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OUTSIDE NOW!

News from abroad
Hi HMC from across the pond. Hate to say it but the weather is fantastic, 8th day and not seen a cloud. Todays 
temp high 90's. Had a hectic week so far, having a chill out day by the pool. In Sequoia National Park then 
heading to Vegas. The wildlife and scenery is AWESOME. Had a great walk to the top of Yosemite Falls and to top 
it off saw a real live Bear (so cute it reminded me of Rox). Watched the climbers on El Cap - Scary!!!! Have a great 
day yall.
In Mammoth Mountains, biked from the top of Mammoth (via an uplift from the cable car) 11,300ft to Mammoth 
Village at 6000ft sweet single track all the way - AWESOME!!! Hope to do some bouldering and scambling today. 
Temp much more pleasant mid 70 -80. Not the 90 - 110 we have had. Time running out so heading back to San 
Fran on monday and home on Wednesday:( 
Have a good day y'all

Tracy Ken

June 2012
Hinckley Mountaineering Club
affiliated to the British Mountaineering Council

This edition is being prepared in the Scottish 
Highlands as the wind and rain batters the hut at the 
HMC meet at Torridon and clag obliterates the 
summits of the surrounding hills, the water in Loch 
Torridon is being whipped into a frenzy of crashing 
waves onto the beach a few hundred feet from the 
hut......at least that was Plan A, but it was not to be. 
A week of almost perfect weather, sunshine, blue 
skies, cloud free tops, a sometime occasional breeze 
to keep the midge at bay kept HMC’ers busy on the 
hill for the whole week. Apparently some rain was 
falling in England as the Queen and the country 
celebrated the Jubilee.
 Members will be pleased to know that we celebrated 
Jubilee Day with flags and bunting in the evening 
sunshine. So its back to Plan B, and editing  in the 
rain soaked midlands. 

Looking back the club has had meets at Patterdale, Snowdonia, an Interhostel weekend in Yorkshire as well 
as the Torridon meet. Sadly have very little news from the climbing side of things apart from stirling efforts 
from Rich to keep the route forum interesting.
To look forward, Nant Gwynant and possibly a Welsh Threes attempt, The Dolomites and of course 

Leicestershire’s social event of the year, The Stanton Beer Fest.

But before that, Wedding Bells, Gandalf , Steve  O, is getting married in August, (hence 
the change of date for the Beer Fest) and Chris and Stacey are engaged.

Vice chairman Mark has been busy moving the web site to another server, hopefully everybody has picked 
up the new address.

After the second Torridon meet in two years it has been almost decided that next years Spring week meet 
will be somewhere else. Favourite at the minute are the Pyrenees, giving a choice of Andorra, Spain, or 
France. Andorra gives the best of all worlds as one day you can walk with one foot in Andorra and the other 
foot in France and the next day do the same but with Spain. Let Ed know what you think.

http://www.hinckleymc.org/Pages/default.aspx

As a change from the usual action picture on the front page, here 
is a nice picture of Pete outside the Gwynant hut taking a rest 
from hut housework. Pic by Stuart H.

http://www.hinckleymc.org/Pages/default.aspx
http://www.hinckleymc.org/Pages/default.aspx
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Don was good at the one liner. The one that 
sticks in my memory is: ‘your only as good as 
your last climb’, so that weekend I done the 
hardest route to my ability and gave up 
climbing.

A Days climb with Don in North WalesThis 
time we were climbing in the Llanberis Pass. 
Don had a hit list of routes that he wanted to 
do. I was the fall guy for the day. The first route 
was Nea   a 230ft Severe climb a classic of the 
craig. After the first two pitches I got bored and 
finished off on Spectre the grade being HVS. 
When Don started on the difficult crack of this 
route all hell let loose. Yelling at me that this 
was no longer severe and we were off route.  In 
true form Don floated up the crack to join me at 
the belay being quite annoyed that he had not 
completed the classic route of Nea. After that 
we walk across to Carreg Wastad to climb The 
Wrinkle 235ft VD. but before the climb it was 
lunch time and true to Wales it started to rain. 
We sat under an overhang sheltering for the 
Welsh water floating down whilst eating our 
sandwiches .  At this point I noticed Don with 
sandwich in his hand deeply smelling the air 
around him. This carried on for a few minutes,  I 
then asked him what’s the problem? Cat pee I 
can smell cat pee. I said it’s not your 
sandwiches, he replied. No! Then it’s my rope. 
What your rope the one we have been using? 
Yes Don when I left my sac and rope in the 
garage the other day my cat sprayed both of 
them. Look at the front of my sac and you can 
see the circular dark area on it from what the 
cat did. Well the rope I hope the rain gives it a 
good washing.

After lunch we climbed Wrinkle slabs followed 
by Crackstone Rib using Dons rope, my was left 
with the other gear at the foot of the craig to be 
picked up on our return.

Again, thanks for the memories you gave me 
Don

from Brian G 
A Day on Ben Nevis with Don

It was a February morning in the early 80s, when Don and 
I set out from the Achintree Bunk House. We were late 
away owing to the a state of over  refreshment the night 
before.

A long flog up t he Pony Track with even clearing heads 
followed. This was the third time we had been this way 
during the week. On arriving at the north face of the Ben. 
It being don's turn for a choice of route. We made our way 
to North Gully II. The climb progressed smoothly, but the 
previously blue skies were clouding up. Arrival at the last 
pitch in the dusk revealed a large cornice. Blast! It wasmy 
lead. Don took a stance belayed to two ice axes and a 
deadman and up I went.An hour later I was through the 
cornice and stuck my head out of the top.
Oh goody! it was dark, blowing a holly and a white out. 
Pausing only put on a duvet I took a belay and brought up 
Don. "What a b** awful load of crap this weather is" said 
Don. "Have you got the card with the bearings on to find 
the descent"? he continued, "No, I thought you had it" I 
replied. "Well blow me and fancy that" said Don, taking out 
the map , most of which was immediately blown away by 
the gale force  wind. Thankfully what remained was what 
we wanted. Sop a course was set, we were away and a safe 
descent to Achintree followed.

