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OUTSIDE NOW!
Autumn 2014

Hinckley Mountaineering Club
affiliated to the British Mountaineering Council

Presidents Ramblings…

So, my four years as President is nearly up, and I can 
honestly say I’ve enjoyed every minute of it. I’ll be 
reflecting on it at the Coniston meet of course, and you 
may be relieved that I’ll be doing my last speech!

I’d also like to thank the committee for all their work 
over the years, without whom the club just wouldn’t 
function, and to all those members who muck in and 
make the club the success it is.

As you’re aware, I will be standing down next year after 
30 years on the committee, so its time for some new 
faces and some fresh challenges. I’ve no doubt I’ll miss 
it, but I’m sure there’s some talented people out there 
to take us forward. We’ll be voting for a new President 
sometime around April, and I’m looking forwards to 
handing over to him/her. (Nominations and 6 
proposers required).

I look forwards to seeing you on the hill, and 
remember this; the most important things in life aren’t 
things!

Ed

Presidential Elections to take place in 
January and seconded nominations to 
be sent to Chairman Dave.

To break your arm once may be regarded as a 
misfortune,
To break the same arm, in the same village one 
year later looks like carelessness.
Apologies to Lady Bracknell and Oscar Wilde.

So whats the joke, Brian K, Brian G and Pete H 
share a joke in the Chamonix Chalet before 
Brian K and Pete set off on the TMB.

AGM  Nov 13th 8.30 at the Plough. Gaps that will need to be filled, 
Chairman, Secretary, Membership Secretary, Meets Secretary.

Photo Night at the Plough Oct 
30th
Bring your 10 best pix. No 
prizes though. 
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No matter how many 
times I go to 
Chamonix, you can’t 
ignore the fact that 
Mont Blanc and the 
surrounding peaks 
and glaciers are 
spectacular. There are 
more paths than you 
can shake a stick at 
and the views are 
stunning – when you 
can see them that is! 
This the 6th trip I’d 
organised for the club 
and definitely the 
wettest – but that 
didn’t stop us from 
getting out, and we 
had to work hard 
around the weather to 
get stuff done.

There were 13 of us there and another two doing the 

Tour du Mont Blanc (TMB). Gianluca had intended 
coming over from Italy, but something had put 
him off – I thought he’d be used to English 
weather by now.

During the first week Sue, Jane and myself ticked 
of Lac Blanc and the Aiguille Rouge; two valley 
walks from the Swiss border, a trip up both the 
Aiguille Du Midi and Grand Montetts cable cars 
(from where we could see Claire, Ted, Harry & 
Nigel topping out on northwest side of Le Petite 
Verte) and walks to the Argentiere glacier and the 
Col du Brevent .  Not a bad tally and surprisingly 
dry on all of our outings. The trip up the Aiguille 
du Midi, which holds the record for the highest 
vertical ascent in the world, is not to be missed and 

we were blessed with clear weather at the top with 
breath-taking views all round.

We finished the week dining in a local restaurant, 
and I slept nervously on Saturday night before 
getting up very early to see off both Jane and Claire 
on the transfers that I had arranged to Geneva… 
luckily for me, they both got away on time. 

cont

The Penthouse suite at the chalet shared by Carol, Ted, 
Nigel, Harry, Trowie and Brian G

First Night, Pizza Place at the bottom of the road.

View from the Aiguille du Midi looking towards the arete.

Ed’s take on Chamonix 2014
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The second week started with a trip with Brian Gillet 
up the Mont Blanc tramway, in rain. We managed to 
get a good view of the Bionnassay glacier, before 
beating a hasty retreat to the valley and a beer and 
some sun. We did a similar trip the following day 
with Trowie, who had by now, managed to recover 
from his bout of 
“consumption”.   
Having perked 
up, we then took 
him up to the 
Swiss border and 
the Col de Balm 
refuge – a lovely 
hut, with a log 
burner, gas lights 
and ran by old 
French Resistance 
workers, complete 
with berets. We also had a terrific cloud inversion 
here and great views. Whilst we were lucky and had 
a relatively dry day, our fellow members were 
getting soaked further up the valley.

Feeling smug with our rain dodging techniques, Sue 
& I set out on Wednesday to walk over the hill to 
Servoz – and promptly got drenched, and then we 
missed the train and had to spend an hour in the 
local bar!

