
EDITORIAL POLICY (6th April 2004) 
Hello peeps… 
1. Have you missed me? 
2. I sometimes wonder if the font size I use here is maybe too small when in print. If you think so, let me know. x 
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MISTAKES IN PREVIOUS ISSUES 
1. In the last issue I BELATEDLY announced three LMC member marriages THEN proceeded to offer my LATE 

congratulations to ‘THE happy couple’. I meant all of you!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!! 
Simon Brocklebank Mountaineer Of The Year 

Terry Love Best Newsletter Of The Year 
John Prichard Best Fall Of The Year 
Chris Sowden New Honorary Life Member 
Jane Hodgson Christmas Dinner Quiz Winner 

2. In the last issue of 
the newsletter, I     
detailed a few of the 
LMC 2003 Award 
Winners.     Here is 
a more complete list: Steve (‘Corky’) Corcoran Daftest Christmas Dinner Quiz Answer 

This year Ed is going to take a few tips out of Ken Findlay’s book and have notepad and pen at hand during the 
award presentations (if Ken can do it at a Dob Dylan concert I reckon I can get away with it at the Xmas Dinner?) 
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FUTURE NEWSLETTERS AND ARTICLES 
QUARTERLY (HARD COPY AND LMC WEBSITE) NEWSLETTERS 
Articles can be submitted at any time (if unsure about content, quiz other members): 
• via Royal Mail to S Sharp, 3 Hesketh Avenue, Kirkstall, LEEDS LS5 3EU; or 
• by email to 's.sharp20@ntlword.com’ in Word (even photos) if at all poss. I still receive emails sent to 

‘susansharpthe1st@yahoo.co.uk’ but have had problems with that address. 
Distribution of Quarterly Newsletters will be effected in one of the following ways: 
• in paper form via Royal Mail to whatever postal address we have on file for you; or 
• via a ‘notification email’, to whatever email address you have given Ed for this purpose, advising that the 

Quarterly Newsletter has been placed on the LMC Website. 
WEEKLY (EMAIL) NEWSLETTERS 
Articles can be submitted at any time by email to 'part-in-changltd@btconnect.com' 
Distribution of weekly email Newsletters will be by email to whatever email address you’ve given ‘part-in-
changltd@btconnect.com’ for this purpose. 
x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 
 
MEMBER DISCOUNTS 
Full members receive a membership card each year entitling them to claim discount at some retail outlets of 
walking/camping/ climbing gear etc. As at March 2004, discounts are available at the following: 
10% £ Nevisport, 34-36 Woodhouse Lane, Leeds £ Centresport, 57-59 New Briggate, LS1 
 £ The Camping & Leisure Shop, Leeds £ The Great Outdoors, Yeadon 
 £ Needle Sports, 56 Main Street, Keswick £ Chevin Trek, Otley 
 £ Blacks Outdoor Leisure Ltd, 42-46 Trinity St Arcade, Leeds £ Leeds Wall 
15% £ Cotswold Shops, Leeds & Capel Curig, and Mail Order (you must quote ref. L2037) (see article within) 
TO CLAIM your discounts, you must produce your card. DISCOUNTS CANNOT USUALLY be claimed in conjunction with any other offers 
(goods already discounted).  IF YOU HAVE any updates re these discounts, please advise Ed or email ’part-in-changltd@btconnect.com’. 
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MEETS BOOKING ‘TWIXT NOW & NEXT PAPER NEWSLETTER 
Nights away Hut/Camping + Event Venue (Location) Meet Leader Contact Tel. No. 
08-11 Apr (2)  H14, Easter Bank Hol Glen Feshie (Scotland)   Paul Spinks 0113 268 3657 
23+24Apr (2) H20   Bowderstone (Borrowdale) John McMullen 0113 279 5342 
30Apr-02May (3) H16, May Day Bank Hol Alex MacIntyre (Onich) Pete Latimer 01943 465256 
14+15 May (2) C Buttermere (Lakes) James Heywood 0788 418 0246 
28-30May (3) C, Whitsuntide Bank Hol Roy Bridge Rachel Burkitt 0113 266 3899 
04+05Jun (2) H16+C, Summer Bash Duddon Valley (Lakes) Will Parsons 0113 225 9239 
18+19Jun (2) C Eskdale (Lakes) Will Parsons 0113 225 9239 
25+26Jun (2) H12 Cae Amos (North Wales) Simon Vallance 0113 266 2306 
09+10Jul (2) C Patterdale (Lakes) Dave Clark 0113 256 0138 
23+24Jul (2) C Capel Curig (North Wales) John James 0113 260 7310 
06+07Aug (2) C Nether Wasdale (Lakes) Dave Clark 0113 256 0138 
KEY:  BOLD = BOOKING NOW  /  SCORED OUT = ALREADY fully booked (soz peeps)  at time newsletter printed 
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Letters From the Editor 
Dear Anon 
Nobody ever writes me any letters. 

Ed 

Dear Ed 
Get a life. 

Anon 

Dear Meet Leaders 
A few more meet reports (pretty) please, even if only short… 

Ed 
x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 

AGM Tuesday 27th January 2004 
 

This took place but Ed was not present and only realised too late she is not in possession of a system copy of the 
minutes, and can’t find her hard copy so forget copy typing them up, so cannot include them in this newsletter. I 
think you all have them anyway but, if not and you want a copy, please contact any member of the committee.  

Ed 
PS lots of beer and crisps will have been consumed. 

x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 
 

A THING BY DAVE HUGHES (A narrative? It’s not a short story is it?): ‘Where are you now?’ 
 