Don Ward, a few memories

Don’s funeral was held at a packed  Nuneaton Crematorium on March 13th.
Fifteen members of HMC and a several former members attended.
During the service mention was made of Don’s climbing life and of HMC’s 
decision to use one of Don’s ice axes as a memorial trophy appropriately named 
the “Don Ward Axe”. The axe being awarded for the most outstanding feat on the 
hill bearing in mind the recipients previous experience.
After the service refreshments were held at Hinckley Citizens Club.

from Dave G

Climbing with Don Ward was never dull. He was always up 
for a good day out, and once his mind was set on 
something then rarely did he waiver from the objective, 
and woe betide those who offered any hint of 
backtracking. He had an encyclopaedic knowledge of a 
certain kind of gritstone route. These always looked fairly 
reasonable from the ground, and, indeed, often had quite 
modest grades. More often than not they were cracks that 
looked like they gave plenty of scope for both jamming 
and protection.

Once off the ground, however, it soon became apparent 
that there was no opportunity for either. This was before 
cams were bought before mere mortals. You soon found 
yourself in a skin shredding thrash, and an ungainly mess 
if wedged shoulders and cross barred legs. As the air 
turned blue your obscenities would be interrupted by a 
gentle tone from below,’I told you you’d like that’. I very 
much miss the man, but not all of his routes.
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THE ROCK AND ICE ROUTE BOOK 
A compilation of routes entered on the Forum Since  March. There is no editing or corrections of items posted.

From Ray
Prob 1st time for me to post a route. It's to 
me a very pleasant 3hr stroll 5hrs if incl pub. 
starting from Carlton bridge nr Mkt Bos 
taking in Hoo Hill and a stretch of the River 
Sence.(Kingfisher seen there) A few awkward 
stiles for dogs over electric fences ok if you 
can lift Rover over.
Starting at Carlton Bridge on the Ashby canal 
take fp between cottages for 2/3 m first stile 
go left up and around Hoo Hill look out for 
w/mark on left in hedgerow follow w/mark 
paths past Triangle Spinney left to Temple 
Mill where you go right along riverside. 2nd 
fp on left can be taken for refreshment at the 
Horse and Jockey at Congerstone return or 
continue on riverside taking fp left following 
waymarks back to Carlton Bridge. O/S 232

Dave T
Friday March 30th 
After labouring through half a gallon of the local brew and one of 
Masham's famous Bay Horse Pies the previous evening, Myself, Sinc 
and Carolyn (who had called in to say hello) enjoyed a very pleasant 
morning in glorious spring sunshine. We ambled through meadows 
full of new lambs, returning moorland birds and absolutely no 
humans and on into Nutwith Woods. Then down into Hackfall, 
passing the first bluebells and the folly which is now a holiday 
cottage and down to the riverside. All that was left was to stroll 
gently back along the banks of the Ure noting the prence of 
Dippers and Goosander and into the Black Bull in paradise for a 
welcome beer sampling session. Julie, who was "working from 
home" (yes she was actually working!) was persuaded to join us 
briefly before reurning to her labours. That done Sinc and Carolyn 
departed to visit family, taking in the Darlington Beer Festival later 
that evening. It's a hard life!

from Rich

Birchen Edge Thurs 29 March
Sarah S , Pete B and me

Tars Corner M Rich/Sarah .Pete solo 
Tars Gully M Pete& Rich solo
Tars Traverse D Rich/Sarah . Pete solo
Tars Wall HVD 4b Pete solo
Tars Crack VD 4a Pete solo
Tars Arete VD 4a Pete solo
Gunners Gangway D 3a Rich/Sarah . Pete 
solo
Lieutenant`s ladder HD 3a Pete solo
Gunners Groove D 3a Rich/Sarah/Pete
Seasick Slab 4b(V0-) Rich & Pete solo
Moby Dick S 4a Pete /Sarah/Rich
Gun-Cotton Groove HD 3b Sarah/Rich . 
Pete solo
Cor Limey! HD 3a Pete solo
Fuse HS 4b Pete/Rich

 RICH
Wed 28th March Bamford Edge
Sarah S , Tracy, Brian K, Nat and me.

Bosun`s Slab D Rich/ Brian
Concave Slab M Rich /Brian & Sarah/
Tracy
Adjacent Slab D Tracy/Sarah/Brian/
Rich/Nat
Hypotenuse M Rich/Brian & Sarah/
Tracy
Opposite S 4a Rich/Brian
Right Side S 4a Tracy/Sarah
Artillery Corner D Nat/Brian/Rich
Gangway S 4a Rich/Nat/Brian & Sarah/
Tracy
Loader`s Bay D Rich/Brian /Nat
Leaning Slab VD Sarah/Tracy & Nat/
Rich/Brian
Moglichkeit Vs 4b Tracy/Nat
Slab and Crack D Rich/Nat/Brian
Left Arete HD Sarah/Rich

RICH
Sunday 25 March 
Windgather 

Brian C,Sarah S, Anthea & Saul B,Paul M and me
Rib and Slab M Rich/Anthea/Saul
Buttress Two Gully M Paul/Rich/Anthea/Saul
High Buttress Arete D Brian/Sarah/Saul/Anthea/Rich
Corner Crack D Paul/Rich/Saul/Anthea
Broken Groove D Rich/Paul/Saul/Anthea
The Corner M Paul/Rich/Saul/Anthea
Middle And Leg D Rich/Saul/Paul/Anthea
Side Face Brian /Sarah /Saul/Rich
Leg Stump Brian /Sarah

