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Editorial 
 
Welcome to the Journal covering our 90th year.  It is a bumper edition 
with the usual range of articles of activities in the UK and adventures 
through the series of Desert Island Day interviews with some members.  
This DID project was one I was very keen on – part of the heart of the 
club is our history, and shared experiences; either directly or through 
stories.  I hope these stories inspire you to visit places that are less on the 
beaten track, or to climb that route that has been nudging at the edge of 
your confidence for a while.  The project has also meant that I have been 
able to involve a lot of members in the production of the journal – I 
count around 35 member contributors plus a couple of guests – 
including one from the blogosphere from the ‘pen’ of Di Neema.   
 
On that subject I hope you find the article by Nicola Colclough an 
impressive read – no tales of daring do on rock, but a tale of just how 
much work was done by a cast of people to bring you your snazzy 
website.   
 
So thanks to everyone who contributed and enjoy yourselves journeying 
to different lands and adventures through these stories.  And don’t forget 
that when you travel next, keep a diary and write an article.  My 
successor will be grateful for unsolicited gifts.   
 
Val Hennelly 
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The Perils of Publishing 
 
Margaret Clennett 
 
I clambered to the top of the greasy boulder and glanced at Jack.  “Look 
heroic!  Look at the view”, he encouraged.   The mist was descending 
over Lyn Llydaw and the summit of Lliwedd was long gone; soon there 
would be drizzle.  “Great!  You look lost in contemplation of the 
wonders of nature!”  Jack, at least, was pleased.  It was only 9.00 on a 
bleak December morning, so trying to look keen at the prospect of 
flogging up Lliwedd in rain, especially having got up at such an 
unreasonable hour, was beyond my capabilities.   
 
It was Viv Cripps’s fault I was here in this miserable weather with a 
journalist and an unacceptably bouncy photographer.  Viv, aka Millrace 
Books, had approached the Club about 3 years earlier about reprinting 
articles from early journals in book format, and her enthusiasm had been 
infectious.  Or could I blame Alison Cairns, then President, because I 
was here?  Alison’s committee had approved the project, and suggested 
that, as Archivist, I was best placed to write the Introduction and 
biographical notes for what was to be Presumptuous Pinnacle Ladies.  
 
I enjoyed ferreting through the Archives boxes, re-reading the original 
articles, piecing together more snippets of history (all in the comfort of 
my own home), and was delighted with the finished book.  In case you 
haven’t seen it, PPL is in the standard Millrace format, a small hardback, 
with a stiff, cream coloured dustjacket, and good quality paper inside. It 
is a lovely little book, a joy to handle.  Long live the hardback book!  It 
would just not be the same on a Kindle.  The content is good too; those 
early ladies wrote some entertaining, well written, and at times 
understated pieces. 
 
The aftermath of publication was something of a minor ego trip – book 
signings at the Dinner and lots of hits on Google.  But then came the 
unforeseen consequences.  Naturally enough, Millrace wanted publicity 
to boost sales, and the Club was promised royalties if PPL made enough 
to cover costs.  I had a moral obligation to help.  So when Viv asked if I 
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would do a telephone interview for the Scottish Mountaineer with a 
“friendly” journalist I could hardly say no, especially as said journalist was 
her daughter Liz, also a climber.  I agreed on condition I had the 
questions in advance.  The interview was more like a chat, and though I 
didn’t actually recognise some of the quotes attributed to me the 
sentiment of the article was fine. 
 
However, then came another e-mail from Viv.  A hillwalking magazine – 
let’s call it Path – was planning a feature on women mountaineers past 
and present, and wanted to feature PPL and the Club.  The journalist, 
Fee, and photographer, Jack,  (not their real names) wanted to do a walk 
“with views of one of the climbs mentioned in the book” but rejected 
Ogwen, my easy option, as their mag had featured it only a month or so 
earlier.  Lliwedd it had to be, since the crag was so popular in the early 
years of the Club.  An overnight stay at Cwm Dyli would give Jack and 
Fee some atmosphere too.  Unfortunately, the only date they could 
manage was early December, so the weather was even more of a gamble 
that usual. 
 
We met at Capel, just before dark and drove down to the hut, with a dry 
saunter across the bridge.  I managed to get the hut stove lit reasonably 
quickly, and Fee spent a long time poring over old log books and 
Archive material, while Jack took photos.  I had warned them that once 
ensconced in a warm hut it would be a real inconvenience to have to go 
out to eat, but that is what they wanted to do, probably as they were 
uneasy at being out of phone contact for a whole evening, so Jack drove 
us to Beddgelert for a pub meal.  Most regrettably from my point of 
view, the offered second glass of wine did not materialise as the pub did 
not take cards for drinks, and the pair did not have enough cash for a 
second round of drinks as well as the Pen y Pass car park next day.  (Nor 
did they have any money for hut fees, but that’s another story.)  Path 
obviously did not give its staff much in the way of expenses or a 
hospitality allowance.  Many of their trips seemed to involve camping.  
Jack explained that all the photos he took belonged to the magazine not 
to him.  Fee would write the article, and an editor would choose the 
photos.  The rest would be filed and might be used for other features or 
even as generic mountain pictures. 
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The forecast for the next day was clear skies at first, with rain due late 
morning, so Jack wanted an early start.  Really early.  I don’t know what 
time he and Fee got up, but we left at 8.30.  The last time I remember 
such an unsociable start was in the Lakes in 1991, when Stella Adams 
and I were the only people in the hut Friday night and would climb 
together next day.  I had to be ready to leave at 8.15 to go to Esk 
Buttress, or incur Stella’s displeasure – not to be recommended.  I got an 
award at the Club dinner for that one.   
 
Fee had warned me we would have to stop frequently for photos, and I 
realised, too late, why she was wearing a close fitting fleece and no jacket.  
A tall, lean lass with long black hair and white streaks, which she wore 
loose, despite the breeze, she would appear slim and athletic, while I 
would look dumpy, if not fat in my fleece lined jacket.  Fee said that the 
average reader was a male hillwalker aged 18 – 30, which may have 
influenced her outfit, but why such a reader would be interested in the 
history of women mountaineers she could not explain. 
 
After the heroic posing Jack decided, thank goodness, that it was 
pointless to climb the mountain in zero visibility, so we continued to the 
now slippery rocks at the foot of Lliwedd to soak up not just the wetness 
of the place but the atmosphere the early Pinnacle ladies would have 
enjoyed.  I maintained the Club honour by scrambling up some rocks 
Fee declined to follow, and after a quick lunch we retreated.  All the time 
there were questions – about the Club, the early members, women 
mountaineers, and climbing.  Fee never seemed to have a notebook, and 
I don’t think she had a tape recorder either.  Maybe that accounted for 
some of what I would read in due course. 
 
Some months later I heard on the grapevine that the article had been 
published and contacted Fee. Eventually Path sent me a copy of the 
relevant issue.  This time I had definitely been misquoted, in facts and in 
contexts, but it was a cleverly written piece, and at least I didn’t look like 
a dumpling in the pictures. The heroic pose was not used, but there was 
a good picture of the hut.  Fee had been quite creative in her writing, and 
the way she linked our walk to the history of women in the mountains 
was well done, even though she had invented most of our supposed 
conversation and did seem rather preoccupied by skirts and greasy rock.  
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Fortunately, I don’t know anyone who reads Path so was not besieged by 
enraged Pinnacle Club members or hate mail from affronted women 
climbers. 
 
Maybe this article is my way of getting my own back.  I wonder if I 
should send Fee a copy? 
 
Presumptuous Pinnacle Ladies is published by Millrace  
www.millracebooks.co.uk  web price £13.50 
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Desert Island Days – Gwen Moffat 
 
Interviewed by Lindy Hatfield 
 
Background  
Gwen Moffat  born 1924. 
Started climbing in 1946, at Idwal.  
Married 1) Gordon Moffat, a Scottish boatbuilder; 2) John Lees, RAF 
Mountain Rescue. Divorced 1970.  
In 1953 became a BMC Guide and climbed professionally for 20 years.  
In 1961 published first autobiographical book, followed by five others, 
and 28 crime novels. Interests: wilderness areas, crime and the American 
West.  
Lives in Cumbria with a very supportive cat. 
 
How did I come to climbing? 
I met a conscientious objector below Cader Idris and deserted from the 
Army to live rough and climb with his fellow subversives. 
 
What kept me in touch with the outdoors? 
I never left. 
 
If you were marooned...... 
Simple question? Complicated answer(s). When you have climbed for 
over 40 years, walking  in mountains and deserts, on wild coasts for over 
60, memorable events are innumerable. Hours, days, weeks. 60 years? 
Simplify to Early, Middle and Advanced ages. There is a further 
complication. If you were marooned would you want to live again the 
most memorable occasions? Because what sticks in the memory are the 
hazardous climbs, those that came close to the limit or above it and 
which you weaselled out of only by good luck. Would I want to traverse 
the Meije again with lightning striking the ridge, my hair waving above my 
head and the axes singing?  
 
Or spend eight hours in the Marinelli avalanche chute on Monta Rosa, 
or forty hours on the Culllin traverse in filthy weather (do we still hold 
the record for the longest time?). 
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No, if imagination is that good it might well extend to the sensation of 
being charred by thousands of volts or drowned in powder snow. The 
sensational climbs may decorate a c.v. but what I would want to 
experience again would be those times when nothing happened, where it 
wasn’t cold, wet, uncomfortable or so close to the edge you stopped 
being frightened but are appalled in retrospect. Times when everything 
went right: the rock was dry, the sun shone, the company was good. So, 
my earliest untrammelled day of quiet glory, could be one of sun and 
limitless energy on my first traverse of the horseshoe with my collie, 
Thomas, and even having to carry him in a fireman’s lift along Crib 
Goch because he didn’t like exposure couldn’t mar a day that ended with 
our sleeping out below the summit of Glyder Fawr. And a little later 
came the milestone days: the first Severe lead, the first V.S., the second, 
recalling little more than the hard move going like a dream. 
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In the Middle age gaps were filled, routes which you’d always wanted to 
do and never got around to: the “little” hills of the far north, the 
Cairngorms, the Long Island. Cluanie Ridge in a heat wave, walking 
topless when the only living beings encountered were two families of 
ptarmigan. 
 

 
 
And so to the Advanced age – and America: perceptions heightened as 
joints failed. In California El Capitan is a granite vision, outside one’s 
comprehension, but Cloud’s Rest was a day of wonder: scrambling above 
a mile of sweeping slabs to the summit across the abyss from Half Dome: 
the grandest viewpoint in Yosemite. 
 
In the eighth decade there was an unexpected resurgence of the 20-mile 
days, of pack trips and camping in high places, all courtesy of mounts: 
horses in the Rockies, mules in the red brick country of Utah and 
Arizona. There was the Grand Canyon on Geraldine who walked on the 
outside edge of the path above the raging Colorado in order to avoid the 
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overhangs; sitting above the river after supper watching the moonlight 
move across the stupendous cliffs, climbing out in the morning.... 
Canyons and mountains, deserts and the wild Pacific coast; days and 
nights so delightful I’d feel guilty at comparing them with great climbs 
until I remembered that I was always in the right place even if I hadn’t 
reached there on my own feet. 
 
Regrets? 
I have none. I would have liked to traverse the Weisshorn, to do the 
Z’mutt, in the Grepon from the Mer de Glace but only because bad 
weather foiled my attempts. But these are in the same category as 
becoming an opera singer or a downhill racer or spending one’s life on 
horseback so no regrets, only challenges. Currently it’s mastering 
computers and, next Spring: learning butterflies and finding adders. 
 
Books for a desert Island 
Stanisforth’s “The Cullin” 
Butterfield’s “The magic of the Munroes” 
 
A luxury for a desert island 
A pregnant cat. 
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Monday Mornings 
 
Hilary Lawrenson 
 
You know how Monday morning greetings go in the office, don’t you?  
 
Did you have a good weekend?  Oh, I just relaxed and watched X 
Factor/mixed 10 new tracks on my album/walked the dogs/spent too 
much money in Meadowhall/ Trafford Centre/ Bluewater. 
 
My work colleagues hold me up as the epitome of strangeness to new 
members of staff and visitors.  I think they are rather proud of me, really, 
taking a reflected glory from my antics. 
 
“You have to watch out for Hilary, or she’ll beat you up.” Not the 
average introductory remark.  Actually, I share the ‘glory’ for this one, as 
another colleague was in the RAF for some years, so she is credited with 
being able to kill with a single blow to the neck, whereas I (with 1st Dan 
Black belt in karate) am merely not to be needlessly provoked.  I insist 
that the true way of the karate-ka is peaceful but they don’t believe me. 
 
Excuse me going off at a tangent here, but don’t you find doctors 
unsympathetic?  I suppose sports-people of all disciplines are notorious 
for not resting injuries and that short of thing and “Well, what do you 
expect?” is a common refrain from the medical profession.  There was a 
time when I suspected I’d broken my hand breaking boards (!) and 
thought I should just run it past the GP in case I should be doing 
anything to aid recovery.  My heart sank when the appointment was with 
this particular GP.  Not that he isn’t any good; far from it; he’s a 
muscular-skeletal specialist, so very good at explaining why my shoulder 
is hurting and what to do about it.  He once spent a good 20 minutes 
demonstrating with his model skeleton to explain what was wrong with 
me and giving me exercises for (climbing-induced) tendonitis in my 
shoulder.  But I knew I was in for an earful in this case.  Not “WHAT 
were you doing … (a woman) hitting things (at your age)?”  No, not that, 
but … “WHAT were you doing, hitting with that part of your hand? How 
long have you been doing it?  You should know better!” 
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The climbing, though, is a mystery few of my colleagues understand.  As 
most of them get scared looking down from the big wheel moving at a 
snail’s pace you can tell they won’t be begging me to take them for a 
team-building day on Stanage. 
 

 
left to right: Margaret Best, Mandy Glanvill, Susan Brown, Alex Nicholson, Helen 
Dunnett, Hilary Lawrenson, Sharon Jones, Ann Blandford, Gill Radcliffe, Jo Barnes,  

 
 
So, back to Monday morning.  Were you climbing this weekend, Hilary?  
Oh, well, actually I didn’t climb because it was raining, but I’d gone all 
the way to the Lakes, so we went ghyll scrambling. What scrambling?  
Ghyll – that’s what streams are called in the Lakes. So you went up the 
side of a stream? No, in the stream. You’re going to get wet in the rain 
anyway, so you may as well get your money’s worth and go in the water.  
Isn’t the rock a bit slippy?  Oh, yes, that’s the fun of it – climbing up wet, 
slimy rock, generally with the water running down your sleeves and 
spraying over your head; shuffling over tree trunks, expecting to do a 
sloth-roll or fall in any minute.  And avoiding it is cheating; the wetter 
you can get, the more sporting it is.  One person copped for it twice - 
with a rope on fortunately.  The first day she was taking the ‘sporting’ (ie 
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in the waterfall) option and the water was pouring over her head so she 
was spluttering and barely able to open her eyes, meanwhile finding it 
harder and harder to move because a) she couldn’t see if there was 
anything to hold onto and b) because her rucksack filled up with 40 litres 
of water.  The following day she turned to wave to the camera (as 
requested) on a particularly exposed traverse above a ravine; next second 
she overbalanced and toppled backwards into the ravine, ending up 
(you’ve guessed it) swinging under a waterfall.  Yes, we have a lot of 
laughs scrambling. [Colleague is rather uncertain about this] 
 

 
Alex Nicholson – waterfall direct 

Or 
 
I went to Wales, but the weather was a bit iffy. Well, actually I went to 
the seaside at Red Wharf Bay (for a bit of that sport climbing malarkey), 
because it was sunnier there. Oh, and something pretty exciting did 
happen: a car drove over the top of the cliff [I’ve got their attention now] 
just where we’d been going to climb.  Actually I was leading a route about 
50 feet away when I realised everyone else (belayer included) was eyes 

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved



PINNACLE CLUB JOURNAL 2009 - 2011 

18 

left, drawn to a strange bumping and clanking noise as a car bounced 
down the slope from the campsite.  Sent on its way by a thirteen year old 
girl who knocked the handbrake off while playing with her mobile 
phone, it cut a swathe through the bracken (at which point she jumped 
out, thankfully) and toppled over the cliff edge, narrowly missing the cliff-
top fishermen 10 feet away [err, are you watching my rope here?] and 
sinking into the water (the tide was in – that was why we weren’t climbing 
on that bit).  Two members of the coastguard arrived in a rubber dinghy 
[yep – watching you - go for it!], marking the spot with a buoy in the 
midst of the flotsam of children’s videos, rucksacks and toys which had 
floated out of the open windows, and diving down to check the car was, 
indeed, empty as crowds gathered incredulously round.  We could only 
thank our lucky stars it hadn’t fallen on our heads and made a quick 
retreat back to Cwm Dyli for Presidential G&Ts. [This story provides 
some lasting entertainment value around the entire office] 
 
And just occasionally… 
 
Yes, I had a great weekend. I went over to Wales and climbed in wall to-
wall sunshine the whole weekend – in fact it was so hot we nearly had to 
climb on the shady crags!  I did some brilliant routes in the mountains, 
including a really hard climb I’ve been wanting to do for ages, so I’m 
feeling pretty pleased with myself. [They congratulate me dutifully, but it 
sounds dull in comparison, doesn’t it?] 
 
Ah well, better make a cup of tea and get stuck into an Excel 
spreadsheet….. 
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Desert Island Days -Shirley Angell   
 
Interviewed by Tim Angell 
 
Background 

 
Shirley Angell started rock climbing 
in 1956 and attended her first 
Pinnacle Club meet in 1965.  She 
has climbed extensively in Britain 
and the Alps, as well as venturing 
further afield to locations ranging 
from the Himalayas and USA to 
Thailand. Shirley’s husband Ian, who 
was a British Mountain Guide, was 
an enthusiastic supporter and friend 
of the Pinnacle Club; sadly he died 
in 2006 in a hillwalking accident. 
Shirley combined motherhood, 
teaching and climbing and was 
President of the club from 1978 to 
1980. She wrote a comprehensive 
history of the Pinnacle Club, 

published in 1988.  Having lived for 
many years in West Cumbria, and 
later Largs, Ayrshire, Shirley is now 

enjoying retirement in mid-Norfolk close to her eldest son and 
grandchildren. 
 
How did you come to climbing? 
I had grown up loving mountains and my sister, Coral, and I were 
encouraged by our parents to do gymnastics and climb trees and rocks. 
On family holidays we would run up and down the nearest summits 
while our parents stayed in the valleys. In 1956 Coral gave me Rock for 
Climbing by Douglas Milner for my birthday and wrote in it ‘Let’s go 
climbing!’ so we went on a Mountaineering Association beginners course 
in Borrowdale, enjoyed it, and I never looked back. 

Shirley in Yosemite 
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What have been the things that have kept you in touch with the 
outdoors and the club? 
A love of mountains; a love of rock climbing, and the companionship of 
women who enjoyed the same things; a great affection for the hut. 
 
If you were marooned on a desert island and could take 3 days 
out, or climbs with you, what would they be – when did they take 
place, why are they special, what did they involve, who were they 
with? 
 
My first choice is Mont Aiguille (6,841ft) in the Vercors region of 
France, which I climbed in August 1978. 
We had been on a family climbing holiday in the Dauphiné alps, 
camping at La Berade, where we met up with some friends from the 
Wyndham Mountaineering Club. I recall a memorable ascent of Pic 
Coolidge with our three boys, Timothy, Adrian and Stephen. 
 
We moved to Mont Aiguille towards the end of our holiday, staying at a 
high campsite nearby. The mountain is an impressive sight with steep 
1,000ft limestone cliffs on all sides, topped by a gently sloping alpine 
meadow. It also has an interesting history, first climbed in 1492 on the 
orders of King Charles VIII of France. His servant, Antoine de Ville, led 
a team which made the world’s first ever recorded technical climb, using 
ladders and other devises. They thought they might find monsters at the 
top, but invented mountaineering instead. 
 
The day of our climb was very hot, and we ended up running short of 
water. Our route was the ‘Route Tubulaires’ which is graded ‘Classique 
AD’ and turned out to be largely chimney climbing. I was very impressed 
with how well the boys did, especially Stephen, who was only ten at the 
time. He did manage to drop his sunglasses though. 
 
Once on the top we discovered a beautiful alpine meadow and stunning 
views in all directions. We unpacked the rucksacks and had a picnic 
before making a descent by rappelling down a huge ‘hole’. 
 
This was a very special occasion. Mont Aiguille was a really interesting 
mountain that both Ian and I wanted to climb having read about it. Also, 
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it was the first time that our whole family did a proper rock climb 
together. 
 
My second day out would be on Half Dome (8,842 ft) in Yosemite, 
which I climbed twice in three days in October 1990. 
Ian and I were spending a few days in Yosemite and had already done 
some climbs in the valley, but I was very keen to go up Half Dome. On 
the other hand, I did not like the idea of committing myself to a rock 
route without having a feel for the mountain, and especially the way 
down! As a result, Ian left me at the start of the easy trail shortly before 
eight o’clock one morning while he went off to play and sunbathe. 
 
The day was notable for the people I met en route. First of all I caught 
up with a German couple, who headed off towards Snake Dike once we 
reached the top of the second waterfall. Soon after that I came upon a 
man sitting on a bench who said ‘Hi, my name’s Jim’ and shook my 
hand. I was a bit startled but replied ‘Hello, my name’s Shirley’. He 
asked what I was doing and as we were both going up Half Dome we 
walked together. Shortly after that we met a man called Lou who was 
wild camping and had not intended to climb Half Dome. We persuaded 
him to come with us and climbed to the top together. The route was 
straightforward but steep, with metal stakes drilled into the rock and rope 
between them, plus wooden slats across the path. 
 
We reached the top about midday and had a picnic before coming 
down. Both Jim and Lou were good company, but could not get over the 
fact that a woman of sixty was climbing Half Dome on her own! I told 
them all about the Pinnacle Club. Jim kept in touch for some time 
afterwards and often sent gifts, including t-shirts, water bottles and a book 
on women climbers. 
 
Jim and I came down by the ‘mist trail’ which goes alongside the 
waterfalls, and I was back at the campsite by 5.30. 
 
The next day Ian and I looked at Half Dome from Glacier Point, and 
later on happened to meet the German couple who had climbed Snake 
Dike the day before. They had been held up behind a slow party and 
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had a bad time finding their way down in the dark. Snake Dike is the 
classic route up the south-west face of Half Dome. 
 
We finally decided to try Snake Dike ourselves, and next morning 
started up the mule trail by moonlight, but it was quite light by the time 
we had to start scouting for the route to the bottom of the climb. We 
spotted some stone men (cairns) and using them and our initiative were 
able to find the Lost Lake fairly easily. It just looks like reeds when you 
are level with it, but like a lake from above. We were at the bottom of the 
cliff trying to decide where the route started when a Swiss couple arrived. 
We had met them a few days before on Royal Arches – they said we 
always got there first! 
 
The first three pitches were the most difficult but once we were on the 
‘Snake’ it was lovely, interesting climbing with good quartz holds. There 
were belay bolts every 70ft or so but we gained time by mostly running 
140ft of rope between belays. Towards the top there was a long section 
of friction climbing with no belay points so we went un-roped on the 
basis that there was no point in us both falling off. 
 
At the top we found strange linked circles made from small stones. We 
assumed these were from a wedding ceremony on the summit the 
previous day, which we had watched through a telescope at Glacier 
Point. 
 
Half Dome is a magnificent big granite mountain that dominates the 
skyline and looks exactly as if it has been sliced in two. The scenery is 
fabulous with some spectacular waterfalls and I just enjoyed both days so 
much. 
 
The third day out is a bit of a cheat, because it is the overall 
experience of summer evening climbs that were a regular part of 
life when we lived at Seascale in the 1970s. 
Typically we would start from home around 4.30 and could be climbing 
by not long after 6.00. Sometimes it was with Ian, if we could get a baby-
sitter, but often with Club members. Climbing on warm rock in the 
evening sun was sheer delight; we often had the route, if not the whole 
crag, to ourselves. Jo Greenhow and I went out every week one summer, 
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to climb in Ennerdale, Wasdale or Eskdale. One of my favourite leads 
was Left Hand Groove (VS) on Gate Crag in Eskdale. 
 
I remember going up Tophet Wall on Gable with Jane Tresidder and 
Royanne Wilding and also Jones’ Direct on Scafell, which Royanne led 
brilliantly. But my favourite memory is of Central Buttress on Scafell 
with Ian and our friend Frank Monkhouse. I had been practicing my 
laybacks, and it worked! It was a really special climb on a golden evening, 
with a great feeling of elation as we reached the top at about nine o’clock.   
 
If I had to choose one evening climb it would be Central Buttress, but 
really it was as much about the people and companionship as anything 
else. Sometimes we would head for the pub on the way down; on one 
occasion we went ‘skinny dipping’ in Wastwater to cool down. They 
were really fun times! 
 
What’s the day out you regret never having? 
When I was in Nepal - the extra day which would have given me the 
opportunity to reach the summit of Mera Peak. 
 
And what book would you take to the Island – Desert Island Discs 
allows the Bible plus the works of Shakespeare, plus one other – 
so you can have Shakespeare or Eric Langmuir’s Mountain 
Leadership, and one other? 
I would take Shakespeare and the Bible. 
 
And what luxury would it be? 
Probably a nice soft pillow! 
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Three women in a boat 
 
Annabelle Barker 
 
Many is the time I have been accused of being over anxious, and prone 
to panic, but believe me I am an absolute amateur compared to Denise 
Evans who is a master of the art. 
 
We met (Denise and I) at an Alpine Club function in Capel Curig last 
Winter when the idea that I join her, and Jan Davies for a sailing trip was 
first mooted.  The venue was to be the Western Isles off the coast of 
Scotland, probably my favourite place in the World, and so I readily 
accepted the challenge. 
 
The rendezvous was Meavig on the West coast of Lewis – quite a step 
from Dolwyddelan, involving trains, cars, ferry boats, and finally the 
school bus from Stornoway. 
 
We were met by the captain, and taken “on board” where the voyage was 
discussed.  Old sailing friends of Denise turned up, and decided the trip 
perfectly feasible, and well within the capabilities of both crew and vessel. 
 
Jan and I were somewhat disconcerted by the lack of a strong young man 
on board to do the necessary hauling and technical stuff, but they are a 
scarce commodity, so it was just the three of us (combined ages two 
hundred and twenty two). 
 
It became apparent that tides and winds are of paramount importance, 
and to leave the loch in which we were moored an outgoing tide, and a 
not too strong wind from the South were necessary. 
 
At nine thirty the next morning both were favourable, and we motored 
out carefully avoiding fish farms, mussel beds, and bouys, all of which are 
likely to cause major damage to the boat.  They are legion in the area so 
prompting Denise’s initial anxieties. 
 
My own overactive imagination was fuelled by what seemed a huge swell 
causing the boat to roll from side to side in a most alarming way. (You 
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must realize I had only spent one day in a boat before).  The situation 
was not helped by Jan’s reaction to my “bloody hell”. “Yes you have 
been rather thrown in at the deep end.  This is the Atlantic”. 
 
The anti sea sickness pills, and Denise’s repeated assurances that Dunlin 
(the boat) loves the sea allayed my desire to dial 999 and request 
immediate evacuation. Anyway 999 does not work for boats.  One has to 
go “down below”, and involve oneself with multiple switches, lights, and 
identification codes all done on something called the VHF.  Down below 
meant certain vomiting so I stayed where I was wearing a life jacket and 
firmly fixed to a piece of tape running all around the boat.  Denise 
seemed to regard this as unnecessary fussing, and pointed out that the 
tape was not tight enough to prevent my being thrown into what was by 
now a very large sea. 
 
Something called “The Butt” became the next major concern, the 
likelihood of being swept onto the rocks crept into the conversation, and 
there was much mention of cross currents, all very alarming.  This “Butt” 
rapidly gained Cape Horn dimensions in my imagination, but it was 
passed without event in a peaceable manner, the swell of the morning 
having subsided.  The going was becoming almost pleasant.  
 
After a short discussion it was decided to put up the gib, my first 
encounter with the jargon that goes with boats.  Everything from back, 
front, left, and right all have different names.  Ropes are called sheets, 
and hauling ropes are halyards, and there are things called cleats.  We 
won’t go into the many and varied knots used.  I can just about manage a 
bowline and a clove hitch, but they only have limited uses at sea, when a 
whole host of others come into play. 
 
Putting up the gib proved not to be the impossible task imagined, one 
simply pulled on a halyard, whilst releasing another sheet from a cleat.  
The intended result of increased speed failed to materialise, so the 
process was reversed, this time a handy little device was produced when 
it got to the point where my arms were about to leave their sockets.  It 
was called a winch, but kept well hidden! 
 

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved



PINNACLE CLUB JOURNAL 2009 - 2011 

26 

The afternoon passed very pleasantly as we chugged along at about 4.5 
knots, there were even dolphins who did their showing off thing. 
 
The peace was shattered by a fishing boat, slowly, but surely approaching 
on a line directly across our bows.  It became obvious that to avoid a 
collision we had to change course, it had size on its side, and had no 
intention of changing course itself.  ”Captain is probably drunk” 
muttered Denise.  Another hazard I had not anticipated. 
 
The entrance to Loch Laxford was finally recognized after much 
consultation of charts and peering into the gloom. It was now eleven 
thirty or should that be 2330 hours? 
 
Denise had visited many times, and was familiar with the entrance, but 
newly established hazards were all around us; the dreaded fish farms, and 
mussel beds indiscernible in the dark.  An anchorage was finally decided 
upon, but there was the worry of the wind changing in the night, pushing 
us onto the rocks. 
 
Anchoring was the piece de resistance. Dunlin does not have the 
refinements of modern boats which have automatic devices for lowering 
and raising anchors, and sails. (Nor does it have wheel, but a large heavy 
tiller, with a mind of its own, and it works the opposite way to a steering 
wheel.) 
 
Jan and I were sent aft to attend to the anchor, a mean looking beast, 
fixed to the deck by several strings, each with several very tight knots.  
Another well kept secret was another handy device called an awl which 
proved essential for untying the knots. Fetching this was the first journey 
of many back and fore to the cockpit, the second being to return the awl, 
it falling into the sea would have been a disaster. 
 
Neither Jan nor Denise had lowered the anchor for years it being the job 
of the sadly absent young man. There then followed a somewhat heated 
debate as to how to proceed, this involved several journeys to and from 
the cockpit by Denise where she was busily employed keeping us clear of 
the rocks which at any moment might dash out and smash us to pieces. 
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The anchor had to be maneuvered through a series of barriers at the 
front of the boat to be in the correct position for lowering – not easy 
when you consider its shape, not to mention its weight. The anchor chain 
is released by pulling a large lever back and forth, but first it has to be 
maneuvered into its correct position over a rack and pinion type rail.  
Pull we did, to no avail, despite loud instructions from the cockpit 
peppered with severe warnings not to get our hands in the way, as the 
chain might suddenly shoot out amputating fingers en route. Suffice to 
say by this time I was a hysterical, giggling wreck, the accumulation of 
fear, unfamiliarity and fatigue. 
 
Denise appeared once more and more by luck than judgment the chain 
shot out at a terrifying speed.  How to stop it? A stoutly booted Denise 
stamped upon it, and it cowed into submission spewing out again 
immediately she released her foot.  We finally worked out what to do, 
and Denise returned once more to the cockpit. 
 