-Where are you now? You’re scared. I can feel it. 
-At the foot of Jack’s Rake. I don’t think I can do it. 
-Keep in control. I’ll talk you through it. 
-Thanks – I know I can rely on you. I just feel so stupid.  I’ve been up it loads of times before. 
-But not since your accident – it’s been fantastic to see you get this far. I know you can do it. 
-I wish you were here. 
-I am there – with you all the way, all the time. It’s what you wanted, what we agreed. Tomorrow’s summit will be 
that little bit harder. You said you wanted to do Jack’s rake yourself – do something familiar. Kill the ghosts of the 
past. That way you’ll be prepared for tomorrow. 
-Trust you to save a hill like that for your last one! 
-I know, but that’s how it’s worked out. 
-And you? Where are you? You’re not quite as relaxed as you were half an hour ago. I can feel it. 
-Still driving. Almost there. Cloud’s down. Looks like rain. Bet it’ll be snow on the tops. It’s not a good hill to 
navigate on. 
-You’ll be fine. 
-Wish I had your confidence when it comes to navigating. 
---------------------------------------- 
-What’s wrong? You’re panicking. Which bit of the scramble are you up to? Talk to me! 
-My legs are shaking. My throat’s dry. I feel dizzy. I can’t go up. I can’t reverse what I’ve just done. Oh God I’m 
stuck. 
-Carry on talking to me. 
-The rock’s really wet and greasy. I think I can remember this bit. It looks really awkward. 
-Describe what you see. I’ll help you through it. 
-I’m at the end of a short level section. Almost a path. Just scrambled up a groove – could avoid any exposure so 
that was OK. It goes up into a groove again, but you have to move across a gap. There doesn’t appear to be a 
decent hand hold and the bulge of the rock is throwing you outwards all the time. 
-That’s the hard part. But there is a brilliant hand hold – remember the first time we did Jack’s Rake together? You 
showed me where it was! 
-Before you became a climber! 
-I’ve never considered myself as a climber and you know it! 
-OK you’re right. But you know what I mean. 
-This is no time for an argument! Anyway, the hand-hold isn’t obvious from where you are, but if you step across 
and reach up at the same time your right hand will automatically go onto it. It pulls you back in.  
-I need to get my head round this. 
-Stay calm. Focus. It’s just one move.  
-Wow! You’re right. That just felt so positive. The rest is straightforward, isn’t it? 
-I knew you could do it! But keep your concentration up, you’re not at the top yet. 
-I know, I know. But I’m glad I’ve got through the worst part. Thanks. 
-No problem. That’s what I’m here for. 
---------------------------------------- 
-You’re feeling relaxed now aren’t you? I can tell. Wish I felt the same. 
-Yes I am, as a matter of fact. Just on the top of Pike of Stickle. Lovely views. Nice and warm out of the wind. Have 
you started yet? 
-Nearly an hour ago. Into the cloud now. Must be another 400 metres before the summit plateau. That’s when it’s 
going to get dodgy. I’m OK at the moment. 
-What’s the weather like? There’s the tell tale signs of frontal clouds here, but it’s not going to rain for hours yet by 
the look of the sky. The weather forecast said it was going to be a weak affair anyway 
-The rain’s already here. It started almost as I left the car. A bit sleety now, but there’s not much of it. But the clag is 
really thick. 
-Let me know if you need help 
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-I certainly will. As I said it’s OK at the moment, but I’m apprehensive about the plateau in the thick cloud and wet 
snow. 
-I’ll be here. 
-I know. Thanks. 
---------------------------------------- 
-God, this is really eerie. 
-You OK? 
-I think so. But everything just feels so odd. There’s barely any wind and there’s the odd snowflake fluttering to the 
ground. I was hoping for some rock or fenceposts or something. But it’s just heather slopes covered in wet snow. 
Things are levelling off now. Here comes the difficult bit.  
-Have confidence in your ability to navigate.  
-Hmmm. Two subsidiary tops before the summit. God it’s so featureless. I feel like I’m detached from reality, like 
I’m in a different universe. And it’s so quiet. Almost a deafening silence.  
-Trust the compass. Trust your timings and pacings. 
-OK 
---------------------------------------- 
-Bloody peat hags. That’s all I bloody well need. Bearings and pacing going completely to cock now.  
-Don’t rush it. It’s not a race. 
-I know. But I want to get it over with. Want to get out of here. This mist is really claustrophobic. I’m losing all sense 
of direction. 
-Your compass is your only indicator. Ignore everything else. It’s just misinformation. 
-Yeah, but I can’t walk in a ****ing straight line in this stuff.  
-You know how to compensate for difficult ground. It just increases your error, that’s all. 
-Errors! Don’t talk to me about ****ing errors! At this rate I’ll miss the summit by miles. 
-We’re arguing again. It’s not getting you anywhere. 
-I know, I know. OK, I’m not going to die. I just don’t like this closed in feeling. Makes me panic. 
-Where do you think you are?  
-In the dip between the two subsidiary tops. 
-The peat hags are a bit of a give away. 
-Hey, I wouldn’t be too sure of that. There’s peat hags every-****ing-where. 
-You’re losing it again! 
-OK. Sorry. No more swearing. Promise. 
-Trust the compass. 
-I believe you’ve already said that. 
-I know. But that’s all you can do. 
-I know………… Oh, hang on ……… this looks promising! 
-I take it from that exclamation that you’re going uphill again. 
-Certainly am! Thank god for that! 
---------------------------------------- 
-I can’t find the damn summit anywhere!! I must have gone wrong. I’m sure it’s to the right somewhere – the ground 
seems to be higher over there. I’m not sure. Oh I give up. This is stupid. 
-What does the compass say? 
-Straight on. 
-And pacing and timing? 
-Overshot by 50 metres. 
-And the ground? 
-Flat, flat, flat – oh, and there’s another flat bit over there. 
-Very droll. If I didn’t know you better I’d think you were enjoying yourself. 
-Ah, but you do know me and I’m panicking like there’s no tomorrow. 
-You’ll have to do an expanding spiral search. 
-I was afraid you might say something like that. You know I’ve never done one of those before. 
-But you know how to. 
-OK I’ve read about it. I know how to do it in theory. 
-Time for a bit of practice. Mark each turn in the snow as you go. 
-OK, here goes. This had better work, otherwise I’ll kill you! 
-You’ll have to get off the mountain first! 
-Hmmm. Good point. 
---------------------------------------- 
-You’ve gone quiet. Is there a problem? 
-No, just trying to concentrate. Must get this right otherwise I’ll ……. I don’t believe it!! 
-You sound like Victor Meldrew! 
-Victor who?  …… I’ve seen it! 
-The bloke off ‘One foot in the’ … oh, forget it. You’ve found the summit? 
-I most certainly have. Excuse me whilst I hug the cairn. 
-You’re mad! 
-Just relieved that I’ve got here. One more to do tomorrow and then I’ve finished them! Are you still up for it? 
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-After what we’ve both been through today, I’m not going to back out now. 
-See you at the campsite then. Mind you I still have to get off this thing, but there aren’t any cliffs and I don’t mind a 
bit of steep heather. I’ll just get below the cloud as quickly as I can. 
-You still need to take care. Keep using your compass. 
-I don’t think I’m going to need to. I think the mist is going to lift…. Yes it’s definitely clearing. I think I’ll hang about 
for a few more minutes. I might even get a view!  
---------------------------------------- 
-Where are now? You are so totally chilled out. I can feel it! 
-Yeah I am a little bit pleased with myself. I did get a view from the top, eventually. It all looked so benign once the 
mist had cleared. Thanks for your help. Really appreciated.  
-That’s OK. But where are you? 
 -I’m about an hour from the campsite. 
-Me, too. Funny, really. 
-What? 
-Well, I was just thinking that if we arrived at the campsite at the same time – it would be a bit spooky. 
-I dunno. How do you mean? 
-Well, this business of talking to each other. We’re miles apart. It can’t be happening.  There’s no scientific proof 
that people can be telepathic. We’re not talking to each other. It’s just a voice inside our heads. Like when we are 
reading a book. Our spirit. Our dæmon. 
-Whatever it was, it got me to the summit today. I’d like to think it was you who helped me. 
-I feel the same way about Jack’s Rake. If you hadn’t been there for me, I don’t think I could have done it. 
-I know how to resolve this. 
-How? 
-If we arrive at the campsite at exactly the same time, then we must be be able to talk to each other like we do. 
-That sounds totally unscientific. 
-I know, but it’s the best I can do. 
---------------------------------------- 
-Well, that’s settled that. I’m at the campsite and there’s no sign of you. 
-I’m about five minutes away. 
-There you go. It is just a voice in our heads. We’re not talking to each other at all. Anyway what held you up? 
-Had to stop to get some petrol. 
-You didn’t tell me that. 
-Hmm. No I didn’t, did I? Sorry, I forgot. 