Bonjour mes Amis. We are currently in the Gorge 
du Verdon, staying just out of Moustiers Sainte 
Marie. We are enjoying fine views while walking 
and driving above the river and visiting the many 
lovely villages in the Haut Var. We have spent 
some time touring the Luberon calling in at such 
towns as Gordes, Fontaine de Vaucluse,Rousillon, 
Saignon and others. Each town and village is 
unique and wondrous. BUildings painted with ocre 
hues. We walked the Colorado Provencal. A huge 
quarry that was used to provide the ocre colours 
for artists and for painting the walls of local 
buildings. A marvel of colours ranging from 
almost-white, through pink to blood red. Water 
and wind has shaped the sandy rocks into weird 
and Wonderful shapes.Flowers are everywhere! 
Blood red fields of poppies mixed with the colours 
of many wild flora species. The heady scent of 
broom and honeysuckle. Vultures - a recent 
reintroduction to the area - flying above the 
Gorge. Cest la vie. Geoff and Kate
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Mountaineering can be a dodgy pastime and Brian G can testify to that so it no surprise 
when he turned up at the Holywell looking as though he had taken a 1000ft tumble 
from some exotic sounding peak.
 But no, it was somewhat more boring,  rear end shunt in his car in Bulkington which 
left Brian battered but his bent car still drivable. The irony of course is that despite 
working at MIRA for many years, the seat belt was too slow in reacting and the air bag 
failed to deploy. Perhaps MIRA should spend some of its time on providing better 
protection from rear end shunts.

Please to announce that he has now fully recovered and back to his usual handsome looks.

   As a total virgin to the Welsh mountains I had 
found Pen-y-Pas car park full & so decided that as 
an alternative to climbing Snowdon, to park just 
down the road & go for a low level walk down 
the valley & around Llyn Gwynant.  At the far 
end of this walk I passed what I suspected to be 
Pete's hut & was delighted to have this confirm

ed as Pete himself emerged. A guided tour around 
his wonderfully atmospheric hut ensued, after 
which I was treated to a large mug of tea whilst 
we sat in the sun outside & chatted about hill-
walking stuff.  I got out an hour earlier the next 
day & completed Snowdon by the Miners & Pyg 
tracks in absolutely perfect weather. 
    The next few day saw low cloud which kept me 
off the tops, but found lots at low level to 
compensate.  The forecast for Thursday was 
marginally better so I couldn't resist trying for 
Glyder Fawr.  I had been hoping for a circular 
route which also took in Y Garn & Glyder Fach 
but the persistent very low cloud encouraged me 
instead to do a straight up & down via Devil's 
Kitchen.  I was really impressed by the grandeur 
of this route which took me up through that very 
narrow breach in the mountains defences.  Up at 
Llyn-y-Cwn I was in thick cloud, so the final 

section of the steep, progressively more snow 
covered, scree to the summit had to go 
photographically unrecorded. The final boulders 
of the summit I found were interspersed with deep 
powdery snow which obscured all holds & so I 
reluctantly had to leave the final few meters for a 
better day.  Despite the lack of photographic 
opportunities at the top it had been a very exciting 
& satisfying climb & has left me feeling very 
impatient to tackle more Welsh mountains.

Stuart Hewins
       

Snowdonia,  April 14th to 21st 2012
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HMC Interhostel Meet April 2012
It all started with the drive north, not a 
welcoming thought especially on a Friday 
evening.  There was Myself & Morgan, Colin 
& Josh along with Elvin & Ray.  This made for 
a good share for the fuel cost and also for 
the parking limitations around Kettlewell 
youth hostel.

The Friday evening was relaxed, staying in at 
the hostel having a couple of beers and 
sharing pizza with the kids, while many of 
the others had ventured off down the pub.

When Saturday morning came it suddenly 
dawned on me what we had let ourselves in 
for, could our young mountaineers step up to 
the challenge, would they break on the first 
day, could they actually do the return hike?

We had already pre-planned the routes that 
we would take, making Saturday the shorter 

route, but more ascent and descent, than we would do on the Sunday.

A quick photo before we all set off on our respective routes and that would be the last we would see of the other HMC 
members until arriving in Malham Saturday evening.  The Saturday route that Colin & I had planned to take Joshua & 
Morgan on was quite straight forward and simple.  Leave Kettlewell over New Bridge and take the steep ascent up Gate 
Cote Scar and onto Middlesmoor Pasture, this certainly got the thighs burning and the lungs panting.  From here we 
meandered along taking in the views and watching the new born lambs springing around.  We dropped down into Arncliffe 
via Park Scar and Byre Bank wood, a refreshment stop may have been taken in ‘The Falcon’, but as it was still shut when 
we arrived, we pushed on along Monks Road.  Another steep pull up and little legs were beginning to wane and the 
thought of sustenance was what filled Joshua’s head, but we decided to keep going saying ‘that’s most of the climb done, 
just 5 more walls to cross before we stop for lunch’, which was taken near ‘Dew Bottoms’ by a wall protected from the 
wind with a glint of sun keeping us warm and nature (noodles) to keep the kids amused.

Once our energy levels had been topped up we continued our hike.  Considering the forecast we were doing remarkably 
well on the weather front.  That was until we started to descend to Malham Tarn from Middle House Farm, Mother Nature 
decided to let loose the wind grew stronger and the rain lashed out as the temperature dropped.  From here we retraced 
our route from December back to Malham following the Pennine Way via Malham Cove and into Malham, where a much 
needed refreshment stop was called for.  Hot Chocolate with Marshmallows for the kids and Beer for the boys

Saturday evening was a meal at the hostel, the Ginger 
sponge was gorgeous and generally the food was great 
with no washing up to do we went across to the pub 
which was rammed and became very noisy when a gaggle 
of women turned up celebrating a 40th Birthday. Now 
weary and most of the evening dispensed with it was time 
to separate the kids from their DS’s and return to the 
hostel for some much needed sleep.

Sunday morning arrived and it was damp, drizzling 
slightly, but the first thing was to go and get breakfast 
(No cooking).  So a sumptuous fill of cereal, fry up, 
chocolate croissants fruit juice and coffee later I was 
ready, to hit the sack again, but no time for this as 
everything still needed re-packing.

We set off wearing full wets as the weather looked set to 

Out and About 
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be damp, but soon the drizzle stopped.  We headed out )along 
the Pennine Way before turning off by Mires Barn towards 
Janet’s Foss, (Foss is the Old Norse word for a waterfall or force and 
Janet (or Jennet) was believed to be the queen of the local fairies who 
lives behind the fall in a cave).  

