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OUTSIDE NOW!
Summer 2014

Hinckley Mountaineering Club
affiliated to the British Mountaineering Council

Presidents Ramblings - Peaks & Troughs - July 2014

What a busy year it’s been so far. I have just about been on every 
hut meet, had a fab trip to 
New Zealand, a stunning 
week in Torridon and now 
we’re off to Chamonix for 
some big stuff. The mid-
week evening strolls have 
been a success, the hut 
meets have been a success 
and…  I’m enjoying myself 
and so are a lot of others.

It’s a shame the climbers 
can’t say the same. Only last  
year I wrote “. It’s been a 
particularly good year for 
our climbers who have increased in numbers and been 
pushing their grades throughout the summer. Well done 
guys, and don’t forget, our hut meets are in some of the 

best climbing areas in the country! Next year we have meets in Tremadoc and the Roaches – the 
crag is right outside the door – so no excuses, and we’ll probably have a May trip to Bosigran for 
all that lovely sea-cliff climbing”. Well now. That wasn’t that long ago was it?

It’s been noticeable that the climbing section has been a bit thin of late and we as a club need to 
do something about it. The committee will be promoting the club and all of its activities sometime 
soon, and I hope our members can also do their bit too by encouraging new members to join 
wherever they can, after all, without you, we’re nowhere. We’ve got a great club, made some great 
friends and I’ve enjoyed it for the last 30 years … and I‘m looking forwards to enjoying it for 
another 30 years at least, so come on guys, let’s get at it!   We’re in a trough…now let’s head for a 
Peak!

Ed

PS. Congratulations to Ted on completing his London –Paris bike ride and thanks to all from the 
club who supported him. Well done. (He’s 70 this year you know, but I’m not one to gossip!).

Jane bags her first Munro

Meet at the New Plough, Leicester Road, Hinckley every Thursday 9.00pm onwards, come and join us.

Girls on Top...see Page 3
Rock Stuff  Page 2 and 9  
Patterdale  Page 4
Lagopus mutus problem for Pete H   Page 5
Torridon  Page 6
New Zealand   pages 7-8 

Hinckleyʼs new mayor  Page 9
Presidents Meet Menu   Page 10
Pete M on Wheels in the Lakes Page 11
Over the Garden Wall  Page 12
Fire,Fire              Page 12

Claire
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THE ROCK BOOK 
Very sparse words on the online route book, but some nice pictures from Tremadoc and the Peak mostly by Rich

a few words on Page 9

Stan at Birchens. and below,  new 
members?

Claire (above) Mike G (below) 
and Nat (left) at Tremadog

Tremadog, Rich and Nic 
above, bottom left Nat and 
somewhere else  Kate
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Ed’s Wednesday Wombles

Continuing from last summer’s wednesday evening walks Ed has led a variety of local walks. Naturally he 
has always booked good summer evening sunshine and a good pub to finish.

The Cock at Sibson (serving beer since 1280 or so) was the start of a gentle  stroll across to Sheepy 
Magna and then followed the River Sence to Ratcliffe Culey. and back to the pub at Sibson.

A week earlier on a non Ed walk Ray and Ted left the cars at the Horse and Jockey at Congerstone for a 
five miler following the same river before cutting back over Hoo Hills on a deviation back to the Ashby 
canal and on to the pub.

The Anker pub by the canal in Hartshill, Nuneaton was the start point for a circular walk taking the party  
through a rape field where only Geoff could see his way across, over 

the River Anker and then the obstacle 
course of the flooded West Coast 
Main Line tunnel at Caldecote (Ted 
has complained to Warwickshire 
County Council but to date nothing 
has been done,) back over the canal 
climb up the Warwickshire ridge 
around the quarries to return to the 
pub. There was a delayed start to 

this walk, see Page 12

The Rising Sun at Shackerstone, not the one in New Orleans  This 
was another canal walk enlivened by being buzzed by a Hercules (assume and hope it was the RAF) flying 
a couple of hundred feet above us. A couple of pints of Timothy Taylor and some crisps back at the pub 
were a just reward for the walk.