David Hughes (writes very long articles) 
(which is a good thing cos this issue was starting to look a tad slim) 

x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 
A Date For Your Diaries (Saturday 5th June 2004) 

FIRST SATURDAY IN JUNE - LMC SUMMER BASH 2004 
This is again scheduled to take place at the ever popular Duddon Valley Rucsac Club Hut (‘High Moss’), on 
Saturday 5th June. See attached information sheet and if you have any info for Will Parsons who is to co-ordinate 
the event please get it to him asap. 
x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 

Another Date For Your Diaries (Saturday 27th Nov 2004) 
LAST SATURDAY IN NOVEMBER - LMC CHRISTMAS BASH 2004 

This is being held EARLIER than usual so MORE of you will be able to attend. Combine that with the fact that the 
date has been FLAGGED for your attentions SO early in the year (I know you all read the newsletters from cover to 
cover) should make for a bumper crop ay! Go on… we can do it… Put it in your diary nnnnnow… It’s being held at 
the Sca Fell Hotel yet again. Further details will be provided in the next two newsletters. 
x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 

 
MEET: Sunday Best – Cae Amos 12th & 13th March 2004 

 

 

It was Sunday, it was Wales. The forecast had indicated that Sunday 
should be the best or worst day of the weekend and it probably was. 
 
People scurried hither and thither arranging groups and deciding how long 
they wanted to be out before heading home. Ken had identified a scramble 
and Les, the driver, had said he’d go along with that idea. Thus it was a 
boys’ day out. There was Ann but, upon hearing what she had done and 
was capable of, it was obvious to me that she was an 'honorary chap'. John 
McMullen was also there as his lift wanted to leave directly from the walk 
his driver planned so he was treated to a lift home by kindly Les. 

 
The drive to Pen-y-pass was without event until we pulled into the car park to see that it cost £4.00 to park! There 
was a bit of a wind and we had to hang on to any lose bits of clothing in case they took a fancy at venturing off on 

their own.  
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Les paid and we all set off. The path was an easy walk and in the centre of the horseshoe the wind was not as 
strong as it had been. We all enjoyed a chat as we marched along passing other teams going somewhere else. I 
slowed as the path steepened, I always do, and now I come to think of it I even slow going downhill; I just slow I 
suppose. 
 
As the path rose so did the wind and it whipped across the lake bringing spray that burst upon Ken as the rest of us 
waited for him, then he swore as his foot slipped into the water. We rested for a moment and Ken set off abruptly 
left as the rest of us went right. Looking up at Ken we waited, Ken had the book. Ken just went on up but we chose 
the path and Les and I spied an abandoned tent bag and investigated. For the rest of the day I carried a few tent 
poles, a tent bag, a mallet and a tent peg.  I thought I looked quite good as one pole would not disengage so it 
looked as if I had a radio mast coming out of my rucksack. 
 
As we neared a crest the wind that had only been 'rather strong' became ferocious and we all struggled to stay on 
our feet. I must say that John who I have heard is used to being unsteady on his feet fared best with Ann being the 
lightest having the most difficulty. We were still on the path at this point so we began to wonder about the 
technicalities of scrambling when we could not even stand on flat ground. 
 
Looking behind me I saw Ken conversing with someone sheltering behind a rock, it turned out that there were two 
of them and they had started the scramble earlier but had given it up. 
 
I am nothing if not stupid and had no intention of stopping, luckily the rest of the party were being as stupid as I was 
and we all carried on. The scramble was an easy one and the wind in fact made it more interesting though rather 
cold on the fingers. When I had left Leeds I had envisaged a warm balmy weekend with some drizzle, possibly a bit 
on the warm side for the time of year. What I got was snow and high winds which made me regret leaving all my 
gloves in the drawer at home. Here Les stepped in; rustling to the bottom of his rucksack he fished out a new pair 
of 'magic gloves' the sort that look as if they were made for your doll but stretch to fit all. They would need to stretch 
to fit Les's hands! 
 
'Here', he said 'these are new I got them in the Lakes for a pound they will keep your hands warm'. I must say it is 
really good having a 'Jeeves' as a member of the party. I was just considering asking for a pot of tea next but they 
all set off so I had to follow. 
 
The wind battered us as we moved up the rocks trying to keep on the leeward side but not always managing it, 
occasionally a shot of snow scoured across our faces making it impossible to look that way. Sometime vertical, 
sometimes horizontal we made our way upward, Ann always in the lead. 
 
Ken tried a false line but he and Les and John, who had followed, had to return finding the way barred by a blank 
slab. Anne disappeared over a lip of rock it was sheltered where I stood so I moved up following her line. One 
move followed another until my hand reached the lip, pulling up my head, for that is all that I allowed into the wind 
tunnel, was blasted in a ferocious wind. I could not look up and remembering that the chaps were a little distance 
below decided to stay where I was. Three minutes later when the wind stopped for a second I managed to look up; 
Ann was just three feet away sheltering in the lee of a large rock, her feet nearly touching my head.  
 
"I was shouting" Ann shouted again as I sat beside her, "You just stayed still!". The others followed and the ground 
eased off but not the wind. The shoulder of Snowdon beckoned and so did our lunch. 
 
Wind is a playful thing, no sooner have you scoured an area and found a sheltered spot and even stood there for a 
minute or two to check, sat down and opened the lunch box, than the wind comes out of hiding blowing even 
stronger that you ever felt it before. Well that was what happened to us anyway as we tucked into our sandwiches 
and cups of tea. I now had cold hands again, the scramble had taken its toll on Les's new gloves and fingers came 
through in several places. Jeeves to the rescue again! Les rustling to the bottom of his rucksack pulled put a pair of 
Dachsteins, I passed the new but now worn gloves to Ken who only had a pair of worn inner gloves himself and he 
put them on over the top of the others. Can I recommend to everyone that they walk with Les in future he obviously 
had a big social conscience and is prepared for most deficiencies in others and is always ready to assist. 
 