The anchor chain is colour coded for each ten metre length, red, white 
and blue.  We lowered away in complete control, unable to answer the 
often asked question “What colour is it?” as by now it was completely 
dark.  At some point it was decided we could do no more and the 
exercise abandoned.  Grave doubts at once entered Denise’s mind as to 
our security.  Were we anchored in mud or weeds?  neither of which are 
satisfactory and of course there were the omnipresent rocks not to 
mention the possibility of wind direction change.  Our fears were 
nullified by a few drams of Grouse putting us quickly to sleep.  It was 
fifteen hours since we had left Meavaig. 
 
The Ridgeways with whom we took tea the following afternoon have 
lived at Ardmore for forty years.  On a good day Ardmore is one of the 
most beautiful places on earth. In the background are Foinavon, Arkle, 
and Ben Stack, the fore ground being the rocks and waters of Loch 
Laxford. 
 
John Ridgeway is famous for rowing the Atlantic with Chay Blythe, a feat 
lasting 93 days.  We were shown the boat; I personally would not cross 
from Conwy to Deganwy in such a craft.  He and his wife, the 
redoubtable Marie Christine have retired from running their outdoor 
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center, and are now crofters.  Marie Christine a lovely looking woman 
who hardly looked the part dressed in jeans, pristine white blouse, 
jewelry, make up and the most amazing pair of high heeled shoes 
fashioned from what appeared to be expensive furnishing fabric.  She 
trotted gaily up and down the steep field from the shore to their house 
carefully avoiding the masses of goose droppings, a present from the 
migrating geese resident on their grass. 
 
We returned the next morning for breakfast, a most welcome shower, 
and lunch presided over the beautifully laid table by John resplendent in 
a blue smoking jacket, with black velvet collar and lapels.  We declined 
their invitation to dinner, as alcohol would have been inevitable, and we 
had a boat to get back to. 
 
The next day we practiced raising and lowering the main sail.  It was a 
relief to be anchored in a still loch as the procedure involved walking 
along the deck.  The thought of doing this in a heavy swell made me 
break out in a cold sweat.  
 
It proved to be less arduous than anticipated, the secret weapon of the 
aforementioned winch coming back into play.  Lowering the sail involved 
climbing up from the deck using round edged protrusions (scary) then 
pulling the sail down whilst wrapping it around the boom, and securing it 
by reef knots.  It was not the neatest job, ending up looking like a duvet 
cover badly inserted into a duvet. 
 
We weighed anchor the next morning, armed to the teeth with scrubbing 
brushes, and buckets of water to rid the anchor chain of the mud that 
surely was encrusting it. It came up clean as a whistle, so we were spared.  
The anchor however was tastefully clad in a robe of glistening brown sea 
weed which had to be removed. Once naked it had to be manoeuvred 
(with difficulty) and tied back into its place of rest. 
 
Whilst involved with these tasks, unnoticed by me we were well under 
way, unscathed by mussel beds or fish farms bound for Lochinver.  It 
was fantastic, a glorious day, a well behaved sea, a gentle breeze, and with 
both gib and mainsail successfully hoisted we sailed South down the 
stunning coast of Sutherland.  The mountains of the far North slowly 

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved



THREE WOMEN IN A BOAT 

29 

receded from view, to be replaced by Quinag, Ben More Assynt and 
Conival all viewed from a new, and fascinating angle. More dolphins, and 
fighting gannets completed the idyllic passage. 
 
A new anxiety however interrupted the idyll “Islets” those dangerous 
objects (whose sole purpose is to cause the downfall of yachts, and their 
crew) presented themselves from time to time, and had to be dealt with, 
and there was a nasty looking beacon to avoid. Having skilfully avoided 
these hazards a much more serious problem emerged, “the jumping”. 
Fuel and water were needed in Lochinver. To get these we had to tie up 
to the pontoon in the harbour. The fenders had to be fixed to the sides 
of the boat, yet another mystifying knot employed, and much discussion 
as to which side of the boat they were needed.  The harbour was busy, 
and the skipper abandoned the idea of mooring in one of the available 
“Finger Berths”, aptly named, as they are very narrow.  The decision to 
tie up to the end of the pontoon was taken.  “We shall be asked to 
move” announced Denise.  Fortunately no one was brave enough to 
suggest we did. 
 
When tying up to a pontoon an appointed person has to leap from the 
boat to the pontoon carrying a mooring rope.  Ours was as thick as my 
wrist and extremely heavy, an onerous task!  It became increasingly clear 
that I was to be that person.  I was forced to assert myself and say very 
loudly and clearly “I’m sorry I cannot do this” 
 
A Godsend in the form of an innocent man out for a stroll was hailed in 
commanding tones by the skipper – “I say could you just grab this rope, 
and pull us in?” as half a ton of hemp landed at his feet.  Taking in the 
age and ability of the crew he meekly obliged, and legged it before being 
asked any other favours. 
 
Lochinver, once a quiet fishing village a cluster of fisherman’s cottages 
around the bay, is ruined for ever by the construction of a vast concrete 
area where fishermen land their catch which is loaded into vast 
containers to be taken by lorry who knows where.  The decline in the 
fishing industry has rendered it almost obsolete, but there it remains - a 
testament to wasted millions of taxpayers money. 
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Lochinver does have some merits, a modern well equipped sports 
center, containing all the things they do including a learning center. and 
believe it or not a charity shop. It was the showers that attracted us. 
There is a newly opened mission to seamen, with bunkhouse (lottery 
funded) where they do a reasonable fish and chips. The village also 
sports an excellent ironmongers cum chandlery, and a famous pie shop. 
 
Refuelling done we stayed a couple of nights rocked gently to sleep by 
the buffeting waves.  Departure was planned for the afternoon, and the 
requisite preparations made.  Jan and I poised ready, clad in our sea 
going outfits stood  on the pontoon to receive orders to release the 
mooring ropes (How to get on board once this was done was not really 
clear, but I assumed a fast and accurate leap would be necessary).  The 
skipper on deck gazed skywards for some time, and sagely announced. ”I 
don’t like the look of the weather. We shall go at 4 a.m. tomorrow.” Off 
with the heavy weather gear, and out with the wine. 
 
Dawn broke as we motored out of Lochinver, islets and beacons 
avoided.  Suilven receding to my relief as it always looks as though at any 
moment it could topple over and land on Lochinver.  Quinag (my 
favourite) faded away, Stack Polly and its neighbours taking its place.  It 
was another wonderful morning; the bacon and eggs, that by now I was 
becoming expert at preparing, tasted all the better for the calmness of the 
water. 
 
The skipper had made a wise decision not to go the day before. 
 
It takes ages to get into Gairloch (our next port of call) as the harbour is 
set well back at the rear of the sea loch. The port itself was very busy, 
Denise aiming for an empty berth was ordered out quite forcibly by the 
harbourmaster, (one doesn’t argue with a harbourmaster). The only 
option was to “raft up” alongside another boat, apparently a common 
occurrence. The problem was that Dunlin is difficult to reverse, and turn 
in a tight circle (something to do with the size of the keel).  A few tense 
moments ensued where we headed towards the already moored boats.  
The seemingly inevitable collision was thwarted by Jan pushing with all 
her amazingly new found strength against the boat we were about to ram. 
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Its crew had quickly assessed the situation, and the expertise of our crew 
i.e. me, and helped take control. 
 
Conditions were favourable next morning and we were off.  I was not 
sorry, the solitude of the far North was no more, Gairloch being the 
farthest North most yachts go, like tourists they hover around the 
honeypot anchorages further South.  Both Jan and I were anxious to get 
home, Denise not so, she had no further crew planned after we left, and 
wanted to prolong her trip by going into a delightful anchorage on Rona. 
(I cant spell its name sounds like An charsaig Mor).I had heard it was 
fantastic, and was very torn as to what to do - Plockton won. Another 
wonderful afternoon with the Cuillin sharply outlined against the sky.  
How difficult to head home and leave my own personal heaven behind. 
Pete (Davies) had organized a mooring in Plockton, and came out to 
meet us, a lonely figure in his rib.  He was concerned as we were 
overdue, there had been a final panic as we approached the harbour 
entrance.  Some islets, an integral part of a safe approach had vanished 
without trace. 
 
I hope they are out there somewhere because I should love to be invited 
again, already bought some sailing wellies, and enrolled on a competent 
crew course. I only hope that after reading this Denise will still speak to 
me. 
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It Happened in the School Book Cupboard  
 
Bunny Bull 
 
I must have seen mountains before for I remember mother pointing out 
the snowy Alps as we journeyed south for our summer holidays but “No, 
we are not going there but to the sea” ended all interest and it was 
replaced by the thought of exploration of new rocks and bays and 
endless swimming.  No, my passion for mountains began when 
exasperated teachers discovered the best way to deal with my endless 
mischief was to gainfully employ the nuisance; hence my constant trips to 
the book cupboard; and when the nuisance was away a long time no one 
bothered to question the peace. 
 
I had found, and chapter by chapter read my way through, 
Younghusband’s ”Epic of Mount Everest”. I was transfixed. Here was a 
world that took me beyond my farthest dreams.  It was a world of 
physical effort, of lauded achievement, a vision of wonder beyond the 
world of man.  That was to be my goal, not just one of the first feet to 
venture to that unknown place but to be the first woman to be there. 
 
However there was a war on and adventures went little farther than 
various shelters in which nights were spent and excitements were limited 
to viewing dog-fights overhead by day and hearing the crump of falling 
bombs by night. 
 
Later at College the first club I joined was the Mountaineering Club but, 
sadly, there were sporting clubs too - and the river was more accessible 
than the hills and rowing absconded with my time.  We did occasionally 
get to the Lakes or Wales but it was not enough.  Where to stay was a 
problem as huts were not available; the journey took all day and ended 
by walking over the pass from Nant Peris alone in the dark: luckily traffic 
was almost non-existent. 
 
Then I joined the Pinnacle Club. That first Anniversary Meet in 1951 
was an ecstasy of its own.  Dr Arning believed in making the most of a 
journey so we viewed Blenheim on the way; and fresh air was important 
therefore she drove with the windows open.  After such a long, cold drive 
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one blinked into the friendly warmth of the hut and while thawing out 
my sponsor named the photographs of the famous hanging on the walls. 
Upstairs I was shown a bunk on which to unpack. Around were people 
who obviously knew each other; they chatted and names were used; 
Evelyn; Dorothy, Slipping downstairs to study the pictures; back upstairs 
to scrutinize the faces.  Yes, that picture of Dorothy Pilley appeared in a 
book; Evelyn Leach was unmistakeable and so was Nea.  Unbelievable, I 
was here among the gods.  During a sleepless night there was a 
symphony whose theme of rain counterpointed the background sound of 
full-flowing stream: a music which was to be signature tune of visits to the 
hut. I cannot remember what climbs we did on Saturday but I remember 
walking up to Pen-y-Gwryd after supper with Sue Long (Gibson) and a 
happy group, already friends.  Around us were mysterious black shapes 
of boulders, crags and hills in what seemed an unreal mythical world.  Of 
course next day it rained and while Sheila Alison and I walked the 
Glyders soaked to the skin the committee met early and departed so on 
returning I learned that as my form for Associate Membership had not 
been received I should have to wait for the next meet. However 
disappointment was assuaged to learn that Pilley was to return with us in 
Arning’s car.  The return journey was warmer:  Pilley was not a woman 
to mince her words and the windows were closed. 
 
Membership did come the next year but meets were few and far between 
in those days and the sport on the river was absorbing all the time that 
could be spared from my studies - and more.  Once free from those 
studies I moved away from serious action on the river and could give 
time in holidays to the hills I had learned to love so dearly and which, as 
they were climbed and explored, meant more and more.  However it 
also brought a sad realisation that one would never achieve the fullness of 
one’s dreams. 
 
By now the Lakes and North Wales were becoming crowded; Heather 
and I turned to Scotland and this gave us the opportunity to explore. 
Among these was Skye.  On the Cuillin one found satisfaction for all 
those early yearnings.  At that time there was the old (1955) edition of 
the SMC Area Guide, a map and nothing else. We were not entirely 
clear how Sgurr Alasdair fitted onto the main ridge so we set out to find it 
for ourselves.  One had read accounts of first ascent of various climbs, 
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even met people who told of the feelings of elation when they had 
achieved a new route with the sense of achievement; the satisfaction of 
exploring where it was unknown that any had been before.  One knew 
one was not in that class; one would never know the feeling. However in 
the days before the libraries of books describing where to go and how to 
do it, even descriptions on videos; to work out one’s own line and to set 
off to see if it will go was an excitement in itself and it gave a little insight 
into what the pioneers felt.  Exploring places on the Coruisk side for 
flowers there was sometimes the feeling that as it was not a route there 
was a possibility that one’s boots were treading where none had trodden 
before. 
 
 

 
Blaven and Clach Glas - Skye 

The search for plants took the delight in exploration a step higher. 
Finding Tofieldia in An Garbh-choire when it was not on the Skye list 
brought contact with the Recorder who was able to tell us of an earlier 
record of the plant but it had not been seen for years.  Sadly Outward 
Bound started to use that way as a route back from their monthly 
expedition and it cannot be found there again.  This meeting was useful; 
the rare Arabis alpina is only known from one place high on the Cuillin.  
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We searched and searched the limited area at the height given in CTW 
until finally the Recorder told us where and we were able to find it and 
we could report that the height was wrong and correct it (although some 
of the books, even modern ones, still keep to the old incorrect height).  
She had a belief that the plant probably grew at other locations so we 
spent many happy days hunting around, especially on the back of the 
ridge, scrambling or scrabbling in exhilarating places where no 
respectable climber would be seen, for plants tend not to grow on good 
clean rock but nasty, loose, often wet, habits.  The Arabis has since been 
found but sadly not by us and, as far as we can tell, high in a crack which 
we deemed too disgustingly dangerous to try! Another highlight came 
when we were able to study the detailed maps in the Ordinance Survey 
Office and after pointing out the inaccuracy of the OS maps height of 
Garbh-bheinn had the triumph of their admission and seeing it changed 
on the new edition.  These experiences showed me that though one did 
not have the ability to attain that which had been dreamed of in the book 
cupboard yet joy and satisfaction of exploration and discovery were there 
for one to delight in at one’s own lowly level.  
 
Then came the blow. At just fifty while doing an exercise ECG as  part of 
a training programme I hoped to undertake the doctor stopped it and 
pronounced the end of all climbing of any sort. Climbers will understand 
the devastation but I wasn’t with members of the Club: it was almost 
more than I could bear.  Happily my GP was related to Len Winthrop-
Young and sympathetic so he referred me to a hill-walking cardiologist 
and six miserable months later my heart was found fit but the blood 
pressure required nothing hairy, mind. 
 
That was more hopeful, at least I could walk on the hills; feel the rain on 
my face and the wind in my hair; when, the mist allowed it, panoramas 
would unfold before me and when, the shrouds were down the crags 
would come and vanish with that sense of the numinous it brings.  We 
started to explore new areas and naturally sought out the highest peaks.  
Then a Scottish Climber friend asked us how many Munros had we 
done.  We had no idea for I had been brought up with idea that seeking 
out and doing Munros was not something a “respectable” climber did!  
Our tally was surprisingly few but when the osteoporitic Heather fell 
botanising in a stream and ended up with a massive plaster on her arm 
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we inscribed all 13 Munros, 
including Ben Alder, done on the 
rest of our holiday on the plaster. 
We were bitten.  Though they 
were not the only goal of each 
holiday yet the exploration of 
them, and later Corbetts and 
Grahams, led to places we had not 
found before. 
 
Munroing today would not hold 
the same attraction with dozens of 
guides, videos and many routes are 
tracked by deep troughs.  Gone are 
the evenings pouring over maps for 
possible approaches; gone are the 
referencing in books and journals 
of old accounts of happy hill days 
which might provide a clue; gone is 

the tension of wondering if this way will ‘go’ or even if it would prove to 
be beyond one.  Some of the excitement of exploration must have 
departed though all who tackle it still find the joy of going to places that 
they had not known before. 
 
Over the years one has learnt that one may not have the ability to realize 
the dreams engendered by Younghusband in the book cupboard but 
looking back I know the hills can bestow their grace on even the lowliest 
lover of wild and lonely places who seeks their intimacies.  The 
exploration, the sense of achievement, the exhilaration, the discovery are 
all there for the devotee.  It does not detract from admiration for the real 
pioneers and explorers but a squint is opened by which the leper views 
the mysteries. 
 
I have learned, too, that though increasing age and setbacks of health and 
circumstance restrict one yet the hills “never did betray the heart that 
loved them” so something remains to achieve, explore and to lead one 
into a realm beyond one’s limitations. 
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Desert Island Days - Chris Sheard  
 
Interviewed by Suzanne Pearson.   
 
Chris Sheard grew up in Otley, near Leeds and later married a member 
of the Gritstone Club.  She now enjoys holidays in Scotland and is a 
prolific painter who uses the mountain scenery of Britain for inspiration 
in her paintings and drawings. She was a member of the Committee and 
inherited Dorothy Pilley’s climbing boots (complete with tricounis) as 
they both had small feet. 
 
When did you start rock-climbing? 
At the age of ten, my father had links with the Gritstone club and took 
me to watch his friends climbing at Almscliffe Crag in Yorkshire. I 
remember that I was in my best Sunday clothes, coat, shoes etc but I 
nattered and nattered until he gave in and fastened me onto his hemp 
rope. I proudly climbed up the rock but my mother was not pleased 
when she saw my clothes! In 1948, it was the days of climbing with just a 
rope. I must say it made life easier in lots of ways, not as much to carry! I 
remember hearing the men debate on the use of slings: were they 
ethical? 
 
I was bitten by the climbing bug and often sneaked by father’s hemp 
rope, his pride and joy, from the garage.  I then dragged a hoydenish 
school friend up to Caley Crags and scrambled up the rocks. I had no 
guide book but had previously been taken up one or two routes by a 
Gritstone club member.  As a girl in her early teens, my method I’m 
afraid, was to use a top rope after tying a rope belay. There were no trees 
at Caley and the guide book we later owned was dated 1957, a very slim 
volume as many routes were done and not recorded at that time. I had 
no knowledge of the wider world of Derbyshire, lack of transport limited 
the field. At the age of thirteen or so Wales and the Lake District were 
my “Chimborazo and Cotopaxi”. 
 
About that age I watched Arthur Dolphin soloing up and down the V.S. 
routes at Almscliffe wearing white plimsolls. There is now a DVD of him 
in action which I still find amazing! 
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Thus I teethed my climbing lust on Yorkshire gritstone, particularly at 
Almscliffe and bought my first nylon rope for £6.  I could lead a few 
routes governed by my height and reach, one being Parson’s Chimney as 
it was possible to do it as a two pitch climb. This was in the days before 
nuts and bolts and all things like that. My footwear was black plimsolls. 
When E.B's and P.A’s became ‘’de riguer” they passed me by as I have 
size 3 feet. Most of my climbing was done using hockey boots with the 
studs taken off. 
 
When did you first hear about the Pinnacle Club? 
In 1961, when I had my salary as a teacher I attended a rock and ice 
course run by the Austrian Alpine Cub in the Stubai Alps. Whilst 
building an igloo, I got into conversation with two ladies who were in the 
Pinnacle Club.  One was Peggy Wild who became a member in 1948. So 
I took the address of the secretary and wrote a letter asking to join and 
became a member in 1965. 
 
I have had numerous enjoyable outings with the PC whilst retaining my 
contacts with the Gritstone Club. I married one of them, Brian, in 1963. 
Links between the two clubs go back a long way, both being founded 
about the same era and having Yorkshire members. As I was unable to 
attend their formal meets the PC afforded an admirable outlet and which 
has provided a wealth of happy memories. 
 
I lived near York when I became an active Pinnacle climber. Along with 
other members, I was invited to join Eileen Healey’s Ladies Alpine Club 
meet at Saas Fee.  The journey there was interesting as I travelled with 
Dorothea Gravina and Alwyn Walford in Dorothea’s Hillman Imp. I 
occupied the back seat accompanied by a leg of lamb and Alwyn’s 
treasured bottle of whisky plus all the rucksacks. Somewhere in the dark 
near Strasbourg, I looked out of the side window and saw a wheel 
bowling along next to us accompanied by a bumpy ride. Dorothea 
brought us to a handbrake halt in the middle of a small, dark village. She 
leapt out and knocked on the door of the local garage and in perfect 
French asked the bleary eyed owner to repair her car immediately 
please! Naturally he agreed and fabricated the part on the spot, also 
providing us with liquid refreshments and so we managed to reach Saas 
Fee by early Monday morning.  Unfortunately at the campsite, Alwyn 
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dropped her carefully nurtured bottle of whisky so that was the end of 
that! Obviously that meet provided many memorable mountain days.   
 
What an adventure! You must have many more interesting tales to 
tell.  If you were marooned on a desert island and could take 3 
mountain memories with you, what would they be? 
Before I was married, one memory that stays in my mind is a trip to the 
Lake District when I was not particularly familiar with the area. In the 
1960’s, I was the proud owner of a Lambretta scooter and decided to 
meet an old school friend at Brotherilkeld in Eskdale. At that time my 
knowledge of the Lake District was limited The quickest way on the map 
was via Wrynose and Hardnott passes and as I had all my camping and 
climbing gear on the back, it was a hairy ride. From our campsite, we 
walked to Bowfell as I had heard of a climb called Bowfell Buttress. It 
was rather a long walk and we had one of the early guide books but, as I 
remember, we climbed in boots, with the rope and a sling or two. The 
beauty of it was there was no one else to be seen and this was my first 
attempt at a multipitch climb, 9 pitches in all. We had a marvellous walk 
back to Eskdale and the following day we hied it to Great Gable as I had 
heard of that too. Another lengthy walk to the Napes ridges where we 
climbed Needle Ridge, Abbey Buttress and Arrowhead Ridge. We were 
rather late back to Eskdale and my friend’s boyfriend who was working 
as an instructor at the Outward Bound School was about to call out the 
Mountain Rescue.   Fortunately we were spared that ignominy. 
 
Later in my life I climbed Needle Ridge again with members of the 
Pinnacle Club wearing fancy modern boots and I was surprised how hard 
it seemed after an absence from the climbing scene. This was thanks to 
Stella Adams who offered me her rope as I had been out of climbing for 
a long time busy with family matters and helping to run a scout troup. I 
climbed this route twice more with P.C members on meets; Shirley 
Angell and later with Jane Stedman. The time I climbed with Shirley was 
on a meet at Sty Head led by Jane. The Friday night and Saturday was 
absolutely foul with high winds and torrential rain, so Shirley and I 
snuggled down in our bags and listened to the rumpus some lads were 
making at the other side of the tarn. In the morning the camp was 
abandoned except for two older ladies who were still snug and dry. The 
following day we climbed Napes Ridge. 
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Of course, renting a small cabin in 
what was the Elterwater estate, I 
became familiar with many other Lake 
District routes. 
 
So most of your climbing 
experience was in the Lakes. Do 
have you any memories of 
climbing in Wales? 
The journey to Wales was long before 
the advent of motorways. Before I 
joined the P.C, my school friend and I 
stayed at the Youth Hostel at Ogwen 
and climbed Faith, Hope and Charity 
on the slabs followed by a sharp 
learning experience on Vestry Variant 
on Clogwyn-y-Ddisgl. I was leading and the chockstone on which I was 
perched gave way and crashed to the bottom of the crag.  Fortunately it 
broke the rope and bounced over my second’s head, somehow there was 
enough rope to bring her up to join me, so we had a dithery finish and I 
have had a healthy regard for chockstones, chimneys and Welsh rock 
ever since. 
 
Once I became a member of the Pinnacle Club I was familiarised with 
Lockwood’s Chimney and the vagaries of the smoking chimney and 
spring in the innards of the hut. There were many discussions in the 
committee meetings I once attended, on how to cure these failings. Now 
it is a completely different place, no more dips in the stream. 
 
Of course I did become familiar with the welsh climbs and have a 
memory provoked by reading the website of some present members 
climbing Outside Edge at Cwm Sylin. Somewhere I have a photo of a 
P.C. member wearing a Lionel Terray douvet jacket shivering at a belay. 
It was a wintery day and I must confess that Brian did most of the 
leading. The advantage was there was no queuing. One of many 
memorable mountain days climbing in Wales. 
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And climbing further afield? Can you describe some memories of 
climbing abroad?  
I’ve climbed several times in the Dolomites, Valais Alps, French Alps 
Austrian Alps and the Bregalia as well as family expeditions to the 
Pyrenees.  Once after climbing in the Valais Alps with Helen Jones 
(Goodburn) we joined up with my husband and other members of the 
Gristone Club in the Bregalia and climbed with them for a while and 
then stayed on to look at the Badile.  We climbed the Punta Innominata 
as a training climb and had hoped to do the N. Ridge but there was a bad 
snowstorm and the people on the North Face were having to abseil off, a 
gripping experience for those involved. I took off my hat to our fellow 
member Janet Davis who was, I think, the first lady to do this route, I am 
sure she will correct me if I am wrong. Memories can play false and I 
have never kept a diary. 
 
I have lasting memories of trips with Shirley Angell; the Tour de Mont 
Blanc and part way round the Tour de Monte Rosa as far as Saas Fe, 
when bad weather hampered further progress. Together we also 
completed the Annapurna Circuit, an unforgettable experience and my 
first and only visit to the Himalaya, rather late in life. 
Having spent many holidays fishing high lochs in Assynt and Sutherland 
with my husband who hung up his climbing boots long ago, one route I 
would have liked to have done is the Old Man of Stoer. I have viewed it 
on several occasions sketch book in hand and am envious of the black-
headed gull seen perched effortlessly on the top 
 
On your desert island you can take the Bible, Complete Works of 
Shakespeare and one other title, so what will you choose? 
I would choose “The Mountaineer’s Companion” edited by Michael 
Ward, published in 1966. This has a comprehensive selection of articles 
by many writers covering a wide variety of aspects.  Writers include 
Wordsworth, Janet Adam Smith, Hilaire Belloc, and Gertrude Bell.. 
 
And you can take one luxury. 
I would like a large and comprehensive selection of artist’s materials 
 
Many thanks Chris for sharing such interesting and amusing 
memories with us 
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1921 And All That  
(The President’s Meet 2011)  
 
Di Neema 
 
As someone who hadn’t properly dressed up since childhood the 
prospect of a filmed rock climb in celebration of the 90th Anniversary 
Year of the club excited me greatly. The problem was that I didn’t much 
want to climb Lockwood’s Chimney (a classic Diff on Clogwyn y 
Bustach), only to dress up in 1920’s clothing for a lark. It was a big turn-
out at the hut and most had made a real effort with their outfits and not a 
little money spent in some instances. There was, it has to be said, a lot of 
tweed. Only one participant got the whole thing wrong by dressing 
impractically as Chicago’s Roxie Hart. Her flapper outfit boasted a 
handcrafted headband (the ruched ribbon frill from a lampshade no 
less), beads, high-heeled shoes (sadly disintegrating) all topped by the 
ultimate accessory - cigarette in a holder. 
 

 
 
The start time was brought forward because of a poor weather forecast 
and by mid-morning a large party had amassed at the bottom of the 
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route. Three different examples of hawser-laid technology were brought 
out and women in strange dress reacquainted themselves with the 
intricacies of tying a bow-line. Modern gear included a couple of ropes, a 
few slings and krabs but there were no helmets, harnesses or rockboots. 
It was either walking boots or trainers, the soles of brown brogues 
considered too smooth for safe passage. 
 
I’d never previously climbed the route but I knew in my bones that 
Lockwood’s Chimney would be the direst of experiences for someone of 
my elegant slab sensibilities. With the certainty that the rain was a’coming 
I expected a few to drop out at this point but by heck – a forest of eager 
hands went up for the ascent. Maybe they didn’t realise at this point that 
while the chimney itself would stay reasonably dry, they would get utterly 
degged on after leaving it. 
 
I was in a quandary. My absence would now be more obvious than I’d 
planned for so I was becoming concerned about being given the white 
feather. However, a dent in my personal reputation seemed as nothing 
compared to a pathetically bad climbing performance recorded for 
posterity. Once everyone was safely ensconced on the route in the 
perfectly-timed rain, I hot-footed it back to the hut under an out-of-
period Decathlon brolly. In the company of the equally wise Official 
Photographer, I enjoyed hot coffee in the dry whilst others suffered. 
 
As the whole soggy experience was visually recorded I was able to 
establish that the cream of the Pinnacle Club had huddled in the 
confines of Lockwood’s Chimney like French aristocrats before Madame 
Guillotine. Questions were asked of those who had gone before and the 
replies duly came. “Best to face left” (Experienced Climber One), “Best 
to face right” (Experienced Climber Two), “Chimneys are an individual 
thing …..” (Experienced Climber Three). 
 
Fellow blogger, Deidre O’Caunagh, stomped up and over a newish club 
member to surmount the crux chockstone in a fine display of combined 
tactics and disdain for the pain of others. Twelve more followed, all 
inadequately clad for the conditions, each demonstrating the fine arts of 
thrutching, sling-clutching, and scrabbling. Some of those pristine outfits 
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were irrevocably damaged and bruises were sustained that would last for 
many, many days. 
 
Period outfit feedback:  
The ubiquitous tweed was heavy when wet but remarkably warm. 
Silk on the back of waistcoats was considered rubbish on all counts 
although, in the chimney, its zero frictional properties were viewed both 
as an asset (need to maximise upward progress) and a hindrance (need to 
stop downward direction). 
Elastic (on the bottoms of a remarkable number of pseudo-breeches) was 
inadequate in the face of significant water-absorption of the host fabric 
and/or the wearer stamping in petulance. 
Surprisingly good in the rain were the felt trilbies but style inconsistencies 
did detract from period authenticity. Dint in, brim up at the back or dint 
out, brim down? 
The flapper dress was fetching but 100% hypothermic.  
 
(Minus the feedback on outfits this account first appeared as a blog on the Pinnacle 
Club’s website) 
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Pinnacle Club Website Project 
 
Nicola Colclough 
 
There had been much discussion within the committee about the need 
to update and modernise the club’s website to match the new climbing 
club standard that was increasingly visible on the web.  Unfortunately no 
member within the club had both the required time commitment and 
technical expertise to do this themselves and so it was decided that the 
best way forward was to engage the help of a professional web design 
company.  Consequently at the May 2009 committee meeting a decision 
was taken to kick off a website project and volunteers to work on this 
were sought.  I happily put myself forward as the project seemed pretty 
interesting.  Lots of other members also offered to help out too.   Little 
did we know at this point just how long the project would be!  
 
The first stage involved finding a suitable professional web design 
company.  This was not as straightforward as I’d thought.  I only knew of 
a few companies myself from various climbing friends so a request was 
sent out via email and newsletter to all members asking if any of them 
had any website company recommendations they could make. At the 
same time members were asked to put forward their thoughts on what 
they’d like to see included in the new website. This would play a key part 
in helping us to put together the website specification document which 
we needed to send to all potential website design companies. Lots of 
ideas came in from members about the website and together with a wish 
list Jackie Prosser had already put together regarding improvements to 
the original website this formed a solid foundation for the specification 
document.  Not so many people knew of suitable website design 
companies but then I received an email from Martine Tommis.  Martine 
worked for the Manchester Digital Development Agency (MDDA) 
which has a lead role in development of the digital strategy in 
Manchester and the surrounding area. As such she regularly managed 
website projects for the north west and knew loads of web design 
companies in the Manchester area covering all price ranges and 
expertise.  This was a big step forward and with Martine’s help we were 
able to put together a list of 11 web design companies to try.   Martine 
stressed the importance of putting together a good website specification 
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document before approaching the website companies so at this point we 
formed a small project sub team with Alison Cairns to further work up 
the website specification.  After several iterations we were finally happy 
and in November the document was sent to the 11 companies asking for 
quotes for the work. 
 