Girls on Top

Jo, Sue, Nettie, Jane and Carol pose on Fionne 
Bheinn, Jane’s first Munro.  

Sheffield Pike, Striding Edge in the background

Girls pose on Blencathra then turn the table and flash the lads...as it were!  (see next page)

Kate and Jane nearly walking on water

Shorts are not ideal for nettle and 
bramble walks



4

Patterdale June
 Ed, Sue, Nettie, Ian, Briab K, Geoff, Kate, Kate,
(not Geoff,s), Mitch, Trowie,Ted, Jane, Caroline, 
Elvyn, Ray, Mark, Ally and Ben.

 Great weekend in Patterdale, Ed once again 
organised sunshine on the summer solstice 
although some of the lady members were 
somewhat suprised by the traditional HMC way 
of celebrating the longest day around the camp 
fire, the druids have nothing on us! (I made that 
up) This was after the Summer Solstice Supper 
served by Ed and HMC Catering Corps, another 
excellent feast.

 A small group arrived at the excellent George 
Starkey Hut on Thursday evening giving them a 

chance to get an early Friday walk in around 
Brotherswater. As a few more arrived Friday mid 
afternoon, (Kate  not Geoff’s) Ted, Nettie and 
Ian, joined with Ed, Sue, Ray and Trowie to walk 
from the hut across to Howtown on the eastern 
shore of Ulleswater. The five 
mile walk with a few minor ups 
and downs got  everyone to the 
pier at Howtown to catch the 
last ferry back to Glenridding.  
Needless to say there was a bar 
on board and sitting on the 
poop deck of the “ Lady of the 
Lake” built in 1870 with some 
light refreshment was just 
reward for the walk. Sue drank 
tea. Ed kept a look out for 
torpedoes (see forum and 
Mitch’s MTB’s)  while Trowie was 
all at sea. Meeting us at 
Glenridding Pier was Jane who 
had just arrived.

The following day with a full 
complement, a mass ascent of 

Sharp Edge was made, led for the most part by 
young Ben 9, making sure his mum and dad 
were up to it.  Another brilliant sunny day.with a 
start through the “White Horse” pub’s garden for 
the first steep ascent before the final climb up to  
this exciting ridge and often underestimated 
route. The descent was made down Doddicks 
Ridge  with a gully crossing  at the bottom being 
harder than the main route.
 Returned to the  White Horse for a well 
deserved drink.

Sunday, As usual a shorter route was chosen and 
most of the  group opted for the ascent of 
Sheffield Pike,2215ft,  Never heard of it? its that 
little  top overlooking Glenridding, and what a 
splendid little peak it is. Again it was sunshine 
all the day, and despite its low altitude very 
popular with walkers. Perhaps they had a home 
to go to. A deviation was made to Glenridding 
Dodd with splendid views over its namesake 
village and also over Ulleswater, The Kirkstone 
Pass and the High Street Range.
Another stunning weekend.

The lads. (see girls on top. page 3)
 Ted, Ed, Ben, Geoff, Mark, Elvyn and Ian
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Torridon bivy

As this was my third visit to the Torridon Hills, my 
plans were biased towards climbing tops without 
Munro status and a little further afield from the ‘Log 
Cabin’. Two of these mountains were Beinn an Eoin 
(2805ft) and Boasbheinn (2870ft), which are fairly 

