 
even Arran to the south and Rum to 



the north and not a soul in sight or noise to intrude. Morvern really is a forgotten 
quarter of the Highlands.  

The track, we learnt, was once used in Victorian times by pony and trap and in 
parts was still perfectly rideable by bike. There is a bothy down at Eignaig on the 
shore, leased from the estate we were told, sometimes available upon request. 
There are more small bothies along that coastline too good to explore by kayak 
one day? 

 

Back at the ice-box bothy, despite a roaring fire, tea, a corn-dog curry, even more 
tea, Dundee cake and the last of the Malt it was another cool night for 
MacGromit, constantly up and down stoking the fire, cursing the concrete floor 
– why wasn’t there a wooden sleeping platform, a decent grate, etc? I kept quiet, 
snug in a four season down bag! 

 

With a new hot sun the next day 
we ate the last of the food, 
cleaned up the bothy and washed 
by the loch: it was easy to bypass 
the quagmire that morning, whiz 
down the hill on the old track to 
the van and have another hot 
brew: we were off to go see 
Tomsliebhe bothy on Mull! 

 

Bothy Will.  January 2010. 

 

We didn’t even get onto Mull: just as the ferry docked at Lochaline, it broke 
down: we were left to find another plan!  

 

Morvern was once known as Cean Albin, the extremity of Albin. 

################################################################ 

 



 

From the Archives: 

 

A Tale of Two Ridges   -----   Bernard Smith 

 

Act 1: A Day Out from Saas Fee. 

It had been raining incessantly for a number of days and we needed some action. Sitting on a soggy 
camp site can lose its attraction after a while. Even Nigel’s assertion that “we could fester with a clear 
conscience” was wearing a little thin. It seemed a long time since we had bivvied at Hoch Saas and 
grabbed our acclimatisation peaks of Weissmies and Laginhorn between storms. Two more 
4000m.peaks was a start, but we hoped, only an overture to greater things. However, as is usual in 
the mountains, the weather was having the final say, and our ambitions were having to be tempered 
by reality.  

Suggestions as to the alternatives flowed faster than the rain, ranging from a night out in Geneva to a 
week on the riviera. Eventually the Meteo was for a fine day on the morrow. A one day expedition 
was called for. Something near, something short, something rocky, something fun. The Mittaghorn 
towered above our camp site so a traverse from it to the Egginer along the Egginergrat fitted the bill 
perfectly. And so it was decided. Rucksacs were packed in anticipation and we were ready for an early 
start tomorrow. 

As we were camping in Saas Grund we drove up to Saas Fee and paid an exhorbitant fee on the multi-
story carpark before walking 
through the village for the first 
cable car to the Plattjen. All our 
early morning haste, however, was 
negated here as the cabin was not 
yet open. The “best laid plans of 
men and mice----!. However we had 
clear blue skies and sunshine so we 
were not unduly concerned as we 
settled down to wait.  

 

Our first objective was the 
Mittaghorn (3143m). The quickest way up this from the top of the teliferique follows a steep little path 
which, although not difficult, tests the lungs severely at this time of the morning. All our 
acclimatisation seemed completely ineffective as we laboured upwards. But, as ever, we eventually 
arrived at the top, where we had a second breakfast and enjoyed the views of the surrounding peaks. 
All the Mischabel chain was there together with our previous conquests, Weissmies and Lagginhorn.   



Soon however it was time to press on along our ridge, which at 
first was only a walk. We moved unroped so as to save time until 
the ridge narrowed and became a little harder when we felt it 
wise to rope up. Eight of us on four ropes was always going to be 
slow, and so it proved to be. Gradually we fell behind schedule as 
gendarme followed pitch, followed arete. None of this worried 
however as we revelled in the sunshine and warm rock, a real 
treat on this holiday. The lead changed several times as we 
leapfrogged, rope over rope, and our merry throng wound its 
way towards the Egginer (3366m). Occasionally we thought it 
necessary to take a belay, but usually we moved together placing 
runners until we ran out and then the overladen second took 
over.  

We lunched in a glorious sun trap, out of the wind, where the 
usual selection of Lyle goodies was available to anyone brave 
enough to sample them. Reluctantly tearing ourselves away from 
this repast we set off on the final section. This proved to be the first route finding problem of the day, 
so Tony was sent out to reconnoitre. A loose greasy chimney led directly to the final summit where 
the whole team soon assembled 

People seemed reluctant to return to the valley and were happy just to absorb the atmosphere, as 
though a descent would inevitably lead back to the incessant rain of the campsite. This indeed proved 
to be the case. However, at length, we had to tear ourselves away and a faint track was located leading 
downwards. Opinions varied as to the best route and we made our own various ways down. All the 
paths converged miraculously at a magnificently located bar overlooking the Saas valley. Here we 
joined the rest of the population in celebrating Swiss National Day before enduring the toe stubbing 
plod down to the cars. 