At the same time as pulling together the website specification we had 
been looking into possible funding support for the website which we 
were estimating would have a not insignificant cost of around £3000. 
Earlier that year the BMC had advertised £7000 worth of funds available 
to support climbing club website development. A bid was submitted to 
the BMC for some of this funding but unfortunately in late July we were 
told our bid had been unsuccessful.  However not put off by this the 
committee took the decision to hold a fundraising event for the website 
project at the next Dinner & AGM in January 2010 at Whoope Hall in 
Kirby Longsdale.  Cathy Woodhead undertook to organize a raffle while 
Fred Reynolds arranged a bring and buy sale. This fundraising event was 
advertised in the November newsletter with members asked to help with 
prize donations and items for the bring and buy.  The event proved to be 
a great success with so many raffle prizes that virtually everyone won 
something and succeeded in raising more than £500 towards the website 
project.  Added to this money were kind donations for the project made 
by both Biddy Burgum and Jean Drummond. A second bid for funding 
made to the BMC the following year resulted in a successful £200 BMC 
contribution. In total all this fundraising meant that the website project 
was fully funded and the club would not have to use existing capital.    
 
Quotations quickly came back from most of the website design 
companies contacted. There was quite a wide spread of prices and it was 
clear that many would be too expensive for our budget. Four companies 
stood out as looking good and within budget and these quotations were 
circulated to a small subteam of the committee for consideration.  
Unanimous support was given for the quote from the webdesign 
company Cahoona, a small newly formed Manchester company who had 
produced several striking websites for companies in the area. Their 
quote was professionally put together breaking down how they would 
undertake the project and it was also clear that they had a strength in 
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graphic design which we hoped would ensure a fresh and modern 
looking website. 
 
The decision to work with Cahoona was agreed and signed off by the 
committee in March 2010. In April Martine Tommis, Alison Cairns and 
myself met up with Cahoona for the first time at their offices in the 
Northern Quarter of Manchester.  The offices very much reflected the 
young fresh company I’d imagined with white walls and furniture 
everywhere and each person having an apple mac. The office was shared 
with an event management group and no one working there looked over 
30! Quite amusingly Cahoona pointed out their ‘creativity shed’.  
Literally a shed with Astroturf grass and picnic benches to sit on for tea, 
coffee and inspiration. 
 
The meeting went very well. Jon, the company co-founder/director, was 
happy with what we wanted and confident of delivery of the website. By 
way of helping Cahoona we were asked to work up a detailed role matrix 
to better define what aspects of the website would be visible to the public, 
members and committee. Also we were asked to collect club photos to 
share with them to help with the design phase. By way of timescales Jon 
indicated current workloads meant they could begin our project in 
August with delivery end of September. The sub committee went away 
feeling happy with the meeting and keen to see the project start. 
The three of us working via email quickly pulled together the requested 
role matrix. At the same time a request was sent out to members vial 
email and newsletter asking for their help again, this time to send in as 
many climbing photos as they could to aid the website design.  The 
response from members was amazing. So many people sent photos and 
just looking at them all it was clear we had a really precious collection 
that needed to be shared with club members. 
 
Despite Cahoonas original predictions it would not be until October 
when they began work on our website. Although the wait had been 
frustrating it was great when the first still shots of the 7 public pages of the 
website started to arrive. These were shared and reviewed with  
Martine T, Alison C, Claire M, Martha E, and Astell. The overall image 
and style of the website was good and in that regard everyone was happy 
but there were many requests for changes which would go back and forth 
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to Cahoona over the following months as the web pages evolved. So for 
example the initial images used included too many walking shots and it 
was felt that more climbing images should be used to better reflect the 
clubs main activity. There were also requests for modifications of text 
used for the page tabs. We also wanted to include a history page in the 
public area of the website and Margaret Clennett kindly put together 
several paragraphs of text that were added. 
 
The still shots of the public pages of the website were first converted into 
live webpages running on Cahoona’s development server in January of 
2011 in time for the AGM & dinner at the Old Hall Hotel Buxton.  The 
website was set up on Andy Cairns laptop and enabled members to get 
their first glimpse of the website and most importantly feedback further 
features or improvements they would like to see. 
 
There then followed a period of further website refinement as feedback 
from the AGM meeting was sent to Cahoona. It was at this point that 
Fred Reynolds, our new club president, joined the website subteam 
replacing Alison Cairns.  Much still remained to be done on the website 
but by sharing of responsibilities the task became more manageable.  
 
Our next meeting with Cahoona was scheduled for April. This time 
myself, Martine, Fred and Claire Maw would attend. The purpose of this 
meeting was to provide training on how to modify the website ourselves 
and also to show us the members area of the website for the first time.  
There was a lot to digest and it was clear that the public side of the 
website would be more straightforward to manage than the members 
area. The members area at that point was more complex and lacked a lot 
of the structure which we would have to work out for ourselves.  Never 
the less we left the meeting in a positive mood keen to try out our new 
skills on the website. 
 
Fred and myself would spend many hours via telephone meetings sat at 
the computer in the following weeks working through all the text on the 
website making sure that it was correct and gave a good image of the 
club. Pictures were changed and documents such as the new club 
membership application form, which Fred had worked with the 
committee to refine, and a new hut availability spreadsheet were added.  
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Claire Maw kindly agreed to take responsibility for the blog area of the 
website sorting out text and pictures from various members and herself.  
Hilary sorted out most of the text for the privacy policy and 
acknowledgment pages.  A new feature of the website was the discreet 
google email accounts for the membership secretary, secretary, hut 
booking secretary and web administrator.  Although difficult to set up 
initially these were then linked to the appropriate hyperlinks on the 
website and this ensured that queries coming from the website would be 
directed at the right people e.g. the contact page to Dorothy and Hilary 
as membership secretary and secretary respectively and hut booking 
queries to Janet Vince as hut booking secretary. 
 
The decision was also taken that for our public gallery of photos it would 
be best to use commercially available software with Flickr coming out as 
the favoured option from those considered.  Using Flickr it quickly 
became apparent that we could have both a public gallery and a private 
one for members only. Everyone felt that this would be a good idea.  
Unlike the public gallery the private gallery would allow members to add 
photos themselves and with the added level of privacy from the public 
would hopefully encourage more photos to be viewed. 
 
After much refinement the public side of the website was finally ready 
and so we went live on 15th June 2011.  An email was sent out the 
following day making members aware of the website which retained its 
existing web address http://pinnacleclub.co.uk/.  This also appeared in 
the next club newsletter.  This proved to be good timing as it was just 2 
weeks before our open meet in Wales which was been advertised on 
The BMC website  along with our club web link. During those 2 weeks 
165 website visits came to the new website via that specific BMC advert.  
A premier post was also added to the UK Climbing website for 4 weeks 
to promote the new website and similarly attracted numerous visitors to 
the site.  The members area of the website was scheduled for release at a 
later date. 
 
With the public side of the website complete Fred and myself could look 
more closely at the members area.  We again undertook numerous 
telephone meetings sat at the computer with a tea/coffee so that we could 
test out the various functionality in the members area.  Only when we 
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fully understood the functionality were we able to design the layout 
properly.  Initial attempts at setting up the forum had failed miserably 
because the wrong pages had been used but through this learning process 
we eventually arrived at a layout that worked.  Roll out of the members 
area involved setting each member up with a username and password 
and logging their email address on to the system.  With 162 members in 
the club at the time this would prove to be quite a protracted but 
necessary process.  First to be set up on the system was the committee. 
This did enable some early testing of the members area which 
highlighted to us some features which were straightforward to use and 
those that weren’t e.g. adding an Avatar.  As a result a user guide was 
swiftly pulled together and sent to all members as their login details were 
emailed out.  
 
Over the following months members have become more familiar with 
the website and more and more people have contributed to the website’s 
both private and public areas via blogs, photos, forum posts etc.  Some 
feature such as forum email notifications have required further testing 
and members have quickly helped out e.g. Hazel Jones, Margaret Best, 
Fred Reynolds, Hilary Lawrenson, Jo Abbot, Cath Sullivan and Christina 
Gardiner formed a testing group. At the next AGM it is hoped we will 
have an open session to further help members get the most from the 
website. 
 
Despite taking two years to deliver it is hoped that the new website will 
help to promote the Pinnacle Club to potential new members and act as 
a vehicle to improve communication between members.  The project has 
been a real team effort and without sharing the load amongst members 
would simply not have happened.  There have been many fun moments 
along the way and any success the website has is down to the many 
enthusiastic contributions made by club members.  In the first 4.5 
months since its launch the website has seen 2,953 visits from 1,272 
unique visitors. 
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Once upon a time………… 
 
Barbara James 
 
……. Dramatic unclimbed lines on the North Wales crags tempted first 
ascents, the sea cliffs at Gogarth were waiting to be discovered and Plas y 
Brenin (PyB) course attenders rented waterproofs, vibram walking boots 
- tricouni boots were being phased out - and, in winter conditions, ice 
axes. Alex Baines, the store man, guarded his items as a mother does her 
child.  There was decidedly eccentric Hungarian who ran the horse 
riding courses and the road outside PyB was liberally sprayed with horse 
manure. Major Jim Milton was the Warden at PyB when, in 1957, in my 
last year in the sixth form I was introduced to the glorious mountains of 
Snowdonia. 
 
Across the road from PyB was the Chester Mountaineering Club (CMC) 
hut. I could not find their number in the phone book so I wrote a letter 
addressed to the CMC secretary, drew a map of Capel Curig in the 
envelope, with an X marks the spot, and eventually I met club members 
in a room above a pub in Chester.  Car owners were few and rarely could 
I get a lift.  So I travelled by the - weekend only - bus service from 
Chester, via Llangollen, to Capel Curig.  Two years at teacher training 
college interrupted my visits to North Wales but I escaped from the 
usual classroom based education thesis when, with perfect timing, in 
1958 I spent a week with the last Girls Outward Bound course to be held 
at PYB; their own centre was soon to be opened. 
 
By early 1960s my ex-Army and Navy store jacket was cast aside with the 
arrival of Helly Hanson waterproof jackets, but it was some years before 
waterproof over trousers, and crash hats for rock climbing, were 
considered essential.  When in 1964 I became a full time 
mountaineering instructor the hemp waistline was wound many times 
around my waist before the two ends were tied together.  For abseiling, a 
long, wide (for comfort) tape sling became my seat for abseiling. (I put 
the sling behind my back, collected from both left and right sides the two 
ends of the sling and linked them with a screw gate karabiner to the third 
end of the tape that I brought upwards from between my legs.  
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Before the arrival of Moacs, various sizes of nuts were threaded onto 
cord of appropriate thickness and strength.  When a Cessna was flown 
into the ridge not far from Carnedd Dafydd, sadly the pilot did not 
survive, the next day I took the two CAA investigators to the site; one 
man looked for pilot error and the other for mechanical problems.  In 
strong wind and low cloud base, the creaking wing led us to the site and 
among the items removed for investigation I was delighted to add many 
strong nuts to my collection. 
 
Without today’s high standard of protective clothing – or friends - it was 
inevitable that mountain rescues were frequent. Lowering stuck or 
injured rock climbers and evacuating walkers with hypothermia was not 
uncommon, and long stretcher carries were the norm; helicopter 
evacuation now is common place. It was a relief to reach the ambulance 
waiting at the roadside. CB radios were inadequate and it was a great 
help when Pye provided the Ogwen Cottage Team with a Pye base set 
plus two radios for search parties. However, on big searches many hours 
were wasted after the person was found because remaining groups could 
not be contacted. Our mini flares were of little use in a full strength gale, 
and horizontal rain, at night! Today, thanks to mobile phones, 75% of 
rescues in the Ogwen area are for the uninjured.  
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The 1960s was an exciting time to be a professional mountaineer. Dr 
Ieuan Jones, Senior Casualty Officer at (then) the C&A Hospital saved 
more lives, directly or indirectly, than any mountain rescuer in the 
country.  He saw the need for a high standard of first aid training and he 
ran, in Bangor, the first course that taught us how to diagnose, treat and 
move injured climbers. In 1969, I was on the first Mountaineering 
Instructor’s Course instructors, held at PyB, and after the first aid session 
instructors from other areas of the UK wanted the benefit of Ieuan’s 
course.  Soon it went national, and even international, not only to centres 
but also to scout groups, university mountaineering clubs and many 
other; his course remained active for about thirty years.  He has had no 
recognition.  
 
In 1967 I joined the Pinnacle Club and it was an honour to meet famous 
older members. In 1971 I joined the Ladies Alpine Club (Ken Wilson 
was yet to present his strong case for ladies becoming AC members!).  I 
led a LAC meet in the Sella Pass, Dolomites. Dorothea Gravina pitched 
her tiny tent in an isolated spot, Alwine Walford and her husband had a 
magnificent camper van while I, and others, preferred the comfort of the 
Refugio. All who came were extremely competitive, very strong 
characters in their sixties, but Nea Morin stood out.  With supreme 
confidence this slim, gifted athlete overcame her pronounced limp that 
was caused by a failed hip replacement.  Thanks to her supreme skill on 
rock, she enjoyed vertical routes on the Cinque Torri and the traverse of 
the Fungfingerpsitze; she preferred the classic method when abseiling 
back to the Demetz hut.  In September 1975, weeks after her 70th 
birthday, with me, Denise and Denise’s son Chuck she repeated her 
climb, Nea, in Llanberis Pass in great style and without a tight rope. It 
was a great honour to have met that generation of Pinnaclers. 

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved



 

54 

Desert Island Days – Janet Davies  
 
Interviewed by Margaret Clennett 
 
Background 
Janet started climbing around 1955, She joined the Pinnacle Club in 
1958 and was President 1969 – 71.  Originally from Surrey, she has lived 
in Plockton for many years.  Although she has given up climbing and 
hillwalking because of ankle problems, Jan is an active sailor and cyclist. 
 
How did you come to climbing? And meet the Pinnacle Club? 
As a teenager, I went with my Dad on a course in Skye run by Hamish 
McInnes.  Then at university at Birmingham I climbed in North Wales, 
and afterwards met other climbers when I was a temporary  instructor at 
Plas Y Brenin.  One New Year I went with my Dad to Pen y Pass and 
met some incredibly ancient Pinnies (in reality they were probably in 
their forties) and they insisted I went on a meet.  I was the only young 
person there.  We went to do a route on Lliwedd, a fashionable crag at 
the time, all in nailed boots.  At the crucial slab they put me in front and 
when I slipped they insisted I do it in socks instead of nails, which I did.  
But I’ve never been back to Lliwedd since. 
 
What has kept you in touch with the outdoors and the Club?   
Plockton is about as outdoors as you can get, and it’s a convenient bolt 
hole for frustrated Munroists and climbers when the weather is bad.  
Also, I’ve had a hand in organising some of the Club’s Scottish dinners. 
 
If you were marooned on a desert island and could take 3 days out 
or trips with you, what would they be? 
The first would be a day from when I was working at Plas y Brenin.  My 
then boyfriend and I hitched to Llanberis and went to Cloggy for the first 
time.  It must have been around 1959, and we had typical gear of that 
era, probably a couple of slings and maybe one or two nuts.  We did 
Sheaf (HVS 4C in modern guidebooks with 3 stars, described as 
“strenous and serious in its upper half – MC) – it was a rambling route, 
very intimidating from below, with quite a few pitches and the route 
finding was tricky.  We hitched a lift back afterwards with some older 
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climbers and when we told them what we had done they were very 
impressed, so we felt really pleased with ourselves. 
 
My second day out has got to be the live TV broadcast of T Rex on 
Anglesey, in 1970.  I was working in Joe Brown’s shop, and my 
boyfriend was involved in the first ascent, which took a couple of days, 
the previous year.  On day two I went along and took photos, and 
followed some of the pitches, and my name was included in the list of 
first ascensionists.  When the BBC rang Brown’s to arrange for the TV 
spectacular, which would go out live over the August Bank Holiday, I 
was invited to joint the T Rex climbers, for the massive fee of £200, so of 
course I accepted at once.  I was to climb with the Holliwell brothers, 
while Joe Brown and Ian McNaught Davies did Spider’s Web, and Pete 
Crew and Don Whillans did Wen.  The cameras would switch from one 
route to another, and we all had microphones.  I had to wear a white 
jumper and white trousers so I would show up well on camera – I didn’t 
have any trousers so Val Brown kindly lent me some – they were rather 
tight, but I dare say that suited the TV people very well.  We wore 
helmets too: these were quite an innovation at the time.  The day of the 
climb it was very windy and cloudy.  I knew the first pitch was far too 
hard for me, so I abseiled down to join the men on the second pitch, but 
this cheat probably wasn’t conveyed to the viewers.  At the end of the 
climb we were supposed to ab down into a rubber dinghy, but it was far 
too rough.  We were served with champagne in the Outside Broadcast 
caravan afterwards though. 
 
Some time later I went for an interview to be an outside broadcaster, but 
failed the test. 
 
My third choice is the Nahuel Huapi Traverse in Argentina, which I did 
with Helen Jones around 2002.  We did it because it sounded interesting 
in the guidebook.  It’s a 4 -5 day trek with a lot of ascent and descent and 
we carried camping gear with us as it would give us more flexibility than 
relying on huts.  Days 1 and 2 I can’t remember much about, but the 
third day really is ingrained in my mind.  It was misty, and the route 
finding was complicated.  There’s a rock buttress to scramble up, a 
traverse, and you then have to find the right col to cross when several 
look feasible.  The map was useless.  At one point we were on a narrow, 

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved



PINNACLE CLUB JOURNAL 2009 - 2011 

56 

loose arete, when suddenly there was a clearing and we saw a distant 
cairn in a completely different direction.  With some difficulty we 
retreated to it.  There was a broad ridge, with huge mountains on the left.  
We descended a steep, snowy valley for miles, and camped in a meadow 
at the bottom, with great relief, having been on the hill for many hours. 
 
Next day we ascended to the last hut and continued upwards along a 
loose, chossy ridge.  Way below we saw what looked like a hotel by a 
lake and promised ourselves a night there, if we survived.  At the end of 
the ridge there was just scree, with the occasional marker.  Then we 
arrived at a ledge with a sawn off bolt.  Of course we had no rope, but 
tied our bootlaces, scarves and rucksack string together and tied on.  We 
lowered the sacks and then ourselves for about 30 feet.  The next hazard 
was huge cliffs rearing up out of jungle, and losing the faint track was just 
not an option. All our water was gone, and Helen was badly dehydrated.  
Late in the afternoon we reached the lake and found the hotel, an 
expensive establishment populated by rich Argentinian families.  But we 
did stay, and for a couple of nights just gorged ourselves and recuperated. 
 
What is the route you regret never doing? 
Gimmer String, Langdale. It was 1967; I had seconded it a few weeks 
earlier and went back to lead it.  Anyway, my partner and I saw Angela 
Soper fall off Kipling Groove.  I don’t think she was badly hurt, but my 
partner freaked out, and we didn’t climb.  I’ve never done it since. 
 
What books would you take – you can have Shakespeare  or 
Langmuir, and one other.   
Not Langmuir!  Shakespeare, and Norman McCaig’s Collected poems.  
I originally borrowed this book from a friend and was really impressed.  
The poems are succinct with fine observations of the outdoors.  But I 
reserve the right to change my mind if I am asked the question again.  
 
And your luxury? 
A sleeping bag and silk liner. 
 
That’s a functional item, so not allowed. 
OK, Lots of notebooks and pencils. 
Thanks Jan – maybe you should be writing your climbing memoirs 
on this island.  
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The Answer to a Maiden’s Prayer 
 
Helen Jones 
 
“You should join the Pinnacle Club”. The suggestion came out of the 
blue, and I wasn’t sure whether it was kindly meant, or whether the 
speaker merely wanted to get rid of me. 
 
In the tiny pub where university and local climbers met, talk had been of 
the summer and the inevitable trip to the Alps. I was really looking 
forward to getting among the big mountains. The previous year I had 
been to Austria on an organised snow and rock course, and was really up 
for an independent trip. So it came as a very unpleasant surprise to find 
that the lads in the University Club refused to include me in their plans. 
Sure, they had a deliberate policy of burning off females who tried to join 
in any of their more serious activities, but I had long ago proved that I 
could keep up with them in the hills, (and in the drinking afterwards). 
Now, they sheepishly persisted that they would “feel responsible for me”. 
What a cop out.  They could be gauche, oafish, and deliberately 
uncouth, but they were my only climbing mates and I felt very let down. 
 
Enter Bob with his bright idea. He drove me to a nice residential area in 
Upper Bangor, and pushed me out at the entrance to a big house set 
back from the road. This was where Charles and Denise Evans lived. 
Charles was then Principal of Bangor University, and Denise was a keen 
climber, and member of the Pinnacle Club. I felt rather intimidated, but 
luckily came across Denise and her mother Nea outside in the garden 
before I could change my mind. They immediately understood my 
problem, and the rest of that long sunny afternoon passed in a golden 
haze of mountaineering talk. Yes of course I must join the Pinnacle 
Club, but in the meantime, how was I going to spend the summer? Maps 
of the Himalaya (pronounced with a long “a” in the middle and no “s” 
on the end) were pored over. Both women seemed to treat the area like 
their back yard. Afternoon tea was produced “do you like China tea?” I 
had never even heard of such a thing, but anything they suggested was 
OK by me. I seemed to have stepped though a door into another world. 
The afternoon wore on and it was time for action. Nea reminded Denise 
of her many contacts in France, and offered to write to a guide friend in 
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the Dauphine. Monsieur Lambert came up trumps, replying very swiftly. 
He thought I would be well served by joining a group at a Mountain 
Centre in the Dauphine, and so it was all fixed up. Denise promised to 
introduce me to Barbara Spark, another Pinnacler, who worked at Plas y 
Brenin outdoor centre. In turn Barbara introduced me to the staff at P y 
B and I spent many happy days up there working alongside the staff as a 
temp on a whole range of activities.  
 
In the event, my summer turned out very well. With a girl friend from 
Bangor I travelled out to the Karwendel Alps with some instructors from 
P y B, and while they played about on long rock routes, Kate and I 
roamed the mountain paths. The two of us then travelled west to France, 
by train and bus and hitching.  We arrived at the Mountain Centre in the 
Dauphine to meet the other participants, all French. After a day’s testing 
rock-climbing we were split into groups of similar ability. A very pretty 
girl in my group was clearly incommoded by my presence and lost no 
opportunity to show her disapproval. “How can you be a climber, there 
are no mountains in England?” My lack of colloquial French made it 
rather difficult for me to reply in kind, but no-one seemed to take much 
notice of her, which was probably her problem.  The weather was good, 
and we had some brilliant trips, walking up to huts and scrambling along 
long narrow rocky ridges. It felt pretty easy because I was already fit after 
the Karwendel. One day on a high rocky summit we met a grizzled 
mountain guide with his client. It was clear from our leader’s demeanour 
that he knew this guide by repute and treated him with a respect 
bordering on awe. “Is Mademoiselle Helen with you?”  he asked, “I was 
hoping to meet her”.  Mouths dropped open, and the wretched French 
girl never again tried to put me down. Nea had done me proud. A year 
or two later, I led Nea up a route on the Milestone on her 70th birthday, 
Denise being temporarily incapacitated by an advanced state of 
pregnancy. 
 
My introduction to the Pinnacle Club had to wait for the following year. 
Denise invited me to go the Annual Dinner at the Pen y Gwryd as her 
guest.  Since she wouldn’t be staying in the hut, she fixed me up with a 
lift to Cwm Dyli.  So it was that I found myself bumping down the track 
to the hut on the back of Sheila Crispin’s motorbike. I hadn’t met Sheila 
before, and she seemed to be trying to warn me of something.  “You may 
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find some of the members a bit ….erm…well, strange, but don’t mind 
them, they’re alright.”  We crossed the bridge in the pitch dark and 
sloshed through long grass up to the hut. Inside, the atmosphere was 
smoky and noisy, and I was much in awe of the august members present. 
Sheila recommended bagging a bunk straightaway. Upstairs in the inner 
sanctum, bunks in 3 tiers were made from rectangles of cloth slung from 
metal frames. It was all very quaint and cobwebby. Along one side of the 
dormitory was a sort of whitewashed stone altar with the only washing 
facilities, a china washbowl and jug. Toilet arrangements were similarly 
basic. A ramshackle shed housed the Elsan, and a verse nailed to the 
door exhorted one to enjoy the views on the open hillside, and only use 
the bucket if absolutely necessary -someone had to empty it! Back 
indoors, we hung out wet gear in the ante-chamber under the stairs, 
where, along with coats and rucsacs, coal and wood, were two bunks for 
the convenience of occasional male visitors who managed to stray into 
the hut. The living area was hot and steamy with the press of people and 
cooking, there was certainly little heat coming from a pathetic little open 
fire which belched smoke. On the hearthrug, one lady stood legs 
akimbo, smoking a pipe and chatting to everyone. She seemed very 
amiable.  Excellent food was provided by the Meet Leader, and I was 
well impressed till I got the bill. Ladies of the Pinnacle Club were not 
trying to exist on a student grant! 
 
On Saturday morning I was woken by a velvety voice in my ear “China 
or Indian my dear?” It was the lovely Alwine, brought up in India. She 
held out a tray of steaming mugs of tea. The hut was already buzzing. 
Some members were having polite strip washes at the altar, but Countess 
Dorothea  Gravina led a charge to the river and leapt in naked, a course 
of action which I felt no inclination to emulate on cold winter’s day.   
 
The cooking and eating of a full English breakfast took some time, and 
the morning was well advanced when we arrived at the Gwryd.  An 
impressive group of “older” members were just setting off for a walk led 
by 90 year old Bray clad in boots and a long skirt.  I don’t remember the 
next few hours, but the day’s activities were curtailed by the afternoon tea 
ritual. In the lounge at the Gwryd there was plenty of opportunity to 
meet some of the older members who were staying in the hotel. Most 
were elderly, and told tales of the Alps in days gone by.  I sat at their feet 
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enthralled.  Those grotty lads in the University Club couldn’t compete.  
Other members dropped in for tea.  An elegant creature was the centre 
of attention.  Her smooth shoulder length black hair was fashionably 
flicked up at the ends, but more to the point, she had notched up a very 
good route in the Alps the previous summer.  She immediately became 
my hero. These days, Janet Davies hoots with laughter when I remind 
her of this. 
 
After tea we had to scoot back down to the hut to change into our glad 
rags, then back up again in time for pre-dinner drinks. By this time I had 
a raging sore throat, so Denise prescribed rum and black, with which she 
dosed me at regular intervals.  There were two very special dinner guests 
that year, Tom Patey and Dennis Gray.  Dennis delivered his toast to the 
club in verse.  When the meal was cleared away, a contingent from the 
Rock and Ice emerged from the bar, Tom Patey brought out his 
accordion, and a regular knees up ensued.  It was an infinitely better 
scene than University Club dinners where everyone just got steadily 
drunk.  There was only one other prospective member there that night 
besides me, but Kate (now Webb) distinguished herself by delivering an 
amazingly accomplished response to the guests.  As we were the youngest 
women there, we were still dancing long after many of the older 
members had disappeared to bed. When eventually we came to leave, 
the guys offered Kate and me a lift down to the hut, which was readily 
accepted. Blissfully unaware of protocol we invited the men in for coffee. 
It was like letting foxes into a hen coop.  We thought we had ruined our 
chances of joining the Pinnacle Club for ever, and slunk off to bed with 
our tails between our legs.  
 
I met Kate in the hut several times that summer. She and I were 
impoverished students without transport, so could only look on from the 
side-lines while the “elite“ rock-climbers  filled up cars and rushed off to 
exotic crags at Tremadoc or Holyhead. Meets always seemed to follow 
the same pattern, with Kate and I left to field a handful of older 
members who were hanging around looking for leaders.  At first we 
waited politely while they had interminable arguments about the best 
place to go, but we soon learned that wherever we decided on they would 
happily agree - just as well since they had the transport.  It was a good 
apprenticeship, and they were memorable days. Cwm Silyn was a 
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particularly favourite venue, and after one very hot day’s climbing, we 
collapsed at the bottom of the valley and indulged in a bilberry orgy.  All 
of us acquired black tongues, but Alwine buried her face into handfuls of 
bilberries with dire consequences for the tip of her nose.  As we lay 
sprawled on the grass, Alwine offered advice to the clearly pregnant 
Denise Wilson.  “You really have to have a nanny….”.  Having done our 
stint of leading members up routes, Kate and I had no difficulties when 
our applications for membership went before the committee. 
 
Before Sheila and I left the hut on the Sunday, one tasty little job 
remained. Sheila, being young and willing, and of a practical bent, was 
queen of the Elsan. Disposal involved digging a hole in the ruin, 
(fervently hoping to find an unused spot!).  The next step was more 
tricky, as the bucket was by now perilously full and heavy, but we 
managed to carry it over to the ruin and empty it.  Thus I completed my 
initiation into the Pinnacle Club. 
 
This club is not for everybody,  “ Isn’t it full of bearded, pipe smoking 
women?”  a young friend asked.  Many see it as an anachronism and not 
“PC” in these days of so called equality.  Some of us are indeed 
eccentric, and many of us have climbed more with men than women 
over the years, but the Pinnacle Club enables women to believe in 
themselves.  Such a cohesive assemblage of empowered, motivated 
women is bound to influence the lives of those who a part of it.  So, 
nearly 50 years on, I would like to say a huge thank you to the Pinnacle 
Club, and all those who continue to make it work, and may it long 
continue to make its presence felt in the climbing world.  It has proved to 
be the answer to more than one maiden’s prayer. 
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Recollections of Lundy 2011 
 
Hazel Jones 
 

On the last evening of the Lundy meet in August this year, all 
participants ate together at the Marisco Tavern. In preparation for the 
evening, a working group led by Jo Barnes and Julie Carter took 
advantage of the non-climbing weather to produce not only a meet song, 
the Puffin Log, but also a list of prize-winners. With these they provided 
post-prandial entertainment for us ... and the whole pub.  Both are 
reproduced below.  
 
NB: It is the role of the literary editor to neither translate nor replace but 
rather to illuminate the original literary work so that the reader may 
appreciate it in its full glory. The result is a tradition of literary 
publication, from Beowulf to Health & Safety Regulations, whereby 
footnotes take up almost as much space as the original work. This 
tradition is followed here. 
 
The Puffin Log  
(to the traditional melody of Early One Morning) 
 
Early one morning, just as the sun was rising 
Margaret packed her lip balm, we were ready to go 
Oh, where’s Diana? And Hazel Lewis? 
They’ll miss the boat if they don’t come soon.1 
 
Early next morning, just as the day was dawning 
The Pinnacle Club Ladies dangled from the rail.2 
Oh, do not leave me stuck on this prussic3 
Let’s all go climbing and not fall off. 
 

 
1  They didn’t in case you were wondering. 
2  This is the rail of the mezzanine sleeping area in the Barn. The weather 
wasn’t enticing, so several top-ropes were attached to the rail and everyone 
practised prussicking up and over the rail. A couple of hours well spent. 
3  Not everyone found this a smooth exercise. 
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Early next morning, the wind was blowing strongly 
Gaily we wandered to the Knights Templar rocks.4 
Oh they deceived us, the guidebook misleads us5 
Flake crack was devious and the bougies6 did bite. 
 