remote and hidden from view from Upper Loch 
Torridon by Beinn Alligin & Beinn Dearg. I had a two 
day trek planned which would give sufficient time to 
ascend them as well as my first ascent of Beinn 
Dearg on the way in.
By the middle of the week the weather had become 
settled with high cloud and a light breeze. I made a 
mid morning start from above Torridon House and 
followed the Coire Mhic Nobuil path around the back 
of Liathach (this is initially the same track as that 
used to gain the foot of the ‘Horns of Alligin’). On the 
map, Beinn Dearg is shaped like a ‘W’, it has four 
tops, the highest being just 2ft short of Munro status. 
I ascended the far eastern end, following a stream 
through very steep trackless mix of rock and heather. 
Whereas this was unpleasant, in recompense the 3.5 
kilometre summit ridge was an airy switchback with a 
grade 1 scramble half way along. On reaching the far 
north-west end, the descent path was intermittent 
down scree and boulders to a broad bealach. As I 
found the first clean water for some time and there 
was sufficient breeze to deter the midges, I stopped 
and heated up my evening meal although it was still 
only about five o’clock. In the evening, I crossed a 
trackless moor for around 3 kilometres to reach the 
foot of the south ridge of Beinn an Eoin. I could not 
find any sign of a path onto this ridge and another 
ascent through broken crags and heather ensued, 
although the view of the west coast and setting sun 
compensated. Very low clouds were drifting into the 
valleys from the sea, but dissipated as the sun 
neared the horizon.

I arrived at the summit around 9-30, the trig point is 
long gone with only a short concave dry stone wall 
adorning the top. I laid out my goretex bag and thin 
sleeping bag within a few yards of the summit, where 
there was copious amounts of thick moss which 
meant I could dispense with inflating my thermarest. 
I awoke once in the night and donned more clothing 
as it had turned cold, not reawakening until around 5 
with the sun lighting up the interior of my bivy bag. I 
poked my head out to see clear blue skies and a 
coating of frozen dew on my bag. I decided a lie-in 
was in order until it warmed up!
Beinn an Eoin is separated from my next objective, 
Baosbheinn, by a long fresh water loch, Loch na h-
Oidhche (no I can’t pronounce it either). My route 
took me off the north end of the hill before fording 
the river flowing from the loch. Baosbheinn also has 
a long summit ridge of 4 kilometres, with five tops, 
but ascent and descent was straight forward, with 
sandstone outcrops on the crest in places to add 
interest. The views were dominated by water in all 
directions, both fresh water and sea lochs.
The second day passed without incident apart from a 
confrontation with an irate ptarmigan. Being no 
bigger than a grouse and camouflaged to blend with 
the rocks in its summer plumage, I heard it before I 
saw it running up to me wings outstretched. I 
stopped somewhat amazed at its effrontery, but it 
kept on coming until it was within reach of my 
walking poles. It continued its cackle, probably in 
Gaelic for all I now, but I got the hint that I was 
intruding on a nest site. As a concession, I walked off 
at a right angle to my  intended direction, the bird 
however kept by my side and then proceeded me, 
pumping up the volume, obviously intent on staying 
in the firing line until I had been escorted off its 
patch. Lagopus mutus 1 – Homo sapiens 0.

I arrived back at Torridon House 
after a 10 1/2 hour day hoping to 
arrange a lift back to the ‘cabin’ 
which was still 7 miles away 
around the head of the loch. 
However, my mobile was allowing 

emergency calls only and I didn’t think RAF Rescue 
would entertain a request for an airlift across the 
loch. Fortunately, a little way down the road, I was 
offered a lift by a lady on her way to Applecross, 
having been on Beinn Alligin, dropping me off 5 
minutes from the ‘cabin’.
‘’A great couple of days at the back of beyond’’
Pete H    
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Torridon

May-June
Dave, Diane, Ed, Sue, Elvyn, Pete H, Trowie, Ian, Nettie, Ted, Carol, Jane,  Jo and Gareth.
A third visit to the Log Cabin by Loch Torridon.

A brand new rhododendron powered central heating unit  has been installed outside since last year 
giving Ed and Ian hours of fun stoking it up every day.
Apart from the first day when rain failed to dampen the 
spirits of a Corbett bagging group, the weather was 
sunny all week.

The week started with ascents by Elvyn, Pete, Gareth, 
Jo, Ted and Carol of Sgorr nan Lochan Uaine 871m, 
Beinn Liath Bheag 737m and Sgurr Dubh 2566ft, Rain 
made one of the descents interesting but that was the 
end of the rain for the week.

