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affiliated to the British Mountaineering Council

The New Plough, Leicester Road,  Hinckley,  Thursday 9.00pm

June 2017

   

£1200 raised at the Llanberis Fund Raising Weekend
A big thank you to all of those who attended this event, held over three days at the Chamois Mountain 
Centre.   We wanted to do something to raise funds for both the Llanberis and Lochaber Mountain Rescue 
Teams after their extraordinary efforts for their recent and past turnouts involving members, both current 
and past. With funds coming in from a generous reduction in fees by Chamois club, donations from Roger, 

Dave and Jills grand cycle tour of all the passes, Trowies sale of books/map 
and kit, and just from members and guests donating in general, you didn’t 
disappoint. We raised a total of £1200 – to be split equally between the two 
rescue teams. Thank you all.

I’m not sure what activities everyone did, but we did a low-level coastal 
route with the Lee family on Saturday – glorious weather on the Llyn 
Peninsula, whilst everyone else seemed to be on Crib Goch. 

The HMC catering corps (and others) were in action for the meal on Saturday 
night – these uncomplicated dinners always keep everyone well-fed and 
happy. Thanks to all concerned – especially the washer uppers!

Sunday loomed and in unusually hot conditions, we did a walk from Llanberis, up and over Fron Goch, (this 
was desperate stuff) and finishing off with a tour around the Quarryman’s Hospital, Llanberis – (museum, 
highly recommended).

Monday, and an extra day - but no time for shopping  – it was up and over the Berwyns for us on the way 
home – perfect, even if it was cloudy!

In this issue
Llanberis Page 2
Scotland, Pages 3,4,5,6,7,8,9,10,11
Dartmoor, Page 12, Bishops Castle Page 13
Wednesday Walks Page 14
Over The Garden Wall, Page 15
Future Meets Etc  Page 16

The day started by walking into the clag but at the summit of Cul More the clag blew away to give fantastic views. (see Page 5)

Alistair and Harry relax 
after a hard day on the 
hill in Scotland.
And its booked for next 
year. See Ed
Also suggestions for a 
foreign trip next year, 
again see Ed
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Llanberis meet, Chamonix hut.

A fine Friday day drive to Llanberis gave way to a 
drizzly start Saturday morning and a flat car tyre! 
Undeterred and with the spare wheel in place we, 
set off to catch the bus to Pen-y-Pass. Once there a 
brisk start was made on the climb up the Crib Goch 
path. A few other souls were also attempting this 
route, some in jeans and trainers….. The weather 
stayed a mix of cloudy, drizzle and wind, but not to 
the extent that the route over Crib bGoch became a 
concern and the rain soon cleared away. The nice 
clear, bur fresh morning afforded splendid views of 

the entire horseshoe and a neat line of people from the col between Snowdwn and Crib 
y Ddysgl, which seemed to stretch non-stop to the summit. Mark Hardy led the team 
over and after an impromptu snowball fight coming off Crib-y-Drysgl, we joined the 
termite line up to Snowdon Summit, stopping only to watch the train go by, puffing, 
streaming and straining to haul itself up somewhat more than us – well maybe! The 
summit was ‘heaving’ with people and after a 
rest room stop, we were off on the next leg of 
the horseshoe. The scree path down from 
Snowdon was well eroded in places, but with 
jumbo bags of rocks at the side, ready for it 
to be made good, it would seem at a later 
date. Our team carried on and stopped to 
watch the recovery whirly-bird evacuate a 
poor soul who has fallen off Crib-y-Ddysgl, 
we later learned. The ascent of Lliwedd was 
straightforward and afforded excellent views 

of 
Crib Goch and the lengthy helicopter rescue. 
On the return to the Pen-y-Pass carpark, a 
final sprint by some was required to make 
the bus back down and a return to base. The 
evening meal was a great social time to catch 
up with everyone’s adventures and recount 
the events of the day.

The Sunday saw Annette and I getting the 
flat tyre repaired and we then had a walk 
around Llyn Padarn at Llanberis, meeting 
others from HMC going the other way round, 

whom had set off whilst we were getting that flat fixed. A quick return to the hut for a 
drink and we had to head back home. 

Ian

Crib-y-Ddysgl, girls and snowman on top...snowballs then!

Crib Goch conquered – again!

Mark not to be outdone!
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Ullapool
Sun
A misty start, so a level walk for most. Straight 
downhill from the cottage to the shores of Loch 
Broom and a lochside walk along to the lighthouse. 
Not so simple, as the tide was high. An interesting 
wreck provided some amusement before crossing a 
river, a rocky scramble led to the sighting of the 
week, an otter with a fish in its mouth. By the 
lighthouse we were met by Brian G and Pete L with a 
group of dolphin spotters and sure enough in the 
middle of the water were a pod of dolphins. Difficult 
to see but we could see the splashes in the water 

and the 
occasional 
fin. Back to 
the lodge 
along the 
road. 