Later that evening, just as the sun was setting  
The Marisco Tavern7 did beckon from below. 
Oh where’s our dinner? Syrup pud’s a winner 
Snoring grew louder from the mezzanine above.8 
 
Early next morning with clear blue skies adorning 
Bravely we abseiled to the crashing waves below9 
Oh Flying Buttress you did delight us 
Diamonds on granite10 and a new Spotty Dog.11 
 
Later that afternoon just as the shop was closing  
We were wrongly taken for a group of Lundy dykes.12 

 
4  Knights Templar rocks are on the sheltered east side of the island. 
5  In the most recent Lundy guidebook a photo of the Halfway Buttresses are 
Wrongly Labelled as the Knights Templar Rocks. As a result Jo and Margaret 
persevered beyond reason on a climb/bushwack through serious vegetation in 
the mistaken belief it was Flake Route, before sanity prevailed and relocated to 
where Val, Helen and I were waving at them from the real Flake Route. 
6  bougie n. midges. Brit. Regional (ORIGIN UNKNOWN) poss. C19 Lewis Carroll 
‘Twas brillig and the slithy toves’. 
7 The pub was located a taxing 100m from the Barn. 
8  See ‘Loudest Snoring’ reference in the prize list. 
9  The roiling sea made abseiling a bold proposition. 
10  Reference to Double Diamond and Diamond Solitaire on Flying Buttress. 
11  Mandy put up a new route on Battery Rib which she called Spotty Dog.  
12  Dorothy recognised someone in a group of men on the ferry over to Lundy. 
The following day she met them in the village shop and went to introduce 
herself. D: Are you from Kendal? ANO: (removing his shades and dazzling her 
with his white, wide smile) No, I live in London. D: Sorry. I thought I’d seen you 
at Kendal Wall. ANO: Wall? (looking quizzically at his friends) Mate: Climbing 
wall - she thinks you’re a climber! ANO: (glancing down at his trainers) Oh, no 
daarhling. I bought these specially for here, otherwise I’d be in my Pradas. 
Friends laugh amiably. D confused. ANO: You may have seen me on 
television... I’m associated with ‘Strictly’. D: Aah.. (light, and embarrassment, 
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Oh don’t mistake us, we’re here for climbing 
We’re all in the Barn and friends of Dorothy.13 
 
Early next morning, the Devil’s work was daring 
Nowhere to hide as we tiptoed up the Slide 
All the protection escaped our detection 
We clung on the harder as the gale, it did blow.14 
 
Early next morning a bunch of us went snorkelling 
To see all the wonders in the sea below. 
Seals were a-swimming while we were finning 
How come the ocean is so blooming cold! 
 
And in the morning will be the last day dawning 
Of our great trip to Lundy, what a trip it’s been! 
Oh don’t deceive us, oh never leave us 
Please Hazel can we all come back here next year. 

 
dawning). ANO: (offering his hand) Where are you staying? D: We’re in the big 
barn. I’m with a women’s climbing club. ANO: Oh, are you part of the Lundy 
Lesbian walking group? D: (sensing homophobia, stretches to her full-5’2 
fighting height) I BEG your pardon! Hang on a minute! Everyone: (variously 
protesting dramatically) Oh no! Don’t get us wrong! Not like that! Didn’t mean 
that! Us!? (more friendly laughter) ANO: (the consummate celeb, takes D’s 
hand in his) And what’s your name? D: .. [you can see it coming]  My name’s 
Dorothy.... 
13  friend of Dorothy n. informal a gay man. ORIGIN C20: Judy Garland  gay 
icon  Wizard of Oz  Dorothy... [oh do keep up!] 
14  Of course the following day there was not a hint of a breeze.  
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Lundy Prize Categories and Winners 
 
Most unreliable for bringing ferry tickets15 Hazel Lewis 
Most unfathomable lead rack Alison Cairns 
Loudest snoring Alex Nicholson 
Best meet cake transported from home Diana Proudfoot 
Most trips out in one day Jo Barnes 
Most well anticipated communal meal16 Val Hennelly 
Most pairs of trousers with matching shoes Hilary Lawrenson 
Most prolific (closet) artist Cristina Gardiner 
The ice maiden with swollen knee Ann Freund 
Most well spotted route setter17 Mandy Glanvill 
Most successful sudoko Queen Sue Logan 
Most consistently early ray of sunshine18 Dorothy Russell 

 
15  It was not her fault. She was sitting in a traffic jam. 
16  Val produced not one but two magnificent moussakas, one meat one 
veggie, which had clearly required forward planning. 
17  See footnote 11 re Mandy’s new route. 
18  Dorothy gets up at 5am every morning. 
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Most successful Jigsawer19 Hazel Hyphen Jones20 
Most hard-bitten runner Julie Carter 
Longest Lie-in21 Valerie Partington 
Most lucky for gear retrieved22 Helen Brewitt 
Most colour coordinated climber23 Margaret Best 
Most Immaculate timing for a boat24 Ann Blandford 

 

 
Old Lighthouse by Cristina Gardiner

 
19  Val had brought a 1,000 piece jigsaw which made desultory progress until 
solid drizzle allowed 3 hours of focused jigsawing. 
20  As apparent from the cast list, there were two Hazels on the meet. To avoid 
confusion, and in preparation for the President’s 1920s costumed meet, it was 
proposed to call members by their surnames. However 1920s members would 
never have had such common surnames as Jones, more like Heskett-Jones or 
Fotherington-Jones etc. something with a hyphen. Just adding a hyphen 
seemed the most elegant solution. 
21  As one of the campers, Valerie lay undisturbed by snorers, early risers, etc. 
and one particularly miserable day emerged just in time for lunch. Respect. 
22  After climbing the Devil’s Slide, Helen found she was missing a (brand new) 
Friend. The following day Mandy found it lying on a narrow ledge on the route. I 
still deny dropping it. 
23  Does Margaret possess clothing or gear in any other colour but yellow? 
24  Awarded by the editor after the event  – Ann had left the meet mid-week 
fitting in Immaculate Wall before the lunch time ferry 
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Desert Island Days - Betty Whitehead 
 
Interviewed by Margaret Best  
 
My castaway is Betty Whitehead who joined the Pinnacle club in 1975.  
By the time she joined the club she had already had many adventures in 
the great outdoors.  Initially her focus was the Lake District and Wales 
but it was not long before she developed much wider horizons.  She was 
a chemistry teacher for over 30 years and during that time was a trainer 
and helper for The Duke of Edinburgh’s Award Scheme.  Betty also 
spent many a summer at archaeological digs in Cumbria.   She served on 
the Pinnacle Club committee as a member and as Honorary Dinner 
Secretary in the 1980s.  Betty now lives with her husband Anthony in a 
leafy suburb just south of Manchester. 
 
One of Betty’s early adventures was a Coast to Coast walk.  She and her 
companion booked their digs for every night in advance.  This meant 
that, like it or not, the distance had to be covered.  It is still crystal clear 
in Betty’s memory the leg that took them to Shap, a long and gruelling 
section.  Her first experiences of climbing were with friends who lived in 
Chester.  There were many trips, mainly to Wales, and Betty was third 
climber on their rope.  Betty’s friend, Dorothy Wright joined the 
Pinnacle Club in 1973 and thus Betty joined two years later.   
 
In 1982 Betty, her husband Anthony and her Dorothy Wright went on 
an adventure to the Pindus Mountains in Northern Greece.    Anthony 
was their secret weapon; he spoke Greek which made communication 
with the locals possible.  They had purchased “The Mountains of 
Greece” by George Sfikas and had got some maps from Lord Hunt, co 
founder of the Duke of Edinburgh’s Award and leader of the 1953 
Everest Expedition.  Lord Hunt’s R.G.S. article on Pindus was another 
useful resource.  Although they had maps they were not actually that 
helpful because names of mountains on the maps were not the same as 
the names that were used by the locals.  They spent a fortnight there and 
did not see a single other walker or climber although they did meet many 
shepherds and goatherds.  On one occasion having been to the top of 
the mountain they met a woman on the way down.  She was milking 
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some sheep and goats so they decided to stop and watch.  Betty was quite 
taken aback that when the woman had finished the milking she took off 
her head scarf, strained the milk through it and then put it back on again.  
The woman then sped off down the mountain, wearing little more than 
flip flops.  Betty’s group followed her down at a more sedate pace despite 
the fact they were wearing much more appropriate foot wear. 
 
Another of Betty’s great adventures was in Corsica.  There is a great walk 
through Corsica that wends its way over most of the mountain peaks.  
They were with a group of mostly like-minded folk lead by a guide.  One 
of the side trips was an ascent of Paglia Orba, the fourth highest 
mountain in Corsica, with an altitude of 2525 m.  As with all mountains 
in Corsica Paglia Orba is made of granite rock.  The main attraction of 
the ascent was its proximity to Capu Tafonatu (2343m) just on the other 
side of the Col de Maures with its huge (30m x 12m) hole. On another 
day, one of their group got half way across a chasm and could not go on 
and had to be taken back.  Betty felt really sorry for the lady’s 
companion who missed out on a great day.   Unfortunately, while high in 
the mountains, their guide broke his arm and so they had to get him to a 
hospital along the way where he was x rayed and put in a plaster cast.  
Another day they saw a couple carrying a cat on their rucksack but never 
found out why.  The forests of Corsica were full of pigs.  Everyone 
thought they were wild but they were domestic pigs put in the forest to 
graze.  The group camped along the route eating dehydrated food and 
such like that was not very appetising.  When they came to the end of 
their journey Betty remembers that everyone dived into the shop 
absolutely desperate for some fresh food and wolfed everything in sight.  
Having satisfied their hunger they all descended to the beach and slept. 
 
Another Greek adventure was the ascent of Mount Parnassus with an 
altitude of 2457 m.  Mount Parnassus is steeped in Greek mythology and 
this is possibly one of the reasons for the ascent.  Having decided on the 
ascent they went to the local shop in search of a guide.  The lady at the 
shop organised the guide for them.  The guide told them to buy some 
food and they set off in the evening.  The guide had a key to the refuge 
where they were able to spend the night. He told them of the wonderful 
view they would have and described it in every detail.  They would have 
all of Greece below them.  They rose early in the morning and set off for 
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the summit.  Somewhat predictably when they got to the top they could 
see nothing but mist and goats.  On the way down they stopped at a 
shack where a man was making goat’s cheese.  They were given a taste 
and it tasted very goaty.  The lady in the shop who organised the guide 
became a great friend and they still exchange Christmas cards. 
 
On a trip to Sicily they climbed Mount Etna, the highest volcano in 
Europe and one of the most active volcanoes in the world.  Mount Etna 
is 3344m high but the good thing when Betty climbed it was that you 
could get a cable car that took you up to about 2500m.  The path to the 
crater was very rough.  Betty was able to go down in to the crater which 
was steaming.  There were vents with steam billowing out; an amazing 
experience. 
 
Now we come to the traditional castaway questions.   
Firstly I asked Betty if there were any mountains she wished she had 
climbed but had not.  This was a bit tricky but after much thought An 
Teallach, in Wester Ross, sprung to mind.  Betty had set off with her 
party from Dundonell. They got up as far as the bealach and then 
realised that there was not sufficient time for the full traverse so, 
reluctantly, they retraced their steps.  Next, I asked which book Betty 
would like to take. Eric Langmuir’s Mountain Leadership or the works 
of Shakespeare, in a flash she said Eric Langmuir’s Mountain Leadership 
of course.  I got the definite impression that she could not imagine why 
on earth one would want to take Shakespeare. I asked which other book 
she would like to take, she explained that as her eyesight is fading taking 
a book would be of little consequence.  Finally, I asked which luxury she 
would like to take.  Again a little thought was required and then again a 
flash of inspiration, her spyglass, so she could see.  At this point I 
decided to take a Desert Island Castaway executive decision and said that 
I thought that as the spyglass in her case was an absolute necessity, could 
she think of something more frivolous?  The response was “Could it be 
consumable?”  I said “Yes”.  Quick as a flash Betty replied 
“CHOCOLATE”.  I said that I was really glad that she said that and 
delved in to my bag and produced a modest box of chocolates which I 
gave to Betty.  Thank you, Betty, for spending the afternoon telling me 
all about your adventures 
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Cwm Dyli – A Winter’s Dawn 
 
Lesley Shipway 
 
In the silvered stillness of a moonlit land 

Under a sky of immeasurable depth 

Earth and time stand still in space 

Between tow earthly indrawn breaths 

Perfection of white covers a peerless world. 

Sparkling ‘neath a starlit sky 

Till the night passes on, and the dawn follows on, 

As an endless gentle sigh. 

With a barely perceptible shift in shade 

Like the ripening of summer corn: 

A steady glow grows in the sky 

And ushers in the dawn. 

The world takes a breath with the rising sun 

And the gold turns to the palest of blue 

The night is done, time moves on 

And life is born anew 

Cwm Dyli by Cristina Gardiner 
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Feeding the Ice Rat (in Thrall to the 
Vagaries of British Winter Climbing) 
 
Penny Clay 
 
February 2011. The summit plateau of Seana Bhraigh was in sight and 
my rat25 was well and truly fed – sadly there were still some 15 metres of 
steep, protectionless snow, laden with two layers of slab looming above 
me. I was a good 20 metres of rope out with no gear. Ye gods. The one 
and only time I’ve been avalanched was in such a situation as this on the 
final easy slopes of The Wand and I had no desire to revisit that 
particular experience. Such a predicament takes time to think through to 
keep fear in check (but not so much time that the route will avalanche 
just for the hell of it) so with a finely tuned mixture of thuggery, finesse  

 
Query Cleft - Seana Bhraigh 

 
25 Feeding the Rat. A Alvarez. (1988) 
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and holding my breath I finally reached the top of the route. We had 
climbed Query Cleft, my first visit to this area and with a new direct start 
(courtesy of my climbing partner) to add to the experience. Fox prints on 
the summit and a wild and lonely vista, a stunningly beautiful and remote 
corrie in the full grip of winter. The north-west highlands of Scotland. 
The best place in the world.  
 
But why does anyone even bother to go winter climbing in the UK these 
days? Okay, so the last three winters have seen some nice conditions but 
in reality if you want to take up winter climbing this just aint the place to 
do it. To have a successful season in dear old Blighty requires too many 
different factors which for the average mortal are all too rarely combined. 
One, you need snow and ice. We may have had a recent feast but there 
have been more than enough years of famine, or more accurately, rain. 
Then you need to live in Scotland or at least the north of England unless 
you have a very fast car and a generous petrol allowance. Finally, you 
need to not have to go to work; high pressure and good conditions are 
no respecter of the five day working week.  
 
These factors explain why a good friend of mine has waited sixteen years 
for the Screes in Wasdale to come into condition. Frequently climbed in 
the 1980’s Great Gully in Wasdale is a ‘Cold Climbs’ classic.  Pictures 
show fat ice falls festooned with climbers in Ventile and Dachsteins.  
However, as Ed Cleasby presciently remarks in his account of his ascent 
of Great Gully in the early 1980’s “Ice-climbs are temporary things, 
subject to change”26.  In our post modern, globally warmed reality the 
lower pitches rarely come into condition and when they do they are lean 
and mean, giving hard mixed climbing way above the original grading.  
However, it is not these lower pitches that are the prize, they are merely 
the fierce guardians of the jewel in the crown, which is the Right Hand 
Finish.  This is why, on a chilly Tuesday in early December 2010 I found 
myself heading to work with a car full of climbing kit ready to drive 
round to Wasdale as soon as I could possibly jettison my services in the 
classroom ready for a mid-week ascent of the Screes.  
 

 
26 Great Gully, Wasdale. E Cleasby in Cold Climbs. Wilson, Alcock and Barry. 
(1983) 
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The drive to Wasdale was full of excitement; west Cumbria had been 
held in the grip of sub-zero temperatures for over a week and it showed 
in both the state of the roads and the state of the drivers on the roads.  
Laboriously I crawled past Sellafield and headed into the valley, skidding 
and slithering even with the help of four-wheel drive before finally 
ploughing through the snow to Brackenclose.  Given the luxuries of the 
hut and the roadside nature of the route we didn’t need any ungodly 
early start and so with pleasure scoffed a good breakfast and drove down 
the lake.  It was so cold that Wastwater was giving off a shimmer of heat 
haze, the legendarily deep and cold waters for once being significantly 
warmer than the air temperature above them.  Leaving the car I realised 
I had left my head-torch in the hut but, as with all great mistakes, 
dismissed it as not a problem.  We had the whole day, we were only in 
the Lakes, the route began a mere stroll from the car.  We would easily 
be down before dark.  Of course, you know what it is going to happen 
next (I really should have read my well-thumbed copy of ‘Cold Climbs’ a 
little more carefully) and if I may say so, I do think I discovered a hidden 
talent for ice-climbing in the dark before the day was over.  
 
The lower pitches were hard and they went on and on and on.  Were we 
at the Waterfall pitch yet?  Surely we were only a rope length from the 
Amphitheatre?  As the day progressed we came to the conclusion that 
this had to be THE longest winter route in the Lakes.  Half way up I had 
to admit that the head-torch would have been an asset but it was too late 
to turn back.  A thaw was forecast for the next day and I was supposed to 
be back at work.  The game was set and if we wanted to climb Great 
Gully we had to carry on; this could be our only chance.  Our ice rats 
were hungry and scratching to be set free.  The route may not form again 
for another ten years in fact, it might not form again, ever.  So, mentally 
committing myself to climbing in the dark we charged up the 
Amphitheatre (it’s bigger than it looks) to establish ourselves at the foot 
of the prize – the Right Hand Finish - just as dusk was falling.  
 
"After 500 ft it dawned on us we had underestimated the size of this giant. In 
failing light we contemplated retreat but calculated that one more pitch would 
see us to the central amphitheatre. After three, we looked upon a great ice-
spectacular... at the head of a short narrow gully rose a great obelisk of superb 
white ice... between 200 and 300ft high..." Cleasby (1983). 
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Through the gloaming the main pitch looked reassuringly fat and in 
superb condition, definitely the best part of the route.  Only 90 metres 
according to the guidebook.  This was my climbing partner’s long 
awaited dream so I set up my belay and watched the sun set out west.  As 
darkness gently fell so did the temperature and the real business of the 
route began. 

 

 

Great Gully RH exit - Wasdale Screes 

I would like to be able to give a detailed description of this superb, much 
anticipated section of the route.  Unfortunately it was too dark to see 
anything.  I did get a bit of a sense of the first pitch, the steepest, rising 
dramatically above the dark, icy-walled open space of the Amphitheatre 
but with no moon and no torch most of my energy was devoted to 
climbing by Braille.  Desperate not to drop anything, dismantling the 
belays was a time consuming affair and so the evening passed as the 
temperature plummeted to a record-breaking minus god-knows-what.  
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Ooh, the coldest December since records began or something along 
those lines.  It was cold.  At this point in the story I could claim that on 
this most famous pitch in the whole of the Lake District I entered into a 
Zen-like state of hyper-consciousness.  Deprived of sight I felt an affinity 
for the ice and a tactile awareness of the delicacies of crampon points 
tiptoeing ever upward into the dark star-washed night.  But actually, it just 
took a really long time.  Climbing in the dark is slow as you, dear reader, 
will know if you have ever had the misfortune to be benighted.  Climbing 
in the dark with no headtorch is even slower.  Eventually, we arrived at 
the top at nearly ten pm.  Hmmm, I thought, time to ring home, 
particularly as I had said I would be back in time for tea... oops!  The 
phone batteries clung on long enough to find that my tea was in one of 
the dogs, then my phone, like the rest of Cumbria, succumbed to the 
cold.  
 
So, back at work the next morning, with a gentle thaw setting in, it was 
with a slight air of unreality I returned to the education of the masses.  
That day though, for me, epitomises British winter climbing. Snow and 
ice in the UK don’t wait for your convenience; adventures have to be 
snatched or else waited for.  If you want to play you’ve got to be prepared 
to catch it while you can.  I heard this winter of one particularly famous 
Scottish mountaineer finally putting up a new route he had waited for 
over twenty years to form.  In this game, patience is most certainly a 
virtue but so is working part-time and there is only so long a hungry ice-
rat can wait before its next meal! 
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DESERT ISLAND DAYS – BIDDY BURGUM 
 
Interviewed by Joanne Barnes 
 
So, Biddy, what got you into mountaineering in the first place? 
Biddy: Well it’s quite a long story, because I was trained as a PE teacher, 
teaching in secondary schools, having been very, very keen on sport and 
wanting to go on playing sport.  I hadn’t had any experience of 
mountains at all at that stage.  And then I met Jean Dilnot (who was a 
member of the club until she died three years ago) in Nottingham where 
we were both teaching and we joined the same hockey club.  And she 
lived up in the north of England, and so she invited me to her home 
once or twice and said, “Well, come on let’s go and have some walks in 
the hills”.  I was very strong and very fit, and I just enjoyed it, and I just 
loved the countryside, particularly up in Scotland.  And we didn’t discuss 
climbing at that stage, but we did do a lot of scrambling and walking, and 
we walked in quite a lot of the big mountains.  And to me, I mean, it 
didn’t seem all that difficult, I suppose because I was fit and young and 
confident that I’d just follow Jean. 
 
How did you find out about the Pinnacle Club? 
Biddy: It was through meeting up with Bunny Bull and her friend 
Heather Monie who were actually on the same staff at Bishop Otter 
College Chichester which was where Jean went to lecture. We used to 
see them at the weekends and go out for walks, and then we also went up 
to Scotland, and they had a tent and so we joined up several times with 
them. They both had done some climbing with the Pinnacle, they told us 
how friendly it was.  We were interested ourselves in perhaps learning 
how to climb as part of mountain walking and scrambling.  You know, 
you get to certain areas where you need a rope, and you can’t do it 
without a line. 
 
I believe you went on some sort of course at Llanberis? 
Yes we did.  Well this happened: Bunny said would we like to go to one 
of the Pinnacle Club meets.  So in 1964, I think it was, we went to the 
Langdale, to the Old Dungeon Ghyll.  And Dorothea Gravina, who was 
a fantastic person, was president and she was wonderful.  And Bunny 
and Heather introduced us to the members there and everybody was so 
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friendly and nice.  They took us up with them and we did some climbing 
with them, seconded.  We realised that it was lovely and we wanted to do 
more, and so we said, well, what about joining the club and they said, 
well, you do need to have experience of climbing before you can join.  
So we found a mountain climbing course, I think it was at Plas y Brenin.  
We had a very good instructor, a whole week climbing every day with 
lots of different routes at different standards.  The Pinnacle people, very 
nice friendly folks, said, well, “Do come up as a visitor to the Pinnacle to 
some of the meets in Wales”.  So we went on a number of their meets 
and enjoyed it very much indeed.  And it was lovely to be able to climb.  
Along with our experience with the walking and scrambling, the ability 
also to do the climbing, sort of made it a whole unit.  I remember Shirley 
Angell who was particularly helpful and took us up with her and her 
husband.  And just everybody was so encouraging.  And so we came to 
club for several meets, and then I think I applied in 1967. 
 
And what are the things that have kept you in touch with the 
outdoors and the climbing over the years? 
Well I think with the outdoors, I mean, I was playing county tennis and 
county cricket in the summer, and then I had the opportunity in the 
winter to play a lot of hockey and I got the opportunity to play for 
England for a number of years, twelve years between 1950 and 1962.  
And then holidays of course was coming up to the mountainous areas to 
do some climbing too. 
 
And more recently? 
More recently, well I’m now eighty-four so old age is catching up and I’ve 
had various replacements and bits of me, including a pacemaker last 
year, this year.  So well I will miss it now.  And in fact today I’ve just 
done a walk of about three miles I suppose, on the Downs which was 
lovely, but I’m not able to climb now because I’ve got a bad shoulder 
which prevents me stretching up.  And I’ve got a very gammy ankle that 
is not very good at taking weight.  So I feel it’s not sensible to do any. 
 
But you come to the AGMs. 
I come.  Well, when Jean was alive, I used to try and get to the AGMs 
and the Dinner meets and some of the other meets.  I still enjoy walking, 
but the club people have been so encouraging and said oh do still keep 
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coming even though you’re not climbing you’re still welcome at the club.  
And that’s been so wonderful, that I haven’t had to resign because I’m 
not able to do what some of the others do, most of them do. 
 

 
 
Have you had a think earlier on your climbing and mountaineering 
career, of marooned on a desert island, what few days out or 
climbs or particular events you think of as special? 
Well I think it is climbing the, or walking the Five Sisters of Kintail in 
Glen Shiel, and I was with Jean at the time, and I remember we had her 
little van and we camped just beside the Glen at the top of the Glen, just 
beside the river, which was a wonderful spot.  And then one day we 
crossed the road and started to go up the track at the far end of the 
mountains and we did the Five Sisters which, of which four I think are 
three thousand footers (and they are really up and down) so it was quite a 
long walk, quite strenuous.  And the only people we met were, I think, 
was the farmer who farmed in that area.  And he’d got his sheepdog and 
he was rounding up his sheep.  Otherwise we didn’t meet anybody on 
the whole of that day when we were doing this lovely ridge walk; had 
wonderful views.  When we were coming down at the far end towards 
Glen Shiel lodge the rain started and it got worse and worse.  We tried to 
hitch a lift back because we’d got seven miles to go to the tent.  But 
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nobody would stop because it was so wet, and they couldn’t see who we 
were.  Eventually a chap stopped who’d got a pick-up truck and he said 
yes he’d take us up to the top.  “Hop in the back”, which we did; on top 
of the dead sheep which he’d shot on Skye and was taking home.  So we 
shared with the sheep back to the top of the Glen where he left us to 
walk down to where the car was. The river by then was swollen and the 
water was all around the tent and I remember we left a bottle of milk 
outside the tent and that was gone.  Somebody else had got hold of that!  
But it was amazing, I mean, we were really surprised how quickly the 
water had come up, and fortunately the tent was still there, the car was 
still there.  But that was a wonderful day, and it was an interesting ending. 
 
There was another one when we went to Ireland.  Again this was round 
the sixties, seventies now, and we went to a youth hostel in the south west 
of Ireland.  And we were going to one hostel, I can’t remember its name, 
to another one and there’s a big mountain which I think is, I’m not sure 
whether it’s three thousand feet or…, anyway it’s a big one, called 
Carrantuohill.  And then Jean, you know, we were both sort of confident 
that we could just do things in those days, that Jean said, well, “Look, 
alright it’s a gorgeous day, we’ve got the whole day, let’s just go up 
Carrantuohill”.  So we packed up our rucksacks and set off.  And we got 
almost to the top of this mountain and we were able to see a cross on 
top, and then the mist came down terribly suddenly, and you couldn’t 
see a thing.  So you’ll know the best thing is to go on up to the top, get 
your bearings then come down again.  Well, the mist was right down, 
and it was damp and horrible and cold.  It wasn’t very good, and we 
thought we’d better start going down, but we hadn’t (and this was the 
thing that we should have done that everybody would do) taken a 
compass bearing on the way up.  Well it was such a lovely day, you 
know, we didn’t think about it, and so we started to come down and we 
met a hanging valley which was obviously very dangerous.  So we 
scrambled our way back to the top by this cross; had another think; tried 
again slightly to the side of the route; got to another area where it was 
impossible to go any further; came back up to the top.  “We’re going to 
have to spend the night here!”  Anyway, I think I said to Jean, “Let’s have 
one last try down”, so we headed off and eventually found a way down, 
still in the mist.   
 

© Pinnacle Club and Author All Rights Reserved



PINNACLE CLUB JOURNAL 2009 - 2011 

80 

At the bottom we were on the wrong side of the mountain and it was a 
seven mile walk back to the car.  We’d eaten all our rations except for 
some wine gums.  Finally we got back to the car in the dark, and headed 
off to the youth hostel we’d booked in; when we got there it was all a 
blaze of lights (it was nearly midnight by then).  We knocked on the door 
and one of the chaps came to the door.  We explained we’d come to stay 
the night but were late.  He said, “Come in, come in.  I’ve got some of 
my friends here”.  There was a whole host of men all swigging their 
whiskies, all very high, and they were all having a great time, and they 
said, “Come and sit down” and they gave us an enormous tot of whisky 
each.  Well, I don’t drink and Jean doesn’t really, but we obviously had 
to be polite and have our whisky.  And then, after we’d had our whisky 
and been sociable, we went off to bed and slept twelve hours I think and 
woke up.  We felt absolutely fine.  So after that we thought a whisky was 
quite a good thing as a night cap!  Which I do now, and I’m over eighty 
and I take my whisky at night with my hot milk.  That’s my tot. 
 
You mentioned about climbing down at the Count House at 
Bosigran. 
Oh yes.  Well, we went to the Count House with the Pinnacle on one of 
their meets and I think Nea Morin was leading it, and oh it was a lovely 
place to go to!  We decided we’d do Commando Ridge.  And I treated it 
really as a sort of gymnastic piece, and a sort of sideways travelling on the 
top looking down at the sea.  I remember that.  But Nea Morin 
unfortunately had an accident when we were there, and we didn’t wear 
crash helmets in those days, and somebody dislodged a rock above her 
and it hit her on the head, and she had a nasty cut and had to go to 
hospital. 
 
But what sort of gear were you climbing on then?  You say no 
helmets. 
No, we didn’t have helmets, we had…, we tied on with karabiners and a 
waist band, and we didn’t have harnesses. It was a hemp rope around the 
waist.  You know you accepted all of this because you didn’t know 
anything else.  And we had very little protection.  Well, I suppose we, at 
that age, were, I mean I was about forties or fifties, you know you’ve got 
the confidence so you’re not so much afraid.  The climbing was… it was 
just lovely.  It was part of the day as well.  I like to do a day with some 
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climbing rather than just going to a climb, and climb and come back.  It’s 
because of the way I’ve been brought up I suppose.  But it always 
seemed part of the whole day experience. 
 
Thinking back, is there something you’d wished you’d got round 
to doing or is there anything you regret not doing? 
Oh, lots and lots.  I wish I’d started climbing earlier.  But I was so 
involved in my own sport I think, you know I was doing some skiing as 
well in the winter, and that couldn’t leave me time to do everything.  I’d 
like to have done some climbing abroad, in Europe, and the Cuillin 
Ridge.  I’ve done some of it, but not a lot of it. 
 
And thinking about your desert island days, what book would you 
take to the island, if you were marooned on a deserted island? 
Hockey was my hobby, but I did get the opportunity to travel abroad and 
I went to South Africa twice.  In fact to go there we had to pay our own 
way and the fare was £280 and my year’s salary was £282.  I was so taken 
with South Africa at that time.  Apartheid was pretty tough at that time 
and I think now having been back fairly recently I loved to go back now 
where it much more, you know, not so much on the apartheid side 
through Nelson Mandela, and I would take his book which is called ‘The 
Long Road to Freedom’ because I think he was an absolutely 
tremendous man.  I would take that, and I think that brings back so 
many happy memories of South Africa anyway, my hockey times. 
 
And your luxury item, you think? 
I think the camera because nowadays, because I can’t go up mountains, 
I’ve got the memories to look back on.  But I think you can get so much 
pleasure from looking back at things you’ve done, enjoyed or scared you 
or whatever, looking at photographs.  So I think that’s would probably 
what I’d take. 
 