From here at was over Gordale Bridge and along Gordale Beck 
to Gordale Scar, (Gordale Scar was created during the Ice ages, melt 
water creating a cavern that eventually collapsed to create the waterfall 
and gorge we see today).   This is where the fun was and the kids 
were really looking forward to doing the scramble after we had 
to retreat in December due to the volume of water.  I took the 
lead crossing the beck to the centre rib which is where the 
scramble begins.  From here Morgan took the lead up the 
scramble, closely followed by myself then Joshua & Colin came 
up after.  The steep slog out at the top of the scramble soon 
had us warmed up and a short break was taken.  We carried on 
above Gordale beck in almost complete silence, which was only 
broken by the odd wisp of wind hissing as it circulated through 
the gaps in the limestone pavement as we headed for Street 
Gate.

As we headed away from Street gate and over East Great Close 
and Clapham High Mark poor Josh hit the wall and a mighty big 
wall it was, not even chocolate and sweets could manage to 
snap him out of his gloom.  However after a short break and 

convincing Josh that the entire ascent had almost been completed apart from the last 20 to 30 meters or so had him 
on his feet again.

While descending Low Lineseed Head we came across what appeared to be the remains to an old mine entrance (not 
marked on map) that Morgan decided he wanted to investigate and asked if we could buy the field – Dream on Son.  
After a bit of investigation on the net, it turns out to be an old lime kiln.  So down to Arncliffe Cote we strolled 
through yet more fields of Cattle, Quite odd really as Saturday all we had seen were sheep and today seemed to be all 
cattle.  We stopped for lunch on the corner of the bridge that spans Cote Gill, once again we were treated to the sun 
breaking through the to keep us toasty while we munched and drank, it was at this point Morgan discovered something 
really yummy, with his flask of hot chocolate in one hand and a bar of chocolate in the other a couple of chunks of the 
latter were dropped into the flask and shaken until dissolved.  I must try this with some Bourneville (Other makes of 
dark chocolate are available) for a nice rich hot chocolate.

We left our sunny lunch spot and started the final leg of the weekends hiking (4.4k & 175 Mtrs Ascent / Descent) 
struck out along Out Gang lane and across the River Skirfare by the small footbridge in Littondale before passing 
through Hawkswick.  A steep pull up, and slowly contouring  onto Hawkswick more, before a more steady ascent over 
the end of the ridge before dropping down to Knipe Wood.  In the distance we could see our Kettlewell and beyond 
that dark ominous looking clouds.  As we approached the old quarry and the tree line it started to rain, but as we left 
the tree line the shower stopped, we had been saved from a soaking.  As we crossed the bridge into Kettlewell there 
was Elvin waiting for us, were we the last ones back, not quite.  We took a well earned break at the cafe; the kids had 
ice cream and pop while we indulged in Tea, Coffee and Cakes.

About 40 Minutes later Ray arrived, so it was time to load and go.  Now Mother Nature had definitely been looking 
after us that weekend, as by the time we had all changed and loaded the van the heavens opened and it rained and it 
rained and it rained, or maybe the Yorkshire dales were sad to see us leave.

It had been another absolutely brilliant weekend, and I was so proud of what our young mountaineers had achieved.

Saturday 16.5 Km – 741 Mtrs Ascent – 754 Mtrs Descent.

Sunday 17.25 Km – 610 Ascent – 607 Mtrs Descent.

Mark T



7

More Out and About

Patterdale March 17/18

Saturday, Mark T, Gareth and Jo, Ted and Carol, 

Striding Edge from the hut in Patterdale. Warm work 
in the sun getting to the Hole in the Wall for the 
crossing of the ridge which was in good condition, 
dry and no wind. Whilst the others took the direct 
route up to Helvelyn from the end of the ridge, Mark 
and I took the diagonal, tricky to find but better 
route up the face above 
Red Tarn to arrive at the summit shelter before the 
rest of the group. Then it started to snow, great big 
flakes of it floating gently downwards (what else). No 
wind and very little drop in temperature, within half 
and hour the mountainside had turned from 
green to white. Onwards to White Side, Raise and 
then to Sticks Pass and the descent to Glenridding. A 
splendid day.
Sunday. As above but minus Mark who had turned 
an ankle on a mercy mission!
Another sunny day, leaving the Bongo at the 
Brothers Water car park took a pleasant stroll along 
the Red Squirrel Woods but didn't see any, past 

some newly born sunbathing calves and into 
Dovedale. Following the beck until a steep ascent on 
a well engineered path to the right of the massive 
overhanging Dove Crag brought us to the ridge. 
Here we met other walkers for the first time. A quick 
visit to the top of Dove Crag and then back along 
the ridge to Hart Crag and on to Fairfield. On to Cofa 
Pike and St Sunday Crag. Here we explored new 
route by visiting Gavel Pike and Lords Seat before 
descending and then ascending the valley to Birks 
for the final descent back to Patterdale. Another 
good day.

Words by Ted, Pictures by Mark and Ted

Striding Edge,Gareth and Jo

On the way to Striding Edge and Helvelyn, Gareth, Jo, Ted and Carol in the sunshine but.....and hour or so later, snow

Jo and Mark T
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The Bealach na Ba   Dave and Harry

In ‘The 100 Best Cycle Climbs in Britain’ this gets 
given 11 out of 10; the only one in the book to 
achieve that status. H and I set out to do it as part 
of the circuit of Applecross  peninsular. Starting in 
Shieldig there is a gentle 400ft pass leading over 
to Tornapress that serves to falsely boost 
confidence. Even here though H was away on his 
big ring looking a bit too Pantani like for my legs. 
The big climb starts gently enough over the first 
couple of miles, and then ramps up to a steady 
mile straight of 20%. All the time on this you can 
see the final zig-zags looking impassable at the 
top. You are also at the mercy of motorists since 
the road is too narrow for a straining cyclist and a 
car, and they must wait in the frequent  passing  
places. This year they were brilliant. The last few 

yards up to the bends are the steepest, and were a 
cauldron of heat with no wind (77F). Fortunately 
the bends flatter to deceive and you can rest 
between the steeper sections and enjoy the 
sensation of being poised 
above the corrie.