Thus we all set of with warm or warmer hands, I was wondering if Les also had some socks and maybe a spare tie 
on offer. Breaking into my thoughts Ken indicated the he wanted to turn back. We had just started up the track to 
the summit of Snowdon, well the scramble bit seemed a bit over the top now as the wind had become more ill-
tempered than before, and Ken was saying that his eyes were stinging and that he thought he would return along 
Lliewedd. Les gave him a key for the car and Les, Ann and I decided that the top was worth the effort so we left 
John and Ken discussing their plan. No sooner had I stopped to put on my overtrousers but Ken appeared, he and 
John had decided to come along anyway. 
 
The snow that I had not even given a thought to got deeper and deeper as we staggered higher, at first we had the 
path then without warning it left and we were on a rocky slope, knee deep in loose snow. 
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Les and Ann were the first up and I was the last. As I sat on the rocks of the summit the cloud dissipated and the 
views opened up all the way to the sea where the sun shone with all its might. 
 
Wonderful views, and a grand day out, Ken and Ann shot off on the descent discussing all manner of things while 
Les, John and I made a more leisurely event of it stopping for a second snack along the way. Sunday best indeed, 
pampered by Les. 
 

 
 

Paul Hudson (photos by Mike Nuttall) 
x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 

Don’t You Want Hard Copies of the ‘Paper’ Newsletters? 
 
IF you: [A] can live without ‘hard copy’ newsletters:  [B] can access the internet; and  [C] have an email address 
then, instead of Ed sending you hard copy newsletters, to save stamp money (and The Earth’s Resources) she can 
instead notify you by email when a new newsletter is on the website and you can view, and print it, there. 
 
If you wish to go with this, please let Ed know, preferably by email from the email address you want notifying at. 

Ed 
x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 

 
WITHIN A MEET: From Fazakerly to Kirk Fell 

 
This is for those of you who read Ed’s account in the last Newsletter about three brave souls who upheld the 
traditions of the LMC at the Wasdale Meet last November, whilst others went shopping (…), by setting out on the 
Mosedale Round in less than ideal conditions. It is an attempt to set the record straight as Ed’s recollection of the 
events seem to have become slightly blurred, possibly due to the combined effects of fatigue and red wine. 

Why am I even including this article? Why? (Ed) 
 
I was up at first light to make the hut’s fire in the absence of Grahaeme ‘pyro’ Lauder and make my sandwiches for 
the long day ahead. The previous evening in the Screes hadn’t produced an excess of keen hillwalkers intent on 
this Wasdale classic. Noticing the rain battering at the hut windows I decided to check the visibility and, tho’ I could 
see the lake, clearly some of the peaks were, to be honest, a bit misty. I was confident this would burn off when the 
sun got on to it. In spite of a nearly full hut there were only two other volunteers for the Round namely Ed and ‘new’ 
Simon (new, but keen!). Even Dave Hughes baulked at the task ahead of us, declaring it ‘utter madness’. We set 
off at a brisk pace through the rain and soon made it to the Black Sail Pass after approximately 45 minutes.  
 
I could see by this time that the other members of the party were showing early signs of indifference towards the 
full round so decided to try and steer them directly to the Pub. To spare their embarrassment, I decided to take the 
blame and pretend that I had left my maps in the hut. Simon responded by producing his map, which was the SW 
sheet showing Kirk Fell but not the Mosedale Round. He and Ed decided to make the best of a bad job and we 
climbed Kirk Fell instead.  
 
As there was a refreshing breeze by this time but no sun to burn off the mist we decided to find a sheltered spot to 
have sandwiches. It was here that Sue decided to frighten Simon by passing around a packet of Cadbury’s 
Minstrels whilst repeating a cautionary tale she had heard about someone seriously injuring themselves by slipping 
on one (one, and she was passing around a whole packet!). We decided to reduce the risk by eating all of them. 

The next time Alun ‘jokes’ he’s left his maps behind I’ll check when I get back to the hut so he cannot later (!) alter (!) his story (Ed!) 
 

We then gained the summit via Kirkfell Crags (right hand gully direct, if I’m not mistaken). This was wet, slippery 
and unpleasant. As we climbed out of the gully, the wind definitely freshened considerably, but still no sun!  

Wet and slippery? We didn’t so much climb up the gully as climb up the flippin’ water! (Ed) 
 
We staggered to the summit where it was quite blustery. I decided against unpacking the stove and brewing tea 
and we moved off following Simon’s directions. He had in mind an alternative route down a couple of scree slopes 
and lower down onto tussocky (I believe that’s what its called) grass some way west of the conventional path. 
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On reaching the grass Ed decided to use the sitting glissade as a method of descent. Simon and I did likewise so 
she wouldn’t feel foolish, however our solidarity was misplaced as she laughed her socks off saying we looked like 
a pair of teletubbies and that I in particular, resembled the one that I later discovered carries a handbag. 
 
After this it was plain sailing all the way to that convivial watering hole known as Ritson’s Bar, there was no 
problem in finding a seat as the place was completely empty. Johnny Mac and Les Holbert joined us a short while 
later, Les was in a particularly jovial mood even then, causing someone to reflect that he must have found Johnny 
Mac’s hip flask. After a couple of pints it was back to the hut, for food, more beer and entertainment. 

Alun Evans 
(and Ed) 

x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 
STOP PRESS YELLOW ATTRACTS CREEPY CRAWLIES (THAT’S A TECHNICAL TERM) 
x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x  

 
MEET: The Chocolate Brownie Meet, Patterdale 9th & 10th January 

 
The Meet Leader’s pathetic attempts to ingratiate herself with her fellow LMCers by cooking a pile of chocolate 
brownies and offering them up for general consumption worked a treat.  Meet Leadering was made easy; there was 
no poor behaviour that needed punishing, although there was some nudity but that’s not necessarily a bad thing. 
 
There was the usual sitting about on Friday night/Saturday morning with a horrific display of group indecision  but 
eventually parties set off for Place Fell, Sheffield Pike, Glenridding (the tea shop, I heard) and Hellvelyn.  Various 
other Dodds and Pikes and Raises were summited and pubs visited but frankly I can barely remember where I 
went, let alone any other bugger! 
 
It was one of those weekends where the intrepid poo-poohers of weather forecasts were rewarded; bit of wind, bit 
of hail and even a touch of thunder but what the heck, we all got out there and did stuff.  Some of us even got the 
chance to join in a hunt on Saturday until we realised that the guys in the green Barbours and wellies with their 
hounds and terriers were actually hunting us.  
 
The witty repartee and fine atmosphere in the hut on Saturday night lead a number of the lads to head off to 
Ambleside to see ‘Touching the Void’ (what, you mean you haven’t seen it yet?!). General approval all round, even 
from Paul Hudson.  Rich opted for ‘Lord of the Rings: the Dark Side of the Hobbit’s Bottom’ or whatever it’s called.  
We are still awaiting his return…. 
 