Thursday and hut fever had set in. After a 
motivational talking to, I persuaded Harry & Nigel to 
head up the Grand Montetts – “It’ll be sunny, trust 
me” I said hopefully. Six of us set off, the cloud and 
gloom surrounding us and in a packed bus – 
shoppers, tourists, wet dogs and us. On to the lift 
we went, and up to the first station – cloud. On to 
the next stage and up we go… cloud… cloud… and 
then…  glorious sun. Wow! There were big cheers 
from everyone that was in the cable car (and a big 
smug grin from me). We spent ages at the top, 
watching Harry & Nigel climb the harder Northeast 
face of Le Petite Verts… well done lads, and Trowie 

took loads of photos too. A valley walk ensued in 
fine sunshine, finishing with beer in La Paz to 
celebrate the days activities.

So sunny in fact that we all had a barbecue at the 
chalet that evening and entertained both Pete 
Humphrey and Brian Kirton who had completed 
the TMB that day. Well done guys, a terrific effort 
in such difficult conditions. 

Highlights:   sun; cloud inversions; £90 a week 
for the chalet; chamois, ibex, flowers, the views, 
beer, wine, good company and some worthy Tat 
awards

Lowlights:    rain, cloud, 4x£5 coffees; hut fever; 
crowded buses; not doing a hut to hut; not 
having my car to escape the valley on the wet 
days and not having quite enough sun for our 
climbers. 

Weather:  8 out of 13 days were good!  4 wet, 1 
mixed… so 65% usable

Score: 7/10   and many thanks to all those who 
made the trip memorable!

Next year…. Dolomites…. driving…. 3 weeks…. in 
superior (£) accommodation. Be fit. Be ready. 

Ed.

Sue checks out Nigel’s underware in the Penthouse suite.

View from the chalet on a rare clear evening of the 
Aiguille du Midi

Harry, Cookie and Carol find themselves both above 
and below the clouds on the Grand Balcon Sud
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The Tour of Mont Blanc (TMB) 

is basically what it implies, a circuit of 
the Mt. Blanc massif on a dedicated 
trail which has many official variations 
and possibilities to make your own 
diversions. Total distance is only 170 
to 175 kilometres, but accumulated 
height gain (and loss) is 10,000 to 
12,000 metres, depending on the 
options chosen. Our chosen itinerary 
gave us 10 days walking plus a ‘day-
off’ in the town of Courmayeur.

Unlike our previous treks, Brian and I decided to 
be independent of any guides and porterage. In 
theory providing Mont Blanc was on our left, we 
were following the waymarks in the right 
direction, in practice it was so well signed that 
maps rarely saw the light of day (and we very 
rarely saw Mont Blanc). 

From the outset, we had agreed that we would 
choose all the hard options unless the weather 
was too extreme. In this we were 
very successful, although it did 
lead to the odd incident. Rain 
showers and low cloud had 
dominated our first two days on 
the walk, the second day being 
particularly cold and miserable. 
On that day, the streams were 
all in spate, but on the ascent a 
boot full of water could be 
avoided by judicious choice of 
boulders and leaps of faith. The 

descent was a different matter! Having crossed 
the final pass, a snowfield with visibility of 10 
metres, we descended into a deserted valley (we 
did not see a soul) with a spectacular white 
water spout and a sting in the tail – our path met 
the main stream, only about 4 metres wide but a 
mass  of white water with  no boulders to assist. 
We had no choice but to wade, so I let Brian 
across first as he has got longer legs. It did not 
go above his knees, so I thought providing I 
don’t stop, I won’t even notice the cold. 
Unfortunately one of my poles collapsed 
midstream, ruining my balance and stopping me 
in my tracks! A welcome hand from Brian pulled 
me across and the water in my boots was 
lukewarm by the time we reached the hut a 
couple of hours later. 
Wherever possible we stayed overnight in a 
hotel, the food being a lot better, also we could 
wash & dry clothing in our room as we were 
carrying the minimum we could get away with. 

Reputedly, over 10,000 people attempt the walk 
each year, all in the 3 to 4 months of summer 
when the passes are negotiable. We never found 

Mont Blanc seen from hills above Annecy, 30 miles away.