In the 
meantime 
Pete H 
went off on 
his own 

and knocked off Quinag,  in the mist for the most 
part. Nine hours with lots of height gain, finally a bit 
of sun as he finished. six and a half hours. 

Later that 
Sunday afternoon, Mark, Ally, Ben and Alistair took 
advantage of the afternoon sunshine to climb Stac 
Polly, but the finally summit push was thwarted by a 
missing hold on the guardian wall. 

BUT

 A couple of days later Pete, having consulted 
“Harry Porter and the Witches of Polly” or some 
such similar guide book, climbed to the very 
summit, missing out the “guardian” wall by 
using a secret chimney to successfully complete 
the climb.

 Made a clean sweep of it then.

After that he 
ticked off the 
nearby Cul Beag 
arriving at the 
summit just after 
Ted and Carol 
had left.

Monday   Pete 
An early start before most of the ranch were awake. 
and he climbed another classic, Sulliven.

A 7.15 start from the roadside, cold and windy for 
the north ascent up the bealach
into the clag across to the summit on the west 
Caisteal Liath
After lunch the mist cleared and he continued along 
the challenging east ridge..to Meall Beag.

Dave D and John B also climbed Suilven later in the week. see 
Dave’s notes later.

A couple of snaps to fill a hole, First Munro on Teallach 
(Page 8) and Slumming it  in Ullapool (Page 9)

,

Stac Poly, Ben and Mark

Stac Poly from Cul Beag

Pirates of Loch Broom



4

Ullapool. from Ian

A change from our 
well loved Torridon 
accommodation in 
Scotland saw us at 
Ullapool for a 
week. A splendid 
‘hut’, complete 
with a bar, which 
although we had to 
stock ourselves, was fantastic. And at the other 
end of the main communal area was a piano. If 
only it had been in tune……

Our first full day there was spent taking in a stroll 
along the beach path to the lighthouse with a 
great sighting of a sea otter, complete with its 
dinner between its jaws. Later that walk there 
were sightings of tadpoles in rock pools, a seal 
and dolphins.

Monday started a little grey and with low cloud but Ted, Carol, 
Bob, Jane, Ed, Alistair, Annette and myself heading up Cul Mor. 
The clag refused to shift and Ed decided to try something less 
high. The rest of us continued and reached the summit of this 
Corbett and hunkered down in a hollow just below the trig 
point for lunch, the wind howling and the clag as thick as ever. 
Towards the end of lunch, the cloud suddenly cleared, the 
wind dropped off and we noticed we had been sitting right on 
the edge of a somewhat almost sheer drop off – good job 
Alistair didn’t step back!! The sun beat down and we could see 

for miles in every direction. The clag returned and went again several times, but each time it cleared, 
there were superb views to be had.

.
….

Some great views and cloud inversions
Tuesday was a bit damp, so a drive around the headland to the north to look at the Summer Isles and 
a walk along the beach.

Almost had it all to ourselves.

Ian

Lighthouse walk meeting up with Pete and Brian who drove out 
to meet us but forgot the sandwiches

The Lighthouse Girls

The clag on the way to Cul Mor..then it cleared
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Cul Mor  (2785ft) A Corbett and its neighbour Creag nan Calman.27227ft, a Corbett Top.
Ted, Carol, , Alistair, Ian, Nettie, Bob and Jane 

Before we headed into the 
inevitable clag one of our party 
took the option of a low lever 
mist free route.The path was 
well marked with a rocky finish 

to the summit. 
Sat down for 
lunch and then 
the mist 
parted and 
fantastic views 
were had from 
all sides. It also 
revealed that our lunch spot just outside of the summit shelter 
was just above a 500ft drop. Just as well we didn’t knock over a 
rucsac. The mist came and went but a bit of sun came out and 
gave a good view of Sullivan although we couldn’t see Pete. 

The descent was made via ascending Creag nan Calman.! before the return to the cars arriving at the 
roadside as the promised rain arrived on time. see also Ian’s write up.

Cul Beag 2523ft,A Corbett,No:209  A neighbour, of Cul Mor..  Ted and Carol

A dampish start we followed 
what at first was a good track 
before leaving it to trek 
across moorland and bog 
with an occasional cairn. A 
steep zig zag ascent  led us 
to the first minor peak, Meall 
Dearg. Here the top is 
covered in sandstone 
outcrops looking as though 
they were carved by a mad 
sculpture. Now a descent to a 
small lochan before an easier ascent to the summit.

The mountain may not be the most 
exciting in the world but it sure had 
magnificent views of the island and 
lochs of the west coast. Fine views of 
Stac Poly which we knew Pete was 
climbing, of Cul Mor to the north, 
Suliven and so on.
Descended  missing out the lochan 
and Meall Dearg and turning back 
looking at the summit we saw a figure 
on top. Of course it was Pete having 
scaled Stac Poly had just to finish off 
the day ticked this one off as well.