Following days found Munros being "bagged' by all of 
the party including Beinn Liath Mhor 3034ft, Sgurr 
Ruadh, 3142ft. and several others climbed by different 

members of the party.

Possibly one of the most interesting ascents was that of Slioch 980m. This mountain, a munro needs a 
five mile walk in (and out) and the start of the climb is lower than the start point. Thick mist needed 
some careful compass work to get to the corrie before a steep zig zag led the group to the summit 
ridge and out of the mist. Despite this being the end of May, a snowfield was crossed on the final 
push to the summit.

Other summits, climbed by different members at different times  included Fionne Bheinn 3060ft, 
notable as Jane's first Munro, Moruisg 3033ft and Sgurr na Ceannaichean 3002ft, Just making it a 
Munro. Meall a Chinn Deirg 3060ft and its Corbett neighbour An Ruadh Stac 2919ft. 
Elvyn and Pete also climbed all the summits on  Beinn Eighe.

Pete, Elvyn, Jo and Gareth cross snowfield on Slioch

Leaving Moruisg to the saddle (left)  and on to Sgurr na Ceannaichean

The Log Cabin in Torridon, Pete has a 
rest by a lochan on Slioch.  Ian stocks up 
the rhododendron wood for the central 
heating.
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Welcome to New Zealand. The time is 
approximately… 1950

This was the message I received upon landing in 
Christchurch (courtesy of Sinc) and it’s just about right. 
Think of Heartbeat – old cars, rolling green hills, every 
ones polite, you can leave stuff unlocked etc.
New Zealand is spectacular for sure, from the sub-tropical 
rain forests in the North to the mountains in the West and 
the fiords in the South, but I wasn’t expecting flat lands. 
Andrea & Eds gaff is situated in the Canterbury Plains – 

wine country (and 
sheep country) – 
and is very 
English: a brief 
look at any map 
will tell you where 
the early settlers 
came from.
Our first week 
was spent doing a 
mixture of touristy 
things like the 
Christchurch 
Botanic Gardens, 
beach walks, 
forest walks and 
checking out the 
devastation 
caused by an 
earthquake in 
2011. The city 
resembles a 
building site, but 

is still a cracking place to visit with its trams, restored 
walkways and squares, old colonial buildings and even 
punting on the River Avon – which I successfully avoided, 
despite Andrea’s attempts.
We had an excellent walk in the Port Hills, south of 
Christchurch – the aptly named Crater Rim Walk- with 
spectacular views of Lyttleton, scene of the original bay 
where the first colonial settlers landed in 1850ish, and also 
epicentre of the 2011 earthquake. (During our third week, 
this area was again battered by heavy rains causing 
flooding and landslips too. I wouldn’t want to live there).
Midweek, Ed’s school kids were camping in Arthurs Pass 
(2hrs away) and we cadged a lift with him hoping to do 
either Helicopter Peak (4100ft) or Cave Stream in this 
cracking area in the Southern Alps but alas - the rain 
drove us up to a local café… and whilst Ed was doing his 
teacher bit, we drove over to the west coast. When we got 
back, the school had abandoned the camp and were 
heading back home. Lucky we got back when we did, or 
else Ed would have had a wet wait. 
That first weekend was spent shopping, watching football, 
visiting a winery and discovering a New Zealand 
delicacy… meat pies.

Whilst Ed & Andrea went off to work that second week, we 
set off “up North”. Great coastal scenery, with whales 
(didn’t see any Pete H), dolphins, penguins, seals etc etc. 