Fancy see you here!
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this popularity a problem, there were always 
others in view first thing in the morning when 
you climbed out of the valley, but you soon 
became spread out. From around midday you 
began to meet walkers coming the other way, but 
only a small minority do the walk clockwise.
Inevitably, certain faces and groups become 
familiar as there itinerary matches yours. From a 
lad in a group of youngsters who did not look 
any older than ten, bedraggled fell runners, to a 
girl on her own taking her dog on the ultimate 
‘walk around the block’, age and ability does not 

seem to be a barrier to the appeal of this trek. 
Italy was the salvation for our trip weather 
wise, the sun appearing for at least part of 
each day during the 3 days we were there (& we 
saw Monte Bianco for the first time). On our ‘day-
off’, the sun came out just as we walked back 
from the supermarket, so we took the cablecar 
up to a hanging valley and climbed Mt. Chetif, 
similar in shape to The Pap of Glencoe, only 
three times as big.

Switzerland was fine until we got within a day 
of the French border. It was at a B&B in 
Switzerland that we had a surreal experience. 
To cut a long story short, we had hung around 
for ages waiting for the proprietor to show up. 
He was very apologetic for his oversight as he 
did not think he had any bookings that night. 
We were treated 
like guests to a dinner party, pre dinner drinks 
and nibbles, and then we sat down with our 
hosts, a retired Belgian hotel group executive 

and his partner, an Italian lady from the 
Dolomites, to a four course meal with as much 
wine as we wished.
Our days were never long, usually between 7 or 8 
hours and invariably finished around 4 
o’clock, the harder days being accommodated by 
an earlier start. Some days seemed longer than 
they were if they finished with a long 
descent through the forest, tedious no matter 
what the weather.
On the final day we were accompanied by Jo & 
Gareth, which was over le Brevent and down to 
Les Houches, providing us with our only fine day 
in France. When we dropped below the cloud, 
Mont Blanc towered over us against a backdrop 
of clear blue sky, a fitting finale.  
Pete H

A hug from Sue for Pete at the Chalet du Lac Blanc, 
Brian waits for a hug from Harry!

Bridge  over glacial  torrent on the way to the Col de 
Tricot

Meeting up on the last day with Carol, Jo and Gareth 
at the Refuge de Bel Lachet.
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At Harry’s suggestion, ad he and Nigel had done this route 
a few before,  Jo, Gareth, Ted, Carol and Cookie took a 
trip to the Refuge de Tete Rousse 10390ft.
An early start was needed to get the first cable car at Les 
Houches so we could board the first tram to the Nid 
d’Aigle, the usual start for the ascent of Mont Blanc.
It was another damp day and on arrival at the tramway 
station at Bellevue we found that the first tram had been 
cancelled due to “bad weather”. Cross examination of the 
attractive french girl at the station gave us the meaning of 
“bad weather”. Which was that if there were not enough 

passengers the tram was cancelled. The reason that there 
were not many passengers was because of the rain and 
clag..so it was “bad weather” in a way.
Along with about thirty Korean Climbers from the South 
Korean Mountain Rescue Organisation (it said that on their 
jackets), we waited for an hour until the next schedule 
tram arrived and we were off.

Setting off in the mist we crossed some small snow 
slopes, some at rather steep angles before a steep ridge 
that led up the hill on a good path with occasional wires 
on the more exposed bits.
Past the Koreans having a food break, needless to say, me 
being me had to get a picture, they were happy to pose 
and offered me a share in their sandwiches. Very nice. We 
continued to the top where quite surprisingly was a small 
wooden hut with a “ranger making sure that those going 
up to the summit were properly equipped”, Fair enough.

We were not going up, but sideways across to the refuge 
which meant crossing a 400 yard wide snowfield, it was in 
fact the start of a glacier, which is why Jo logged it as a 
glacier crossing, Harry insisted it was a 
bit of snow!
Having visited the refuge and taken 
advantage of its facilities, i.e. the,

 we descended in what was now thick mist. 

Stopped for hot chocolate at the Nig d’Aigle, which was 
not very good and pricy but club members will be pleased 
we did our good deed for the day. As we were in the cafe 
we heard shouting from a walker ascending the mountain. 
This went on for quite a while and eventually a Dutch guy 
arrived at the refuge, asked us if we had seen anyone. We 
hadn’t but as we descended to catch the last tram down 
we saw a bloke on his own wandering around. We went 
back up to him, asked whether he was with someone else, 
he was, so we guessed he was the lost walker. With 
visibility down to 10 yards we sent him in the right 
direction to meet his mate. Job Done.
Ted

Korean climbers 
ascend the 
mountain, 
and left,
like the 
Keystone Cops, 
a car beats the 
tram on the 
track up to the 
station at Belle 
Vue.

below, Korean 
lady climber 
poses for the 
gutter press and 
Jo and Gareth 
cross the top 
snowfield.