Ted

Stac Poly on the left and Cul Mor to the right, Suilven in the far on the right

The rocky top of Meall Dearg

Lunch in the mist...above a 500ft drop and a few minutes later, the sun came out it and Jane and Nettie tried to get a tan. 
(Top right,) descending Cul Mor  before climbing Greag nanCalman.



6

Four Munros in a day

Dave Dean

An early start as the 
weather looked ideal 
for an attempt at the 
4 Munro Circuit.  
Starting from the 
walker’s car park at 
Inverlael Bridge on the A385, a 6 mile walk to the 
base of Beinn Dearg awaited.  Initially walking 
through forested area then opening up into the 
Valley, 3 of the 4 Munros could be seen looming 
overhead for most of the approach.  The end of 
the approach walk was Lochan Uaine, and would 

be returned 
to on 2 
further 
occasions 
making an 
ideal place 
to stash 
some gear 
(if only I 
had thought 
of this 
before!)  

Beinn Dearg (1084) was ascended by the path 
following the stone wall, opening up onto an open 

rock strewn plateau with views of all the other 
peaks showing above the clouds at this stage.  
Dropping down the same way and back to the 
Lochan, the second Munro Cona Mheall (978) 
was ascended.  There was no visible path 
apparent to the summit but easily negotiated over 
the boulderfield and steep scree. Dropping down 
and going once again past the Lochan Uaine, the 
summit of the third Munro Meall nan 
Ceapriacheann (977) was soon reached followed 
by a plateau walk via the left hand side of Ceann 
Garbh and down to the foot of the last of the 
Munros Eididh nan Clach Geala (927).  This was a 
relatively long slog on legs that had already done 
10 miles.  Once summited, a 6 mile walk out 
awaited via Sidhean Dubh and meeting back with 
the approach walk at the Eas Fionn waterfall for 
the walk back down to the car park.  In all, a 17 
mile, nearly 10 hour day with 5480ft of ascent in 
good weather.

Dave’s route  was repeated by Pete H on the Friday, who did all the four.   A later start the same 
day by Ted, Carol Nettie, Ian and  Alistair  climbed Meall nan Ceapraichean 977m and energetic 
Alistair popped over to Eididh nan Clach Geala  928m
Not to be outdone the Hardys 
did this circuit plus one more. 
on a two day trip.

Nettie takes a rest in the sunshine at the top of the bealach. In the background is 
Cona Meall, the furthest Munro on this circuit. We could see a figure descending, it 
was Pete.
On the left, the descend from Meall nan Ceapraichean and somewhere in the 
background Alistair is climbing Eididh nan Clach Geala

Mark and Ben on Beinn Dearg later in the week

The six mile walk in, Ullapool is in the far distance
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Conival and Ben More Assynt -
 Dave D and John B - 31st May 2017

It was a late start on Wednesday after collecting John from 
Inverness airport.  After dropping off some gear, the plan was 
to head up and do the Conival and Ben More Assynt.  Leaving 
the car park at Inchnadamph at about 4.30pm, we knew that it 
would be the early hours of the morning before we returned.  
The approach walk was initially along a gravel road followed by 
a gentle climb for a couple of miles, past the Traligill caves and 
disappearing river, until the start of the steeper climb and 
rougher wet ground.  Conival was approached up the 
Southwestern face with the ground becoming rougher as 
altitude was gained.  From the hanging valley reached at 
around 780m, the going is almost entirely on large quartzite 
rocks and scree and climbs steeply up to the Munro summit of 

Conival (988m).  
Ben More is approached heading East along a ridge line with 
some good scrambles and scree slopes with some exposure in 
places.  With daylight fading, the views of the Assynt - with the 
pink hue to the Quartzite and orange/red glow from the sunset, 
made the late 
start definitely 
worthwhile and 
the slog along 
the rocky 
ground slightly 
more bearable. 
A very chilly 

and windy Ben 
More Assynt (998m) was reached just after 9.00pm with 
perfect views of the surrounding desolate 
countryside.  Heading back the way we came, we were easily 
capable of walking until 11.30pm before any additional 
lighting was required.  Back to the car and the awaiting Midge 
plague for 12.30am after covering some 11.7 miles with 
5000ft of total ascent.

Suilven - Dave D and John B - 1st June 2017

Although not a Munro nor a particularly high summit, this seemed to be a very long walk!.  The approach was 
made from the walkers car park about a mile from Lochinver and goes via the Glencanisp Lodge along a 
mostly gravel path.  Suilven is visible for the entire 5 mile walk in with the path taking you adjacent to the the 
north side of the mountain before a right turn and heading straight towards Bealach Mor.  Unfortunately, 
although the weather was bright and clear on the way in, it soon changed as we made our way across Loch a 
Choire Dubh and started to ascend Belach Mor.  The cloud dropped and the 
rain started, making the steep path very slippy and care was needed on some 
sections.  The path continued to the right, through a stone wall(?) towards the 

Caisteal Liath summit at 
731m.  As there were no 
views at all, we quickly turned 
and retraced the path back 
down towards the Loch 
where we were once again 
greeted with clear skies.  It 
seemed a very long walk out 
and we were once again met 
by the Midges in the car park.  
The position, location and 
proportions of this mountain 
make it very special.  A total 
of 12.4 miles cover with 
3350ft of ascent.