Well it’s been lovely chatting with you. 
Well thank you Jo.  It’s brought back many memories.  I was so pleased 
I was introduced to the Pinnacle through Bunny and Heather, and 
through Jean also, you know introducing me to the hills earlier on, and 
so much fun and enjoyment from joining the Pinnacle and young folks 
who are active still. 
Thank you. 
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The Perils of the Presidential Path  
 
Fred Reynolds 
 
Newly encumbered with the responsibility of Presidency I planned for an 
easy day before chairing my first committee meeting. In recommending 
the pleasures of the Atlantic Slabs on Carnedd y Filiast, what could go 
wrong? The climbing was memorable but easy, the weather warm and 
sunny, and it was appreciably quiet away from the maelstrom that was 
Ogwen and Llanberis. Wearing very old trainers, I led a party of six up 
the wet path whereupon I slipped on a greasy rock, and hey presto, I had 
one bashed shin. It hurt in a speech-suppressive sort of way for a few 
moments, but really I expected to soon forget about it. However, after 
arriving at the crag and sitting down for a sandwich, I could see all was 
not well - evidenced by large red staining on my (favourite) brown 
climbing trousers. Lifting said trousers up, I was appropriately amazed to 
see an Easter-egg sized lump on my left shin, in the middle of which was 
an oozing soup of blood and gunk. 
 
The Pinnacle Club is nothing if not prepared and I was offered antiseptic 
wipes and Melolin dressings in varying sizes. Despite the general 
astonishment that a little slip could have had such a large-sized 
consequence the party rapidly got on with the main purpose of the day, 
the climbing. Left Edge is a marvellous V Diff best soloed if your nerves 
are up to it. There are excellent exposed positions on the fine arête, easy-
angled rock and, speaking figuratively only, friction to die for. You can 
either drop off the rocky ridge-line and descend grassy slopes once the 
route breaks into scrambling territory or carry on to the top and walk 
south to Foel Goch for a longer mountaineering day. Constrained by 
committee duties we opted for the pleasures of the Red Slab further 
down Carnedd y Filiast’s flanks to finish the day up Central Route, a 
thinly protected Severe. 
 
Mindful of time passing, we sped on down to the road, negotiating some 
very wet ground near a farm building. An unremarkable-sounding call 
from Margaret Best of “Not that way” meant I made insufficient 
directional adjustment. My right leg (the good one) plummeted down 
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through an evil, sucking sludge of seemingly bottomless proportions that 
I feared gluey asphyxiation for one wild moment. Now a mere three feet 
above the ground, I emitted a loud indignant cry befitting a person of 
greater stature. I drew on dimly-remembered movie scenes set in 
swampy jungles, and by digging my fingers into the ground gradually 
turned my vertical orientation into a horizontal one. Crawling out on my 
belly, I surveyed the damage that had occurred only 10 yards from the 
road. My brown trousers were still brown but not the original shade. 
Covered in sludge my trainers were going to have an even stronger aroma 
of the dried-out dishcloth about them once dry. Although the Melonin 
dressing was still in place I wondered about a subsequent attack of the 
flesh-eating virus Necrotizing fasciitis. 
 
There was an upside. My fall from Presidential grace was seen only by 
Margaret, the aforementioned harbinger of bad fortune who, doubled up 
with laughter, offered no help in facilitating my exit from the glutinous 
mass. 
 
Technically I was still not yet late for the committee meeting but as there 
was the journey time back to the hut, I was going to be. There was also 
the prospect of an unsatisfied appetite to face as I wouldn’t have time to 
cook and eat before the meeting. I dashed in through the door at Cwm 
Dyli and, before anyone could remonstrate with me about my tardiness, 
I declared a shower was of hygienic necessity. Oh, and followed by a very 
fine moment. “Your tea’s on the stove and it’s still hot,” said Hilary 
Lawrenson. Bless the Honorary Secretary 
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Helvellyn  
 
Stella Adams 
 
We walked in autumn valley, cold  
Through frosted fields on hoary paths,  
Beside the little beck we strode,  
Along the narrow heather tracks.  
We crossed the hump-backed pack horse bridge  
Climbing to the hazy sun  
To scramble up the icy rocks and towers of the pinnacled ridge.  
And on beside the tarn; and further on  
To saunter up the shaley shoulder of Dollywaggon  
And along the stony trod to high Helvellyn.  
We stood arrested in our tracks,  
Transfixed upon our lofty stance,  
And gazed upon the surrounding fells, entranced,  
Spectacular in autumn evening light, enhanced.  
A view we’d seen a hundred times or more,  
But on this late October eve, as if we’d never seen before  
The fells laid out in clear relief.  
Majestic, alpine, in contrast to the valley scene,  
Stark, dark mountain peaks etched upon  
A canvas of yellow, pink, orange and green,  
The last pale hues of the setting sun.  
Its crimson fire doused below the mountain tops,  
Behind the sharp shapes of Harter and Hardknott,  
Black Coombe, the Coniston fells and Dow,  
The Langdale Pikes, Crinkle Crags and Bow.  
Easily identifies among the crowd,  
The distinctive thrust of Gable, standing proud,  
Behind the pikes of Esk and Scafell,  
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All in view, spectacular and aglow.  
And there, almost hidden, very hard to tell,  
Among the many shades of grey below,  
Vague shapes of The Helm, Loughrigg and the Easedale round,  
With Steel Fell, looking tiny in the foreground.  
And down in the valley fields lie purple in the mist,  
Grey walls tracing their edges, along each curve and twist,  
Sheltering the huddled sheep from their icy plight  
As the day closes and shadows lengthen into night.  
Curls of grey smoke filtering from Lakeland hearths  
Drift upwards mingling with the growing dark.  
On this evening all alone, seated on our summit throne,  
Enjoying the peaceful solitude,  
Loathe to return to the milling multitude.  
We’re held here aloft by evening light,  
The veiled mystery of the dales hidden from our sight.  
Absorbing the vista spread before our eyes,  
Until the last light fades from the sky.  
At last, down Striding Edge descend,  
Reluctantly, bringing this joyous day to an end.  
Rejoining the frosted fields and icy roads below  
Satisfied and inspired, home we go,  
Tired and satisfied, home we go.  

 

Sheep by Cristina Gardiner
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Desert Island Days - Sheila Crispin 
 
Interviewed by Dorothy Russell 
 
Sheila was born to be outdoors. She moved from Liverpool to Coniston 
in 1953 at the age of nine. With her parents’ encouragement and support 
she found freedom to roam farther and farther from her home, although 
the nature and extent of her explorations might well have been concealed 
from them. Her playground was the wild outdoors. She walked and 
scrambled in the fells, paddled and swam in rivers and lakes, and messed 
about in boats. And climbing? When had she not climbed? She’d 
climbed trees and walls – excellent preparation for Lakeland rock – a 
similar activity ‘usually with better views’!  
 
Her first roped rock climb was with a boyfriend from school. It 
prompted her mother to say that if Sheila wanted to climb ‘she had to 
learn to do it properly’ and ‘pay for herself’ - and ‘properly’ she did. Her 
mother hired a guide, not just any guide, but the legendary local guide, 
Jim Cameron. After one or two sessions he claimed that she was a 
‘natural leader’ and that in future they would climb together as partners – 
a sort of apprenticeship which established her as a safe and potentially 
outstanding rock climber.   
 
At the end of the fifties and beginning of the sixties, Sheila became part 
of the Lakeland scene, joining in the afterglow of a good day’s climbing 
in the Sun Hotel in Coniston and the famous Climbers’ bar at the Old 
Dungeon Ghyll hotel in Langdale. Gimmer, Raven, and Dow were her 
local crags. One climb that stands out for her isn’t particularly well-
known but it’s one that she returned to frequently after school and later - 
Trinity Crack – ‘a very short climb’ on Yewdale Fell. She could combine 
her love of fell running with struggling up the crack, on her way to the 
top of the hill - ’a great way to release pent up emotions and restore good 
humour’.  
 
Another long-lasting influence in Sheila’s climbing career, was the 
presence in Coniston of two Pinnacle Club members – Helen Bryan and 
her sister Evelyn Pirie  – who kept ‘open house for members and 
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became a sort of unofficial place for Club meets’. There, she benefited 
from other women’s climbing experiences and ‘yearned to be eighteen’, 
the official age for joining the Pinnacle Club as a Prospective member.  
To fulfil her ambition, she caught a bus from Coniston to Liverpool and 
another bus to ‘somewhere in North Wales’, where she was met by two 
Club members [was it you?] and driven to Cwm Dyli. Here she 
immersed herself in a new environment which nurtured her love of 
climbing and of North Wales.  
 
By 1962 she was an enthusiastic member of the Pinnacle Club. Sheila 
decamped to Bangor University for three years to study Zoology. Her 
love of and expertise in climbing, walking, sailing and the environment 
flourished. She was lucky enough to climb with Denise Evans with whom 
she shared some of her most memorable experiences, particularly on 
their trip to Foula, an isolated island off the west coast of Shetland. The 
dramatic overhanging sea cliffs, high seas and belligerent birds, turned 
the trip into one of exploration - ‘Every time the angle of the rock eased, 
a nesting fulmar lurked, ready to employ the ultimate anti-social weapon 
– defensive regurgitation.’ Sheila and Denise were ‘dive-bombed by great 
skuas for fun and by arctic terns with deadly intent’. 
 
Despite her many climbs on the 
crags of North Wales, Sheila has 
one regret from her time in 
Bangor – that she didn’t get the 
chance to climb Cenotaph Corner, 
on either end of the rope. After 
Bangor, she moved to Cambridge 
to study veterinary medicine where 
her climbing was restricted to the 
usual sandstone crags in the South 
and to major weekend expeditions 
to the Peak District, leaving on 
Friday night with Sheila as one of 
the minibus drivers ‘providing that 
hockey matches didn’t intervene’. 
However, as a locum vet, she 
renewed her love of wild places 
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when she went to work in the Lakes, the Isle of Arran and in the 
Highlands of Scotland. Eventually she moved to an academic post at 
Bristol University and yes, she climbed – in the Wye Valley, the Avon 
Gorge and in the Cheddar Gorge. A memorable day for her was standing 
at the bottom of Coronation Street roped up, just about to place her 
hand on rough rock, when she had to abandon the route because of an 
emergency call-out. The opportunity didn’t arise again - another climbing 
regret. 
 
Common threads throughout Sheila’s peripatetic life are rocks, 
mountains, water and her love of adventure and the environment. These 
interests coalesced and reached their peak on the Pinnacle Club’s 1984 
Lahaul expedition in the Hamachel Pradesh. She observed and 
embraced the physical and cultural differences of her new environment. 
As the expedition’s medical officer, she went ahead with the liaison 
officer and felt privileged to meet with, and to treat, local people and 
their animals in their own homes. She was overwhelmed by their 
amazing warmth and hospitality. She was deeply moved by the ‘stunning 
scenery - the joy of silence and dark nights, with no light pollution, 
among majestic mountains’ and when combined with the kindness of the 
local people, it created ‘a peace, a sort of karma’. This contrasted sharply 
with the disturbing effects of climate change due directly to human 
activity within the environment, both locally and, perhaps, globally.  
Many trees had been cut down, destabilising hillsides and causing rock-
falls and loose scree. This, and the absence of snow, created the scariest 
part of the walk in, as they moved over steep ground and difficult terrain 
where the ‘road’ had disappeared into the valley, hundreds of feet below.   

 
Significantly, Sheila’s book choice is Ervin Laszlo (2006): ‘The Chaos 
Point: the world at the crossroads’ and her luxury request is ‘a solar-
powered something on which to listen to an endless supply of classical 
music’. What about a computer, then she could also fulfil another 
ambition – ‘to write a book or two’!  It’s also easier to transport than the 
church organ she’d considered! 
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My life and times with the Pinnacle Club  
 
Denise Evans 
 
My mother and father, who first met while climbing in Chamonix, were 
such keen climbers it is no surprise that mountaineering became an 
important part of our family life.  We moved to Criccieth in North 
Wales early in the second world war.  Transport was difficult as we had 
no car but whenever possible Nea would find a way to reach the hills 
either on a bicycle or with friends who had cars and so my younger 
brother and I had an early introduction to walks and climbs in 
Snowdonia.  Nea soon had a number of climbing partners, including 
Evelyn Leech, who lived locally and became a close friend. 
 
One Sunday afternoon while I was still at boarding school Evelyn drove 
over to take me out to tea, but instead she whisked me up to Idwal. Off 
came the party dress with a frilly collar, on went a pair of her old pants 
and sweater, and along we sped to the Slabs where she led me briskly up 
the Ordinary.  There was no time to be lost as I had to be back for 
chapel but it was a memorable break from routine and an added 
incentive to explore Penmaenmawr Mountain, which rose steeply behind 
the school. 
 
After the war we moved back to Kent.  I joined the Club in 1949 and 
began to attend meets as well as making use of Cwm Dyli for 
independent weekends and holidays.  It was a real haven in the hills for 
an impecunious but eager young climbers working in London.  I soon 
found like-minded companions.  Gwen Moffatt was living in the hut for a 
time with her baby daughter, climbing barefoot, or disappearing down 
the valley in the rain to collect watercress from Llyn Gwynant.  Another 
barefoot climber, Jane Fearon, came with me to climb on Lliwedd, but I 
preferred, until we discovered PAs in France, to use lacrosse boots with 
the studs sawn off. 
 
Hitchhiking to Wales for weekends was uncertain and it was not long 
before I was pillion passenger to Tony Moulam’s dilapidated old 
motorbike, and climbing with Tony and Peter Harding on Cloggy.  Soon 
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I found myself belayed on a tiny spillikin of rock below the Rickety 
Innards on Chimney Route, on east buttress, while Tony worked out 
how to get over the crux, which was steeper and more exciting than 
anything I had experienced so far.  It was an awe-inspiring cliff and I was 
thrilled a little later to join Tony and Dickie Morsley for an ascent of 
Bowshaped, on the west buttress.  It would be a year or two before I was 
able to lead anything on Cloggy myself, partly because of the intimidating 
ambience. 
 
I have particularly happy memories of the 1950s, which were perhaps the 
most active years of my life. They gave me some of my most enjoyable 
climbs with family and friends, many of who were also Pinnaclers.  I have 
vivid flash-backs of long-ago meets, of rescuing sheep from ledges and on 
one occasion, when I had taken some of the domestic staff from Pen-y-
Gwyrd up Lockwood’s chimney, of retrieving a sheep which had 
slithered down between the chockstones.  Frightening episodes come to 
mind: accidents in the Llanberis pass and on Cloggy, leading Grooved 
Arete under Alpine conditions, soloing the Trinity gullies, skiing down 

the zigzags.  There were also 
balmy summer days on the 
Terrace Wall to be enjoyed, or 
the magic of the Horseshoe by 
moonlight, and always the lovely 
Welsh mountain landscape. 
 
During this decade, I spent three 
years at Oxford, interspersed with 
holidays abroad, when we skied 
and climbed en familie in the Alps 
and Dolomites.  At the time I did 
not think it particularly unusual to 
be climbing with my mother as we 
had so often climbed together.  
She was naturally gifted and a 
pleasure to watch on rock as well 
as a most reassuring companion.  

I could never achieve the same 
ease of movement but I learned Denise and Nea on the climb - photo 

John Cleare 
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from her and was able to pass on something of her enthusiasm and skill 
to my own boys.  I was not much of a feminist, more of an individualist, 
though I did revive the OUWMC whilst at LMH and took one or two 
small groups of students up to Cwm Dyli to do easy climbs.  I soon 
developed a marked aversion to the organizational aspects of club life 
however, and avoided committees. 
 
After Oxford came an invitation to join a mixed Oxford University 
expedition to West Greenland in the summer of 1956, when we made 
the first ascent of Mount Atter, the highest mountain on the west coast. 
(Our base camp was on the shores of Evighedsfjord, to which I returned 
some forty years later with my youngest son in our sailing boat “Dunlin 
of Wessex”).  Charles and I married in 1957 and in the autumn we 
spend three months trekking and climbing in Nepal.  In 1958 Charles 
took up his appointment as Principal at University College in Bangor but 
in 1959 the first symptom of what was eventually diagnosed as MS 
became apparent.  Our first son was born in the summer, and by now we 
had also acquired “Triune of Troy”, a 38 ft Laurent Giles cutter.  Any 
spare time had to be divided between the hills and the sea.  For a while 
Charles and I were still able to climb together but when Douglas Milner 
happened along one fine day and I led them both up Longland’s, it was 
clear that Charles was having problems with his legs.  We also climbed 
with Denise Shortall, a talented young Pinnacler who was doing teacher 
training at St Mary’s in Bangor. 
 
When he could no longer climb, Charles enjoyed 5 or 6 years of 
adventurous sailing, in which I joined in as often as I could and to which 
I too became addicted.  When eventually he became so ill that we had to 
sell the boat I too was heart-broken.  By then we had two more sons.  
While they were quite small I often took them to stay in Cwm Dyli, 
known to them as the “cooking hut” where they could enjoy scrambling 
and splashing about in the pools below the waterfall. 
 
After the first birth I was determined to get back to climbing at VS 
standard as soon as possible and was able, within the year, to lead 
Spectre, which had been on my list for some time.  There were plenty of 
people to climb with, for instance Eileen and Tim Healey, who had 
moved from Kent, where Nea and I had first met them, to Chester.  
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Charles and I had both been voluntary instructors at Plas y Brenin, 
where Barbara Spark and later Jo Scarr were also on the staff.  In Bangor 
I also got to know some of the student, notably Sheila Crispin, who 
helped us with the boys and often came climbing and sailing with me.  
She became a very good friend, as did Annis Flew, who joined me in 
1961 for one of those halcyon days on Cloggy.  I led Dennis up Curving 
Crack and Annis led Ray College up Longland’s and afterwards we had 
an evening dip in Llyn dur Arddu.  Many years later, as Charles 
condition worsened and I needed extra help I was fortunate enough to 
find Sally Keir, with whom I was soon climbing and introduced to the 
Club.  She too became a close friend of ours. 
 
On the way back from our cruise to the Shetlands in 1960 we put into 
Loch Eriboll and I went ashore near Rispond to see Dorothea Gravina, 
who was staying nearby, about joining her expedition to West Nepal in 
1962.  Browsing through Marcel Kurz’s “Chronicle Himalayenne” I had 
come across a photograph of a fine-looking snow peak around 20,000 ft 
high, in West Nepal.  It looked a suitable goal, and so it proved.  Jo 
Scarr’s book “Four Miles High” tells the story of our successful Jagdula 
Expedition, whose six members all belonged to the Club. We kept in 
touch afterwards and I became very friendly with Nancy, but sadly 
Dorothea, Nancy and Pat have all since died. 

Jagdula Expedition members - Llanberis pass 
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In the middle sixties Charles and I bought Ardincaple, our house in 
Capel Curig, which was to absorb a great deal of my time and energy. It 
became a springboard for our family adventures and I took my boys 
skiing and climbing in the Alps and sailing in borrowed boats on the west 
coast of Scotland.  Although my attendance at meets lessened over the 
year and eventually lapsed altogether, I was still very keen to climb, and 
at various times I went out with three Pinnacle friends, Barbara James, 
Angela Soper and Janet Davies.  Angela and Jack were later to lend me 
their boat “Alba”.  Janet, who led me up Pedestal Crack on Cloggy in 
1969, later became one of the best and most constant of my sailing 
companions, and provided me with a northern haven at her home in 
Plockton. 
 
In the late 1970s and 1980s my youngest son, Peter, began to show 
considerable promise on rock and was soon leading me up climbs, 
mainly at Tremadoc and in the Llanberis pass, and also on Cloggy.  On 
one occasion, when Peter was about sixteen, Barbara James joined us to 
climb Cenotaph Corner, lending Peter her Fifi hook for a crucial move 
near the top.  In the past, while leading, I had never had a fall, but 
occasionally now, seconding climbs that were a bit beyond me, like 
Vector at Tremadoc, or the top pitch of the Superdirect on the Mot, I 
would swing out into space and back again, to the great entertainment of 
the family, watching below.  Nevertheless, thanks partly to Peter’s 
encouragement, I was fit enough in my fifties to keep on climbing at a 
reasonable standard.  In spite of a hysterectomy in the spring of 1982 I 
drove out to the Alps with him in the summer to join Sally Keir and Val 
Brown to climb in Chamonix and later in the Dauphine. 
 
In 1983 Charles and I decided to buy “Dunlin of Wessex”, a heavily 
built 33 foot fibreglass yacht with a long keel suitable for ocean voyages.  
It was a life changing acquisition which neither of us ever regretted and I 
have been fortunate enough to find companions to sail in her ever since.  
Long distance cruising became a new way of life. 
 
At the same time my interest and involvement in mountaineering 
continued for many years.  In spite of my dislike of committee work I 
was persuaded to join the AC committee and in 1984 was appointed 
Vice-President in what I imagined to be a purely honorary capacity.  
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Anthony Rawlinson’s tragic accident on 22 February 1986, when he fell 
to his death in Cwm Glas, propelled me into a year’s presidency for 
which I felt singularly unprepared.  Nea died in July and a few days later 
I flew out to Chamonix with an AC delegation for the Mont-Blanc bi-
centenary celebrations.  At the closing ceremony I made a speech over 
the public address system and John Hunt livened up proceedings by 
dancing the farandole through the streets, followed by a troupe of 
Femmes Alpinistes on their world meet.  I soon escaped these 
jollifications and made my way to La Berade for an AC meet where I 
had the good fortune to meet young Simon Damant, who kindly agreed 
to let me join him for a traverse of the Meije, which I had last climbed 
some 30 years before.  We found the Breche Zsigmondy much changed 
after a big rockfall but the ridges were as airily spectacular as ever. That 
was my last good climb in the Alps and a good note to end on.
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No place for a woman? 
 
Jill Croskell 
 
Does anyone else out there find it quite scary not to say upsetting to fall 8 
metres into a huge covered crevasse in the early hours of a blizzard-
afflicted morning and hang in space in the dark until rescued?   
 
This is what happened to me when my partner and I took on a 5 day 
climbing trip in the Bernese Oberland in the Summer of 2009.  We had 
a guide, Swedish if that makes a difference, and we were off course in a 
white-out, breaking trail in deep, freshly fallen snow.  The blizzard had 
started the evening before and all starts were delayed but as time wore on 
our guide decided we should venture out – we had a long way to go.  
Conditions were hazardous however, and we soon lost the trail, ending 
up on dangerously crevassed ground with no obvious safe way through.  
The inevitable happened and I was the one who fell through the snow 
crust into a huge bell-shaped slot whose bottom disappeared into utter 
blackness.  The sides overhung by several feet and I could not touch the 
walls to begin any kind of self-rescue, depending instead on the other two 
to hold me on the rope and the next party to arrive to effect a rescue. 
 
After what seemed an interminable time hanging in the darkness with just 
a tiny hole of light 25 feet above my head, a rope appeared and I was 
hauled, with some difficulty, to the surface where eventually I was able to 
escape.  I was not the only one to feel quite traumatised by this 
experience – my partner and indeed the other three people in the 
following party were really quite shocked too.  So it felt rather unfair to 
be then verbally attacked by our guide who decided to apportion blame 
for the accident upon me.  Moreover, I felt in need of a little time to 
recover from the shock of the experience – a first for me – and my 
partner wanted to return to the hut.  This too brought down a tirade 
upon our heads.  So instead of being allowed a brief interval to recover 
my nerve we were shouted at until we agreed to continue on a climb that 
took a further 10 hours to complete.   
 
That night at the hut we discussed the situation with our guide and made 
clear to him that we felt he had been unfair, unsympathetic and 
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unreasonable which he did acknowledge to a degree.  My question, 
however, is this…  Is Alpine mountaineering still the province of macho 
males and are women only accepted if they reflect the same machismo?  
Is it impossible to climb in the mountains and be sensitive to the feelings 
of others, accepting the reality of shock, fear and inexperience?  Must 
everyone in the mountains feel the need to be more ‘hard’ than the next 
man?  Our two male companions would speak to us of their exhaustion 
and their desire for a rest day or a re-think of the schedule but they did 
not speak of it to each other or to their guide.  Women are not the only 
victims of aggressive masculinity in the mountains. 
 

 
 
Our week in stunning surroundings was tainted, not so much by my 
crevasse experience as by the unattractive attitudes we encountered.  In a 
world where women are increasingly active and talented participants it is 
disappointing to me that stereotypes of masculinity prevail and sculpt the 
nature of the experiences we are seeking to enjoy. 
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Marushka was so brave. 
 
Angela Soper 
 
Marushka was so brave; she wouldn’t let the incident spoil our day. 
 
We were looking forward to the 9-pitch sport climb ‘Wild Country’ up 
the south face of Telendos, the ‘satellite’ island of Kalymnos in the 
Aegean.   With nearly 200 years of climbing between us we might have 
been the most experienced team to set foot on it - Marushka, me, and 
Pete and Glyn from the Fell & Rock CC - and we had all climbed many 
times on Kalymnos. 
 

  
Telendos from Kalymnos photo: Dave Musgrove 

Everyone loves Telendos, where the community is centred on the 
harbour, and the only way to go anywhere is on foot or by boat.  One 
morning in October 2010 we stepped off the little ferry from Kalymnos, 
waved ‘see you later’ to the taverna, and set off through the hamlet to the 
path that contours below the south face. 
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A light breeze kept us comfortable as we made our way through rough 
limestone terrain and scratchy vegetation, above inaccessible coves and 
below cliffs with huge caves.  After about an hour the waymarks turned 
uphill to the enormous cave of sector Crescendo.  Marushka and Pete 
had already climbed the original route ‘Wings of Life’ (250 m, F6a) up 
the long rib on its right; according to our topo ‘Wild Country’ (265 m, 
6a+) starts 200 m further left.  Sure enough, the name was painted on the 
rock, bolts glinted, and climbers who must have come by boat were 
tackling the third pitch. 

 
It was very hot close to the cliff.  As soon as the other climbers had 
disappeared over a lip, Marushka set off up the initial slabs with a 70 m 
rope, and had no difficulty linking the first two pitches.  Glyn and I 
waited in the shade of a smaller cave.   
 
When we started to climb, Pete had reached a higher stance but 
Marushka seemed to be following very slowly.  We soon caught up with 
them and learned the reason; she had been hit by a falling stone, and was 
obviously shaken.  Pete was concerned and inclined to go down, but 
Marushka really wanted us all to climb the route, so we stayed on the 
belay ledge weighing up the situation.  After a while, Marushka felt she 
could carry on if not leading, and Pete was persuaded that with a team of 
four it would be all right.  
 
It was more than all right, it was brilliant.  Long pitches, frequent bolts, 
mostly good rock, and big stances – imagine the effort made by the Swiss 
who created this route!  After five pitches we reached another cave, just 
the right size for us all to cool off and have a drink.  Marushka was 
feeling better and climbing well.   
 
Now the crux beckoned, the ‘Reach for Glory’ pitch.  Ectomorph Pete 
didn’t even need all the holds, but Marushka and I had to do a tricky 
hand change around a hanging tufa in a wild position. Three more 
pitches to go!  The final one, ‘Happy Biceps’ is sensationally steep on big 
holds. It was good to be first on top and watch the others top-out. 
Marushka’s biceps may have been tired but there was a smile on her 
face. 
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South Face of Telendos  photo: Simon Montmory 

Crescendo cave is right of centre, in shadow.   
Wild Country’ starts in the next bay to the left. 

 
The book at the top indicated that ours was the 47th ascent since ‘Wild 
Country’ was put up in May.   We signed it with due mention of the 
Pinnacle Club and FRCC, then crossed the limestone pavements, found 
the cairns, went down the other side of the island past the little white 
chapel of St. Constantine, and finished at dusk with a swim in the lovely 
warm sea. 
 
All we needed now was a Greek meal at the taverna, plenty of Mythos 
(the local beer) and a late ferry back to Kalymnos.  Thanks, Marushka, 
and well done the team! 
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Desert Island Days – Denise Wilson 
 
Interviewed by Alex Nicholson 
 
Background 
Denise at sixteen lived in Manchester and met someone who asked her if 
she wanted to go climbing.  Off she went to Greenfield in the Chew 
Valley where she met a load of people who climbed every Sunday.  That 
was in 1952.  Initially involved with the Cromlech Club, meeting on 
Tuesday night in Manchester and from there the Karabiner Club, the 
Rock and Ice, and hard climbs in the Alps.  She visited the Alps in 1954 
with Ronnie Mosley the same year of the breakthrough ascent on the 
West Face of the Dru.   
 
How did you come to the Pinnacle Club? 
On one typical weekend in Wales two groups met at a crag and stood 
around chatting until Denise and Rie, a member of the other group and 
of the Pinnacle Club, decided they were keener to climb that chat and 
took off themselves off to climb together. . . At the next opportunity 
Denise hitched a lift to the Pen y Gwyrd, made her way to Cwm Dyli by 
paddling across the stream and managed to get in by climbing up to the 
small window in the middle of the night.  This was the start of a long and 
successful career in the Pinnacle Club including climbing all over Wales 
and on Cloggy, the introduction of many more meets to the club during 
her presidency as well as an amazing number of peaks climbed and 
adventurous expeditions, including bivouacs planned and unplanned 
throughout.  Denise also managed to have four children in this time. 
 
How did you manage to stay in touch with the Club, and the 
outdoors for all these years? 
I had a husband who was happy to look after the family which enabled 
me to go out climbing.  Chris was a rare person in those days during 
which women climbing was still gaining acceptability. The Pinnacle Club 
was always very easy to access because you could turn up and climb with 
anyone.  There were also people who kept me in touch and I remember 
a weekend when we were staying in our cottage in the Lakes with the 
family.  Angela Soper came around to see if I was interested in climbing, 
maybe on Gimmer? Well I told her I wasn’t going to be doing Kipling 
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Groove, anyway luckily she had her eye on something else, Gimmer 
String! 
 
What is your first memorable day or climb that you would take to 
the desert island with you? 
The first day will have to be two days.  The ascents are about forty years 
apart, on two mountains with the same name or at least reputation.  The 
Zermatt Matterhorn and Mount Aspiring in New Zealand whose 
beautiful shape earns it the title ‘Matterhorn of New Zealand’. 
 
Matterhorn first unguided female ascent - sometime in the early fifties 
Rie and I headed for the Alps and our eyes being continually drawn to 
the Matterhorn, we made our way to a crowded Matterhorn hut, wearing 
our usual shorts.  Causing much mirth amongst the chattering Europeans 
to begin with they soon settled down when they realised that we were 
actually climbers but continued to chatter all night keeping us awake. 
 
Coffee and rolls at 4.00am sent us on our way up the Hornli Ridge.  We 
were thrilled at the prospect of 4000 feet of climbing in front of us.  Most 
of the time we moved together and lost our ways only a few times, in the 
half light.  By 7.00am we were at the Solvay Hut. 
 
Soon we were at the foot of a huge snow shoulder, and at the top of it 
could be seen steep rock with fixed ropes hanging down.  Below a sea of 
cloud covered Zermatt, filling all the valleys, with just the high peaks 
piercing through.  We climbed mainly in brilliant sunshine.  Steps had 
been kicked in the snow by a previous party, and so we quickly reached 
the fixed ropes. 
 