Postscript, a couple of days earlier Carol and I had arrived at the tram 
station after another early start to find that no trams were running due to 
a rockfall after the the previous days rain.

 Refuge de Tete Rousse
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Chamonix, another wet day.             The Gorges de la Diosaz

Most of the party opted for a short train journey (and the trains 
are free in Chamonix) down the valley  to Servoz. Here is the 
famous gorge, which has been a tourist attraction since 1875.
A bit of negotiating for the entrance prices as we worked out 
that it was 
cheaper to 
pay for a 
party of 12 
than the 10 
of us. 
Explaining 
to the 
charming 
French 
girls in the 
reception 
that some 
of us were 
Pensioners 
(nearly all of us) we did get a good deal on the entrance fees. 

The path with bridges to cross the torrent made the steep and 
sometimes wet climb to the top of the gorge quite easy despite 
hundreds of fellow tourists. On the way down we met a BBC 

film crew making a documentary on places to visit in Europe.
Found out later that the water is turned off most of the year  and diverted to a hydro electric scheme.
As is the Niagra Falls in USA Canada.
After tea and cake and the cafe, theres always a cafe, Jo, 
Gareth, Nigel, Carol and I walked back through the woods to 
the chalet at Les Houches. Despite the weather an interesting 
day.

Storms from the previous days had toppled this tree onto the 
footpath, Gareth scrambles through. right  Harry looks into the 
torrent in the gorge.
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Petite Aiguille Verte 11522ft Chamonix.

Harry, Nigel, Claire and Ted.
A fine day for change, Harry and Nigel give 
Claire and I a chance to get in some rock and 
ice climbing on this “easy” climb.
An early start, again, to get the two 

telepheriques from Argentiere to the Grands 
Montetes. Lots of iron steps down onto the 
snowfield where we  put on crampons and 
roped up. A long snow slope led us to a 
bergschrund which we crossed without difficulty  
and then a short but steep section before 
getting onto some rock. We were not alone 
alone, from now on; the more exposed ridge 
was crowded with climbers. A few interesting 
rock moves, using crampon spikes on flakes of 
rock, then more ice and ice then rock and 
eventually just as we were enjoying it, we were 
on top. No time to hang around, it was far too 
congested. The descent was even more exciting, as 
downward climbs often are, especially with swarms 
of people coming up. We were not  to know this at 
the time but Ed, Sue and Jane were watching us 
from the Refuge.Once back on the snow it was 
simple to return to the bottom and de-rope and 
remove crampons.The ascent back up hundreds of 
steps to the refuge which was more tiring than the 
climb. 

Enjoying the sunshine now was time for a well 
deserved beer or two. 
Many thanks to Harry and Nigel for this day out.
Ted

This ascent features in  Rebuffats 100 best 
climbs on the Mont Blanc Massif.
If you want to know what Ted said to the lady 
from the USA..ask Nigel!

The view of the climb from the refuge, top left Nigel, with Harry reflected 
in the sunglasses, 

Claire and Harry at the start of the rock and ice ridge and crossing the snow slope.
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Trowie prepares to celebrate his 85th birthday which 
was a few weeks away with some small walks and 
near scrambles in Chamonix taking in the Grand 
Balcon Sud and the Grand a Nord, two routes either 
side of the Chamonix valley. 
Picture shows Trowie with Brian G on the Grand 
Balcon Sud, Also there were Carol and Cookie. 
Confusingly the Balcon Sud is on the North side of 
the valley and the Balcon Nord is on the south side. 
Le francais eh!

The arete from the Aiguile du Midi, picture taken from the safety of the cable car station.

above  Saul Bache somewhere?
 left, Stan Crow on Birchen,
right Kate Smith at Little Tryfan,

Kate did her first multi pitch climb. 
Not quite sure who she is saluting!
Also there were Steve and Rich who 
took the pictures

Sadly very little on the climbing forum since May.
Sarah and Brian have been on Stanage Edge in wonderful late 
summer sunshine and also with Stacey to limestone at 
Ravendale.

Thankfully Rich has posted a few pictures. 

Chamonix and an 85 year old mountaineer
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German Walking Holiday 2014

Hi there, In September four members from the Saga 
Louts set off by train for a walking, drinking, eating 
extravaganza in Germany.