John on top of Suilven

Late night descent from Ben More Assynt

Walking towards Conival

Dave
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 Mark, Ali and Ben’s adventures around Ullapool

First foray into the hills after the pleasant group walk along the coast 
to the lighthouse was to make a late afternoon dash, the first of several 
HMC visits, to Stac Pollaidh (Mark, Ben and Ali accompanied by 
Alastair). It was a glorious evening with clear views of the surrounding 
hills tempting us to visit them later that week. We made quick work of 
the ascent, enjoying the warm welcoming rock as we scrambled the 
rocky ridge but sadly had turn back leaving the final climb to the 
summit for “another day”. Ben and Mark decided to run the descent 
route back to the car in just 10 minutes. An attempt to dodge the pesky 
midges I’m sure!

The following day, we headed to the westerly Fannichs. The route 
advised care crossing the water of the Allt Breabaig on the ascent but, to Ben’s amusement, he found a 
newly installed bridge! We ascended the valley and had fun scrambling on the rocky outcrops to the 
summit of Sgurr Breac (1000m). From here there was an obvious ridge to Toman Coinich (937m) before 
the final summit of the day A’Chailleach (999m). Sadly we reached the top in the mist and drizzle but the 
clouds partly as we descended the ridge towards Lochan a’Bhraoin. “Classic mountain marathon 
country” Mark (aka Sage of the Mountains) was heard telling Ben. Our first Munros of the trip and Ben’s 
find of a deer antler rounded the day off nicely even if the style over the deer fence proved somewhat 
elusive – then blindingly obvious!

Our next trip into the hills had been in the planning stages for a number 
of months. Laden with the our most light weight camping kit, we set off 
for a two day adventure intending to stay high and camp out overnight 
for Ben’s first wild camp. The weather forecast looked promising so we 
followed in Dave Dean’s footsteps, up the amusingly names Gleann na 
Sguaib, with Beinn Daerg (1084m) summit in our sights. We were moving 
well and descended alongside the distinctive wall from summit one, 
back to the col for summit two, Cona’ Mheall (980m) with impressive 
views in Coire Ghranda. Pleased with our progress we continued over 
Meall nan Ceapraichean (977m) and then  Eidiidh Nan Clach Geala 
(928m) the forth Munro of the day before looking for a suitable spot to 

camp for the night. The recent dry weather meant that a spot with 
adequate water nearby was harder to settle on than we’d expected. Thankfully we agreed on a level, 
sheltered grassy “pitch” close to a small but fast flowing stream. Not sure Ben was impressed with our 
dehydrated rations but we ate heartily and settled to watch the sun set over the hills. Sleep soon claimed 
us but we had a disturbed night when we thought we heard a group of deer visiting our stream. 

Thankfully our tent didn’t get visited by any deer antlers and 
we thankfully broke camp to head for our final Munro – the 
remote Seana Bhraigh (927m). We were really pleased to make 
the summit by mid morning and apparently before the walkers 
we had met the previous day (they were cheating – two 
separate ascents overnight in a night in a bed).  Ben was happy 
to hear it was now hill all the way back to the car….only it 
wasn’t! After a minor “meltdown” and a number of jelly babies 
he “ascended” the descent route and several hours later we 
were happily plopping stones into the stream with the car in 
sight. A truly memorable adventure - what a setting for Ben’s 
first wild camp. 

After resting and refuelling, Ben was suggesting a final Munro trip before the journey south. Having been 
defeated by the wind (the weather variety!) Ben and Ali had previously been turned back on the ridge to 
the summit of Ben Wyvis (1046m) although Mark had summited. Ben was after a rematch! After a familiar 
ascent the summit ridge was again in sight but once again the clouds gathered and the wind increased. 
Ben wasn’t to be defeated and in full waterproofs we battled into the wind and proudly stood on the 
summit, second time lucky. A memorable week and an amazing tally of Munros especially for Ben. It’s 
official – he’s got the bug!       Alison

Driving home along the A835 we had to pause by a coach unloading numerous race-bib wearing competitors who crossed the road in 
front of us heading towards a huge start banner. We were amused to learn this was in fact the secret location for the weekends Lowe 
Alpine Mountain Marathon (the LAMM). They were disembarking for a trip into the Fannichs on Day 1, overnight camp at the lake near 
Ben’s antler before heading on via Fisherfield to An Teallach on Day 2. Sage of the Mountains was indeed spot on - Mountain Marathon 
country indeed! Why not take a look at the various courses  http://www.lamm.routegadget.co.uk/rg2/ and course reports at http://
www.lamm.co.uk 

Beinn Dearg, the other Ben and Mark

The not missing bridge

http://www.lamm.routegadget.co.uk/rg2/
http://www.lamm.routegadget.co.uk/rg2/
http://www.lamm.co.uk
http://www.lamm.co.uk
http://www.lamm.co.uk
http://www.lamm.co.uk
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An Teallach  The entire ridge.