The last 500 feet consisted of snow and rock at an easy angle and it 
seemed endless.  At 11am we were met by an icy wind and we knew we 
had arrived at the top.  We stood on the Swiss summit and looked along 
the snow ridge which was like the narrow end of a wedge, to the Italian 
Summit 200 yards away (full article - pinnacle club journal no 8 1951-58) 
 
The second part of my first memorable day is much more recent and 
was supported by my daughter Sarah and son-in-law Ton. 
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Mount Aspiring – pensioners special family unguided ascent - at 3027 
metres and 40 years later a strangely assorted team were mustered for the 
ascent. Sherpa Tonsing and Sherpani Sarah, fairly typical Kiwis with 
enormous sacks, baseball caps and long johns under their shorts; the 
Pensioner in her Ron Hills and cap, and the mature Rock Jock with her 
hippy hat.   
 
Next day began true Alpine style. Up at 3.00am and away by 4.00am 
after a brew and some forced cereals.  Tricky scrambling down to the 
glacier by torchlight and stumbling over ice trying to avoid crevasses. I 
don’t think Marl could believe it was really happening and I thought I 
had given this sort of thing up 30 years ago. 
 
We could see the lights bobbing on the ridge and the hut was empty 
when we arrived at 5.30am.  The North West Ridge is reached by 
climbing Shipdowner Ridge from the hut and is the easiest and safest 
route, especially this season with little snow and steep rock and ‘schrunds 
exposed.  After the initial snow slope to gain the ridge it was easy 
scrambling apart from one steep rock step.  We made fast progress 
gaining height quickly as it got lighter.  At second breakfast above the 
rock step the summit seemed unattainable with huge gendarmes and the 
snowy triangle looking larger and steeper than ever. 
 
The final snow cone was quite steep.  We plodded up with crampons 
biting in the crisp snow and eight hours after leaving our tents we reached 
the Summit.  There were most amazing views; Mt Cook and its satellites 
clearly visible North; steep valleys to the sea West, and the Matukitku 
valley 2500 metres below surrounded by peaks. Since Ton was chatting 
to a friend down the hill the three women arrived at the top, and an 
Englishman exclaimed ‘you can’t be here on your own, where’s your 
guide?’ but his guide put him straight, telling him ‘yu can’t say that round 
here, yu’ll get lynched mate’. 
 
Two different achievements spanning 40 years on the mountains; 
a great memory to take to the island with you.  So what would be 
your second memorable day or climb? 
A long day in the Picos - The next climb is again a long one, Navanjo.  A 
beautiful climb on a really stunning piece of rock which stands out for 
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miles around.  We had been on a campsite in the valleys doing some 
walking and enjoying the beautiful views around the Spanish valleys for a 
few days.  On 1st august 1993 Andy, Dave myself and Sue packed up and 
set off on our 5 hours of hot steep approach.  A nice bivi, but noisy with 
sheep bells under the face of Navanjo.  Full moon and shooting stars.  2nd 
august alarm 545am left by 645, reached south face by 745.  very cold we 
followed polished rock.  Sue led first two pitches of 4+/5 then I did the 
next 3 pitches of 3+/4+ then soloed the top two.  The day was beautiful 
and clear and we spent a long time on top picking out the peaks and 
taking photos, then down past teams on their way up.  Back at the bivi by 
about 2pm we spent a lazy afternoon in the sun, slept in a cave that night 
as it was flatter than the bivi.  There was a superb cloud formation in the 
sky to the north with the sea a greeny blue colour. 
 
The following day Sue and I set off at a leisurely pace sometime after 
9am.  We made the telepherique for 1.45pm and were back at the 
campsite at 2.30pm.  We gathered with Chris and Brian back from the 
Eastern Massif for a convivial evening in the bar. 
 
The last day then to take to your island? 
Bivi at the end of the earth – I have done many bivouacs during my 
climbing and mountaineering days and some have been planned and 
other not.  Such as when myself and Jean did Steph’s peak and knew we 
were going to run out of time and spent the night tethered to a small wire 
in a gully waiting for the storm to die down.  So the special bivi in the trip 
to Antarctica is especially memorable and enjoyable since I had planned 
it and it was part of the great journey I took with Chris in 2009. 
 
We flew to Buenos Aires and finally reached the tip of Patagonia in 
order to pick up our scheduled trip on a Russian icebreaker called ‘the 
Peregrine’ which was to take us on the route to Drakes Passage.  The 
crew on board were a mixture of geologists, biologists and film 
makers/photographers; all interested in exploring the wildlife and natural 
history of the area and this made the journey particularly special.  In all 
we spent ten days on the boat being close to penguins and seals.  We 
were taken closer to the ice on little zodiac boats and one night we were 
given the option of camping on the ice.  The camp spot was an early 
Antarctic base which is now disused called Werdies hut and a few people 
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put up tents but I had decided to bivi.  From my new bedroom I had 
only to walk up a hill behind to view out across the sea far beyond the 
edge of the ice.  There was little darkness on the ice, but I had slept there 
on my seventh continent. 
 

 
 
What is the day out you regret never having? 
Mount Assiniboine is the Matterhorn of the Canadian Rockies and 
although we went to do it our plans were foiled by some men in the hut 
who said it would be too dangerous, and then went and did it themselves. 
 
And the climb would be Cenotaph Corner as it was just deemed to be 
too hard and unsuitable a climb at the time. 
 
What would be the book to keep you company other than 
Shakespeare and the Bible? 
I would have to take my photo albums with me 
 
And your luxury? 
Soft pillow and memory foam mattress. 
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J Air Van Solo, with a 1000 Others 
 
Marushka 
 
The GR 20, Corsica’s high level route, had been on my to-do list for 
almost 20 years.  Since it was only classed as a walk I thought I could 
leave it until I was old and grey.  Everyone I knew who had already done 
it were the super fit, this should have rang alarm bells and told me 
something. 
 
I bought a Cicerone guide by Paddy Dillon; excellent and worth every 
penny.  He breaks the route into daily stages, each stage has ascents of 
between 3000 to just over 5000 feet with corresponding descents. The 
entire route is about 120 miles with 41,000 feet of ascent in total. 
Established in 1972 as a traverse of Corsica from north to south via the 
principal massif, it is a route of great imagination through impossible 
looking terrain.  Progressively, refuges were built along the route, as it 
was hoped that it might revitalize the villages in the interior which were 
becoming deserted.  Due to the popularity of the walk, the refuges have 
now to be pre-booked unless you are prepared to carry a tent.  All have 
facilities for cooking and are well supplied with pots and pans etc.  Space, 
however, is very restricted and on a wet weather day became absolutely 
jam-packed with dripping clothes and campers.  Very good evening 
meals are provided by the guardians, but must be booked as soon as you 
arrive. 
 
Arriving from Nice by ferry to Calvi, the bus to Calenzana leaves just as 
the boat is arriving; excellent timing – aux contraire!  The options are 
taxi, none to be found, or if one is really lucky, a lift from a friendly 
Corsican lady. 
 
Throughout the walk, I generally kept to the given stages.  I usually 
aimed to arrive at the refuge between 12.00 and 2.00 pm to avoid any 
afternoon thunderstorms.  I kept my pack as light as possible, about 17 
lbs., including water.  My lightweight ‘Walshes’ coped remarkably well 
with the rough terrain, excellent on the slabs and at the Cirque de 
Solitude.  At least three teams had to retire because of problems with big 
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boots, soles parting company from uppers and bad blisters.  A good idea 
is to take a tube of Superglue.  For the boots, not the blisters! 
 
The first stage from Calenzana is continuously uphill, 5000 feet over 8 
miles plus 30 degree temperatures.  I was still suffering from Easyjet lag 
which together with the scrambling, made for quite a tough day.  Day 2 
and the route threaded its way between towering granite spires, with 
magnificent views and involved quite a lot of scrambling.  The Spasimati 
slabs gave really enjoyable scrambling and I was able to make good time 
on this stage.   
 
Day 3 was the big one, the Cirque de Solitude.  Considering the number 
of people on this section they must have been bussed in.  There are two 
access points from the nearest road so it is popular with walkers just 
wanting a 2 – 3 day trip.  I tucked in behind three fast German alpinists 
who shimmied down the fixed chains like greased lightning, clearing a 
passage through those coming up and the hesitant going down.  Ever the 
traditionalist, I only used the chains for occasional assistance.  I had the 
ascent up the other side to myself, and yes, I did climb up the ladder, all 
8 rungs.  The Cirque involved much more up and down than I had 
anticipated 400 m descent and 500m up, plus the traversing.  A 
concerned French party told me that it was “très dangereux” to be on my 
own.  I couldn’t see the logic to this; they were obviously unaware of the 
calibre of a Pinnie!   
 
On arrival at the refuge I was plied with 3 bowls of spaghetti bolognaise 
by a very cheerful guardian.  I found that I ate very little during the day 
but made up for it in the evening; always accompanied by a bottle of 
Pietra Corse beer, 6%.  Even at 6 Euros a bottle it was well worth it! 
 
The next two stages were much easier but they did involve swimming in 
pools, tough, and luxury in the gite beneath the Hotel Castel di Vergio.  
The day after was a race against time as storms were forecast but I was 
able to arrive at the refuge just as the storm clouds were gathering.  There 
were a lot of very wet people in the hut that night. 
 
The following morning dawned clear but windy and the highest point on 
the GR 20 to tackle.  Lots of scrambling amongst towering peaks, again I 
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was mainly on my own until I popped over the Brèche de Capitella at 
7,000ft, to be confronted with totally different weather.  Ahead lay 
wonderful views down to the two lakes far below and behind me swirling 
cloud which couldn’t quite make it over the brèche.  Two Irish lads were 
brewing up.  It was 9.00 am so I joined them and had bread and cheese 
and chocolate biscuits for my breakfast.  More rocky slabs and gullies 
and two more ups and downs to reach the final col at 7,238ft followed by 
some steep downhill to the refuge, ominously held down by steel cables. 
The subsequent two stages now have a new high level variant.  The first 
one involved very little ascent and a shorter distance than the original but 
I opted for the original down the valley, foregoing the views from the 
cretes.  Again, entirely on my own.  Where were the other 999?  An 
inviting pool, just off the track, provided me with washing facilities.  Over 
the last two days the very basic amenities at the refuges, due to a lack of 
water, hadn’t quite coped with the demand.   
 
Next stop Bergerie Tolla.  So far any bergeries passed had either been 
empty or only provided Fanta and beer, none of the hoped for cheeses 
and bread.  Yet another fermé sign but undeterred I opened the gate and 
was welcomed by the farmer.  I must have been his first customer that 
day as it was only 9.30 am.  I breakfasted on freshly baked bread, goat’s 
cheese and coffee.  It was heaven.  I helped him feed his horses and 
mule and admired his Texan saddle.  I had a tour of his “cave” where he 
kept his cheeses and saucisson.  With his strong Corsican dialect, I 
couldn’t tell whether he was offering me some of his sausage or a ride on 
his mule, but resisting his gap-toothed Corsican charms, I reluctantly 
continued on my way.  Further downstream, passing two deep pools, the 
sun was now warming the rocks and I took full advantage of an 
invigorating swim.  I was now prepared for the uphill section to the small 
Refuge de l’Onda which presented no difficulties.  A wonderful, relaxing, 
day. 
 
For my last stage, I wanted to do the longer high level variant.  Increasing 
wind and colder temperatures made this a much more serious 
proposition.  Reaching Punta Muratello at about 7,000ft, the rocky 
summit of Monte d’Oru towered above at 7,800ft.  From the summit the 
descent was down a steep, bouldery, section and the distance to 
Vizzavona from there was an estimated 5 hours.  By now, my knees had 
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taken a pounding so I opted for the original descent down a long, 
tedious, rocky valley.  The wind didn’t ease so I was glad of my decision 
and as far as I knew, no one else had chosen the higher ridge. 
 
Down to Vizzavona.  Hotel, bed and the best treat in the world: Pain 
perdu aux figues with custard sauce and a huge dollop of cream. 
The end of the trip for me!
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Desert Island Days – Annabelle Barker 
 
Interviewed by Diana Proudfoot 
 
Annabelle lives in Snowdonia and has been a member of the Club since 
1963 and President from 1987 - 89.  As a child she did a lot of walking 
and from there it was a natural progression to climbing and 
mountaineering/hill walking.  As we talked about how things have 
changed since the 1950’s Annabelle reflected that in her early days in the 
Club (and before) there wasn’t really a division between mountaineering 
and rock climbing.  In earlier days women in the club tended to be all-
round mountaineers whereas now there are more climbers and fewer 
mountaineers.   
 
The Club has played a major part in Annabelle’s life with enduring hill 
friendships being formed.  There was always someone to go away with 
and, as she was a teacher, there were the long school holidays to get out 
on the hill, with time to travel to many parts of the world.  There were 
also adventurous mountaineering trips to the Greater Ranges of which 
more later.    
 
Annabelle used to do ski mountaineering.  Now she enjoys one-day ski 
tours rather than longer outings.  She especially loved doing the Munros 
and was very sorry finally to have finished “bagging” them all as it 
brought to an end what for her had been a wonderful experience.  
Munro-ing took her to so many different parts of Scotland which she 
might otherwise never have visited.  I can’t quite tell if Annabelle did the 
Munros because she loved Scotland or whether Munro-ing fostered her 
love of Scotland. 
 
Instead of “3 best days out” Annabelle decided that it would have to be 
“3 best trips”.  Firstly, in 1986 she went to the Karakoram with Sheila 
Cormack.  This was a pioneering trip in which they crossed the range 
using primitive maps and, by the sound of it, a fair degree of guile and 
cunning.  The full article “How I Became Brave” is in the 1985-87 
Journal (see the Journal DVD).  They picked their way along crumbling 
non-paths some 4,000 feet up a steep-sided gorge with final wipe-out ever 
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before them.  Several hair-raising river crossings also featured.  However, 
the worst part was crossing the Lukpa La.  They stumped and floundered 
through a white-out to the top of the pass only to find that the ground 
they had to descend was much steeper than they had expected and they 
had terrified porters to cajole into going on.   
 
Next up was a trip was to Wind Rivers in the early 1990s.  There she and 
her companions enjoyed long mountaineering routes.  To get there they 
had to ride in and then leave the horses at the bottom of Jackass Pass 
and continue on foot.  It was traditional wild west country just like in the 
cowboy films.  It was also brown bear country with Annabelle having to 
climb trees every day to hang the food out of reach.  They climbed 
Gannett Peak and on the way down went through a thunder storm and 
narrowly missed a huge avalanche that swerved away at the last minute. 
 
The third trip took Annabelle back to the Karakoram, again with a group 
of Pinnaclers.  On her 1986 trip she had seen some mountains that 
looked as if they might “go”.  Setting off from their base camp at Suert 
they topped out on two unclimbed peaks of around 5,900 metres.  
Annabelle recalls becoming hypothermic on one climb where they 
bivvied high and she had to sit waiting for the others to catch up.   
 
It’s been difficult for her to choose her three best trips - clearly 
Annabelle has had a wonderful time in the mountains over the course of 
her life, heading to the hills in most continents.  Has she any 
mountaineering regrets?  Yes, there’s just one - that she didn’t ever climb 
an 8,000 metre peak.  She would have liked to climb one of the less 
technical ones.    
 
Lastly, Annabelle was very clear that she didn’t want either Shakespeare 
or Eric Langmuir (the latter under NO circumstances!!) but she would 
like to take the Bible.  My thought is that at least she would be able to 
yell out the more vengeful psalms in the direction of the hapless idiot 
who landed her in her lonely predicament.  She would prefer, possibly, 
to have Birds without Wine by Louis de Berniere (author of Captain 
Corelli’s Mandolin).  And for a luxury it would be her Bose CD player 
with 100 CDs.  After all, a person can’t be too greedy.
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Vier Harden Damen  
 
Ann-Marie Henderson 
 
The chairlift attendant asked where we were headed.  Upon hearing that 
we planned to traverse the Hint and the Mittl SeelenKogel he 
pronounced us “Vier Harden Damen”.  I began to wonder what fate lay 
ahead. 
 
As we sat on the chairlift in our shorts, the heavens opened – a true 
Glaswegian downpour.  We decided to wait out the rain at the Hohe 
Mut Hutte.  After much waiting and pea suppe, someone announced the 
weather had brightened up.  It didn’t look any better to me!  Lizzie 
announced we should go as far as the Rotmoosferner and if the weather 
hadn’t improved, then we would return.  Why is it when some people 
say “ifs, buts, coulds and shoulds” what they really mean is “We’re doing 
it”? 
 
When we arrived at the glacier to find a stemple I was delighted.  Some 
people bag Munros; others are obsessed with Corbetts.  I’m a stemple 
collector, and I don’t care who knows it! We began the sweaty slog across 
the glacier to the Joch.  We could hear a rockfall in the not far enough 
away distance.  The Zwickauer Hutte was a welcome sight, especially for 
those of us who only walk for the promise of a teashop at the end of our 
efforts. As we sat on the balcony taking in the scenery and enjoying the 
teewasser, we were besieged by a herd of inquisitive goats.  Our very own 
Dutch DIY expert erected a barricade but the goats mocked us with their 
superior intelligence and joined us for afternoon tea. 
 
The following morning we stepped out of the Hutte and were 
immediately confronted by the eastern arête of the Hint Seelenkogel.  
After two hours scrambling, we huddled together on the summit in the 
sleet.  No stemple either! The harsh reality of the trip was beginning to 
dawn on me.  We left the summit heading for the south east ridge of the 
Mittl peak.  According to the guide book the rock is “quite loose”.  It felt 
like climbing a three and a half thousand foot cairn held together by 
nothing other than the good tidings of all the walkers who had gone 
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before.  I don’t remember the summit, just the plaque bearing testimony 
to a tragedy. Exactly what you want to see on your first alpine experience.  
The ridge became knife-edged.  Lizzie acted as our scout checking out 
the route.  Dwarsie called her back and suggested we descend the slopes 
of the Seelenferner.  Thank god; not that I was scared, you understand.  
I like that phrase “sensible mountaineering decision”.  It disguises 
trepidation and fear, leaving the team with their reputation fully intact. 
 
Before long we came to a crevasse.  Not like any other.  This was the 
Grand Canyon of crevasses.  No worries, I had read half the club’s book 
on crevasse rescue and glacier travel.  What is it they say? “a little 
knowledge is a dangerous thing”.  We set up belays.  Dwarsie made it no 
problem.  She was obviously a long jumper in a previous life.  As for me 
I never quite mastered diving into a swimming pool.  I’m a 
championship bellyflopper.  True to form I did the equivalent thing right 
into the crevasse.  Well nothing exciting happened for at least ten 
minutes! One leg was completely wedged in the snowbridge and I spent 
the next forty five minutes digging myself out with my ice axe.  Dwarsie 
helped by staying calm, although she failed to take advantage of the 
photo opportunity.  Once all four of us were across safely, the slope 
started to avalanche beneath us. We ran for the safety of the ridge.  Hot 
drinks and chocolate for everyone.  Phew! We descended to the glacier 
to meet the path back to Obergugal. Only another ten kilometres to go. 
 
Just when we thought it was all over; we heard this loud rumble, as Lizzie 
and myself turned around, protecting our heads from the inevitable . . .  
we were confronted by a truck dumping its load. 
 
Years ago a friend told me that friendships are made out there in the 
hills, friendships formed out of shared adventures.  Upon my return 
from Austria, I attended an interview.  One of the questions was “who do 
you admire most?”   As I recalled the story above, the answer became 
obvious.  I admire and respect my three companions; Dwarsie for her 
encouragement and staying calm when I needed her to, Lizzie for her 
humour and ability to make me feel safe, and Margaret for her 
abundance of energy. 
 
Party: Lizzie Potts, Marieke Dwarhuis, Margaret Parker and AMH. 
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How We Climbed the Highest Mountain in 
South-East Asia – March 2008 
 
Cathy Woodhead 
 
I have friends working in the oil industry at a place called Miri in 
Sarawak.  We were going on a trip to Australia and it seems this is on the 
way, well nearly, just a flight away from Singapore.  Sarawak is on the 
island of Borneo.  Half the island belongs to Indonesia and the other 
half, comprising the states of Sarawak and Sabah, belong to Malaysia.  
Whilst we were in Borneo we wanted to climb Mount Kinabalu, which is 
in Sabah and is the highest point in South-East Asia at 4095 metres 
above sea level, a cheap flight away from Miri.  But there was more to 
see in the wonderful National Parks of Borneo.  Here are a few 
examples. 
 
The boat ride through the surf was exciting enough, and then to be 
greeted by a group of silver backed monkeys with their amazing golden 
haired babies’ right here in the mangroves.  And as if this was not enough 
someone pointed out a King Cobra slowly taking in the last 8” of a 
vibrant Green Pit Viper.  Bako National Park, Sarawak was beyond my 
expectations. 
 
I knew that the Mulu Caves are a World Heritage Site and I had heard 
about the bats that live there.  The wooden walkways lead from the 
visitor centre to the caves, and the caves themselves are huge and 
impressive but the spectacle of the bats leaving the caves at sundown is 
something else.  The viewing place is about a kilometre from the cave 
entrance and the first thing you can see is a sort of shimmering of the 
vegetation on the steep cliffs above, which moves and swirls up and up 
until the bats are clearly visible against the sky.  Then the stream of dots 
twists and waves until hidden by trees.  Then the next shimmering and 
the next….  Until the bulk of the bats come out continuously for over 25 
minutes.  It is amazing to see millions of bats heading off for their daily 
feeding. 
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We took a side trip in Mulu to visit the Pinnacles.  This involved a boat 
ride up river, a 9km walk along a forest track, two nights in a basic lodge, 
a gruelling climb up through muddy tree roots and rocks to see daggers 
of limestone sticking up above the trees.  The daggers are up to 50 
metres high.  Awe inspiring!  We were not tempted to climb them as 
they are wafer thin and razor sharp. 
 
I thought it would be a bit too touristy and expensive.  It is 
extraordinarily popular and crowded with both 'locals' and foreign 
tourists most of whom were unlikely mountaineers such as you might see 
walking up Snowdon in summer.  And it was expensive.  Kinabalu Park, 
based on the mountain, is another World Heritage Site and is quite 
tightly controlled in terms of numbers of visitors and accommodation – 
it's necessary to book in advance.  Access to the mountain itself is very 
tightly controlled - one has to be accompanied by a guide, and register 
for the climb and be issued with a 'dog tag' with one's name and control 
number.  There are check points at the start and again about 500 metres 
below the summit - the dog tag gets checked on the way up and again on 
the way down.  

You have to stay in a hut on the way up.  It often rains in the afternoon in 
Sabah state so you have to set out from the park entrance gate by 11 am 
to reach the hut.  The walk is quite steep but after about 3 hours you 

View on way back to the huts – Photo: David Medcalf 
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arrive and can lounge about for the rest of the day.  The huts get very 
booked up.  We stayed at a large one at about 3,200 metres - very like a 
large and chaotic Italian Alpine Club hut, with restaurant and various 
types of dormitory.  Owing to our late booking we had the best (most 
expensive) room in the place - a twin room with en suite bathroom, plus 
kettle, teabags and even toothbrushes! 
 
Most parties got up at 1am and left at 2am.  The point of the early start is 
to be on the summit in time for the sunrise at 6 am.  We thought a 2 am 
start was a bad idea for several reasons: 
o there was thunder, lightning and crashing rain on this morning 
o the early risers arrived at the summit way before sunrise  and being 

extremely chilled, had to start heading down before the sun actually 
rose, thus missing the  main point of the early start! 

 
We left at 3am.  The standard route up the mountain is very 
straightforward - barely more than a walk, being well equipped with steps 
and ladders on all the steep bits, but the altitude requires a slow and 
steady approach as there is very definitely less oxygen up there.  We 
stopped for snacks about 100 m below the summit, and were on top to 
see a spectacular glow over Borneo as the sun rose above the distant 
storm clouds - just amazing! 
 

View of South Peak – the rope guides you to Low’s peak – Photo: David Medcalf 
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The top 700 metres [altitude] of the mountain is really good mountain 
terrain, with spectacular rock scenery and a trail which could be tricky to 
work out if not marked by a very long and thick white rope and about 
100 other trekkers! 
 
The mountain top is an ancient volcanic 'pluton' pushed through the 
regional bedrock of sandstone and has six or seven different peaks 
weathered out of the granite, forming a cirque of spectacular rock 
scenery. Luckily the highest of the towers, 'Low's Peak', is just a scramble 
to the top, but the other peaks require rock climbing, from V. Diff to 
Hard VS standard, to get to the top.  One could spend a very enjoyable 
few days exploring and climbing here, if it were not for the high altitude 
[4095 metres is high, even by Alpine standards] and the predictably 
unpredictable weather - we were lucky in having clear skies and a full 
moon for our climb. 
 
After this brief stay, we got another flight across Sabah to Sandakan (town 
on the east coast), where we were shocked to find the total removal of 
the old hardwood forests and the incredible extent of the palm oil 
plantations which we motored through for 3 hours!  Only when we 
reached the Kinabatangan River did we enter ‘real’ forest, the salvation of 
many species of tropical flora and fauna. 
 
In general, the jungle requires patience and observation skills - at one 
moment, it seems that there's nothing around and then, noiselessly, a 
bird appears, or a crashing in the trees announces the arrival of a troupe 
of Proboscis Monkeys to roost in the waterside trees...... or a disturbance 
in the water catches the eye in time to see a 5ft Monitor Lizard crossing 
the stream, looking very much like a crocodile.  There were many 
highlights of our voyages on the Lower Kinabatangan, but probably the 
highest of those was seeing a herd of Borneo Pygmy Elephants - about 20 
in number, including 4 babies - feeding by the riverside.  They are less 
than half the size of Indian Elephants and unique to Borneo - one has to 
be very lucky to be in the right place at the right time so we were very 
privileged. 
 
Another highlight was the variety of birds, all of them very different to 
our native UK species. We counted over 35 different species, and 
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particularly enjoyed the ethereal Asian Paradise Flycatcher which floated 
through the jungle like a snow white fairy...it was almost hard to believe 
that it was a bird. 
 
All in all Borneo was an excellent place to visit, and Mount Kinabalu was 
well worth the effort, like many things on this trip, it was surprising and 
surprisingly good. 
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Desert Island Days – Angela Soper  
 
Interviewed by Hilary Lawrenson 
 
When and where did you start climbing? What started you off? 
Where are the most far flung places you have been to climb? 
What have been the things that have kept you in touch with the 
outdoors and the club over the years? 
From an early age I loved exploring, going up Yorkshire hills and into 
caves, but I didn’t start climbing until relatively late.  In 1962 a friend 
invited me to join an outdoor group, and I went along.  The clumsy 
boots we wore were useless on gritstone, and so was I. In those days, top-
roping wasn’t done, and there was only one experienced leader, so it was 
all rather slow.  Someone said ‘what we need is another leader’.  A little 
voice piped up ‘I’ll have a go’; no-one was more surprised than me that it 
was mine.  So I tied a bowline round my waist, led Long Chimney at 
Almscliff, and realised that this was for me.  
 

Since then I’ve climbed rocks and 
mountains all over, as far away as 
Australia, New Zealand and 
Patagonia. 
 
When I was a lecturer at Leeds 
Polytechnic (now Leeds 
Metropolitan University) the long 
holidays were ideal for climbing.  
Even so, I had no hesitation in 
accepting early retirement in 1992.  I 
already worked part-time for the 
Open University, and still do 
(though I have tried to give it up!). 
 
 
 
 
 
 Angela leading Z climb at Almscliff 
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Nowadays I mostly climb locally at quiet times, with occasional trips to 
sun-rock places. When there was no-one to climb with, I used to climb 
by myself, but now I’m more likely to go for a bike ride or a mini cross-
country expedition (using my bus-pass!), or just get on with the 
gardening.  Our rural life-style here in Upper Wharfedale (feeding the 
ducks etc.) keeps me occupied! 
 
The Pinnacle Club, with all its history and tradition, is unique, and I 
hope to be around for the centenary in 2021. 
 
If you were marooned on a desert island and could take 3 days 
out, or climbs with you, what would they be – when did they take 
place, why are they special, what did they involve, who were they 
with?  
Special days.  It’s hard to select from so many, but here are three very 
different ones. 
 
A rock climb.  It was a weekday during a heat wave in summer 1995, the 
crags were perfectly dry, and a few of us were camping at Ynys Ettws.  
Marushka, Helen (Jones) and I went up to Dinas Cromlech, each with 
our own agenda.  Some strong Yorkshire climbers were already climbing 
Right Wall.  Helen’s challenge was Left Wall, and she climbed it well, 
encouraged by everyone; Marushka followed.  By then Right Wall was 
free, but the lads recommended waiting until evening, as the sun was so 
strong up there. No, I thought, go for it now, while we’re all in the mood.  
All went well up to the porthole, then the heat kicked in, though I was 
only wearing running shorts and vest.  I stood a long time with my hands 
in the porthole, patiently belayed by Helen, waiting for a breath of wind 
that would stop me slipping off the chalky holds, more scared of failing  
than of falling.  At last I trusted my feet on the tiniest of rugosities, 
reached as far as I could, found a good side-pull and knew I was going to 
make it.  The rest of the pitch was in my comfort zone, and Helen 
seconded the route quickly.  She had a day to remember, too!   Our 
swim in Llyn Padarn cooled us off, but the elation lasted for ages. 
 
A fell race.  My first fell race was fantastic.  The Marsden to Edale race 
(aka Tanky’s Trog) over the most southerly section of the Pennine Way 
is always run on the first Sunday in December – a 35 km traverse of 
Black Hill, Bleaklow and Kinder.  I’m not sure why Jack and I decided 
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to attempt it in 1983, except that it was over our local moors.  That year, 
race day was glorious, winter sun, a sharp frost, and no wind.  Instead of 
floundering through endless bog, we were skimming over the firm 
surface, and finished in times that we couldn’t have dreamed of – Jack 
sub-3.5 hours and me sub-4 hours.  As a result, we stayed with fell 
running for several years, and had our moments! 
 
An unclimbed peak.  A first ascent is always special, and we made one 
on my second East Greenland expedition in 1977.  We were a team of 
five, camped on the shore of Jacobsen fjord, mapping and sampling the 
basalts and looking for fossils.  One day Jack and I and another scientist 
set off for the highest peak above our base.  We soon found a way 
through the basalt crags and, when we reached the snow, a 
straightforward route emerged to the summit, around 1800 m – not high 
by Greenland standards, but quite a climb from sea level!  In amazing 
visibility we looked down on a vast glacier emerging from the ice-cap, 
with the much bigger peaks of the Watkins Mountains in the far distance, 
and felt a strong sense of adventure in this big, impressive country. 
 
Is there a day out you regret never having? 
No regrets – but I still haven’t tried deep water soloing.  If I ever find 
myself at a crag above deep warm water, I’ll give it a go.  
 