After leaving Nuneaton about 11.00 am, with four 
quick changes on route we arrived at 9.15 pm 
German time (They were an hour in front of us).
After a quick wash it was time to go out for a 
Turkish meal and then into our favourite pub “Der 
Krone”.  
Next day we walked along the Rhine footpath, 
crossed the River by Ferry and into “Linz am Rhine” – 
a fabulous town full of everything walkers needed. 
In the evening we enjoyed the local food and drink.

Our next walk was on a famous German long 
distance path called “Rotweinwanderweg”.  Brian and 
myself have done a section of this trail before but it 
was new to J/T and Bob Jones.  The day was 
carefully planned so that we dropped down from the 
High Level Vineyard trails into the town of Ahrweiler 
for the annual wine festival.

This turned out very well, as the Germans really 
know how to enjoy themselves, so wine and food 
and music were flowing.  Another plus was free red 
wine.  All you had to do was to hold out your glass 
and it was soon filled up.  

We had to pull J/T back Ha Ha.  The start and end of 
this day was by local train up the spectacular Ahr 
Valley.  We had a super day.

Sunday’s walk was across the other side of the 
Rhine, first a small passenger ferry, then up through 
a pretty little town and a slog to higher ground at 
Orsberg.  From here we took another long distance 
trail called “Rheinsteig”.  
The views were super.  Later care was needed in the 
very step and thick woodlands.  German forests are 

much different to ours – they are very dense and 
they cover huge areas.  After 
climbing up past more wine terraces we came into 

Bruch Hausen. We had our food and drink here.  
Then it was downhill all the way home, passing over 
the High Plateau at Erpeler Ley, where WWII defence 
ditches can still be seen.  From the plateau there are 
great views over the remains of the famous Bridge at 
Remagen.  

On Monday we chose a more local walk, which still 
needed a long pull to the top of a woody area 
overlooking Remagen, the town we were staying at.  
Soon it was into thick woodland again, but German 
Trails are very well signposted, although you must 
keep focused or you will soon be hopelessly lost.  
We dropped down into Bad Bodendorf and went into 
a cake and coffee shop that Brian and I had used 
before.  It was super!  The route home was different 
and we came back down into the town close to a 
large Church.  We were soon eating a huge slice of 
apple strudel,while sitting on the waterfront 
watching the large container barges passing by on 
the Rhine   I should say that apart from one quick 
shower we had hot and sunny weather every day 
after a misty start.  All walks were about 7 miles.

We left there by train just before 11.00 am, changed 
in Cologne and again in Brussels, travelling at 
almost 200 m.p.h., slowing to 60 mph in the Tunnel 
and we arrived at Nuneaton at 6.00 pm  spot on 
time.  8 hours altogether. Not bad eh?       
Stewart
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Wednesday Rambles and Trowie’s 85th Birthday
Trowie blows out the candle on a special 85th 
Birthday cake at the Lime Kilns pub after an 
Ed’s Wednesday Womble on this occasion over 
the border in Warwickshire. It should be pointed 
out that Dave Dean and friend only joined us at 
the pub.
below, Double rainbow for Trowie’s Birthday on 
the Ashby Canal.

Its been a fine summer for mid week evening pub visits..oops meant walks. Fine weather every Wednesday for these Ed 
led and organised walks.
The Red Lion at Bosworth was the start and finish for a walk over the new golf course towards Congerstone, The 
George and Dragon at Stoke Golding, The Rising Sun at Shackerstone both provided canal towpath walks as did the 
Lime Kilns, The Cock at Sibson and The Horse and Jockey at Bentley (near Atherstone) were also visited. Great views 
over  east Leicestershire and north Warwickshire were had from the latter womble which included a path across an 
abandoned golfcourse, which I had photographed the course opening not that long ago. OK It was a long time ago. 
Beer was tested at all these venues and found to be in fine order.
Ted

Ed’s pic of Ted trying to to tee off  
from the abandoned Oakridge golf 
course near Bentley. Heardreds Hill 
is the old name of Hartshill. 
As Mark Twain said.  “Golf is a 
good walk spoilt”. 

below left, Another Ed amaizing 
picture taken on the Bentley walk. 

right Geoff and Ed not quite lost in 
Bentley Woods, check for the 
quickest way to the Horse and 
Jockey pub.

below. Stoke Golden George and 
Dragon walk, Geoff finds the 
attentions of “Daisy” and friends 
too close for comfort, we all beat a 
retreat from a whole herd of 
bovines and found another path. 
Who said rambling was easy.
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Sat!     While Ed,Sue,Ian and Nettie were preparing 
for their annual trip to Bangor A&E
Brian K, Tim G, Carol and me went for walk on the 
other side of the valley on to the Carnedds.