Ed, Ian and Nettie,, Pete, Alistair,, Ted , Bob and Jane.

One of the classic scottish mountains, 
two Munros Bidean a Ghias Thuill 
3484ft and Sgurr Fiona 3478ft and 
numerous tops and it could be seen 
from the lodge, it had to be done.
Knowing that it would be a long day, we 
waited for a weather forecast to give us 
a long day of cloud and wind free 
summits. That day was Wednesday 
which also gave everyone a couple of 
days to “warm up”  for this big one.
In the end it turned out to be the best 
day of the week with warm sunshine all 
day.
Left the lodge in the middle of the 
night, 7.00am and drove the 21 miles to 
the start. In a direct line its only 7 miles 
away from the lodge but lochs and 
mountains get in the way to make it a pleasant road drive to Dundonnell. Even at this time of the morning, 

the small car park by the Mountain Rescue HQ was 
nearly full. We set off , starting at sea level, with the 
first decision..where was the start of the path? Being 
Scotland there were no signs but the map guided us to 
a gap in a hedge and the real beginning of a  track, 
boggy in places rocky in others that led all the way to 
Sron a Choire before a steepish scrambly ascent to the 
first and higher Munro Bidean a Ghias Thuill from 
there a deep descent and ascent  was made to the 
second Munro Sgurr Fiona. From here we could see the 
rest of An Teallach, a mile of sharp ridges and steep 
pinnacles 
At this point Ed decided to do his own thing and Ian 
having consulted the guide book and fellow climbers 
decided he could take the lower path avoiding the 
tops.
The rest of us, Pete, Alistair, Bob and the stars of the 

day, Nettie and Jane  set off for the 
ridge. First port of call  was the 
famous Lord Berkeley’s Seat. A flat top 
pinnacle with a 1000ft drop on one 
side,no problem. After that it was one 
of many rocky ascents and descents, 
for the most holding to the line of the 
ridge. Again it must be mentioned that 
the girls, Girls! were magnificent in 
following the lads, Lads!Pete of course 
was striding along the very crest for 
most of the time with his hands in his 
pockets, or so it seemed. Finally the 
crest turned into more of a ridge but 
still with ups and downs and downs 
and ups till we finally met up with Ian 
who must have waited hours for us. 
Not finished yet, just Sail Liath, at 3130ft but  only a munro top,  to climb before the finally very rocky and 
awkward descent to the walkout along Coir a Ghiubhsachain to the road and cars. Ed was rescued from the 
Dundonnell Inn and we returned to the lodge. 11½ hours on the hill plus the driving time.A splendid day. 
Light refreshment was taken that evening.Ted

Nettie and Jane descend Lord Berkeley’s Seat before the climb to the  next 

Bob takes care descending Lord Berkeley’s Seat watched by Pete

Ridge completed, job done...only two hours to go to get down!
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Slumming it at Loch Broom Lodge

I suppose its not to everyones taste in this club of 
ours but occasionally we have to go down market 
a bit.

So if our accommodation for the week was 
inadequate we can only blame Ed for booking it.

After all who needs double and twin bedded 
ensuite rooms for everyone, a TV room, a library 
with free wi fi, large dining room with comfortable 
sofas, another TV room with more sofas, a patio 
with tables and chairs overlooking Loch Broom, TWO 
large kitchens, pantry,large car park and did I mention? a Bar.

So if roughing it, is not for you, don’t  worry Ed has booked it for next year for the ruffians..with 
a possibly extra week if it gets crowded.   Note, the Hardys  went off in their little tent to spend one night in 
comfort in the hills.

The kitchen staff did us proud, a curry night, a pie night, 
sausage and everything night, a chicken casserole night. 
What more could you ask for.
OK,  we did wander down to Ullapool on a couple of 
nights. (Only 20mins walking).

Some of the kitchen staff.

The bar and comfy 
chairs for Alistair and 
Harry.
Right and 
below...sausage night

Top of page, the view,, in the far far distance, An Teallach, 7 
miles as the crow flies, 21 miles by road. Above, The Lodge.
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Plan A was to walk the Arran coastal footpath, a new long 
distance route of 60 miles. It turned out not to be practical 
in the few days before we moved up to Ullapool but we 
will bear it in mind for the future.