What book would you take to the Island – Desert Island Discs 
allows the bible plus the works of Shakespeare, plus one other – 
so you can have Shakespeare or Eric Langmuir’s Mountain 
Leadership, and one other, and what luxury would it be? 
I’d take a book that would keep my mind active, maybe the Feynmann 
Lectures.  For a luxury, a nice thick Thermarest – might as well do all 
that reading and sleeping in comfort! 
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The sound of MALAWI 
 
Jane Stedman 
 
Red soil, green bananas 

Houses painted blue 

Yellow dogs, black bikes 

White teeth, pink smiles 

The colours of MALAWI 

 

Wood smoke from cooking fires 

Dried fish in the market 

Fresh sweat on clean bodies 

The stink of exhaust fumes 

The scent of MALAWI 

 

Sweet as tea 

Salty as sweat 

Sour as oranges 

Bitter as quinine 

The taste of MALAWI 

 

Sun burning my hair 

Dust in my throat 

Bodies crammed in a bus 

My hand in the hand of my friend 

The warmth of MALAWI 
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AN ETHIOPIAN ODYSSEY 
 
Diana Proudfoot 
 
Jane Stedman was coming to the end of her VSO placement in Ethiopia 
and we thought wouldn’t it be a great finale to trek in the Simien 
Mountains and perhaps climb Ras Dashen.  Suzanne also agreed to 
come along.  She was doing an art foundation course at the time but she 
was allowed the time to come if she used it as an opportunity to gather 
material for a coursework project.  She did this, and very productively. 
 
Landing in Addis Ababa we met Jane who treated us to Ethiopian coffee 
(very good too) and then dropped the bombshell that she had to leave 
Ethiopia four days after our arrival as there had been a mix up over her 
visa.  She had no wish to see the inside of a local prison so Suzanne and 
I were probably on our own with this adventure.  Jane said she would do 
her very best to get officialdom to relent so we left her and flew on to 
Gonder where we stayed with one of Jane’s VSO colleagues and we 
made our trekking arrangements.   
 
We could scarcely believe our eyes when Jane turned up in Gonder.  
Sadly, the ears of officialdom were closed to her pleas but she said she 
would come with us to the road head and then return to leave the 
country. 
 
All went well at first though the driver was going at a fair old pace, taking 
bends with a greater degree of verve than I was happy with.  We were 
heading for Debark, a starting point for trekking in the Simien 
mountains.  It was just after the U.S. election and we saw lots of cafes 
named after Barack Obama.  Then about 20 minutes from Debark the 
driver took a bend at such a rate that the minibus left the road, careered 
down a stony embankment and bumped along very rough ground.  We 
were clinging on for dear life, thinking any minute now the wretched 
thing is going to overturn and that will be that.  The minibus hurtled 
towards a dried-up stream bed and I thought if it trips into that gully it 
will definitely overturn and that really will be that.   I’m clearly not much 
of an optimist.  My memory of what happened next is that the minibus 
appeared to take to the air, to sail over the stream gully and land with an 
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almighty bump on the other side.  It twanged up and down like a 
demented Zebedee and then slewed round to a halt.  We were still alive.  
I have to tell you that, although there were no seat belts in the vehicle 
they seemed to rely on a statue of Jesus on the dashboard to keep them 
safe.  Can’t help feeling that better driving might have been more helpful. 
 

 
 
 
At first I couldn’t stand up and a shaken Jane and Suzanne hauled me 
out of the bus and administered arnica.  Oh crikey, this isn’t the place to 
lose the ability to walk, I gloomily thought.   The guys stood there with 
their eyes popping out, clearly horrified and as shocked as we were.  I 
was taken to the clinic at Debark - no bones broken and an injection of 
ibuprofen refused.  Funny how the pain decreased when an injection was 
offered.   
 
We decided to stay in Debark overnight and start the trek the next day.  
Jane would return to Addis to prepare to leave the country and Suzanne 
and I would head into the mountains.   I seem to remember that 
Suzanne was not a well girl that evening but next day we set off as 
planned.  I was walking ahead with our guide from the first camp at 
Sankaber and Suzanne was well behind with the scout.  You have to have 
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a scout as he carries the rifle to protect you from whatever might be 
lurking in the undergrowth.  Equally, the scouts have to have work as 
there are still a lot of guns around in Ethiopia, remnants of previous 
troubles.   
 
As Suzanne was still suffering and we weren’t going to make it to the next 
camp at Gich that evening, we went back down to Sankaber and spent 
the night there before walking by a shorter route up to Gich (3,600m).  
We had a great walk up Imet Gogo (3,925m) above the camp and saw 
many of the gelada baboon for which the Park is famous.   That night we 
were both feeling pretty rough and and we felt even worse when our 
scout, who had clearly had one beer too many, tried to join us in our 
tent. 
 
The next day we met a young South African woman, Alison, who had 
heard we were thinking of going down asked if she could join us.  It 
turned out she was employed by an outdoor magazine to have travel 
“adventures” in various places and write about them.  Well, this was one 
adventure too far so off we went, me on a mule as I still wasn’t walking 
well.  I wasn’t at ease on this creature which had a mind of its own but, 
worse still, I did look pretty silly.   
 
After that episode we decided to be tourists, visiting Lake Tana with our 
new friend.  We looked round the monastery of Debre Sine Maryam 
near Gorgora which is well-known for its murals depicting scenes from 
the Bible.  Suzanne got a good deal of material for her project from the 
art there.  Her camera and sketch book were busy in many other places 
and one the superb woodcuts which later came out of this trip is hanging 
in my house.   We then caught the plane to Lalibela, famous for its rock-
hewn churches.  The faithful seemed to be having services and funerals 
all over the town and the said churches were full of pilgrims.    We had a 
guide for the day who showed us round and took us to a local cafe.  
Coffee great, pity about the driving. 
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Nepal 2010 
 
Jill Croskell 
 
My first proper expedition to the Nepal Himalaya was in 1993 when I 
was part of an attempt to climb Annapurna IV and achieve the first 
female ascent.  That expedition ended in failure, stopped by severe 
winds on the summit ridge and a bit of a crisis with two team members 
suffering frostbite and having to be evacuated in a hurry.  That is another 
story and what stays with me is not so much the night-time screaming as 
Lizzy’s hands and feet started to come back to life nor the frantic hunt 
for Sharon as she wandered off onto the glacier in a morphine- induced 
delirium but rather the sheer magnificent beauty of the frozen wilderness 
surrounding Base Camp.   
 
The Himalaya for me was a place of ice and snow in previously 
unimagined abundance.  Our camp was a yellow sunburst in a bowl of 
grey moraine ringed in dazzling white.  When we finally withdrew and 
returned to the land of colour and movement, I knew what it was to 
experience sensory deprivation. 
 
The next time I visited and this time on a successful first ascent, the 
difference was startling.  Flying out of Lukla, the high peaks seemed 
strangely bare and almost ordinary.  The snow line had retreated and our 
climb, when we came to it, needed our mountain boots for only two days 
of our five weeks.  Nevertheless, the isolation was wonderful and the 
sense of wilderness remained.  
 
Not so last November when I went again to try for an unclimbed peak, 
this time in a valley branching off near the Nangpa La on the Tibetan 
border.  To reach the peak fully acclimatised we decided to trek from 
Lukla up to Namche Bazaar, on to Thyangboche, round to Gokyo the 
back way and over the pass into the Nangpa La valley.  Wilderness was 
not this year’s experience.  The trail to Namche and Thyangboche was 
thronging with trekkers of all descriptions.  The tea-houses have become 
hotels and lodges while camping is discouraged in favour of this new 
infrastructure.  There is nothing but noise, dust and an imbalance 
between the sweaty struggles of the Nepalese to carry for commercial 
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expedition after commercial expedition and the lightly equipped clients 
on their way to Everest Base Camp.  Such was the extent of the 
overcrowding that on one occasion I was physically man-handled by a 
European trekker and thrown to one side to remove me from his 
relentless onward march.  It was a relief to escape into the silence of the 
Nangpa La. 
 

 
 
This brief respite was a return to the image of Nepal that has been in my 
memory for the last 20 years.  Our expedition was again defeated, this 
time by rockfall and dangerous snow conditions but exploring the barren 
Tibetan frontier was inspiring.  As we walked out however, the signs were 
there that this too will soon be a memory only.  The lodges are moving 
up the valley and the markers of civilisation are staking their claims on 
the landscape.  The trek to Nangpa La seems likely to be the next 
Himalayan ‘must do’ with all that this implies.   
 
As the Buddha said, ‘it changes’ and no one should deny the right of the 
Nepalese to bring wealth to their communities.  However, Nepal is 
definitely changing with man-made climate change on one front and 
man-made demand for luxury tourism on the other and who knows what 
will result.  The wilderness has retreated to the west of the country and as 
those who seek it follow it there, it will surely only be a matter of time 
before others follow in strength. 
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Desert Island Days - Barbara James 
 
Interviewed by Charlotte Whitmore 
 
Background 
Barbara James began her climbing life in Capel Curig, she has been a 
member of the club since 1967 and she has ‘climbed, skied and walked’ 
in the UK, European Alps, Tenerife and the Falkland Islands. Barbara 
has determinedly got on with life despite living with allergies and eczema; 
they made her more determined to succeed in everything she set her 
mind to do including, when penniless post divorce, learning a new 
language to train infantry junior leaders in Folkestone. Her MIC 
certificate was dated 1969, her 50th birthday present to herself was a 
Private Pilot’s Licence in 1989 and later she fell in love with walks in 
Tenerife. After 5 years of hard effort her autobiography ‘Itching to 
Climb’ was published in 2009. She lives in Bangor, North Wales and 
takes every opportunity to get out into the hills on a regular basis. 
 
How did you come to climbing? 
As an only child growing up in Willaston, on the Wirral, allergies and 
severe eczema were very life affecting. Luckily by my teens the eczema 
improved, but it never went away. I was 17, in my last year at school and 
uncertain about my future, when a surprising opportunity came my way. 
My PE teacher took me, alone, at half term to Plas y Brenin where I had 
my first experience of mountaineering. I joined a course for very fit 
infantry soldiers and inevitably on all walks I was at the back of the 
group. Learning to ski on the gentle slopes of the Carneddau Mountains 
we had a wonderful instructor, Tim Aaron, who inspired me with his 
love of the mountains; they have never ceased to be a dominant part of 
my life.  
 
What have been the things that have kept you in touch with the 
outdoors and the club? 
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The outdoors has been, and always 
will be, an integral part of my life both 
for work and play. I enjoy walking 
alone, with friends or growing 
vegetables in my garden. I was lucky 
to join the club in 1967 and it was a 
privilege to meet and climb with many 
of our older members. I was thrilled 
when, to celebrate Nea Morin’s 70th 
birthday, with her daughter Denise 
and grandson Chuck, we did Nea 
climb in Llanberis Pass. Alwine 
Walford – famous for her superb 
catering at hut meets - was one of 
many Pinnaclers who attended the 
LAC Dolomite meet that I led in 
1972. 

 
 
If you were marooned on a desert island and could take 3 days out  
or climbs with you, what would they be – when did they take place, 
why are they special, what did they involve, who were they with?  
Furchetta North Face (Solleder), Dolomites, Italy (Aug 1970) 
Ron & I wanted to climb the North Face of the Furchetta in the 
Dolomites, 800m grade VI.  We had promised to meet climbing friends 
from Wales at a bar in Innsbruck railway station. Numerous beers were 
drunk until hunger won, we all went for a meal at the nearby Maria 
Teresa Strasse, and more drinks. To climb any big alpine route we 
needed a good forecast that should not be wasted. Eventually I dragged 
Ron away and before we had left Innsbruck I realized that he was in no 
fit state to drive. I drove up the Brenner Pass and once through customs 
it was a further two hours before we reached Vilnostal where we parked 
and slept beside the car. At 6am, after just four hours sleep, as we rolled 
up the air beds in the expelled air I could smell beer. As we walked up a 
ghastly steep scree slope carrying heavy rucksacks I could taste the beer 
in my sweat. 
 

Barbara with Nea Morin 
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Rations were a few ginger nut biscuits (they are less likely to crumble) 
and a bottle of water each even though on a long route often there is little 
time to stop. On the first, easy pitches of the route I carried the second 
rope that was needed for the difficult section higher up. The crux was a 
chimney that was blocked by a huge chock stone and, as always, the 
route book was above crux. Ron wrote the date and our names and 
shouted down to tell me that the week before the route was climbed by 
the first lady with a local climber Reinholt Messner, but we had made the 
first British ascent!  
 
As we reached the top of the route a storm was approaching, fast, so 
instead of the abseil descent we walked and ran as fast as tiredness 
allowed; still wearing all our slings and karabiners we entered the hut just 
as the rain began to fall. The hut was crowded with Germans who had 
walked up from the valley and we wondered if a bed was available. We 
explained to the guardian that we had just completed the route but 
doubting us, he asked about the crux. Our reply resulted in being well 
wined and dined and we even slept well in a quiet double room. Next 
day we had a very long walk back down to the car. (Walter Pause's 
book Extreme Rock Climbs describes 100 best routes in the Alps and 
Barbara  climbed 18 routes with Ron. She also made over a dozen routes 
that were a first British female ascent or a first female ascent). 
 
Island Hopping 
While working with the army I organised visits to St Kilda and after early 
retirement in 1988 I went, solo, to the Falklands. 
 
St.Kilda: in 1979 I organised an expedition to St Kilda. The Landing 
Craft Logistic boat from Helensburgh inched its way through the 
dramatic, narrow Sound of Harris en route to Hirta where we walked up 
Conachair, were dive bombed by skuas and admired the gliding fulmars 
and gannets. It was a magical, brief, three-hour experience. Another year 
I spent magical 10 days on Hirta. 
 
Falkland Islands: with advice from the Falkland Islands Government 
Office in London I booked my flight with the RAF and accommodation 
in Stanley for part of my six weeks holiday. After a 16-hour flight I 
arrived on 16th December 1988 and the next morning was taken to see 
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colony of delightful rock hopper penguins. On Pebble Island I met a 
lady who knew members of the Ogwen Valley Mountain Rescue 
Organisation. On Tumbledown there were no paths, but the minefields 
were circled with skull and cross bone flags. Exploring, solo, some 
evidence of war was around (camouflage netting, shovels and jerry cans). 
The stunning wildlife was unforgettable.  
 
El Teide National Park, Tenerife 
In January 1992 I was solo, on crutches following a knee operation, when 
a TITSA bus ride to the 7,000 ft El Teide National Park ensured my 
return. A few days later I went again, this time leaving the bus at the 
Parador hotel and, following my guide book’s advice, I started crutching 
my way along a wide track looking for the start of uphill to Guajara, 
2,715m, 600m above the Parador and the 4th highest mountain after El 
Teide (3,718m). I reached the col, about half way up, after negotiating 
some ice on last stretch in the shade, sat in the sun and took a 
photograph of my crutches and returned with plenty of time to spare 
before the bus departed for Las Americas, at 1600hrs. Thanks to clean 
air and kind, generous Canarians, my visits continue to this day. 
 
What is the day out you regret never having? 
Due to my allergies (including to my sweat & raindrops) and eczema it 
was impossible for me to visit the Himalayas but I am happy to have 
achieved all that I wanted to do.  
 
And what book would you take to the Island – Desert Island Discs 
allows the bible plus the works of Shakespeare, plus one other – 
so you can have Shakespeare or Eric Langmuir’s Mountain 
Leadership, and one other? 
I’d like to exchange Eric Langmuir’s book for Isabella Bird’s exciting 
adventures ‘A lady’s life in the Rocky Mountains’. If I could have a 
second book it would be Dolly Shepherd’s ‘When the Chute went up’ 
because both would give me courage to survive. 
 
And what luxury would it be? 
Midge/insect repellent, but if the island has no such pests, then a comfy 
pillow would help me to sleep. 
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From Here to There and Back Again – a 
Journey through Cancer to Mount Kenya 
 
Lesley Shipway 
 
2008 began well enough with a family holiday to Lanzarote.  I was 
enjoying an early morning walk, up an extinct volcano, with my husband 
whilst my two children slept in the care of my father-in-law 2,000 feet 
below.  It was an unfamiliar volcanic landscape but a grand little hill, and 
as I puffed my way up to the summit, my mind began to wander as I 
recalled the other grand and not-to-grand little hills I had climbed in the 
past.   
 
I smiled as I sat on the summit looking out across the extraordinary lava 
flow towards the sea – where next?  I was looking forward to journeys 
further afield and raising my climbing grade after responsibilities of a 
young family.  The Andes would be great, a rematch on Mount Kenya, 
and a crack at White Slab on Cloggy with Elspeth would do nicely.  For 
now though, back to reality and a bumble back down the volcano to a 
lovely day on the beach in the New Year sunshine. 
 
My 50th birthday approached towards the end of January 2008, and I 
hoped that the second part of my life would be as enjoyably challenging 
and as full as the first.  Well, it offered up an extraordinary challenge, but 
instead of a journey into one of the world’s wild places I began a journey 
of another kind.  That into the unwelcome world on Cancer!  Long run-
outs with scant protection on a grade 5 ice climb on The Ben was 
probably the most frightening thing I have ever experienced.  A diagnosis 
of cancer took fear into another dimension.  This may well not only 
cramp my lifestyle but end my life. 
 
I decided to be positive and at a pre-op assessment I asked the nurse 
when I could expect to resume climbing.  She looked at me in silence for 
just a little too long, dropped her gaze and explained my treatment would 
compromise my entire upper body, that both my arms were likely to be 
affected, my reach may be limited, and there was a risk of lymphodaema 
and that I would need to take great care of my arms.  No scratches, 
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grazes, bumps bruises or strain!  OK I said, but for how long?  Another 
long endless silence whilst she looked at her notes.  You will always need 
to be careful was her reply.  As the implication of this little bit of news 
sank in I sat in stunned silence and then came anger, tears of 
disappointment, and then a plan:-  I would simply have to become an 
expert slab climber and learn to tiptoe the light fantastic upwards using 
my hands and arms for balance only and wearing a kevlar jacket.  
Problem solved. 
 
Three weeks after surgery, with a new slimline shape, several pounds 
lighter, and two brand new ‘go-faster’ stripes across my chest, I joined 
work colleagues at a local climbing wall engaged in a fundraiser on my 
behalf.  Unable to resist, I tied onto the rope and climbed the hardest 4b 
pitch of my life – and it wasn’t a slab it was a wall!  My right arm was 
indeed very stiff; my reach was limited and my strength decreasing.  
Hanging from the door lintels every day and 20km three times a week on 
a rowing machine soon overcame these difficulties.   
 
Four months of chemotherapy began in April – one of the most un-
funny pastimes of my life.  However I made the best of my good days.  I 
completed a sprint triathlon, raising £1,000 for school funds and didn’t 
come last.  I kayaked off the Cornish coast, spent a week wandering in 
the Peak District with Elspeth, and attended two meets with the Pinnacle 
Club.  Ably led by Joanne Barnes I had a fantastic day out on 
Commando Ridge at Bosigram and one of the best mountain days of my 
life, climbing Main Wall on Cyrn Las followed by Snowdon summit and 
Llewedd, before descending via the Nant Gwnant ridge to Cwm Dilli 
cottage.  Thanks Jo. 
 
It seemed that unlike Samson, losing my hair had not impaired my 
strength and rainfall on a bald head or a dip under a mountain stream 
was a delightful and refreshing experience. 
 
Chemo and its accompanying discomfort and infections came to an end 
in July.  The drugs had been administered intravenously via the veins in 
my left hand and this had caused them to become damaged, painful and 
seriously weakened my left arm.  More worryingly, after the penultimate 
chemotherapy session I felt a lot less-well than usual.  I had been keeping 
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a record of my base pulse rate and discovered it had risen from 58 to 89 
beats per minute in the course of a week.  We were not amused. 
 
I booked into Flint House, a rehabilitation centre available for sick, old, 
clapped out, tired and injured serving and retired police officers.  It was 
to be the first of four hard one-week stays over the next year or so.  With 
the help of their excellent nursing and physiotherapy staff I rebuilt the 
damaged parts of my body.  Then after six weeks I was back to the world 
of cancer and 15 rounds of radiotherapy.  This, the Oncologist warned 
me would reduce the elasticity of my lungs.  High altitude 
mountaineering would be possible in time but I must expect to be slower 
than in the past.  It was a doddle compared with the chemotherapy and 
determined not to lose ground I continued with the fitness programme.  
Part-way through the 15 radiotherapy sessions on a bright October 
morning I went for a bike ride and got knocked off from behind by a 
careless motorist.  The cost was high: - 6 weeks in plaster with a broken 
leg; a bang on the head which caused permanent damage to my hearing; 
and a wrecked bicycle.  I finished the radiotherapy by the end of 
November and began four years of hormone therapy.  Back in the 
cancer centre in Brighton Laura, the very patient and understanding 
Macmillan nurse with a talent for understatement and keeping her cool, 
said, mmm perhaps you should try something a little less strenuous 
whilst you continue with your treatment.  I could teach you to relax if you 
like, and learning to meditate would help and I think you would get a lot 
out of it.  Indeed I did.  I loved it.  It was nearly as good as climbing 
mountains and much better than a bar of chocolate, but I got a bit more 
than I bargained for when, shortly after having my plaster cast removed I 
stood up at the end of a meditation class and found that my weakened 
right leg was refusing to support my weight.  My foot twisted inward and 
didn’t stop. I heard the unmistakable and very distressing sound of my 
own bones breaking in my right foot.  6 more weeks in plaster! 
 
A year had passed since my diagnosis and it was Christmas.  Hosting the 
festive season was going to be a little difficult hopping around on one leg, 
so my father-in-law once again treated our family to a winter break.  This 
was a water sports holiday in Egypt – lovely except for the chest infection 
doing the rounds of the resort, which I fell prey to with my weakened 
immune system.  And the coughing from that dislodged vertebrae in my 
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lower spine.  I was now almost completely immobile with a broken foot 
and a dodgy back, unable to climb the stairs let alone a mountain, and I 
did what I should have been doing for the past year. I stopped.  Using 
the meditative techniques I had learnt I travelled inner space negotiating 
passages of my mind on remarkable journeys.  I took to writing, drawing 
but set the limit at knitting.  I am sure Laura would have approved.   
 
A long rest and lots more physio saw me at the end of my sick leave.  I 
took a quick trip to Waddi Rum with my daughter, strengthening my legs 
on some of the many scrambles and climbs of the area, and then 
attempted to return to work.  I didn’t last long.  The hyperacusis I had 
been suffering from since my bike accident grew rapidly worse in the 
noisy environment of the classroom, and a raging case of tinnitus 
developed.  The sound in my ears was so loud that at times it impaired 
my balance and orientation.  I spent 6 months gaining assistance from 
my local audiology department, which gave me some sort of control over 
hearing difficulty, gaining relief by meditating myself into oblivion.  I was 
assured that the condition would improve, but was likely to be 
permanent.  Peace and quiet were gone forever.  I hit the lowest point in 
this series of rather unfortunate events but in time my physical balance 
returned and mood improved, while Elspeth encouraged me out onto 
the rocks in sunny Spain and Wales.  Then towards the end of that 
summer I had an offer I just couldn’t refuse – a friend and ‘now and 
again’ climbing partner, Ray Delaney, asked if I would like to go back to 
Nepal and do that ‘new route on Mera Peak’ that we had failed on over 
20 years before.  I thought about it – the Himalayas were just too big, too 
remote, and the walking too long for me to manage at this time.  
However a route on Mount Kenya might just be manageable.  I dusted 
off my climbing guide to Mount Kenya.  It was out of date but the 
description of the Shipton/Harris route up the South East Face of Nelion 
Peak looked do-able.  At 17,500 feet in height, with a 60 mile trek into 
and out of the mountain, and with a 1,500 feet grade 4 rock climbing 
route at the end it looked the perfect challenge.   
 
I began a serious fitness campaign and was soon a regular visitor to my 
local climbing wall and completing up to 100 miles per week hiking, 
biking, swimming and rowing. 
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In late September I had an appointment with the oncologist – ‘Mount 
Kenya?’ I asked hopefully.  ‘You can try’ he said, but take it slowly and 
don’t exhaust yourself.  And also check with your other doctors as I’m 
not sure about your ears.  I saw my GP ‘Go for it’ he said with 
enthusiasm, but remember that your treatment has compromised your 
body so don’t expect too much.  Next the Physio.   Your leg and foot 
should be fine but try not to put too much strain on your upper body.  
 
The next day I purchased an airline ticket to Nairobi on 31 January 
2011.  My life took off just with the thought of that aircraft journey and 
what lay at the end of it. 
 
I was still regularly attending the Cancer Centre in Brighton on a 
recovery programme.  November’s discussions included exercise and its 
part in recovery.  Laura the nurse encouraged each of us to discuss our 
energy levels and how much exercise we were doing.  Her reaction was 
‘100 miles a week! And where are you going!?  I have to say this is NOT 
normal.’  It might not have been normal but the other patients thought it 
was a good idea and suggested I do it as a fundraiser for The Macmillan 
nurses.  It was wonderful to have such enthusiastic support, and together 
we set the fund raising machine in motion.  They were the brains and the 
administration and I got on with the training.  I even had help packing up 
my food and equipment!  The weeks ticked by and my confidence and 
fitness levels rose. 
 
Raymond and I landed in Nairobi late on 31 January 2011, checked into 
a hotel and within 36 hours were on a local bus heading for the village of 
Chogoria, the start of our trek up the mountain.  Having secured the 
employment of 5 local porters we camped for our first night in the forest 
situated at the beginning of the Chogoria Track at an altitude of about 
6,000 feet, and awoke to the sound of monkeys crashing through the 
trees, and the sight of several flights of hornbills looking like 
ornithological concords passing overhead. 
 
We broke camp, sorted out porter loads and awaited our staff.  Bang on 
time and lead by a very able well organised young man named Kenneth, 
they arrived with big smiles, friendly handshakes and lots of happy 
chatter.  They were clearly used to working together and knew their 
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business.  They looked over their loads and smiled appreciatively as they 
shouldered their well packed good quality rucksacks.  I liked them 
immediately.  It felt good.  I had had two bad experiences in the past 
with porters and learned to my cost the value of good ones.  They can 
make or break such a trip. 
 
Within minutes they were on their way up the Chogoria Track eager to 
get going before it got too hot.  We agreed to meet them at our next 
camping site which was a clearing in the forest approximately 12 miles 
away and 3,000 foot higher up.  We ambled contentedly behind, lost in 
the magic of a tropical forest, enchanted by the colourful birds and 
butterflies, and cheeky monkeys that periodically broke cover from the 
huge moss-draped camphor trees that lined the track.  It was very hot 
and tinder dry; part-way through what was to become one of the worst 
African droughts in recent history.  By late afternoon we had reached the 
clearing at about 9,000 feet, pitched our tents and cooked a meal. 
 
As we relaxed Kenneth approached awaiting instructions for the next 
day.  After sorting out the business we fell into an easy conversation.  He 
was very respectful but obviously perplexed as to what a small middle-
aged English woman was doing attempting to climb the biggest mountain 
in Kenya.  It was high; it was very cold; it was rock climbing, and many 
people failed.  Why were we not taking a climbing guide?  I reassured 
him that Ray and I were experienced climbers.  He looked doubtful.  
‘Be careful Mama’ he said ‘and oh don’t go in the forest – many 
elephants and buffalo.’  The atmosphere grew dark and oppressive and 
the smell of ozone filled the air.  Kenneth smiled and said ‘rain coming 
Mama – the mountain needs it.’  Within seconds the mountain gods 
announced their presence with an awesome display of natural power; 
thunder, lightening and torrential rain like I had never experienced.  We 
scarpered to the shelter of our tents.  The noise of the storm made 
conversation impossible and I imagined what would happen if we 
encountered such a storm high on the rock face.  An hour or so later the 
rain stopped as suddenly as it had started, just as night fell.  An eerie 
moment or two of utter silence and then the sound of millions of 
animals, birds and insects, their voices raised in appreciation of the rain.  
It was extraordinary, so different from the evening song of the blackbird 
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back home in Sussex.  And those elephant and buffalo – the porters kept 
a big fire going all night.  We slept safe and sound. 
 
Our second day on the mountain was a short one just 1,000 feet of 
ascent and 5 miles or so.  The tropical trees gave way to the clickerty 
clack and rustle of bamboo forest with plenty of evidence of those big 
forest animals that left huge footprints and even bigger dung piles on the 
track. 
 
A short steep section led onto the African Savannah, an area of gold and 
green grassland studded with small islands of beautiful trees.  It was 
breathtaking and offered our first good views of our approach towards 
the summit rock section.  It all looked splendid and we spent a perfect 
afternoon camped on the Savannah behind the National Park HQ. 
 
The air was clear and cool after the rain and Kenneth promised good 
weather for the rest of the trip.  I hoped he was right.  A chilly dawn 
prompted a quick start along a rapidly narrowing track through the 
Savannah and after another 500 ft of ascent we went into the next 
vegetation change.  An area covered in giant 7 ft high heathers.  A fire 
had ravaged this part of the mountain for several square miles, burning 
all the covering vegetation.  The soot and dust were whipped into 
swirling dust devils that roamed at will across the mountainside. 
 
We and the porters spent an unpleasant day struggling through the dirty 
smelly burnt-out heathland under a relentless sun with no shade.  We 
were very pleased to reach our campsite – a small clearing in the burnt-
out landscape next to a cool clear burbling stream.  We were between 
11,000 and 11,500 ft and apart from being a little out of breath and 
having a slightly elevated heart rate I was not experiencing any other 
effects of altitude. 
 
As usual, an early start the next morning towards an area known as Twin 
Tarns, our next camping spot.  As we gained height we left behind the 
burnt out heather and entered an area of short tussocky grass.  We 
climbed onto a long grassy ridge with magnificent views over the very 
impressive Gorges Valley towards the summit, and back over the 
savannah to the forest behind us.  I had left camp early fearing I might 
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slow down as I gained height but to my great pleasure and surprise I was 
holding my own.  We reached Two Tarns just after lunch.  It was a 
lovely sheltered peaceful spot.  At 13,500 ft it was as high as or higher 
than most of the Alpine peaks of Europe and I felt fantastic.  For the first 
time I let myself believe I had a really good chance of summiting.  None 
of the problems I had expected with the altitude had yet materialised:- no 
undue fatigue, no headache, no nausea, no breathing difficulty, no 
coughing and no problems with heart/lungs or lack of stamina. 
 
Ray was feeling good too, and the weather was holding fine.  It was very 
tempting to push on to our next stop at ‘top hut’ a mountain refuge at 
15,400 ft whilst all was going so well.  However, experience has taught 
me that a day’s acclimatisation with lots of food, water and rest between 
13,000 – 14,000 ft, pays huge dividends later on.  We took control of 
our itchy feet and spent another day and night at Two Tarns.  We 
explored the area and the magnificent views down the entire length of the 
Gorges Valley from the aptly named Cathedral Rock.  We spent the 
afternoon taking photographs, eating and sleeping, and read for the 
umpteenth time the description of the south Face Shipton Harris Route. 
 
The next day dawned fine and we headed for The Top Hut.  The 
scenery changed again.  First a thin forest of giant lobelia and groundsel, 
then the land became very arid, and then within 1,000 ft of ascent there 
was no sign of life, just rock and gravel.  It was silent, the sun fierce and 
harsh.  The path steepened and narrowed until it became hard to define 
in places.  The rock sculptures and cliffs were carved by weather and 
wind blown sand into fantastic shapes.  Giant toadstools, pillars, shattered 
ramparts, entire castles and cathedrals.  It contrasted highly with the 
luxuriant forest below.  We panted as we plodded up, past 14,700 ft but 
still managed to chat amongst ourselves.  We were well acclimatised and 
our day’s rest had done us good. 
 