We did a day walk on the Queen Charlotte Track (4 days if 
you have time) and saw two walkers and two bikers all

 day. Rain settled in on the return walk, but it was too 
humid in the forest to don our waterproofs, so we got 
soaked either way, and - was I glad to be out of the trees. 
That night we stayed in a cabin in Picton. Cabins are very 
popular in NZ if you want to keep things simple and low 
cost and usually have a bed, shower and kitchenette. Ours 
was just below a rail track, and when a goods train came 
through at 2am I thought we were having our own 
earthquake. Sue also stirred!
Next day we drove around Marlborough Sound, beautiful 
scenery, and headed for a meat pie in Nelson, a popular 
town, with 3 national parks on its doorstep. I decided the 
town was too big, so we pressed on…and on... and on – 
thinking I’d come across somewhere small and quant quite 
soon. That turned out to be Murchison 75mls later, a one-
horse town with a scary pub, but it was late and a long 
way from middle earth, but hey, they did pies.  After a quiet 
night and breakfast on the verandah, in glorious sun, we 
departed the “whitewater capital” and travelled up to the 
west coast, eventually ending up in Reefton, an excellent 
historical village, especially the main street with its 
wooden pioneer buildings. I half expected Clint Eastwood 
to come out with his poncho on!  After exploring the 
historic buildings a vintage car club arrived, having driven 
180mls from Blenheim. That just complimented the town, 
and we had to stay the night, eventually having a chat with 
many of the “vintage drivers” of the vintage cars. During 
the night it hammered it down and checking the news, 
found Auckland, Wellington, and Westport had also been 
battered. The drive back was exciting to say the least, with 
trees down, branches and rocks littering the road, power 
lines down and rivers swollen. Hardly any traffic of course 
(apart from campervans), but the scenery was brilliant, 
particularly over the Lewis Pass… one vista after another. 
Campervans (and there’s lots of them) are definitely the 
best way to see NZ.  
The weekend consisted of a walk around Brooklands 
Lagoon 
(loadsa 
birdlife),  a 
sunny beach 
walk, curry, 
beer and roast 
lamb at kiwis 
Ted & Lynn 
(Ed & Andreas 
friends who 
lent them their 
house for a 
month when 
they first arrived). Lovely couple. Lovely lamb. Lovely 
weather.
Week three consisted of more sightseeing. Akaroa and the 
Banks Peninsula is an undeniably picturesque spot with its 



8

hills and bays, and it’s no wonder they get lots of cruise 
ships visiting. We also went trekking up Mt Thomas 
(3300ft), again through dense beech forest, before 
breaking out onto the summit ridge and great views over 
the Canterbury Plains. An excellent walk, with some great 
birdlife.
Our old mate from Stoney Stanton (and former HMC 
member) Martin Bowler, flew down from Auckland “on 
business” to meet up with us. We all went out for dinner 
and it was great to see him and reminisce about HMC 
trips….just like old times, and we miss his banter.
We rounded the week off with Mt Cass (980ft) in glorious 
sun. Views towards the hills above Oxford, and over 
Pegasus Bay were outstanding, as was the beer and pie 
at the Blue Moon brewery that we were diverted into!
Driving south with Ed & Andrea on the inland scenic 
highway started our fourth and final week, giving us 
splendid views of lakes, mountains and… sheep. The 
further we went, the better the views and I could have 
walked on those hills all day long. Arriving in Queenstown, 
the “adventure capital of the world” with its mountains and 
lakes, it’s easy to see the attraction. Andrea had booked 
us into the Reavers Lodge, a backpacker’s hostel with 
views of the Remarkables. Unbeknown to her, the 
Queenstown Blues n Roots Festival featuring Elvis 
Costello and the Doobie Brothers was on. So was an 
event called the Gangsta Party. Unfortunately, most of da 
gangstas woz staying in da Reavers Lodge me finks…a 
noisy night was had by all. Happily, they all buggered off 
for our second night, which was bliss. 
From the hostel we ticked Queenstown Hill (2976ft) with a 
sweeping 
panorama of the 
Remarkables, 
Lake Wakatipu, 
the Kawarau 
River - and Ben 
Lomand. After 
the walk we 
celebrated Ed & 
Andrea’s 1st 
wedding 
anniversary in 