Have heard and read lots about the place..and its all true, 
like a football match it’s  a place of two halves,, the south, 
gentle rolling hills and the north full of peaks the equal of 
most of the mountains further north. Not quite as high, all 
falling a few feet short of munro status but more like the 
Skye Cullin than many scottish mountains. And all this 
south of Glasgow.

But first a surprise, taking the ferry from Ardossan, who 
should we meet but Steve Overy and Del, both frequent 
visitors to the island.

Our first camp for a couple 
of days was on the south 
of the island, splendid site 
right next to the seashore 
and near to a pub.and a 
nearby otter only yards 
from the van. The 
mountains as mentioned 
are in the north but as the 

island is only 19 miles long getting there was easy.
So, our first full day,, notwithstanding the rain clouds we 
set off for Goat Fell 2867ft, a Corbett and the highest 
peak.

There are many paths but we took the simple “tourist” 
path from Brodick Castle joining many others on the trip. 
A good path which as the rain came down steepened 
considerably for the last few hundred feet needing hands 
on in places although the path was firm. The steepness 
and rain defeated a few walkers who turned back, I asked 
one what it was like further ahead and his reply was that 
that it was wet, steep and half of Sauchiehall St was 
there.
We pressed on, reaching the summit as the light wind 
occasionally blew away the clag to give views back to 
Brodick, the mainland and the ferry sailing across the 
ocean!

Because of 
the weather 
and general 
poor weather 
we retuned the 
way we had 
come, 
satisfied it was 
another tick in 
the book.

After a day exploring more of the island,visiting  
prehistoric standing stones, raised beaches, sea caves 
and so forth we returned to the mountains.
Leaving the van in a very small car park ascended Beinn 
Nuis 2598ft, a Corbett Top and along the ridge, passing 
the “Flat Iron Tower” to Beinn Tarsuinn at 2710ft, a 
Corbett.After 1500ft all this was done in clag but no rain. 
Following the ridge passing Consulation Tor to Bealach an 
Fhir-Bhoghan where an exit path conturing across the top 
of Corrie Daingean led us into the sunshine and onto 
Beinn a Chliabhain 2215ft, a Graham Top. Descended 
from there to our original path and the car park. Another 
good day despite the clag.

Finished the week off by moving camp to the north of the 
island and another good campsite at Lochranza. This one 
is next to the Arran Distillery, surrounded by hills, and a 
small golf course on which red deer grazed even while 
golfers were playing.
Woke on the last whole day to a sea “fret”, that sort of dry 
and still mist blotting out everything. But we were able to 
do some of the coastal path from here and despite the 
lack of visibility for hours until suddenly it burnt off and we 
had the hottest afternoon of the week.Returned by  taking 
an old track, much used over the hills back to the 
campsite.
The following day we caught the short ferry from 
Lochranza to Kintyre and up to Inverness and on to 
Ullapool. Ted

Del, Steve, Carol and Ted meet on the ferry

The Isle of Arran

Descent from Goat Fell, the mainland in the far top left and the ferry sailing into Brodick

Goat Fell
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A variation on a theme, a midweek trip of 3 or 4 days for those who can get away during the week. Only four of us took 
advantage, but we hope that it would attract a few more in future.
Princetown at 1430ft high was our base with an excellent bunk house behind a cafe and small shop and  only thirty yards 

from the “Plume of Feathers”.Of course the other and somewhat 
larger bunkhouse in the town is called HMP Dartmoor, room for 500,  
dear reader you will be please that we rejected all offers to stay there.
Princetown  is the base for The National Park Visitor Centre, sadly 
this opens at 10.00am and closes at 4.00pm, not much use to 
walkers starting after breakfast and getting back for pub opening. 
There is another pub, the Prince of Wales and both pubs have 
bunkhouses (Carol I stayed at the PoW once.) There is also another 
shop near to the bunkhouse.
So thats Princetown,  by comparison Stoney Stanton is a grand 
metropolis, with one important exception, there are probably more 
crooks in Stoney Stanton.

Phil and Brian had arrived the day before and had already walked a route across the northern half of the park. Lucky for 
Brian, Phil had a prior engagement the next day so he join Carol and me for a trip to High Willhays, the highest summit on 
Dartmoor at 2093ft and the highest point in the UK south of the Brecon Beacons.
A car park by a reservoir was the key to the moor access and bearing in mind that the army use the moor for live firing 
training its important to start on the right track. High Willhays itself 
is within the training ranges but is usually  always accessible.  It is 
open at weekends and holidays.
Navigation on Dartmoor is not that easy, it may not be that high but 
it is featureless...and the clag came down making route finding a bit 
tricky. Finally reached the trig point at Yes Tor itself decorated with a 
warning red flag (lowered) and a little hut which we think housed a 
generator to power red warning lights on poles around the summit. 
and live firing area...which is most of the northern half of the Park.
Despite the navigation problems we were joined by a couple of 
student types, T shirts, jeans and trainers  and a sketch map from a 
guidebook. So what do we know!.
This was not the summit despite the trig point, this was about a mile south along a level ridge. This was soon attained 
before the return to the car park.  A misty but satisfying day.
After dinner,refreshment at the Plume of Feathers.