 At last the top and a 
waiting H. 2000+ft in 
5.5miles. A rapid descent 
into Applecross and H 
refuses and offer of tea and cake, proving he has 
been doing too much training with the hard core 
Wheelers. Then just the matter of the remaining 
25miles that also contain 2,500 feet of climbing, 
but almost all delivered in short 100ft bursts. By 
the time I was back in Shieldig I suffered the 
curious sensation of being on the flat.

This has to be one of the great rides. 45miles and 
5000ft in some of the best scenery on the planet. 
Thanks for your encouragement H

P.S. I hope the git in the black pick-up who tried 
to run us off the road broke down here and found 
that he’d forgotten to renew his rescue package.

On yer Bike

Vale of Belvoir

               Once again, on 
Sunday 14th May, members 

of HMC have taken part in the 
Vale of Belvoir cycle ride to help raise funds 
for The British Heart Foundation.
            We were very fortunate and 
blessed with ideal weather conditions for 
the event.  This year however there was a 
change of venue and the event could not 
start from Belvoir Castle.  Reason for this, 
Belvoir Estates put up their fees by 70%.  
Fortunately the good people of Hose village 
stepped forward and allowed the Event to 
Start and Finish at the village hall.
 
            The change to the start point made 
a huge difference in how the course rode.  
Generally after about 15+ miles you arrive 
at Hope, which is followed by a steep climb 
up Brock Hill & with tired legs can be a bit 
of a strain.  This year the hill was less of an 

issue as legs had nicely warmed up on the 
short ride to the bottom of the hill of about 
1.5 miles.
 
            In total we had 25 participants 
under the Name of ‘Team Cressall’ of which 
HMC associates were Myself, Colin, Tracy, 
Andrew, Annette, Carolyn & Karen.  Most of 
the riders opted for the 40 Mile route and 
completed this in under 3 Hours, while 5 
opted for the shorter 25 mile route. In total 
925 miles were covered.
 
            We have managed to raise over 
£2100:00 which was a great achievement, 
and I would like to take this moment to say 
a BIG THANK YOU to all of you who made a 
donation.
            Maybe more of you join us next 
year 
 
Many Thanks, Mark T
 

In the meantime, Mark H cycled the the Mallory Mile or more, Mark T, Morgan and Ted did the Nuneaton Ten around 
Higham and Stoke Golding and Ted is off to Paris

The summit
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KESWICK TO BARROW CHARITY WALK, 12 
May 2012
This was the second time that my company, 
Babcock, had submitted a team to this 
challenging walk through a lovely part of 
Cumbria. There were eight walkers in the 
team, comprising mainly the same personnel 
as last year (including Graeme Sleight, whom 
some of you will know) supported by my wife, 
Marie, and a driver.
2300 runners and walkers departed from the 
Rough How Bridge, near St John’s Vale after 
5-30. The early drive from our hotel in 
Ulverston passed Windermere and Thirlmere 
as dawn broke and the sun rose. In the 
morning chill, we had a fast start alongside 
Thirlmere and up Dunmail Raise, where Marie 
was cooking bacon and eggs for breakfast, 
albeit with difficulty in the cold temperature 
and wind. 
We passed Grasmere and Elterwater with the 
waters sparkling in the sun and occasionally 
reflecting the fells behind on route to the next 
meeting with our support team at Monks 
Coniston and the official lunch stop a few 
miles further along the east bank of Coniston 
Water. 
Changing views of the Copper Mines and the 
Old Man created memories of frequent past 
visits there with the HMC and others until the 
views disappeared whilst approaching Lowick 
Bridge. The check point here marks the 
transition between the Cumbrian fells and the 
southern moors. Many of the C class roads 
followed by the walk were closed for the day 

and patrolled only by staff vehicles, collecting 
drop-outs. The road climbs incessantly and 
stretches ahead for miles. It was easy to 
become despondent on this section and to 
ignore the distant views of Morecombe Bay, 
especially with tiredness, increasing pains and 
the chill of the head wind. However, the miles 
passed by until the steep descent to Dalton-
in-Furness and support from people sat 
outside the pubs boosted morale and finally 
sign for one-mile to go appeared. 
The party at the BAe sports club was in full 
swing, with several thousand people 
attending. It is a big day for the town of 
Barrow-in Furness, and people line the drive 
supporting their teams arriving at the finish. 
When I arrived, earlier team members were all 
in the bar - free drinks were most welcome! 
My time was 11h 30 mins, much quicker than 
last year, and my feet had suffered more 
accordingly. .Graeme had come in a creditable 
7 h 20 mins, having run much of the way. The 
quickest person this year achieved 4h 18 mins, 
and the last person returned after 16h 18 
mins. 
Thanks go to our support staff and sponsors. I 
will have collected well over £100 towards the 
team’s total contribution, expected to be 
approximately £1500. The walk organisers, 
BAe, anticipate distributing approximately 
£250,000 to local (Cumbrian) and national 
charities including mountain rescue teams 
who provided support throughout the day. 

Elvyn Haigh

BEWARE...Councils at large

This sign posted by Daventry 
District Council at Daventry Country 
Park is surely another sign..no pun 
intended..of the neurotic thinkings 
of some people who have to justify 
their often highly paid existence by 
stating the BBO.

No doubt there are signs in all council buildings pointing out that indoors is inherently hazardous, 
Ceilings sometimes collapse, floors get wet and slippery, etc etc.

Sad really because its a nice 2½ mile walk or bike ride around this reservoir with a wealth of wild life 
to be seen and its not so far away. And a nice cafe and sheltered area for picnics.

Sad also because my form tutor and geography teacher at Daventry Grammar School many many 
years ago was a councillor and one time mayor (Tory of Course). I can imagine his language if it had 
happened in his time. 

Ted
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Saga Louts Out and About

March 7th 
Stuart,Brian G, Bob J, Ray G, John T.
Parked at Belton, Walked to Diseworth. Pub stop at the Plough Inn. 
Returned to Belton by alternative route. 7 miles.