style in a little Italian restaurant…I had... pizza. We had… 
lots of wine.
Heading south from Queenstown (in rain, and seeing 
plenty of sheep) we reached Te Anau and Fiordland, (a 
World Heritage site). After pies, and a cruise on the lake, 
there followed a trip into some impressive caves complete 
with sculpted rocks, waterfalls, whirlpools and an 
underground boat ride to see glowworms, it was indeed 
magical. We checked out of our motel at 6.30am and 
drove 72miles to Milford Sound. We saw two cars on the 
trip and sunrise over the mountains. On arrival, the view is 
just WOW! Our boat awaited us and we were joined by a 
family of 4 from South Wales for a mini- cruise on Milford 
Sound, amidst scenery that is just awesome – soaring 
peaks rising straight out of the sea, forested cliffs, 
waterfalls, snow-capped mountains. Mitre Peak stands at 
5600ft…that’s just over a mile, goes straight up, and 
sailing underneath it was brilliant. Our boat stated they 
went further and took longer than anyone else and indeed 
they did, we went out to sea, came back under the 
waterfalls, and they gave us a treat I’ll never forget. It was 
over all too soon, but the drive to Wanaka in glorious sun 
is a fantastic road trip in its own right. 
We had a couple of days in Wanaka, with its stunning 
mountain views, lakes, and sleepy town…I can see why 
it’s Ed & Andrea’s favourite place. We did some touristy 
stuff here, visited the delightful village of Arrowtown in 
glorious autumnal colours, did a Maze and walked up Mt 
Iron (1800ft). 

We returned to Christchurch after a brilliant week and a 
brilliant month. Andrea had done a great job booking 
everything and we can’t thank both Ed & Andrea enough 
for their hospitality. 
If I go again, it’ll be for longer… it’ll be for further… and… 
it’ll be awesome!
(Note: The most popular question we’ve been asked is 
since returning…when you moving out there?
 Answer…awesome place, but it’s just toooo far from 
anywhere else… so… never!).

ED (not in NZ).
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On Saturday 17/05/2014 Martin Wing and I did the 
Snowdon Horseshoe with a slight twist !
We decided to incorporate a classic rock climb on a 
cliff on all the principle summits. As Snowdon itself has 
no worthwhile summer climbing we included a route on 
Clogwyn Du'r Arddu.
Routes climbed were :
Reade's Route on Crib Goch V. Diff 220' ** 1908
Rectory Chimneys on Clogwyn y Ddysgl V. Diff 430' ** 
1925
Longlands Climb on Clogwyn Du'r Arddu VS 4C 340' 
*** 1928 
Slanting Buttress Ridge Route on Lliwedd Diff 700' *** 
1904
These were all fairly pioneering climbs of their time and 
quite bold undertakings particularly Longlands which is 
still no push over with todays modern protection.
The route and itinery was Pen y Pass 05:15, up Crib 
Goch and over the knife edge to Bwlch Coch. We 
dropped down and traversed across to Reade's, up 
Reade's and across to Bwlch Coch again. Down into 
Cwm Uchaf and around the Parsons nose to Rectorys, 
up Rectorys and over Crib y Ddisgyl to the finger 
stone. We then descended the Snowdon Ranger path 
to the top of Cloggy and then dropped down to the 
foot of the crag via the Eastern Terrace and climbed 
Longlands. Back up the Snowdon Ranger to the 
summit of Snowdon and a welcome 30 min respite for 
food. Down the Watkin Path to the col and a nerve 
wracking descent down a near vertical grassy gully 
that ended in us abbing down 50M of loose choss and 
a traverse into the foot of Slanting Buttress. We 
climbed Ridge route moving together apart from a 
couple of short pitches up awkward ramps. Over 
Lliwedd and a descent back via the Miners track. We 
finished in daylight at 21:00 after 16 hours of virtual 
continuous movement. 
Cheers Martin for a tremendous mountain day and 
coming up with the idea.
Kev

Rock Stuff

Fri 30th May

Bagged crib y ddysgl and Snowdon up the 
PYG track and down the miners path. 