The letter Box. Duck’s Pool.
Seems an odd way to send a postcard back to the Old Plough, tramp 3 miles or so across featureless moorland, go off 
route and get stuck in bogs, retrace steps, pick 
up the right line...there are no paths! and finally 
hidden beneath rocks is a letter box. Not  the 
big red one but a waterproof box with a visitors  
book...and some plastic ducks. And it has 
been there since 1938 and is a memorial  to 
Dartmoor  author William Crossing
 An different  way to send a postcard, but on 
Dartmoor it has to be done.
Started from the back door of the bunkhouse straight on to the moor. As Princetown is at 1430ft, there is not much ascent 
and a good track past an old bunkhouse led us to the middle of the moor. Then it was down to some serious navigation, 

sadly with three of us each with map and compass it became a bit of a committee so we 
found ourselves crossing a bog. We regrouped and with Phil leading, Brian keeping an eye 
on Phil’s direction and me keeping an eye on Brian, we finally reached Duck’s Pool and the 
letterbox. Time for lunch, write in the visitors book, write postcard, put a stamp on and see 
how long it would take to get back to Hinckley. Off we set again, wandering around 
Dartmoor like Moses in the wilderness until we found the track, the bunkhouse and a long 
walk back to the town. But a good day. Refreshment at the Plume of Feathers.

PS The postcard arrived at the New Plough a week later.

DARTMOOR     March 

Princetown, the prison in the distance

High Willhays and Brian

The Duck Pool letter Box
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Long Mynd
Sunday

Parked near to the pub 
at Bridges, old habits 
die hard! and followed 
the Shropshire Way via 
Ratlinghope (pronounced Ratchup) up and down till we met the Portway, an ancient track at the northern end of the Long Mynd 
giving splendid views across to Shrewsbury. Turned south to Robin Hoods Butts and joined the Marches Way taking us to Pole 
Bank, the highest point. The weather was cracking and the whole area was a seething mass of humanity taking in the sunshine. We 
left the hordes behind and found a quieter spot for lunch. Passing Pole Cott and now on the Jack Mytton Way, but still The Portway 
and Shropshire Way, Confusing?. A steep descent from here should have brought us back to the cars....but no, our leaders decided 
to pull in one more hill, Adstone Hill, so a steepish ascent a flat ridge at the top and a descent finally brought us back to the pub for 
light refreshment at the Horsehoes Inn,
which has been  a favourite watering hole for walkers for years. With a sparkling bubbling stream outside giving time for some of 
the party to paddle and clean their boots as children and dogs splashed around.

Bishops Castle, Shropshire. April
Ed, Sue, Jo, Gareth, Bob,Jane, Ted, Carol, Nigel, Bruce

The Stiperstones and 
Bobʼs Gorse Bush 
Rambleʼ

It seemed a good idea at 
the time, we let Bob lead 
us on a very prickly walk, 
But all was fine at the 
start as we left our cars at 
The Bog Visors Centre, the site of an old mine of that name. Up 
hill at first, 
across a 
few fields 
of cows 

and mud....and a farmer who didn’t 
appreciated us trespassing on his 
land, or so he said.
We quickly regained the proper right 
of way and by using a minor road 
reached the far end of the ridge near 
to Snailbeach. but before entering 
this living museum to mining we 
turned to take in Oak Hill and the fort 
at Castle Ring. From now on life 
became exciting when we were 
entangled in a sea of Gorse Bushes  (Hopefully you have seen the video on the HMC 
Facebook site). It was even more exciting for Ed as he demonstrated his tumbling skills.
Soon we were at the Stiperstones, finally some proper rock. Lunch was taken on the Devils 
Chair, where else before we continued with some of the party trying and succeeding in 

following the crest of the rocky outcrops. Star of the show was Jane who scrambled the hard way to the summit of The 
Stiperstones while Bob took the less severe route.
The ridge led us off the tops and down to  the Bog Visitors Centre, where tea and cakes were taken.

“The Bog Visitor Centre, in the shadow of the Stiperstones in Shropshire, is a gas-lit Victorian former school which is one of the few remaining 
buildings of a lost lead and barytes mining village.
The Bog mine once had 200 buildings and featured an amazing aerial ropeway. It is set in a legendary geological landscape and noted in 
folklore for the exploits of Wild Edric” 

Not sure who Wild Edric is, but he could and should be a member of HMC.