March 14
Brian G, Pat M, Sylvia, John T, Bob J
Start from Hints, via Rookery Lane,Weeford Park to Hollybush Inn at 
Little Hay for refreshment. Return via Weeford Village back to Hints. 
8½ miles.
March 28Ray G, Geoff K, Bob J. Stuart M, John T
Start from the Golden Lion pub Easenahll, Walked to Stretton U 
Fosse, South on Oxford Canal to Newbold Tunnel, left the canal to 
go to Harborough Magna and back to Easenhall where refreshment 

was taken at the Golden Lion. 9 miles.

April 11. Geoff, Bob, Stuart, John
From Village Hall Sibson set off for Sheepy Parva and Ratcliffe Culey. On leaving village stopped for 
coffee. Pressed on back to Sibson and pints of Old Hookey at the Cock Inn.

For the next five weeks due to the prolonged wet conditions brought on by the drought no 
walks were made.

May 23
Usual group plus Brian G.
From Lubenham off to the wonderfully named Marston Trussell for a coffee stop. Picked up the 
Grand Union Canal and Foxton Locks Country Park to the Black Horse at Foxton for  a jar or so of 
Old Speckled Hen. Returned to Lubenham with some difficulties due to rape fields giving some 
hassle. 8 miles.

May 30 From Shuttington Village Green to Seckington and its Motte and Bailey.On to Thorpe 
Constantine with another struggle through fields of rape (I hate this yellow peril) to Newton Regis 
and a very welcomestop at the Queens Head. Back to Shuttington to finish. 7½ miles.  With Pat M 
and Sylvia joining the walk.

June 6th
Polesworth start and over the river Anker to pick up the Coventry Canal which was followed 
southwards to bridge 49 where we left the canal and took a footpath to the edge of Dordon Village. 
Took Common Lane back to Polesworth for a pint at the Red Lion which is in the process of being   
refurbished. Short walk 4 miles and short group being, Brian G, Bob Jones and John T.

June 13
Polesworth again. And again the Coventry Canal this time to bridge 48 and took  footpaths to the A5 
at Grendon then a Green Lane and muddy track to Baddesley Ensor. Then our walk went pear 
shaped. The pub was closed and trying to find our path out of the village was a load of hassle. 
Alsation dogs attacked us on the A5. Lost our way in the woods at Dordon before arriving beetles 
and weary at Polesworth. A hard 9 miles. Stuart M, Bob J and John T.

 Words by John Trow
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While England celebrated Jubilee Week with rain and 
wind, fifteen intrepid HMC’ers enjoyed sunshine and 
blue skies for most of the week in Torridon.
Returning for a second year to a magnificent television 
free log built lodge overlooking Loch Torridon and the 
Munros of Beinn Alligin and Liathach we were treated 
everyday to deer wandering past the picture window to 
graze at the waters edge. To the rear, through a forest 
of purple rhododendrons was the final peak of Ben 
Damph, not a munro but another splendid mountain.
All arrived on Sunday night to a welcome curry by Nettie 
and co.

Monday June 4th. A mass ascent of Beinn Alligin Tom na Gruagaich (922 m) to the south, and Sgùrr Mhòr at 
3,235 feet (986 m)and its famous Horns.
Harry, Ted,  Ed, Gareth, Jo, Alistair,  and Nettie, Ian, Sophie making their first visit to Scotland and on their their 
first day taking in two Munros. Carol, Sue C and Sue E came part of the way then continued on a low level route 
around the mountains.
The scramble up the two horns made the morning interesting but not difficult and a food break at the summit of 
horns was made. And then despite the sunshine, a few flakes of snow came down just to remind us this was 
Scotland. On to the summit and for most a tiring descent from 
3200ft to sea level and the cars. A fantastic day and well done to 
Nettie, Sophie and Ian. Two Munros on their first day.

Tuesday
Beinn Eighe, . Ruadh-stac Mòr 3314ft and Spidean Coire nan Clach 
3258ft  Two more munros
Gareth, Jo, Ted, Carol, Alistair.
A warmer day than Monday took the route up to Triple Buttress 
passing Dave and Diane on the way, passing the remnants of a 
crashed aircraft and a bit of a slog up the scree to the ridge, easy 
walking to the summit of Ruadh-stac Mor andback along the ridge 
to carry on to Spidean Coire nan Clach, From here we descended 
steeply to the road side and Ted fails to hitchhike back to the start 
point so walks a mile  and a bit to fetch the Bongo. Another good 
day.
Tuesday..its Jubilee Day and was celebrated at the lodge with flags 
and bunting, a picture of The Queen and a traditional  Empire dish 
of curry followed by rhubarb crumble from the Rhubarb fields of 
Nuneaton and a toast to HM Queen. 

Wednesday
Munroed out today, so yesterdays group take a long 13 mile walk 
around the base of Ben Damph on an even warmer  day, ascending 
to a col of a 1000ft before rounding the top of the hill and finishing 

off by walking alongside Loch 
Damph. A car less day.
Sue C’s sausages for dinner, 
another stunning meal.

Thursday
Ben Damph  2960ft, Same group.
Not a Munro but a splendid mountain. Through the rhododendron woods on 
a fine estate path, the same as yesterdays walk until it turned up the hill to a 
belach at about 2000ft. Turning left we continued up  and down over the tops 

before the final ascent to the summit. like all the days, we were not alone but it was never crowded. Once again 

Sunset reflected in the lodge windows and illuminating 
the western summit of Ben Damph

Jo in a tight spot on the Horns of Alligin

Sue Cooks a treat

TORRIDON

http://www.google.co.uk/search?hl=en&client=safari&rls=en&sa=X&ei=Z4XkT93tOZDI0AXn4eSKCQ&ved=0CCMQvwUoAQ&q=rhododendron&spell=1
http://www.google.co.uk/search?hl=en&client=safari&rls=en&sa=X&ei=Z4XkT93tOZDI0AXn4eSKCQ&ved=0CCMQvwUoAQ&q=rhododendron&spell=1
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splendid views especially across to the Isle of Lewis and Harris 
and Skye.
Returning we crossed the belach and continued to the far peak 
which overlooked Loch Torriden and our Lodge, 2500 ft below.
Again another sunny day.