Thanks must go to James for accepting his new role as ‘Mr January’ so manfully (I think we gave up once we got to 
about March on the basis that most club members are guaranteed to look better with their clothes on).  Also to 
Dave Hughes for explaining to the non-physicists amongst us why we might weigh less at the Equator due to 
something called contrapuntal force (sorry if my eyes glazed over and I drooled) and no thanks to Mick for bringing 
the bloody problem up in the first place! 
 
Good fun was at least attempted by all – see you next year! 

Rachel Burkitt 
x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 

 

TOP 
TIPS 

Mobile phones make for very good alarms and are ideal for weekends away (except… when 
you get up… and leave them behind… to go for a run… and they go off, (something like 
6:45am, wasn’t it, Will?) and wake everyone else (who didn’t set an alarm) UP, and, to make 
matters worse (if this is possible), nobody can find them to even try turn them off! 
The LMC Songsheets would stand a much better chance of being at hand when needed 
(Johnny Mac, in full song, fiddle aloft) if kept with your LMC gear. (sez Ed who has never quite 
managed to do this herself which is how she thought UP this MARVELOUS tip in the FIRST 
place) (who sez studying your belly button fluff (Always Navy Blue) never did you any good?). 

x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 
 

And So This Is Christmas ?!? 
 
Christmas morning 2003, waking up in a New Zealand back country hut to the sound of occasional showers 
passing over. No presents for us this Christmas morning, not when you have to carry everything in. We had a 
choice today – a short walk of about three hours to the next hut up the Travers valley, or continuing above there 
over a saddle into the Sabine valley. We put off the decision until the next hut to see what the weather was like 
when we arrived there. The walk up the valley was completed easily enough with more, generally light, showers, 
occasional views of the river and mountains but mainly in bush and climbing from 800m to 1300m. 
 
A heavier shower arrived as we reached the hut so we had a brew. After a while the rain eased and we decided to 
continue, the thought of spending the rest of the day in what was a comparatively squalid hut with no real 
entertainment was a significant factor. 
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But now we had some work to do, the remaining climb to the saddle at 1780m in about a mile, The weather was 
kind with no more rain as we ascended, in fact it brightened, there was some sunshine and there were some views. 
We knew we had made the right decision to carry on over the saddle, although we still had 1100m of descent to the 
West Sabine hut. This was gradual at first, then more steeply down a scree gully and into the bush. We reached a 
river and, optimistically, thought we had arrived at the hut – but no hut. After a bit of scouting around we decided to 
look at the map properly – and found we still had a fair way to go, we were at the wrong river, and by now the rain 
had set in. So we had a fairly tiring and damp trudge for an hour and a half to the correct river and, sure enough, 
there was the hut.   
 
With a fire already lit it was 
very welcoming, we shared 
our Christmas evening with an 
Australian / Canadian party of 
four and a Kiwi couple.  
 
Cath cooked up a memorable 
Christmas meal of spicy beef 
with vegetable and pasta. 
 
(To which she managed to 
add additional spice by tipping 
it all onto the kitchen floor just 
before serving.) 
 
After some expert scraping up 
there was hardly any wasted 
and it was followed by a 
vanilla dessert with …..  

…a glass of port each, carried 
valiantly for 2 days in my 
backpack, with only a small 
amount spilling out! So that 
was a different sort of 
Christmas Day. 
 
It was the second of a 5 day 
tramp called the Travers-
Sabine circuit in Nelson Lakes 
at the northern end of New 
Zealand’s South Island. And 
that tramp was itself the first 
part of my 6 week journey 
around New Zealand, the first 
2 of which I was spending with 
Paul and Cath Exley who were 
living, and working, in 
Wellington for 12 months. 

 
Generally the weather for the tramp was cloudy, showery and often very wet. The heavy rain, which started on our 
descent to the West Sabine hut, continued through the night until Boxing Day lunchtime. Fortunately the drier spells 
coincided with us being on the more exposed parts, such as crossing the saddle on Christmas Day, then the day 
after Boxing Day climbing to the Angelus hut at 1400m, although we had a terrific storm through that night. The rain 
had stopped by morning and the clouds lifted, allowing us to walk out on a high level route named Robert Ridge, 
with great views for several hours, before dropping down to our starting point at the village of St Arnaud. By then it 
was warm and sunny and we enjoyed the luxuries of showers, proper beds, beer, wine and restaurant food. 
 
Finally, a mention of New Zealand backcountry huts. FRCC facilities they do not have, but some of the locations 
are superb, they all have comfortable bunks (sometimes separate dorms, sometimes just one big room), water, 
‘long drop’ toilets and a fireplace, but you have to provide (and therefore carry) your own stove and pots and pans. 
But when the fire gets going they can be really cosy, a welcome retreat from the worst of New Zealand’s rain. 

John Pulford 
x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 

Borrowers And Lenders Be 
 
If you have spare maps or books that you are prepared to lend please let it be known or would like to borrow any 
that are spare please ask around ((either way maybe tell Ed and/ or, by email, ‘part-in-changltd@btconnect.com’) 

The Committee 
 x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 

 
TRIP BEING PLANNED: Zaalayskiy Ridge Expedition, 24th July to 24th August 2004 

 
The Zaalayskiy Ridge Expedition will take place between 24th July and 24th August when LMC people and one 
other will be off into the wilds of Kyrgyzya. The team will be visiting the Kyrgyzya border area where China and 
Tajikistan abut it.  
 
As no one can be bothered to learn Kyrgyz or Russian there will be a big language difficulty. Thus we have 
engaged ITC Asia Mountains, a Kyrgyzya company, which was suggested to us by Garth Willis, founder of the 
charity ‘Alpine Fund’ which we are endeavouring to support in some small way. ITC Asia Travel are organising the 
in-country travel and base camp equipment and organisation. 
 
One objective is the first British ascent of Kurumdy Peak 6613m in Alpine Style. Kurumdy has had two ascents, 
one from each side but it has not been climbed by a British team yet. As part of the acclimatisation there will also 
be attempts at other unclimbed peaks on or near the border ridge. In 1932 Kurumdy Peak was climbed for the first 
time from the southern, Chinese, side and has recently, 2001, been ascended from the north by a team from 
Bishkek. It awaits it 3rd ascent and the 1st by any UK party. 
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In 1999 Paul Deegan led a party to the area and climbed a number of sub-5000m peaks around the outflow of the 
Kurumdy glacier. This was followed in 2000 by EWP, a commercial firm, and a team led by Tom Avery. Both 
expeditions climbed peaks south of the main ridge at heights between 4200 and 5400. In 2003 a team from 
Welbeck college went with EWP to the eastern ‘Nura Glacier¹ area.  
 
There are maps of the area which is unusual for such trips and, even worse than that, we have one! 
 