A fine day, so we headed up to Llyn Ogwen took the 
“back path” to Pen Yr Ole Wen via Flynnon Lloe 

(Thats a small lake). Soon on the summit for a 
breather and headed off to Carnedd Dafydd for a 

lunch stop before summiting Carnedd Llywelyn. 
Descent was made down to Craig yr Isfa  which 
gives a little bit of scrambing, always trickier in the 

descent. Stopped to watch the climbers on 
Amphitheatre Buttress before ascending Pen yr 

Helgi Du which needs hands on rocky bits. Plan A 
was to descend to the leet and walk along back to 
Capel but common sense prevailed and on reaching 

the leet we followed it to the reservoir road and 

came down to the A5 
about a mile from the 

parked car. A good day. 
about 10 miles.

Sun Moel Siabod

Tim went off on his bike 
but Kate joined Brian K, 
Carol and me for this 
morning trip. Took the 
south ridge path for a bit 
more hands on rock 
experience and returned 
via the Plas y Brenin 
path. Another fine but 
short day.
Ted

Bangor Hospital via the North Ridge of Tryfan.

This challenging route to the summit of Tryfan is 
one the great walks and scrambles of Snowdonia. 
Starting from the Ogwen Valley, much of the ascent 
up Tryfan's north ridge involves the use of hands 
and Ian, Nettie, Sue and I were treated to stunning 
weather for the whole outing. 

Ian had got it on his list of “to-do” scrambles, and 
wasn’t to be disappointed with this one. There is no 
path once you are on the actual ridge so it becomes 

a 

challenge that requires a good head for heights and 
physical ability, as some of the holds and moves 
required can be physically demanding, depending 
on which route you find yourself.  We chose a 
particularly difficult line where there were also a few 
traversing gullies that required some tricky 
descents and ascents. Once you reach the top, the 
summit has two huge standing boulders named 

Adam and Eve. Legend has it that one who jumps 
the terrifying gap of around four feet between the 
two, known as the Leap of Faith, is then given the 
Freedom of Tryfan. With my short legs, I didn’t 
bother, and Nettie squirmed as others took the 
leap!

After the summit there is a slightly easier descent 
via Bwlch Tryfan and the beautiful Llyn Bochlwyd 
back to the Ogwen Valley. That is, until you get 
about half an hour from the car (in fact, it just 
comes into view) and there is this “desperate 
descent” where Sue slipped and bust her arm!

After Nettie bandaged her up, we were off to 
Bangor for the usual plaster and mind-numbing 
wait. Good job Sue had pre-cooked the steak 
casserole otherwise it could have been tricky.

Many thanks to Nettie & Ian for duties beyond the 
call - and Sue’s looking forwards to driving me to 
the pub too!

Ed

Capel Curig Meet   Sept

Brian on a rocky bit 
of Siabod
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Kettlewell is a delightful village, three pubs all with 
minutes walking from the camp site, a gear shop 

and general stores. There are two camping sites, one for 
caravans and motor homes and the other for tents and 
camper vans both fives minutes from the three pubs.

We preferred the Blue Bell, excellent food and a lot of it 
and excellent beers.

And if couldn’t make up your mind 
as to which beer to 
drink, for the price 
of a pint you 
could have 
three,  third 
pint glasses 
served on a tray. 

A few days off in good weather in the 
last week of September

Sun, Ilkley Moor, taking note of 'elf 
& safety I wore my hat for the short 
trip up to this popular spot. For 
those who don't know the area, it 
would be a steep ascent from the 
town centre but most drive up to the 
moor where there is plenty of off 
road parking..and a pub.
It was a sunny afternoon and the 
world and his wife were either 
walking over the moor itself, ambling 
and scrambling over the Cow and 
Calf rocks, or watching climbers on 
the millstone grit. Nice to see that 
dads..and moms were encouraging 
their young kids to to some mini 
bouldering on the rocks. 
Drove up Wharfedale to Kettlewell.