Dining out tonight at a restaurant in Shieldaig and 
for the first time in the week it rains. Nice meal, 
beer fine but return to the Lodge for more beer.

Friday
The first manky morning, rain, stiff breeze and a 
choppy loch. The tops still visible though but 
clearly it was going to be windy on the tops. Carol 
and I decided to take a car tour of the Applecross 
peninsular. Taking the new road to Applecross ( it 
didn’t exist when I first visited the area in the late 
60s) arrived at Applecross in the now sunshine and 
heat. Time for an ice cream and a visit to the 
museum. Took the road to Bealach na ba (we were 
doing the reverse route Dave and Harry had cycled 
the day before..see article) probably the highest 
main  public road in the country and until 1978 the 
only road to Applecross and the other villages. 
Returning we met Ed and Sue who had spent the 
day going over the sea to Skye. Back at the lodge 
found that some of the others had spent the day on 
the same route.

Everyone had a fantastic time with all doing 
something, somewhere everyday.

The quiz
Dave, Diane, Alistair, Sue C and Ted and Carol took 
on the locals and other visitors in a quiz at the 
Community Centre. A magnificent  million pound 
building for the 400 locals. Sadly we came joint 
second being defeated on a round of questions on 
Scottish history. 

The Black Notch aka Eag Dhubh on Ben Alligin, 
Jo takes a picture at the top

From Ted and Carols 1978 scrapbook

The last time we walked in Torridon
we kept a list of what we had spent e.g.
Provisions £1.44, BOOZE £1.50.
Bacca 78p, Fish and Chips (for 2) £1.50, 
ice cream 22p, Petrol for the whole trip, 1,585 
miles....£34

Visit to the Lodge by one of the locals

This space left for others to do write 
ups!
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The Leicestershire Round by 
Bus

Day 9:  Thorpe Langton to 
Fleckney

Tuesday 29th March 2011.  A 
relative late start when compared 
with the last two sections. I 
required the Hinckley to Market 
Harborough bus which departs 
the Bus Station at 0820. Once at 
Mkt Harborough I needed the 
1017 Bus 44 to Thorpe. By 1032 I 
was in Thorpe ready for the days 
walk which headed towards the 
church then along a small lane to 
open fields. After half an hour of 
walking I arrived at East Langdon, 
a small village lying in a hollow 
with one pub and post office. The 
Round goes up one street turns a 
corner and continues down the 
other street passed the Manor. At 
the bottom of the road I looked 
left and could see the stile that I 
had used to enter the village.  
Was this the loop they used to 
give the Round its 100 mile 
status?

After East Langdon the path 
continues across open fields 
towards the small Village of 
Foxton. At Foxton the canal tow 
path is followed to reach the 
bottom end of the famous locks. I 
stopped to have lunch here and 
watched the collection of old 
people park their cars and walk 
over to the pub to have lunch. It 
looked quite interesting, possible 
something that I could do one day 
when I’m old.

Soon it was pack on back, hands 
on socks and onward to Gumley a 
pleasant village nestled in trees 
on a hillside overlooking Foxton. 
The path at Gumley leads through 
the churchyard to open field 
heading towards Saddington. 
Before long there was a steep hill 
to climb which once on the top 
gave good views across 
Saddington reservoir and the 
village itself. 

At Saddington it was 
decision time, do I catch 
the Bus from here back 
to Harborough and then 
the long lingering 
journey back to 
Hinckley or push on to 
Fleckney and catch the 49B Bus to 
the City and then home? I decide 
to push the boat out and in true 
gun’o tradition forged ahead to 
Fleckney.

The Bus arrived on time at 
Fleckney and within a short time I 
was at Leicester Charles Street 
Bus Station. The Hinckley Bus 48 
was due to leave in two minutes 
time. What a wonderful piece of 
luck and for Brian, I had not got 
time to visit the cafe so his 
cheque book was again not 
required and I was soon on my 
way home on the bus.

Day 10: Fleckney to Dunton 
Bassett

Tuesday 3rd May 2011. A few 
minutes past eight and I’m on Bus 
48 to Leicester now having to pay 
the full fare! The Fleckney Bus left 
Leicester at 0919 and arrived at 
Fleckney for 1000

From the bus stop my jouney 
goes up Gladstone Road to the 
end where I join a footpath that 
goes behind the housing estate 
and then on to open fields. Within 
ten minutes my footpath meets 
the Round and its then on to 
Bruntingthorpe via Shearsby. 

On the way to Shearsby having 
passed Rose Farm and three fields 
from the road I was lost. The 
Round had disappeared and I had 
to go back to the stile and 
reassess the situation. With the 
Guide Book and Map I tried to 
make reason of my position. The 
problem was there were no yellow 
way markers to be seen and the 
large stone horse trough was not 
visible. So after some time I set 

off walking across the 
field again to the far 
hedge. At the hedge I 
turned right and 
continued walking and 
after a while the field 
sloped downwards to a 

pond. I walked around the pond 
and twenty metres further on lay 
the stone trough. Directly behind 
the trough was a stile and way 
marker, which could not be seen 
from any distance due to the 
heavy growth of hedge and trees. 

I arrived at Shearsby by 1100 a 
small sleepy village with one pub 
and church. I had no time to stop, 
I need to reach Bruntingthorpe by 
1200 or else I would be behind 
my schele. So I continued 
through the village to reach the 
final footpath to Bruntingthorpe.

I made good progress arriving at 
Bruntingthorpe by 1145. The next 
phase was to reach Peatling 
Magna through fields and the 
bank of a small stream. 

At Peatling , in the village I was 
lost. The guide book describes 
the route going passed the Postal 
Cottage. Arriving here there are 
no sign posts to clearly show the 
way, which was up the drive of 
the cottage through the back 
garden and at the end was the 
stile and way marker. Then on 
ward to Willoughby Waterleys 
crossing more fields with fine 
views. This village is gained by a 
stroll through the church 
graveyard which in turn leads to 
the main road. The pub across 
the road was closed and it was 
extremely hot and I was running 
out of water.