So you will now be wondering who is going, well here they are; The members of this trip are a cunning combination 
of experience and new enthusiasm;  
 
Ian Arnold is now 47 and has been about quite a bit. Recently it was a trip up Aconcagua, a couple of years ago it 
was Kanchenjunga via NW face where he and the team reached 7000m before their time ran out and the weather 
drove them back for the last time. Ian has been on 7 small expeditions to Karakoram and Nepal to interestingly out-
of-the-way places, exploring small glacier areas, and it was on one of those he was unfortunate enough to bump 
into Paul Hudson and Ken Findlay. In Africa he has made ascents of Diamond Couloir and Ice Window routes on 
Mt. Kenya. As well as 15 seasons in the European Alps and 30 years worldwide rock climbing and British Ice he 
has been sailing for 35 years, not non-stop though. Setting out for bread at the corner shop one day he did not stop 
until he had completed a solo cycling tour across the USA and later Australia. There is more to tell but as he 
outshines the rest of the team already we will leave it there. 
 
Ken Findlay, who is looking sharper I note these days, is a young 46 and has been on 9 previous expeditions to 
the greater ranges including Pakistan, Bolivia, Tien Shan, Peru, Greenland, Argentina and Mongolia. He says that 
on these expeditions he has made some First ascents and First British ascents but we never got the names of the 
girls. He also has 18 Alpine seasons visiting many health spa resorts and snow holes on route. He is limiting his 
underpants quota these days and has been known to bring a pair back from a trip recently. He is now one of the 
longest serving members of the Leeds Mountaineering Club. 
 
Paul Hudson is well over 50 and is trying to organise the trip; well as he cannot climb he has to be given 
something to do. Taking Ken on holiday seems to have become habit; the tails (‘tails’? …Ed thinks Paul means ‘tales’?) 
of Paul and Ken's holidays can be found at (www.therockface.co.uk>. 
 
Susan Jensen, a lively 36, came to the UK from America in 1998 and took up climbing in 2000. Starting in the 
south of England she progressed north and passed through Leeds about two years ago. Living in Edinburgh now 
she has access to the Scottish hills and as a result she has shot through the grades and is now to be seen every 
weekend on rock or ice, Point Five and Last Post are her latest conquests.  
 
Paul Lyons is 30ish and has seen the Alps three times on the TV. He then went off to make ascents of Tour 
Ronde, Castor, Pollux and Weissmies. He will not be allowed to take his playstation as otherwise it is likely he will 
never emerge from the tent 
 
Will Parsons is nearly the youngest at 28, though Ken is nearly the smallest. Visiting Alphubel, Weissmies and Aig 
du Tour on his bicycle he is practising walking again to cope with this trip. He did want to take his cycle on this trip 
but has only been allowed to take the pump or one pedal and is receiving therapy about this prior to the trip. 
 
'Shaun the Sheep’ at about 5 will be the 'baby' of the group and may not even know he is going yet. Do toys have 
cognisance - discuss. You can sponsor Shaun for the number of peaks he attains or for a fixed amount in aid of a 
charity called "Alpine Fund" which works with orphans and other disadvantaged children in Kyrgyzia. Email address 
<info@alpinefund.org>, Web-site  www.alpinefund.org 
 

 

The MEF/BMC application was looked at on paper 8/3/2004 by their 
expedition committee so we are now waiting to hear, what ever the news 
will be. It is always a problem for the MEF if you do not have a particular 
mountain or route to show them. My 'go there and see' is NOT the request 
that they are most interested in, well we shall see what they think next 
month.  
 
So you are asking what will the team be doing? Well, we will endeavour to 
find, and climb, some interesting mountains and raise a bit for the ‘Alpine 
Fund¹ Charity. We’ve already received some offers of help from a number 
of companies and hope to be able to repay their kindness with a few 
pictures and some mentions on our report. LMC members are forewarned 
here that Photo/Slides WILL be taken and there will be a compulsory show 
of them in the Autumn.  
 
You could also buy a copy of the report if you wanted to. I am working on a 
map of the area that will be show all the known ascents with names, along 
with a database of the details. 
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Expedition budget for one £ 
Air Travel - to central Asia *415 
Travel in the country and base camp  $800 457 
Insurance 350 
Other and contingency    250 

As to costs, this is always a hit and miss thingy and the 
limitation of four weeks means that ‘per-week’ it will be a little 
more expensive than some we have put together.  
 
I warned people that they would have to be prepared to put 
up £1,750 but the costs so far are panning out as set out to 
the right: 

*includes an extra 20k baggage each from Air Astana / TOTAL 1,472 

Paul Hudson 
x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 

 
Point 5 

 
Getting a hold of Steve was a last-minute bit of luck.  
 
After finding out that my Sunday would be free, I spent three days fishing around and finding that most people that I 
knew were either already heading off somewhere, not available, or not climbers and so not particularly interested in 
the fun that could be had with a sunrise start on Ben Nevis. A Friday afternoon email from Steve with a casual 
"what are you up to this weekend?" turned into an evening phone call covering the finer points of a Point 5 gully. I'd 
led my first grade IV ice with Steve a fortnight before, seconded Dave Hollinger on some reasonable and some 
desperate mixed routes the weekend before at the Glenmore Lodge Performance Climbing Seminar, and so knew 
that I was completely capable of at least giving Point 5 a go, if the weather was reasonable. If I chickened out, 
Steve could take the scary bits and I'd duck the falling ice and verbal abuse - directed at the climb, of course.  
 
Saturday night I dropped Jonny off in Newtonmore; he was scheduled to be picked up like a courier package the 
next morning and delivered to the Cairngorms before 10.30. I drove on to Fort William, stopped at a friends house 
for cup of tea, conversation and condition reports from Andy and Ollie, since Andy had been out on the hill quite a 
lot that week. By all accounts, the possibilities were good, the ice was there and in good condition, if a bit lean. The 
usual stern advice from Jonny was mildly echoed by Andy - if there are more than two teams ahead of you, don't 
do it - you'll just get beaten by falling ice. And if the wind changes to anything but the north, you'll be hammered by 
spindrift, with some debate about whether it would really be Point 5 without some spindrift. Ok, ok. We'll go have a 
look. And an early start.  
 
Stayed in a lovely, posh log cabin with Steve and some of his mates from Nottingham (or Northampton, one of 
those N places) for Saturday night, fell asleep on the open mezzanine with earplugs blocking the discussion of 
those who were starting later in the morning - best camera lenses over £100k and how to pronounce Glenmorangie 
- that smashing whisky that someone brought for the Scottish atmosphere (GlenmorANgie won because it was 
spoken the loudest).  
 
Bags packed, asleep by 11.30, up with the alarm at 6, into the car by 6.35, walking up from the North Face car park 
by 6.50. What a treat to stay so close to the mountain, an extra half-hour in bed.  
 