Mon. Kettlewell.
Took the bus four miles up 
Wharfedale to Buckden and followed 
an excellent National Trust path to 
Buckden Pike 2303ft. A new one for 
us. The path continued past a 
memorial to Polish aircrew killed 
during the WW2 before returning to 
the village of Starbotton. This 
circular walk was noted as being of 
severe difficulty on the notice board 
at Buckden..but wasn't. We ignored 

this and left the slabbed path and 
crossed the moor towards Great 
Whernside, not to be confused with 
the Three Peaks Whernside near 
Ingleton.
The path was non existent and 
crossed bog after bog and 
sphagnum moss which  wobbled 
under our feet. And this was after 
three weeks or more of dry weather. 
Crossing the pass from Kettlewell 
into Coverdale at Tor Dyke, a five 
hundred foot climb brought us to the 
rocky summit ridge at Whernside 
(confusing again) before a stroll to 
the summit of Great Whernside, 
2310ft a few feet higher than 
Buckden Pike.
A simple descent brought us back to 
Kettlewell. 10 miles.

Tues, Took the bus again, this time 
in the opposite direction to 
Grassington and  took the Dales Way 
path back to Kettlewell. A somewhat 
manky day, grey skies and clammy, 
but dry. The path keeps to the lower 
slopes of the moors and is 
interesting in its own way but once 
done…its done. The Way goes past 
our campsite in Kettlewell and with 
the oppressive weather we called it a 
day and went for a drive to 
Middleham for tea and cake. 
Middleham Castle was the childhood 
home of Richard III so I suppose it 
has a local Bosworth connection. I 
said to Carol that a bit of rain was 
needed to clear the air and that night 
after getting back from the pub it 
did, not a lot but enough

Wed, we woke to brilliant sunshine 
and a blue sky. It was the day to 
drive back so we went for a short 
walk up the moor opposite the 
village which looked interesting, the 
path which we could see clearly went 
straight through a "Scar" a 30ft 
limestone crag.  After a short but 
steep pull up to the Scar we found a 
"Rake" going diagonally through and 
on to the upper slopes. A bit of a 
scramble and we continued to the 
ridge of Moor End Fell. The plan was 
to descend to 

the village of Arncliffe, but seeing a 
trig point about a mile away on the 
ridge we changed plans and followed 
a wall across Old Cote Moor Top and 
the trig point at Firth Fell. At 1978ft, 
not even a Nuttall but pleasant in the 
sunshine despite a keen wind.
Descended to Buckden and followed 
the Dales Way along the River 
Wharfe, back to Kettelwell. With the 
previous days Dales Way and this 
section we have now completed one 
whole day of the Walk, So if we ever 
do the whole thing we can mss the 
bit out and get the bus.
Ted

Yorkshire Dales, Sept

Cow and Calf rocks on Ilkley Moor

Kettlewell was one of the stops on the Tour 
de France this year. Yellow painted bicycles 
everywhere.
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Those who know me will not be surprised 
when I write that I wasn’t going to run a 
Mountain Marathon this year. I have nearly 
averaged one a year over the last 25 years, but 
not run one every year.
I was entered to run in the RAB MM last year 
with a junior orienteer called Euan. Although 
he is at the start of his running career has 
already represented England. Unfortunately he 
broke his arm 4 weeks before the event so we 
had to cancel. Which brings me onto this year. 
We’d already agreed to run together it seemed 
like a good idea to do so sooner rather than 
later. So we entered again and on Saturday 27 
September found ourselves queuing at the 
start of a six hour run over the Shap fells and 
Kentmere. Having never run together before 
the race it was a bit of a gamble if we could move at 
the same pace. However, Euan, who is faster than me 
was slow enough with a rucsac to enable me to keep 
up. Just!
The RAB MM takes the format of a “score” event, 
where you have to visit as many points as possible in 
a given time. There are penalty deductions for being 
over time and unfortunately on Saturday we lost 13 
points for being 9 minutes late to the halfway camp. 
This would prove costly later. With 157 points we 
ended the day in 32nd position out of 177 teams. 
Following our evening meals, we squeezed into the 
tent for 10 hours sleep and the competition 
tomorrow.
The weather was dull and grey on Sunday morning 
which was a relief as the rest of the country was 
basking in sunshine. The temperature was still high 
and my decision to run in shorts was well made. We 
amassed 125 points and when we finished were in 

37th place overall on the provisional results. We were 
quite pleased with this, but not over optimistic that 
we would have done well in the Generations 
competition that we were competing in. That is one 
junior and one senior runner. We were delighted to 
discover that we came third in the Generations 
competition. The winners scored exactly the same 
amount as we had, but hadn’t 

incurred any penalty and the second place team were 
just 2 points in front.
True to form, I’m going to lose a toe nail or two, but 
I’ve got some vouchers coming from Rab, so maybe 
I’ll buy some nice down boots to keep my battered 
feet snug!
The RabMM is held in September. It is a competition 
for pairs or solo entrants held in differing locations 
every year. For more info see http://
www.rabmountainmarathon.com/, or buy me a pint 
and I’ll convince you why you should try mountain 
marathoning.