Sat 31st May
Tryfan North 
Ridge.
Took Mum and 
Dad 

Ben

Ben leads the way 
on Sharp Edge

Club member Jeff 
Bannister,is the 
new mayor of 
Hinckley and 
Bosworth and 
showed off his 
mountaineering 
skills when 
undertaking one of 
his civic duties at a 
sports event was  
invited to have a 
go at the climbing 
wall. Wearing a 
suit, chain of office 
and leather soled 
shoes he made 
short work of the 
climb on the black 
route. Of course he 
joins with chairman
Dave as a 
councillor.

Former Hinckley councillor Brian Gillett takes 
on a more traditional climb, wearing more 
traditional gear, although it is noticed no hat.

On the political front
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PRESIDENTS MEET (Ed’s finale)
10/11 October 2014

THURSTON OUTDOOR CENTRE, CONISTON
Cost will be £35 for the weekend payable in advance (cheques made payable to D 

GAIR) – and this includes 
two nights accommodation, snacks etc Fri night 
and the 3-course dinner on Saturday evening. 

No sleeping bags needed, plenty of small dorms. 

(Note: Some barrels of Real Ale will be on tap both Fri night & Sat night)

MENU
Please tick your choices and pass to Dave Gair

Homemade Vegetable Soup  !
Trio of Melon  !

Roquefort & Walnut Salad  !
…………………………………………..

                                          Homemade Steak & Ale Pie !
Tarragon & White Wine Chicken Fricassee !

Leek & Roasted Red Pepper Tartlets ! (v)
………………………………………….

All served with new potatoes & vegetables etc
……………………………………………………

Fendells Fruit Crumble !
Netties Ginger Surprise  !

with either Ice Cream  !  and/or Custard  !
Cheese Board    

Wine:
Red 

 White 

NAME(S) ……………………………………
                ……………………………………
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    Long-term HMC stalwart and past-President 
Pete Marston (88 and 3/4) confidently cast off 
his slippers and took on a week-long Lakeland 
summer expedition with a select group. 

 After considerable planning, a carefully honed list of 
equipment was submitted, including provisions (whisky, 
chocolate, tinned tomato soup, chocolate, and whisky), 
two Lakeland Fell Huskies named Pip and Midge, and in 
spite of the difficulties experienced by Captain Scott, the 
latest in modern powered conveyance: a portable self-
propelled paving scooter.  The transport providers 
declared the load too great for the vessel, and 
unfortunately the tomato soup had to be left behind.

 
Two local ghurkas, or 'northerners' as they are correctly 
termed, were engaged as guides and porters (Barbara 
Lowesmith and David Inch). A base camp was soon 
established in Threlkeld, where a series of desk-top 
reccies was completed, clearly identifying several 
passages and approaches to local summits and some 
jewels farther afield in the south of the region.  The 
game was on.  immediately lead to Scrabble and the 
Telegraph Cryptic.
 
Last-minute modifications to the land-vehicle improved 
long-term control and the Eastern Approach of Keswick 
from Threlkeld was completed in safety. The district 
omnibus took us back to base camp, although they could 

not be educated in the ways of the Leicestershire Bus 
Pass and Pete was not able to secure his usual free 
passage as an elder diplomat.  These are still wild parts.
 
A trip round Blea Tarn (Langdale) via  The Old Dungeon 
Ghyll followed with rough stony terrain and steep slopes 
exceeding the wildest contemplation of scooterʼs 
designers and the buttocks of its steersman.  Next day, a 
new foray to conquer both the lake and shore of 
Coniston was 
completed: 
starting by ferry 
to a landing on 
the western 
shore at Torver 
with the 
scooter safely 
stowed on the 
boat's roof and 
returning along 
the shoreline 
cycle route.  
These field-
trials proved 
only one thing: 
that a final 
major assault 
of Latrigg, the 
foothill of 
Skiddaw, was a 
realistic possibility.  Despite an elevated start from the 
Skiddaw car park, the peak was a considerable further 
climb with sections of 1 in 7 on loose, rough track. The 
scooter was running beyond its limits and the plucky 
ghurkas had to help it up the steep bits - but Pete made 
it!  The windy summit was thronged with impressed 
onlookers and provided a great photo opportunity.  
 