Clear skies, with sunrise over the Scottish Highlands, and windless. Looked like another one of those perfect 
Scottish winter days was going to be ours, reminder of the brilliant day on Green Gully. Passing the CIC hut, the 
crowds (at least 8 other people) largely dispersed to destinations other than ours, except for a pair that were 
making their slow way up to Point 5, about 15 minutes ahead of us. Mindful of the slope below the route that made 
the news last week, we geared up and walked to the base of the climb over avalanche debris, passing the couple 
that we had seen, and who were still gearing up. We waited for them to start. And waited. 
 
An Italian team of four arrived, undressed, re-dressed, geared up, chatted, discussed routes, ate, looked around 
the corner and swore gently as the first couple had barely started. The Italians opted for the left hand side, moved 
onto the route and quickly out of site, occasional bits of ice and spindrift as remnants of their passage.  
 
We stood in the queue. After an hour of waiting we started. The first pitch had a nice, easy textured icefall, obvious 
good screw placement, followed by a steeper pitch. I headed up and got to the bottom of the steeper section, and 
brought Steve up to kill time - and to let him have that  section - as the first pair still hadn't finished it. Waiting was a 
part of the theme for the whole climb. Steve did the second half of the first pitch, both of us getting into it, 
anticipation building. That's one-third of the hard stuff done, not too bad. We stood at the bottom of the Chimney 
pitch, with my turn to lead, looking up I said "Doesn't look all that bad, I'll have a go". Textured ice, pockets of neve 
in the ice dimples, places for crampon purchase and semi-footholds, second-hand tool placements as well to guide. 
It was far from virgin ice; I'll take the lead, and take the lead from the others before me. With caution, of course.  
 
It turned out a bit steeper than it looked. Every axe swing whistled with "don't move on a bad placement", "every 
placement a belay" and the ice cooperated nicely. Some tricky moves, high steps, a rather large hole in the ice to 
avoid dropping myself into, axes placed for dear life. The ice was good for screws but I had no desire to hang 
around long enough to place one - the BD turbo express was sunk in earlier in the pitch - until a foothold allowed a 
rest and a placement: only two ice screws on the whole thing. The ice kept pulling me up, I kept moving, the 

chimney closed in.  
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Only one legendary spindrift torrent appeared, and of course in the narrowest part of the chimney as I was 
struggling to remove a well-placed pick. A good footledge held panic at bay, left pick planted, right pick immobile in 
spite of pleadings and solid thumps - stop, breathe, relax shoulders, start pleading and wiggling the axe again, 
stop, breathe - then the spindrift freezing cheeks and filling sleeves but that stubborn pick - the bare rock walls 
were leverage to an improbable step above the placement in the hope of - yes! released, moving on. Far above the 
last gear, the angle eased slightly and two pieces of tat appeared for grateful runners.  
 
The chimney continued up to a belay, two nuts and a couple of pegs, then a loud whoosh of breath and adrenaline 
and a "Steve - safe!".  
 
The Rogue pitch was a funny one - first glance is of a smooth, solid chandelier, and I saw Steve's glance at it while 
coming up the Chimney pitch, eyes slightly widen, then back to concentration on the task at hand, of getting up to 
the belay. Gear handed over, he made clean work of the pitch. The first part easy angled and a good place for an 
ice screw, with the crux on the steeper section. The second look at the pitch yielded a left side to be more 
accomodating than it would have you believe - relief rock for bridging, and good placements until the moment they 
are most welcomed - to pull over the top. Spindrift covered the underlying neve, but with a solid placement off to 
the side, a mantelshelf and commitment, Steve cleared it, and headed up to the next belay with a whoop.  
 
We were still behind the other pair and doing a lot of waiting, so I headed up the first of the less-tricky pitches - a 
short icefall and then snow slopes, the occasional rest on my axes, and set up a belay at the end of the ropes. As 
sociable as it was to be climbing with them, we wanted to top out before dark and it was already after 4pm. Steve 
came up and, with the agreement of the other team, he took the gear and moved on through. Taking coils, we 
moved together up the snow slopes and occasional bit of ice for the last two or three pitches, putting in runners and 
watching the open, blue, cloudless sky get closer and closer.  
 
The cornice had been carved out by the Italians and I knew Steve was at the top and heading for the summit by the 
whoops and yells and exuberance pouring back down into the gully.  
 
Tiredness dissolved away as I found the last couple of axe placements in the reassuring solidity of the cornice and 
pulled over into the sun setting behind a rime-covered summit shelter, occasional clouds over the rest of the 
mountains of Scotland slowly melting into sunset colours. It was a beautiful evening, it was 5.20 and we had done 
it!   
 
We sang all the way down, adrenaline turning into hunger, thirst and a desire to be off the Allt a'Mhuillin path before 
too many more of the icy patches brought us down. The car park was almost empty at 8pm when we arrived, 
jubilant, tired, hungry and almost looking forward to a rest day at work.  
 
Quick web excerpts on Point Five Gully...  
 

• from Kimber's website, the day before we went out. http://www.westcoast-mountainguides.co.uk/conditions.htm  
 

• 28th February: Just another fine day out on Ben Nevis, which was pretty crowded on some routes. Teams 
seen on N.E. Buttress, Tower Ridge, Italian Climb, Garadh Gully, Glover's Chimney, The White Line, The 
Cascade, Comb Gully, Green Gully, No 3 Gully Buttress, Thompson's Route, South Gully, Central Gully (L & R), 
North Gully plus plenty of action on the Trident Buttress area around Central Gully. Point Five Gully and Smith's 
Route have been climbed at a grade harder than usual. Anyone who dropped a walkie-talkie from around No 3 
Gully Buttress today can pick up what's left of it from my house on production of the name and model and 
colour. 

 
• http://www.sportextreme.com/phclro14545/  
 

• The longest and most difficult of the mountain's pure snow and ice gullies. Major difficulties are concentrated in 
the first 100m, although the upper gully includes several minor ice pitches. Technically more difficult than Zero, 
but better protected. 

Susan Jensen 
x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 

NEW DISCOUNTS FOR LMC MEMBERS 
 
We now have an account at Cotswold and you will be able to claim 15% discount off most products (it worked on 
maps and a penknife as well as clothes) at all their stores. Just quote reference number L2037 (might be an idea to 
write this on the back of your LMC Card) and flash your card. The discount will also be available on their mail order 
service (goods to be paid for before you can claim them). Any problems please give Richard Cole a call.  

Richard Cole 
Leeds Wall will now give you a 10% discount on production of your LMC Card 

Paul Hudson 
x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 
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WITHIN A MEET: Coniston Coppermines, Saturday 27th March 
The Wetherlam, Old Man, Dow Crag Walk 

Dave Hughes, Sarah Woodford, Alun Evans and others in part 
 
We set off from the hut descending almost to Coniston itself before climbing Long Crag Buttress, a Grade � 
scramble starting by an imaginary holly tree. The weather was good enough, with mist higher up but, importantly, 
no rain. From the scramble we walked along towards Steel Edge via some old mine workings which Dave 
proceeded to investigate followed by Sarah, who slipped from the stepping stones, soaking her feet. Needless to 
say she blamed Dave for this. 
 