At the finish on Sunday 28 September

Stan Crowe on Birchen Edge, nice pic by Rich

Another Year,     Another Mountain Marathon    by Mark Hardy

A salamander on a path in 
Chamonix. One for Cookie.

http://www.rabmountainmarathon.com/
http://www.rabmountainmarathon.com/
http://www.rabmountainmarathon.com/
http://www.rabmountainmarathon.com/
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Specialist rope teams from Leicestershire 
Police and the Fire and Rescue Service put in 
some vital abseil training at Loughborough 
University after borrowing the tallest 
building on campus.

Seven police officers and three from the fire 
service spent several hours honing their 
skills on the 56 metre high Towers Hall, a 
student accommodation block.

Police officers from the East Midlands 
Operational Support Service Tactical Support 
Group, joined members of the Leicestershire 
Fire and Rescue Service Rope Rescue Unit.

PC Stephen Palmer, rope access supervisor, 
said: “The venue is fantastic. You would 
struggle to find anywhere this high in 
Leicestershire, and places willing to give us 
access are few and far between.

“While industrial sites are the places that are 
likely to need us they can’t shut down, but 
Loughborough University more or less shuts 
down during the summer.”

PC Palmer said the training session was vital 
for the rope access team, which does search 
and body recovery and even has a counter 
terrorist role.

He added: “This is really important for the 
rope access team.

“We have seven officers and are deployable 
nationally, so we could find ourselves going to 
any rope access job at any time anywhere in the 
country.

“One of the problems we have is finding venues 
with a good amount of height.

“These are all skilled rope access operatives 
and they practice once a month. Getting 
exposure to this sort of height so they feel 
comfortable is crucial.

“The next job could be a power station, an oil 
refinery, anywhere.

“Having this sort of exposure gives them the 
confidence to do the job when they are 
required to do it operationally.”

James Stapleton, health, safety and risk 
manager at Loughborough, said: “Stephen 
approached us at the beginning of the summer 

to ask if we would be prepared to let 
Leicestershire Police use one of our buildings 
and we were delighted to allow the team to 
exercise their specialist skills.”

Article courtesy of the Leicester Mercury, 
picture courtesy Loughborough University.

below,  Steve  not working on Little Tryfan, pic by Rich

 

 

Off the Wall. Steve Palmer at work..on a very high wall.
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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

New Plough
Leicester  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 

Your Must-Do List

Oct 10  Coniston
Nov 7  Lynton
Dec 5  Beddgelert 
Jan 16 Brecon Beacons
Jan 31 Ski Meribel
Feb 20 Llangollen
Mar 20 Keswick
Apr 17 Edale
May 24 Glencoe
Jun 19 Rhyd Ddu
Jul 18  Dolomites
Sep 11 Patterdale
Oct 9  Llanberis

This space reserved for 
that man on a bus

Chamonix, A night out.

 The green stuff was to have 
consequences for Trowie. 

Not quite sure why Brian 
had a green dangle!

Sign outside the Blue Bell 
in Kettlewell

Always check the state 
of your tyres before 
setting out and carry 
lots of spares.
Pushing a bike with a 
flat is so tyresome, Tim.

Nice brolly Harry but is watched by a Gareth clone, seen 
in the local newspaper

Well what a weekend that was, only my third trip of the year. 
Many thanks to Ed, Sue, Netti and Ian for the grand evening 
meal. Hope things are going well for you Sue. Two great 
walks with Ray, learnt a lot about navigation and wilderness 
walking. Geoff forum piece on Capel Weekend

mailto:inedwards@hotmail
mailto:inedwards@hotmail
mailto:hinckleymountaineering@hotmail.com
mailto:hinckleymountaineering@hotmail.com
http://www.hinckleymc.org
http://www.hinckleymc.org
mailto:tedcotttrell@mac.com
mailto:tedcotttrell@mac.com