Pole Bank

The Devils Chair



WED EVENING PUB WALKS

A great way to spend mid-week 
keeping in trim for those hills! Just 
rock up to the pub, park ‘n stride. 
We usually depart from the pub at 
6.15pm, for a walk of 1.5 -2hrs 
max, followed by refreshments at 
the pub. Details can always be found 
on Facebook, but I’ll put it on the 

Forum too - at the latest Sunday 
night before the Wed. Leaders with fresh ideas always welcome.So far 
this year we’ve been to 11 different pubs including the Red Lion, 
Huncote; Dog & Hedgehog, Dadlington; Sharnford Arms; George & 
Dragon, Stoke Golding;  Anchor, Hartshill; Rising Sun, Shackerstone;  
Lime Kilns, Hinckley;  Red Lion, Mkt Bosworth;  Royal Arms, Sutton 
Cheney;  Pig in Muck, Claybrooke;  Royal Oak, Polesworth 

When the nights finally draw in, 
our final Wed walk for this year 
will finish with a carvery (£6.25) 
at the Pig in Muck, Claybrooke – 
booking absolutely essential. 
Names to me by Aug Bank 
Holiday.

DAYWALKS

Whilst we have managed a few day-walks this first half of the year, 
including the Cotswolds and Hartington, we need to get something else 
sorted for the diary… any suggestions, or anyone have anything in 
particular they want to do?

Here’s one for the diary:

SUNDAY JULY 23 Daywalk – The Gritstone Edges and then on to The Grouse Inn – park at The Robin Hood Inn, 
Baslow to depart 10am.

March 12th
Going south  for a 
change,starting at the 
pretty village of Stanton 
in the Cotswolds.
Past the cotswold stone 
cottages and a splendid 
ornate mansion to 
Stanway following the 
Cotswold Way  before 
heading uphill through 
the tree clad slopes to 
reach the top of the Cotswold escarpment with views all around.
Reached the picturesque village of Snowshill and a stop for a pint for some of us, but 
not all (see over the Garden Wall) before returning  to Stanton via Buckland and 
Laverton. A splendid stroll.
Ted

High Cross, once thought to be the centre 
of England, on the junction of the Watling 
Street and the Fosseway. near Claybrook.

Below, the Bluebells in Harthill Woods.

Old Pit head wheel at Pooley Hall, 
Polesworth

Good Beer CAMERA Guide
All these pubs serve good ale



The Snowshill Arms..at Snowshill 
in the Cotswold. Points deducted 
in the ON CAMERA Guide 
because boots had to be removed 
before entering this less 
hospitable hostelry

Carol goes commando on Dartmoor, as we meet up 
with Marines training.

It could only happen to Ed as he auditions for the 
Olympic Forward Roll and and Gorse Bush 
Bounce. After a laugh by everyone else, he was 
rescued by Sue and Bob

A day of crap weather in 
Ullapool brings on hut madness 
in the kitchen

Ben abandoned on a Beinn , if you find him, 
please return to Stoney Stanton.

A strange bear legged visitor to the New Plough, Robin Bennie called in on 
his way to see Scotland lose.

The short and the tall, Bob had to 
crawl under a beam to get to his 
bed in Bishops Castle, Ed on the 
other hand....

Ed gets some attention from a 
lamb..its probably illegal Ed  and 
below tries to lead some of the ladies 
astray, come rock with me



HMC Meets & events so far for 2016-2017

Aug 11HUT MEET – Gower

Sep 8  HUT MEET – Patterdale

Oct 6  PRESIDENTS MEET

Nov 3 (3nights) HUT MEET – Bellingham (Northumberland)

HUT MEETS…

Just a few places left on our trip to the Gower in August, and Patterdale in September. As always – book 
early to avoid disappointment.

We were hoping to have the menus (Presidents Meet) out for this newsletter, but alas, time was against us. I 
will e-mail everyone shortly. Early indications are that this meet will be full.

Many of you may have heard what a brilliant time we had in Ullapool, so with that in mind, we’ve booked it 
again next year. Fantastic area – loads to do. Sleeps 18… but for now – expressions of interest please, to me 
within two weeks – we’re thinking we may have to book two concurrent weeks to accommodate us! Please 
state whether you can only do the whit week (teachers etc).

Don’t forget, after the Presidents Meet, we’re off to Northumberland on a 3 nighter, and then I’m hoping to 
book a hostel in December, somewhere in the mountains!... Let me know if you’re interested.

Moving on to next year’s summer meet… someone suggest we do Ireland, others have mooted French Alps, or 
Italian Dolomites (although we went there last year). Open to suggestions, but we’ll decide by October 
either way. 

ED – Meets Sec

A well done to Karen and Caroline who ran 
the Hinckley Half Marathon.
A few members are hoping to take part in 
the Joy Cann Memorial Memorial.5 mile 
run in Huncote in August

Mitch.
Although not a member this year many will 
have met Mitch and Corinne on meets.
Sadly he came off his bike and damaged 
himself. Good news from Corinne is that 
having an op to put a plate in his cheek “he 
is looking back to normal’.
Club has sent best wishes.

Below, the end of a successful Scottish week