We then ascended Steel Edge at a relentless pace until we reached the top of Wetherlam where Dave allowed us 
to have a 5 minute break. It was here that Sarah revealed her true self by complaining about my hat, which she 
described as BOG green and clashing with my sage green fleece. Having finished an apple she caused Dave to 
flinch by hurling the core away almost hitting him in the ear in the process, she then threw the remains of her drink 
on my boots and dismissed the incident by pointing out it was only herbal tea. I thought that it might have been 
something stronger as her behaviour then became even more erratic. 
 
Everyone on the hill was now subject to her outspoken opinions as to the colour of their clothing. From the man 
who approached us wearing a high visibility yellow hat of the type favoured by runners, to the middle aged woman 
wearing a multicoloured fleece hat, presumably a present from a colour blind relative. However I would have been 
more convinced by her argument, had she shown some consistency, she spent a few minutes talking to someone 
with yellow boots and red gaiters without comment, and then expressed approval at someone’s burnt orange top 
stating that he would stand out in a crowd. I hardly noticed the passing miles, intently looking out for the next victim. 
 
We soon reached the top of Coniston Old Man where we met up with Mick Hargraves, Les Holbert and the 
traditionally attired John McMullen who was eating Dill sandwiches and complaining bitterly at not being allowed to 
go to the Newfield Inn, where he claimed he would require one pint only. 
 
From here it was over Dow Crag and down to the Walna Scar road. Ignoring Dave’s pleas to take in Caw, which he 
rates as the best hill on the British mainland, we carried on down past a number of 4x4 vehicles coming the other 
way. John wondered if they going to the Newfield Inn and tried to cadge a lift with one of them as he was confident 
that Andy McRoyall as meet leader would collect him by car later. 
 
However we made the Black Bull Inn for a few pints without further incident, before returning to the hut for the 
evening meal, wine and a very silly game. 

Alun Evans 
…all of the above coming from a man who wanders the hills looking, and acting, like a teletubbie (the one with the handbag to boot!) 

(Methinks perhaps he was just worried he would be next.) (It’s a good job he’s got a sense of humour) 
x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 

PHOTOS TAKEN ON SOME RECENT MEETS 
 

1 = Llanberis Meet, 7th + 8th February 2004 
2 = Newlands Valley Meet, 27th + 28th February 2004 

3 = Coniston Coppermines Meet, 26th + 27th March 2004 
http://lubswww.leeds.ac.uk/mike/LMC/ 

 

 
� Newlands Valley from 
Hindscarth (find it!) (2) 

 
� Coppermines Hut or  

Man Contemplating  
His Porridge (3) 

 
� Dinner or The Bottles  

Are Almost Empty - Have We 
Got Any More Or Should We  

Go To Bed Now (2) 

 
�Ken & James or A Couple 
of Happy Mountaineers (2)  

 
�Mike & friend atop  

Dale Head (2) 

 
�Untitled 

(What is it?) (2) 

 
�Civilisation or, At Least, 
 Some Pubs, Surely (3) 

� Somewhere up Glyder 
Fach or Glyder Fawr (1) 

Mike Nuttall 
x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x x 
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JOIN OTHER LMC MEMBERS for this year’s Summer Bash in the magnificent Duddon Valley 
where already so many successful LMC Summer Bashes have been held, set amongst fantastic 
fells and with the Newfield Inn just down the road at Seathwaite (‘Seathwaite, Cumbria’ near 
Coniston Water BELOW Scafell on the map, as opposed to ‘Seathwaite, Cumbria’ near 
Buttermere ABOVE Scafell on the map) (that was one dark and lonely… and beerless… field ay 
Rachel x) 
THE BASH WILL BE HELD on the Saturday evening at High Moss hut which is set in its own 
grounds with plenty of space for games and barbeques, etc, if the weather permits. There will 
be communal catering on the evening, whether that be indoors or outdoors! The bash will be 
informal. There will be games and all are welcome to bring musical instruments if they wish. 
THIS YEAR’S DATE COINCIDES WITH the Duddon Valley Fell Race so Duddon will be a lively 
spot that weekend. Some of the LMC Band members are due to play at the Newfield Inn and 
other members of the club may want to join them at some point? 
HUT RULES do not permit children to stay overnight but they are welcome to attend the bash. 
WHAT WILL THERE BE TO DO? 
• From 5pm: Music/dancing and games (‘Ultimate Frisbee’ and perhaps Rounders) so do NOT, 

repeat do NOT, ‘Blow All Your Energy On A Big Day In The Hills’ 
• From 6:30pm: first grub on the barbies… followed by… 
• Indoor games and music (bring a favourite CD and some competitive spirit for Twister) with 

the option of The Newfield Inn later on… 
• Walking, climbing, etc, as on other meets 
WHERE CAN I STAY? 
• High Moss Hut - the usual booking rules apply – the LMC has booked the whole hut 
• Turner Hall Campsite (Turner Hall Farm) within easy walking distance of the hut 
• Will Parsons can provide details of other accommodation in the valley if you need this 
WHAT SHOULD I BRING? 
• Food & Drink: bring whatever you fancy as main eats for yourselves plus any nibbles to 

share. If you would like to provide for example salads or puddings to share then please let 
Will Parsons know so he can co-ordinate these 

• Don’t Forget Walking/Climbing Gear 
• Anything to amuse and entertain your friends!! 
• Will Parsons will bring a barbecue but, if you've got a decent-sized one you'd be willing to 

bring, please let him know. 
HOW DO I BOOK? 
• Will Parsons is handling the hut bookings and will co-ordinate the food and drink 
• CAMPERS PLEASE MAKE YOUR OWN ARRANGEMENTS WITH THE CAMPSITE which is 

likely to be busy on the weekend in question because of the Fell Race (Mr & Mrs Hartley, 
01229 716420, http://mysite.freeserve.com/duddonvalley/duddonaccom/camping.html) 

HOW DO I GET THERE? 
• Members going for the weekend will meet at the Newfield Inn in ‘Seathwaite BELOW Scafell on 

the map’ on the Friday evening 
• If you are going just for the Saturday evening, meet at the hut from as early as 5pm (turn at 

Turner Hall Farm, several hundred yards on right past pub. Go through gate on left and follow 
it round to High Moss Hut.  

• If you want to share transport, please contact Will Parsons. 
HOW DO I CONTACT WILL PARSONS? 
• Write to him: 4 Delacy Mount, Kirkstall, Leeds LS5 3JF 
• Ring him: 0113 225 9239 
• Email him: ‘w.parsons@leeds.ac.uk’ 