Just below the pub the Round 
goes between two cottages which 
lead to a stile and open fields. 
Across the first field to the next 
stile I survived the land ahead of 
me. Reading the Guide Book I 
conclude that I was lost again just 
outside of the village. The Guide 

cont
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Book mentioned a lone telegraph 
pole in the next field by the stile. 
Nothing! I sat down on the stile 
footstep wondering what the hell 
I was doing here. My head drop 
and I turned to the left and 
looked up. There was the lone 
pole in the field and about fifty 
metre from my position. I 
quickly walked along 
the fence towards 
the pole and to my 
surprise was another 
stile in the fence 
near the pole but no 
way markers. In the 
distance was a gate with a small 
yellow marker which directed me 
into another field and eventually 
led to the road. 

Along the road for 300 metres 
to the next footpath which took 
me across to the motorway and 
my final destination of Dunton 
Bassett. Here I required the 84 
Bus to Lutterworth the 58 Bus to 
Hinckley and finally the 48 Bus 
to the North Perimeter.

What about Brian’s cheque book? 
Well I could have done with it to 
day when I was to have my lunch 
at Morrison’s in Lutterworth 
instead I had to settle for 250ml 
bottle of water and go hungry.

The Leicestershire Round by 
Bus

Day 11:  Dunton Bassett to 
High Cross

Tuesday 10th May 2011.  At 
0920 the Lutterworth bus 
arrived at Hinckley Bus Station. 
This was ten minutes before the 
bus pass kicks in. I stepped on 
to the bus with the full fare in 
my hand. The driver looked at 
me and said ‘Haven’t you got a 
pass old chap?’ I replied, ‘Yes’ 
Then let’s see it. I stumbled 
through my pockets for some 
time but I was too late in 
producing the pass, he got fed 

up with me; gave me a ticket 
and told me to get on the bus. 
What a nice man.

At Lutterworth I had 25 minutes 
for my next bus so as Morrison’s 
is next to the bus stop I decide 
to stock up with more lunch. I 
got carried away and filled a 
small trolley with food and 

drinks. I was planning to 
have a few picnics during the 
walk but at the checkout it 
had to go back, my three 
pounds didn’t cover it and 
Brian wasn’t there with his 

cheque book to help me.

The bus arrived and I was soon 
at Dunton Bassett walking 
through the village to find the 
bridle track heading towards 
Leire via Stemborough Mill.  This  
was a pleasant walk through 
green fields which leads to 
Stemborough mill with the final 
stretch to Leire on a small road.

At Leire a few fields are crossed 
to end at the road going to 
Frolesworth. Up the road and 
continue through the village to 
pass the church before the next 
pathway which is followed to 
Claybrooke Magna. From here 
the path traverses behind the 
village across more fields to exit 
at Claybrooke Parva.

Up the road to the school where 
the round goes at the back of 
the school. This section is 
walked within the confines of a 
barbwire fence for quite some 
distance. Eventually a large open 
field is reached and freedom is 
achieved but at the expensive of 
trying to find the next marker 
post. This was on the other side 
of the hill in a hollow by a small 
bridge hidden in the hedge.

From here I had to cross three 
fields uphill where I met the road 
at High Cross. The bus was due 
in thirty minutes, so I had time 

to finish my food and drink.  
Before long I was back in 
Hinckley and on the Leicester 
bus to my North perimeter stop. 
A short walk and I would be 
home. Only one more section to 
go! 

Day 12: High Cross to Home

Tuesday 17th May 2011. The 
last day, I’m homeward bound 
after six months of trekking 
around Leicestershire.  I started 
the bus ride opposite the 
horsepool in Burbage. Ten 
minutes later High Cross is 
reached and the bus driver 
shows his concern of how I will 
get back to Hinckley that day. I 
told him not to worry and that I 
was stopping out for the night.

After leaving the bus and 
crossing the road to the 
beginning of the Fosse Way I 
stopped and though about the 
Great Roman Engineers. These 
were clever people all their roads 
were built in a straight line, this 
in turn stopped the rise in 
corner shops and lead to the 
increase in village farm markets. 

By 1030 I had arrived at Fosse 
Meadows just behind the village 
of Sharnford. The walk is 
through a section of woods and 
meadows, finally crossing the 
cricket field before entering 
Sharnford.

 The next village on the Round 
was Aston Flamville just a short 
stroll across a few fields. The 
time was 1105 when I arrived at 
Aston. From here just a couple 
of miles to Burbage, then to 
Burbage woods and Mays Cafe 
for lunch. Yes, no lunch no 
cheque book! I continued along 
the woods and across the golf 
course to the A47. Two fields 
later and the White cottage on 
Barwell Lane were reached. I 
turned right and was soon at the 

cont
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 Most huts 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

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, 

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

June 29-July1 ! Nant Gwynant  WELSH THREES
Your chance to bag all the Welsh 3000’s in one go, 13 or 
14 of them depending who you believe.

July 14th  The Hangii

July 14-22     3 weeks ! Dolomites

August 11 Gandalfs Wedding

August ! 18th Change of date
! The Stanton Beer Fest
Leicestershire’s Social Event of the year

Sept 15-16 !! Duddon Valley

Oct 13-14! ! PRESIDENTS MEET

November 10-11! Bridges Shropshire

Email: inedwards@hotmail.com
Tel: 01455 274174

 DATES FOR YOUR DIARY (Hut meets in bold)    

Yorkshire – YHA Malham, 7th – 9th Dec.

bridge that crosses the River Tweed. The Round had 
now been completed, it was final, no earlier morning 
I can now work gently into retirement

A few facts about my walk;

The walk was divided into twelve sections so that 
buses were available at the beginning and end of 
each section.

The Round was completed over a six month period 
(November 2010 to May 2011)

I had a total of 43 bus rides with a total Journey time 
of 25 hours

The average bus ride was 34.9 minutes

The Guide Book distance came to 110 miles 

My total walking time was 45.75 hours

My next project? Well Stuart mentioned the Rutland 
Round to me  
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