So, to sum up: don't give up!  If the legs are less willing 
but the brain still enjoys the view, find a way!
 
(by David Inch and Barbara Lowesmith)

Ton Up kid!
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Email: inedwards@hotmail.com
Tel: 01455 274174

 DATES FOR YOUR DIARY (Hut meets in bold)    

!
! !

Hinckley Mountaineering Club
Affiliated to the British Mountaineering Council

Holywell Inn
London Road

Hinckley

Every Thursday 9.00pm

hinckleymountaineering@hotmail.com
www.hinckleymc.org

Go to the web site to check the Forum

OUTSIDENOW! contributions to
tedcotttrell@mac.com

Meets

!In addition to the monthly meets, There are a range of activities including climbing, 
walking and mountain biking, all arranged on an ad-hoc basic at the Holywell Pub on 
Thursday evenings or on the club Forum. And don’t forget the “Saga Louts” for midweek 
walking.
To book a hut, contact Ed on 01455 274174 and pay a deposit of £5.
Huts
Unless told otherwise, you will need a sleeping bag and food for the weekend and your kit. 
All huts and hostels have cooking facilities although some members use the local hostelry. 
All huts have showers with the exception of one, are heated and where possible, ladies 
have a room to themselves.
Please note that most of the properties are mountaineering club huts and not Holiday 
Cottages. Some are suitable for family groups, some are not. Check with Ed on this one.
Be Green.. try and share cars,  again check with Ed to see who is going.
And don’t forget the earplugs...or an iPod

Kit.

If you need to borrow kit, the club has some harnesses, crampons, ice axes and 
helmets. Members of this club are renowned for hanging on to kit, sacs, waterproofs and 
even boots. Ask!

Climbing

Climbing takes place most Tuesday evenings at 
the wall at Warwick: Thursdays evenings at 
The Tower, Beaumont Leys, and at other times 
at Red Point, Creation etc and on real rock if 
the weather allows.
Check the forum for details

Over the Garden Wall
from the Gutter Picture  Press 

August 15/16 The Roaches, Peak District

September 10/11 Capel Curig, North Wales

Oct 11/12 Presidents Meet, Coniston, Lakes

Nov 8/9    Exmoor

Dec 6/7  Beddgelert   tba

Now its not that this column to cast aspersions about 
anyone...but...having been emailed the place and 
directions to a Wednesday “amble” start by you know 
who, five waited for over half an hour for our guide, 
leader and mentor to arrive at the Anker Pub in 
Hartshill.
Where was he, three miles away, in the Country Park 
car park, which is not a pub by the canal.

Fire, Fire, Fire, Fire, 
Pour on water, pour on water
Fetch the Engine, fetch the Engine.
Patterdale Burning, Patterdale 

burning......no it wasn’t, but at 1.00 AM  the fire alarms in 
the George Starkey Hut in Patterdale went off getting 
everyone out of bed, rushing downstairs to save their 
souls only to find that a club member, no names, no pack 
drill, Trowie,  had, whilst going to spend a penny had 
pressed the fire alarm button instead of the light switch. 
Sorry was the cry, but by this time Jane was so 
traumatised by the sight of Brian K and other male 
members (as it were) in their mini bikini pants that she 
went straight back to bed, “sod the fire”, she was heard to 
cry.
Chairman of vice, Mark H then spent an hour resetting 
the alarm system.
All this is hearsay by this writer, who, spending the night 
in his new UnBongo thought it was the nearby  church 
bells ringing.

Club members comes in all sizes

A life on the Ocean wave, or 
Ullswater, see Page 4

and left, Essential hut meet 
provisions.
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