 

Act 2: A traverse of the Aonach Eagach. 

Having suffered, as we all had, from the Foot and Mouth restrictions, it was a relief to be able to get 
to Scotland for a few days, where the hills were at least open. 

We drove north in glorious sunshine, and while enjoying an ice cream in Callander we reflected that 
we had probably missed the one good day of the week. So it proved to be. We had been driving 
whilst others had been climbing on warm rhyolite. Sod is alive and well and living in Glencoe!  

Joining us at the club caravan at Tyndrum were Roger and Gregory Gott so at least we were assured 
of the finest cuisine. As the weather became more typical and the dark clouds rolled in from the 
west, the Lyons baled out and headed, we know not where! 

The usual prevaricating over breakfast resulted, for once, in a decision. We were to scramble up onto 
A’ Chailleach by its south face and continue along the Aonach Eagach to the Clachaig Inn. The drive 
over Rannoch Moor caused us to rethink this plan as the rain drove in and the ‘Coe disappeared behind 
its more familiar curtain of grey clag. The scramble was abandoned in favour of a more direct start 
from Allt-na-Ruigh. Parking in Glencoe is not quite as bad as Langdale yet, but after dropping off a car 
at the Clachaig we were on our 3rd choice car park. As we laboured uphill and it started to spot with 



rain, I tried to recall the details of the ridge, discovering to my delight that I could not remember very 
much. It was going to be an interesting day! 

Once on the first top the wind got up and we hastily struggled into warmer gear before setting off 
along the ridge. Roger had Gregory on a short rope to prevent him running off into the distance with 
the food, or from being blown away. Progress was slow but steady, as the rock was very greasy. I 
marvelled at how little was familiar, but then the 
first time I had done this it was in Alpine 
condition, plastered in snow and ice. And the last 
time had been John Burrows final Munro 
expedition, when it had been our condition that 
was of concern as we were the ones that were 
plastered. 

The Pinnacles were at last passed and we found 
ourselves on the second Munro, Sgor nam 
Fiannaidh, in a full gale. “Which is the best way 
down?” said Josie, “The nearest” I replied, 
wishing people wouldn’t ask awkward questions. We descended directly down a loose, scree laden, 
shallow gully, where those above tried to kill those below by kicking down large blocks. By some 
chance of fate we eventually arrived at the road junction and strolled to the Clachaig for a pint of 
Heather Ale (highly recommended). Wet through as we were, we could only manage one, before the 
call of a hot shower at the caravan had us on the road back.   

And so we see that often it is the weather that dictates our objectives on our mountain days. And it is 
the company and the small incidents along the way that remain in the memory. For to be honest I had 
to look up the names of the summits that we gained on these two ridges, and yet they were both 
memorable days. 

PS. Congratulations Gregory on your recent marriage! 

 

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><> 

 

 

Answers to the Spring Crossword 

Across. 1.Watendlath. 7.Capercaillie. 8.Lair. 9.Furness. 12.Englishness. 14.Hares. 16.Eden. 
19.Blea. 20.Harebell 22.Whinlatter. 

Down. 1. Wycoller Hall. 2.Tupping. 3.nori. 4.Lea. 5.talon. 6.kiosk. 10.ugh. 11,kirsch. 13.eid. 
15.roach. 17.nil. 18.orca. 21.bat. 
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Across: 

1.Osprey Claw (anagram) and hedgerow 
plant (3 7) 

6.A child summit of Lingmoor Fell  (8)  

8. An after walk drink, hopefully (4) 

9. Eggs of a head louse (4) 

10. Hall/estate at  head of Windermere (7) 

12. Cancel  (3) 

13. Could be Shepherd’s (3) 

14. Storm --- (Abbrev.) December 2015 (3) 

15.Goat or antelope, found in the Alps (7)  

16.Simple – French mother (4) 

19.  Camp or circus shelter (4)  

21. A vantage point  (8) 

23.  Overwhelmed by work (in the winter?) 
(6,5) 

 

Down: 

1, Highland terrier (5) 

2, Grapple with (7) 

3. Parched (4) 

4. Recede  (3) 

5. Well  known blend  e.g (White Label) (6) 

7. Large raptors nests ( 6)  

11. Ascent  (6).  

12. A well known packhorse bridge (7) 

14 Dr. King had one (5) 

17. A mistake (5) 

18. Investment firm which owns Shopping 
Centres (4) 

20. As well (3) 

 

 