We crossed a high col with a magnificent view of the South Face of 
Nelion and before lunch reached Top Hut. I was ecstatic and jumping 
about like a 4-year old.  I had never felt so good so high.  What had 
those doctors pumped into my veins?  Had I found a new use for 
chemotherapy?  Not only did it hopefully cure cancer but could also be 
turned into high octane high altitude leg fuel! 
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We ate and drank our full, and then wandered up onto the terminal 
moraine of the Lewis Glacier to get a good look at our route and the 
condition of the glacier.  The glacier looked small and straight-forward.  
No crevasses, no seracs, but the 300 ft or so scramble down the lateral 
moraine and up the other side to the beginning of the route looked steep 
loose ankle-breaking terrain.  It would need care, particularly if we 
attempted it in the dark in the early hours of the morning of our summit 
day.  I didn’t like it.  The route looked great.  We could pick it out from 
the description in the guide book.  I had an idea.  ‘Look Ray, I feel fine, 
we are both going well.  A night at the hut will be warm but noisy with 
trekkers coming and going to and from Point Leanna.  What more, I 
don’t fancy the moraine in the dark.  It must be 2 hours from here to the 
bottom of the route.  I’ll arrive tired and strung out.  Why don’t we cross 
the glacier this afternoon and bivvy out on the ledges at the bottom of the 
route?  We will be fresh for the climb tomorrow’.  Ray agreed.  We went 
back to the hut, ate, and drank as much as we could, then packed our 
rucksacks with climbing and bivvy gear, leaving everything else stowed in 
the hut. 
 
Up until now we had both been carrying small day packs.  My alpine 
sack felt heavy, uncomfortable and unbalanced as I stomped around the 
hut floor trying it out.  I re-adjusted the straps and re-packed it 3 times 
trying to eject as much as possible to make it lighter and easier to carry.  I 
realised I was becoming extremely nervous.  All the conditions were right 
but was I strong and able enough to complete the climb?  Kenneth 
looked a little concerned as my agitation was obvious.  ‘You OK Mama?’ 
he asked kindly.  I nodded – not feeling OK at all.   
 
It was mid-afternoon and time to go.  Kenneth followed us to the edge of 
the moraine, shook hands with Ray and gave me a hug.  ‘Good luck and 
please be careful Mama’.  I felt tearful.  I wanted to go home.  Instead I 
began scrambling down the moraine following Ray.  It felt all wrong.  My 
pack was awkward and I didn’t feel safe on the insecure ground, I had a 
melt-down.  What was I doing?!   This was the longest rock climb I had 
ever attempted in my life, starting at a height of 16,000 ft.  I was a 
middle-aged mother of two half-grown children, a wife and I had no 
business putting myself at risk especially as I had not yet completed my 
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treatment for a nasty dose of cancer.  My stomach lurched and I headed 
for the nearest cover with a roll of toilet paper.  I sobbed as fear and self 
doubt took over.  Thankfully Ray was too far ahead to witness such 
behaviour.  Feeling uncoordinated and very jittery I pulled myself 
together enough to continue.  I stumbled like a beginner to the end of 
the moraine and sat on a large rock beside the glacier.  Fumbling badly I 
strapped on my crampons and took hold of my ice axe.  A few more 
tears, a big sniff and I stepped onto a glacier for the first time in years.   
 
The first ragged steps felt alien and unnatural; then my body 
remembered.  I stood up straight, relaxed, spread my feet a little, 
shortened my gait and felt my crampon point bite securely into the hard 
ice with a reassuring crunch.  My steps and breathing fell into a long 
forgotten rhythm and with each crunch my confidence and spirits soared.  
‘Ninny’ I thought ‘just get on with it’.  By the time I had reached Ray on 
the far side of the glacier the route was ‘in the bag’ and even if it wasn’t, it 
didn’t matter.  I was having a great time!  Exchanging smiles with Ray we 
put our heads down and grunted our way up the moraine. 
 
He reached the top first and I heard him chuckle.  ‘Look at this’ he said.  
I peered around a huge bolder – a 5 star bivvy ledge!  ‘And this’ he said, 
leaning against the rock wall of an enormous amphitheatre ‘is the start of 
the route right here’. 
 
We were both grinning from ear to ear.  It was like a dream come true.  I 
dropped my pack and stepped up to the rock face and said ‘hello’, 
touched it, tapped it, felt its compact hardness and friction.  This route 
‘would go’. 
 
As an exposed bivouac, 16,000 ft. up a mountain with no shelter is 
seldom balmy; we used everything to hand as insulation.  First: - Ropes 
laid out on the gravelly ledge, followed by rucksacks, and finally our 
insulating mats, then, boots as pillows, all clothes on including down 
jackets, and into our sleeping bags.  As the sun set, the temperature 
plummeted, and on went hats and gloves as well as we settled down for 
the night.  Out popped the stars one by one until the Milky Way formed 
a bright splash across the night sky.  It was a clear, cold, windless night, 
and tired after a long day I quickly fell asleep.  A good night on a full 
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stomach is without doubt the best prelude to a day’s climbing.  It was a 
surprisingly comfortable night, so comfy in fact that I slept to within an 
hour before dawn.  The morning was bright, clear and perfect.  A quick 
top-up on food and a hot drink saw us packed, tied into our ropes and 
waiting for the sun to hit the south-east face and warm up the sub-zero 
rock. 
 
By 8am we were on the move. I felt stiff, my rucksack was awkward and I 
moved slowly with no rhythm, all stops, starts and jerky movements like a 
high-altitude Pinocchio!  Ray gave me a hard glare – ‘too slow’ he said, 
and then off he led, out of sight, traversing around a large block.  I 
cursed my backpack as it wobbled uncomfortably across my shoulders, 
and I wondered if I could manage the extra speed needed.  I didn’t want 
to be dragged up this route.  I wanted to take a fair share of the lead and 
I wanted to climb it in style.  Then just as the crushing self-doubt of the 
day before began to creep in, the rope went tight.  ‘Come on’ yelled Ray.  
I tightened my bootlaces and adjusted all the straps of my rucksack and 
stepped from the security of the ledge onto a short traverse, then up, up, 
and even more up.  The rock was fantastic.  Warmed in the morning sun 
and at a perfect angle.   No more scrambling but delicate non-strenuous 
climbing, nowhere difficult but satisfying, absorbing and really enjoyable. 
 
I made friends with myself, my rucksack and the rock on that and the 
next few pitches, one of those rare but perfect occasions when everything 
comes together.  To be honest I can’t remember too much detail just 
that I was having a fine time lost in the magic of mind, movement and 
mountain.  We swung a few leads, me very happy to let Ray tackle any 
difficulties to keep the speed and rhythm going.  It came as a surprise to 
look up and see the wreckage of twisted aluminium that was the remains 
of Bailie’s bivvy hut – this was a landmark.  We were about to turn 
Mackinder’s Gendarm and cross over the ridge.  We were just below the 
half-way mark.  I lead the easy ground to the base of an imposing rust-
red wall – DeGrafs variation Grade IV+ and the crux of a climb.  At first 
glance it was a bit of a shock, the climbing had suited my style up until 
now.  Mostly non-strenuous balancy stuff, but this wall was, well, a wall 
high and steep.  I heard the advice of my Physio in my head ‘Don’t put 
too much strain on your upper body’.  Ray was aware of this piece of 
information.  As I brought him up to the belay he said ‘My lead I think, 
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this is steep and we’ll haul your sack’.  Off he went.  The line of 
weakness followed a shallow chimney.  Ray climbed well and reassuringly 
quickly.  After a few grunts he was at the belay.  Then we tried to haul 
my sack but it kept getting stuck, so as valuable time ticked by and 
tempers frayed, we gave up on the idea.  I shouldered the pack and 
launched myself into the chimney.  Now, Grade IV+ is a doddle at sea 
level but carrying a pack and at nearly 17,000ft I was concerned that I 
may find it unduly tricky.  Strangely enough it was fine.   Ample 
footholds on the chimney walls, with care, allowed most of the chimney 
to be bridged in balance, and up until the final few moves I really 
enjoyed it.  Then, either I lost my concentration, or it got steeper; it 
didn’t really matter which, but my upper body tired.  For the first time I 
asked for a tight rope.  ‘You are nearly there’ Ray called with 
encouragement.  The very last move was a high and strenuous mantle 
shelf just what the Physio did not order.  With a huge pull land a lot of 
scrabbling feet, Ray landed me like a flapping, gaping fish just below his 
feet.  We both laughed. That was the hard bit out of the way!   
 
Just as all looked rosy, our confidence took a knock.  Step right, then 
down onto a white ledge into an amphitheatre, follow the gulley up it, 
Grade III+ we followed the guide-book instructions, I found a reassuring 
peg to protect the step down onto the white ledge, but the gulley up the 
amphitheatre looked horrible.  It looked out of character with the rest of 
the climb, gone was the sun, it was gloomy and cold, and instead of the 
red compact rock it looked loose, grey and very improbable.  Ray looked 
doubtful, ‘I’ll give it a go’ he said ‘but I’m not sure, I’m not messing 
about here as we’re running out of time if we need to descend’.  Failure 
had never entered my mind since the real climbing had begun and I felt 
downhearted for the first time that day.  We had hardly put a foot wrong, 
this had to be the route, surely we hadn’t made a mistake, perhaps it was 
better than it looked.  Well, it must have been our day because 
thankfully it was.  ‘I’ve found a peg ‘and there’s another’ called out Ray, 
‘and the rock’s good’.  And so it was, on we went but the altitude, cold 
and fatigue were taking effect.  It was mid-afternoon and we were tiring.  
We exchanged leads; then again, I went a little off-route but soon found 
it again and belayed for what we hoped was the last pitch.  Ray was tied 
into the freezing gulley.  ‘Off you go’ he mumbled ‘it’s your lead’.  If I’m 
honest I didn’t want that lead, I wasn’t having fun anymore, and this was 
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an endurance exercise.  Up ahead was a scramble, up a gulley topped by 
a steep section, huge blocks requiring big arm-pulls.  It felt a lot harder 
than it was.  Out came slings that I placed liberally over blocks and 
spikes, more protection than I would normally use, and it slowed me 
down, but a slip here would not be funny and I was reaching exhaustion 
point.  I could hear Ray stomping about and moaning with cold ‘sorry’ I 
thought ‘no mistakes up here, you’ll just have to wait’.  I pulled over a big 
block, the angle slackened to a near walk and ahead, joy of joys, 
sunshine.  I slung a big sling over a convenient block and set up the 
belay.  Just before I settled down I stood up and looked around to check 
the anchor point.  Out of the corner of my eye I caught the glint of metal 
shining in the sun, I stood on tiptoe on a small rock to give me extra 
height and there, looking like an overgrown mechano model was the 
Howell hut about 20 ft below the summit and under a ropes length away.  
I tried to shout down to Ray but my voice wouldn’t work.  Instead I 
slumped against the sun-drenched rock and brought in the rope.  Bit by 
bit up climbed Ray, his chest heaving in the thin air.  His head popped 
over the steep section, I grinned – ‘the hut’s just over there, go ahead and 
I’ll follow in a bit’.  Ray smiled, patted me kindly on the shoulder as he 
passed and ambled across to the hut. 
 
I was spent and for several minutes just sat staring across the Kenyan 
landscape seeing and feeling nothing.  After a glug of water and a few 
minutes rest I stood up and almost mechanically followed the line of the 
rope to the hut.  I felt dreadful and realised that I had disobeyed all the 
good advice that my doctors had given me.  My upper body hurt so 
much that I was struggling to pull up the loose rope.  We had carried up 
enough equipment to continue the next day through the Gate of the 
Mists to Bation Peak, but there and then I decided Nelion was my final 
destination.  Feeling relieved at the decision and a little more lively I 
became more aware of my surroundings and saw a flash of bright green 
paint amongst the red rock.  Further examination revealed this to be the 
beginning of the descent, two big chain-linked shiny new bolts and an 
abseil ring, splendid!  I had found the way down.  A real boost and 
confidence builder to go to bed on.  I marked its position in my mind, 
wandered slowly along the boulder-strewn summit ridge to the superbly 
placed tiny Howell hut.  Summit views and photographs could wait until 
tomorrow.  I slumped on the soft mattresses forming the hut floor and 
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fell into doze mode.  ‘I’ll be cooking supper then’ said Ray, who 
stomped off to find old snow patches on the shady side of the mountain 
from which to melt water, brewed fruit tea and produced the kind of 
meal that would horrify a dietician and my children don’t even know 
exist – a big fat salty salami, sliced and stewed in even saltier E No. 
saturated noodles.  Lovely! 
 
I slid into my sleeping bag and as the sun went down looked at my 
thermometer; minus 12°C and falling.  Despite the altitude and the 
concern that I might have just overdone it a tad and may wake up unwell, 
I quickly fell asleep.  I awoke in the pitch dark to hear Ray fidgeting.  
‘Are you OK?’ I asked.  
 

  
 
‘I’m really sorry to disturb you but I need a drink – I’m parched’.  I took 
stock of myself, no headache, no nausea, everything aching, but clear-
headed and feeling very thirsty, hungry and happy.  It was my turn with 
the stove, so I opened the hut door to prepare the tea.  It was fabulous, a 
bright starlit night and a view across Africa that went to the horizon.  I 
prepared a midnight mountaintop feast of strawberry tea, cheese in 
wraps, followed by chocolate, and sat snuggled in the warmth with 
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enormous gratitude to the sacrifice of hundreds of eider ducks, and let 
the simple pleasures of success, companionship, tea, and the 
mountaintop fill me from top to toe.   
 
I simply could not have been happier and chuckled to myself as I 
wondered if the cost of approximately 300 medical appointments I had 
endured had been responsible for the dire economic situation our NHS 
found itself in.  This mountain climb was probably one of the most 
expensive in mountaineering history.  With a full stomach and literally 
stars in my eyes I slept soundly, either the sleep of the good and just, or 
the totally exhausted, until dawn.   
 
We awoke to yet another perfect African sunrise and spent a wonderful 
hour eating breakfast alfresco and taking summit photos.  Reluctantly we 
packed up our gear and headed for the abseil descent. 
 
Owing to expertly situated abseil bolts, a good bit of luck but mainly due 
to the skilful way in which Ray handled the ropes, we made the 14 abseils 
down the mountain without any technical difficulties, no rope jams no 
problems.  The only mistake made was that, lured by a piece of old sling 
around a rock, I led us back across the ridge by Mackinder’s Gendarm a 
little too high up and we had to make a small detour across a ledge 
system to the correct descent line and more shiny bolts.  We reached the 
bottom of the route, stumbled down the moraine and across the glacier.  
At this point Ray passed me, saying ‘I’ll see you back at the hut – I’ll 
send back Kenneth to help’.  My mind in near neutral I scrambled up 
the steep moraine until Kenneth appeared with a huge grin on his face.  
He gave me a big hug and said ‘congratulations Mama, well done, I’ve 
booked you a place in the hut, no more climbing please’.  Then he 
stripped me of my troublesome rucksack, tossed it on his back as if it was 
a crisp packet and like the gentleman he was, took me by the hand and 
led me to a waiting hot drink and a comparatively warm hut. 
 
A day later after a long walk back down the Chogoria track we were in 
the comfort of a hotel in Chogoria, drinking beer.   This trip was one of 
the sweetest I had ever undertaken and was only made possible with the 
help I received from friends and various professional bodies.  I am 
exceedingly grateful for the excellent services of the numerous doctors 
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and nurses that I met whilst on my exploration of the National Health 
Service, to the staff at Flint House Rehabilitation Unit and the skill and 
dedication of the Macmillan nurses, whose combined efforts and 
considerable patience restored my health.  I can only apologise for 
causing them so much work.   None of this of course could have been 
possible without a fine bunch of friends who for three years supported 
,and encouraged  me, drove me up and down the country to the 
mountains when I was not  feeling up to driving myself , tied me onto the 
end of their climbing ropes and kept me safe, sane and thriving through a 
series of most unfortunate events, A final vote of thanks  goes to ladies  I 
met in a cancer support group who helped  with the fund raising effort, 
and with humour and never ending  enthusiasm kept the spirits up and 
did all this typing! 
 
P.S. fundraising on this project amounted to nearly £5,000, going directly 
to the Macmillan new Brighton Cancer Centre, added to other efforts of 
my friends and family the total donated to various cancer charities 
amounts to nearly £30,000.  My thanks for your generosity.   
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Desert Island Days - Steph Macdonald 
 
Interviewed by Dee Gaffney 
 
Background 
Steph’s Father initiated her interest in the outdoors, taking her hill 
walking in the Yorkshire Dales from the age of 5, and encouraging what 
became her passion for gardening.  I’m certain, within a year of being on 
a desert island, Steph will have neatly planted rows of potatoes and 
kitchen herbs. 
 
Steph started climbing at the age of 18 and quickly realised that climbing 
and mountaineering were activities she loved. As a fresher at Sheffield 
University she joined the Mountaineering Club and on the first gentle 
walk round the Gritstone Edges, she joined the breakaway party to touch 
real rock at Millstone Edge and has never looked down since.  Her 
natural talent and enthusiasm got her involved with the successful (if 
notorious?) Alpha Club, to the extent that she married one of the 
members, Clive Rowland.  Like many other climbers, Scotland is where 
she has chosen to live.  Her climbing has brought her to many parts of 
the world, Arctic Norway (first ascent of an unclimbed peak in the 
1970s), Karakorum and Hunza, India and Kashmir, Malawi, Kenya, 
North America, Greenland, Kazakhstan Kyrgyzstan, New Zealand and 
Australia, and of course to the Alps.  Many of the trips from 1980 
onwards have been with friends in the Pinnacle Club.  
 
She has been a member of the Pinnacle Club since 1971 but as she lives 
north of Inverness travelling to Cwm Dyli has always been a major 
outing. Despite this, she has served on the PC committee and as Journal 
Editor, generously sharing her experience with other members. 
 
Before retiring in 2003 she lectured at Inverness College/University of 
the Highlands and Islands as well as for Stirling University.  Her work 
included lecturing in Aquaculture and Applied Environmental Sciences 
so she was able to overlap both work and outdoor interests. She led 
many field trips around the North of Scotland which has helped her gain 
knowledge of wild life, birds and plant ecology.   Today, Steph is still 
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very busy, indeed this interview had to squeeze in between trips to the 
climbing wall, gardening, cycling and dog- and hill-walking.  
 
What have been the things that have kept you in touch with the 
Club?  
Friends.  Good friends, best friends. Lots of friends.  
 
And your 3 days out from the desert island? 
My 3 favourite climbs? – impossible choices!  But I’ve made an attempt: 
 
Old Man of Hoy 1989  
This was particularly memorable as Margaret Clennett had arranged to 
come up from London for the weekend so we and our climbing partners 
had been anxiously watching the weather in the hope that it would be 
possible to climb the Old Man on the planned weekend. At this time 
there were limited ferry services in Scotland on a Sunday. However we 

met in Inverness and drove non-
stop to Scrabster on the Saturday 
to catch the small ferry to Hoy 
on the Saturday evening. We 
had phoned ahead for a taxi to 
cross Hoy and spent the night in 
the bothy.  We had an early start 
on Sunday and descended the 
cliff and crossed the spit of land 
that joins to the Old Man.  What 
an exciting route!  The crux 
move is on a roof and an ancient 
wooden chock is in situ, but with 
gritstone training getting over this 
roof was not a problem.  
Tourists appeared on the cliff 
opposite and they watched our 
ascent and applauded as we 
topped out to join the puffins on 
the summit.  The abseil was a 
little nerve wracking on the 45 
metre ropes used in those days.   
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When we returned to the top of the Hoy cliff, champagne appeared 
from a rucksack and much celebrating was done.  Then we rushed back 
to get the taxi but the taxi man had actually forgotten about us.  However 
he was unfazed and just asked the small ferry to wait.  Everyone on the 
boat knew what we had achieved so the celebrations continued.  After a 4 
am start on the ferry from Stromness I got to work at nine o'clock on 
Monday morning and continued an ordinary week and Margaret 
continued down to London! 
 
East Ridge of Wolf's Head in Cirque of the Towers, 1983   
I'd been holidaying in the US with Stella (Adams), Jay and Sheila 
(Cormack) climbing every day for six weeks so we all felt fit. Even so, 
getting into Cirque of the Towers was quite a lot of hard work as we were 
carrying our own gear without ponies or support and frantically fending 
off voracious mosquitoes.  The Wolf’s Head left a good memory 
amongst the many other routes and mountains we climbed that summer. 
The arête is a longish day and we had been watching storms building up 
every afternoon, so getting up the route was quite a race against time. It 
was a magnificent route with very pleasant climbing.  The route finding 
required some experience with very varied climbing on beautiful warm 
rock and with some fantastic positions.  
 
Batura Glacier, Karakorum, Pakistan 1985 with Annabelle, Margaret 
(Clennett) and Sheila (Cormack)  
Clive had been to the Biafo/Baltoro in 1970, being one of the first 
people to explore this region after Eric Shipton in the 30’s.  I had joined 
the 1977 Ogre expedition to the same area, during which time I met a 
wonderful local man called Hazarabeg from Hunza, an area at that stage 
forbidden to Westerners. He was instrumental in setting up a longing to 
visit the Hunza, which in 1985, after the opening of the Karakorum 
Highway, became possible and in fact we managed to locate this same 
gentleman in his own village before carrying on further up the Hunza 
valley to near Shimshal to the Batura Glacier 
 
The Batura Glacier outing, although not difficult at all in itself was very 
memorable as was that whole trip.  It was reported in the 1985-87 journal 
by Margaret as Sardines and Apricots: a month in Hunza (August 1985)   
The ambience of sharing a day with the Shepherdesses in the high 
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pastures of the glacier left a memorable impression, sharing common 
interests and female skills despite no common language.  I actually just 
found a letter which I had written to Jim from the Pasu Inn just after that 
bit of the trip which was very interesting. 
  
Some quotes from the letter:- 
  
We seem to have caused quite a stir in the area going up the Batura 
Glacier without a guide or porters which for westerners is unheard of 
here.  Having said that - it is a most unusual area because instead of the 
men, the women of this village take care of the animals in the pastures.  
In May the yaks, sheep, cows and beautiful little goats, all make their way 
high up the glacier to the pastures accompanied by the men, women and 
children then the men come back down to get in the harvest of corn etc.  
It must be quite a sight to see, particularly getting them all right across the 
glacier which we found quite hard going!  In all the little settlements the 
women came out to talk to us and take us into their homes to give us tea 
made from thyme which was most refreshing and lots of different 
products from the Yaks and goats - some delicious and some awful!  The 
houses were really neat and well organized - all cooking on wood fires 
most efficiently.  They are really healthy people compared with Skardu 
but there seems to be an endless supply of meat and dairy products and 
of course vegetables, fruit, rice and corn etc down in the village.  They 
stay up in the pastures until September and then all come down.  The 
people speak a strange dialect called Whaki and many of them cannot 
even speak Urdu so can't even communicate with other villages only a 
few miles away - - - - We managed to get the far side of the barrier for 
foreigners when we eventually got down the glacier and on the road to 
China.  The police were most surprised when 4 'birds' strolled past (all 
without passports) completely unaccompanied and with large rucksacs 
etc.  However fortunately we were quite lucky to get away with it!  
 
You have just described three special trips, I have so enjoyed 
hearing about them.  Are there any routes you regret not having 
done? 
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It is difficult to pin point just one  
route but I think I’ll say “Dream of  
White Horses” would qualify. 
 
And now back to “Desert Island  
Discs” mode. What would you like 
as your luxury?  
 
Binoculars.  I’ve seen many Scottish  
animals, wildcat, pinemartin,  
capercaille, crossbills, crested tits,  
and I’m sure there will be something 
interesting living on the island.  I  
can always look out for passing ships 
too.  

 
Oh I don’t think signalling passing 
ships is allowed, but you may  
have binoculars to watch local  
wildlife and birds of passage  
provided you don’t attach a  
message to the leg of a migrating  
bird.  Now what about your choice  
of books? 
 
If I have to chose between Shakespeare and Eric Langmuir’s Mountain 
Leadership, I’ll take the latter, provided it’s a fairly recent edition.  I am 
sure I will learn something useful. 
 
And my own choice of book. That is an easy decision. I have met Eric 
Shipton and really admire his travels and his writing.  He was responsible 
for initially whetting my appetite to visit the Karakorum so I would like to 
bring "That Untravelled World" an autobiography by Eric Shipton.  I 
read it initially to find out more about the Karakorum the first time Clive 
visited the area.  His accounts of time spent in the area are fascinating, 
followed by time spent as the British Consul in Kashgar which again is 
interesting.  At the time I first read it, he was describing an unknown 
world to me, but subsequently I have been lucky enough to visit many of 
the places in the world he wrote about.  

Steph, Helen Jones and Denise 
Wilson on Ben Chaorach 
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Australia – the hard way – Part II 
 
Val Hennelly 
 
The last journal indicated a return by Pru and I to Australia and this 
came off in December 2008.  I had just changed jobs but still managed to 
negotiate 4 weeks unpaid leave on the basis that arrangements were 
already in place!  
 
The plan this time was for 2 weeks of climbing in the Arapiles, followed 
by 2 weeks in the Northern Territory bird-watching, and then a trip to 
the Barrier reef.   
 
So straight into climbing with a very efficient rendezvous at Melbourne 
Airport; Pru coming in from New Zealand and me with a quiet solo 
journey from the UK.  No glitches but a bit of a worry as they scanned 
my bag for ‘biological’ contaminants – had I washed all the mud of my 
boots from the last outing?  Probably not. Had I declared they were 
clean?  Yes – fortunately looking useless got me through, but be warned 
Australia are upping their game on ecological vigilance – horse/stable 
door etc as we were to see in the North where cane toads lolloped 
carefree every night, but that doesn’t stop the officialdom from being 
intimidating! 
 
And back to the units (caravans to us British) at Natimuk – the hotel staff 
were as welcoming (not) as ever, but the beer was cold and the food 
bountiful.  We started off with gentle climbs in the Organ Pipes area.  As 
ever neither of us was particularly climbing fit, and while we didn’t have 
an official tick list Pru was very clear that we were going to do Bard this 
holiday and that I was just the person to lead it.  I quailed inwardly – it 
was only a 12 – about Hard Severe - but I had never felt confident 
enough last holiday and it loomed on my conscience.   
 
We had a great time for the first 3 days on easily accessible climbs and 
delightfully rough rock – D Major, Diapason, Conifer Crack, Piccolo 
and Didgeridoo, and then we went to Agammenon and it all felt scary 
again.  You can see that climb from the campsite – a big slash of a 
chimney which you access by a slippery pitch and then stare up the 
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chasm to where you eventually end up bridging across the top.  
Imagination ran riot, vertigo kicked in despite safety in the bowels, and I 
refused to go at it.  Pru was very nice in the circumstances, but I had 
failed as brave leader and was crestfallen in return. 
 
But we cheered up at the bottom of the crag – here we encountered 
Terry Kenny of the Climbers Club again – there was a small team 
camped at the crag who we kept running into in the metropolis of 
Natimuk – in the bar, the milkbar, the post office, and the mahogany 
shop.  So we talked about climbing, sloped off in the cold wind to 
Horsham for some recreational shopping and linked up in the pub later! 
There over food and quite a lot of wine we established that Pru was not a 
member of the CC and all decided this could not go on.  She needed a 
proposer (me) and a seconder and it was declared she should do a climb 
with Laetitia Sterling and that would right the wrong and fulfil the 
paperwork.   
 
This however required training – Pru and I have a relaxed partnership – 
I do a lot of the leading, with appropriate goading, except for the 
unprotected slab pitches where Pru takes over and oozes up them with 
elegance and insouciance.  A climb with Tish would however be under 
scrutiny and each pitch would need to be polished off with efficiency and 
confidence.  
 
So the next day was Dunes buttress and Eskimo Nell – our first 
encounter with a truly polished pitch that made getting off the ground 
touch and go, but a fantastic line involving slabs, tunnels, chasms to step 
across and a hard crack at the top.  It was a very convivial climb with 3 
cheerful girls from the Melbourne Presbyterian School for Girls – all 
very pleasant but they did litter the crag and our efforts to bypass them 
and their guide were only partially successful.  Descent was by abseil – 
free hanging to aid atmosphere and enhanced by Pru cavorting around 
unfastened on the mid-ledge and faddling around with her antique set up 
that gives me the scares everytime she steps back. 
 
Friday was more training and settling of old scores on Siren/Xena – I had 
previously failed on the first pitch of Siren and refused the step across on 
Xena (partly because Pru’s belay had been in the wrong place and had 
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not inspired me that we would not both fall off if I erred).  And both 
went well – the problem with Xena was simply exposure – step down off 
the shelf and across the chasm. With Pru on a solid belay it was easy.  
The next pitch was a long wall which Pru sailed up in training mode, and 
then with her tail in the air she tackled the step clean corner.  It was a 
solid layback (not her forte) but it capitulated, and final exit was speeded 
up by incoming rain (a fun pitch to second). 
 
Saturday we rested – with a drive around the Grampians, a return to the 
Emu Holiday Park to cuddle a joey – and some very nice touristing in 
the rain.  Bird spot of the day (there hasn’t been one of those yet) was a 
group of noisy Masked Wood Swallows sheltering from the downpour in 
a tree above the car. 
 
Sunday – more training – a grey day so off to the Mitre Rock which 
stands alone.  Our last visit here had not been successful – snake on 
climb and the rock a bit slippery in comparison to the main crag, but this 
time we had a great time on Penny Dreadful, Parson Nose and 
Archbishop.  The crag overlooked Mitre Lake and while belaying I had 
worked out how we could get closer to that mysterious white expanse.  
After packing up climbing we got in the car, drove past the dry billabong 
and set off across the scrub on tracks that got ever more bushy.  I finally 
lost my nerve as the car wheels started to slither on the clay beneath the 
crust and we reversed up and got out to walk (not a place to lose your 
hire car).  It was a long way to clean salt flat – fascinating and we were 
intrigued by the set of Kangaroo prints hopping out towards the centre, 
and pleased to find some dead shrimps in the mud – these were the 
reason why Banded Stilts visit the lake – but none were there in the 
drought ridden landscape.   
 
Monday – CC membership day – we arrived at the campsite at 9.00 – 
cold and bitter and dust on the wind.  We were still very pleased with our 
Unit decision.  We all set off for the crag – Pru to climb Arachnis with 
Tish, and me to climb Panzer with Anna, all around the Watchtower 
Face.  It warmed up nicely and we all rendezvoused on the top after 
smooth ascents.  Paperwork sorted, and as the sun had come out, we 
decided we would do a climb called Beau Geste – another 5 pitch 9 that 
was stunning with slabs and unlikely overhangs and traverses.  We 
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scuttled down at 1830 as we were on a promise to entertain our climbing 
partners of the day with a treat of pizzas and magnums in our Unit – they 
were relieved to have a meal on proper chairs and a relax not in a tent!  
 
Tuesday – Bard day – it was fine and sunny and prevarication time was 
running out.  With the failure on Agammenon only a nagging memory 
we placed ourselves under the soaring tower.  Pru announced the first 
slab pitch looked easy so I could have it to warm up on, and then 
proceeded to belay while talking to a stumpy tailed lizard, take photos 
etc.  The first pitch was in fact possibly the hardest one on the climb – 
the geography of the Arapiles is that the cliff was wave washed at some 
point, and the  water-worn slabs are at their tallest just here.  I said 
nothing, no wittering today, but I was mollified when Pru hesitated a little 
from her usual smooth slab mode and announced it was harder than it 
looked.  The next pitch gets most of the pictures – you set off from the 
belay in the cool chimney across a stunning traverse that seems to rely on 
some fossilized poo for hand holds.  Intimidating and fun, we were 
happy and in the swing of things.  The climb went smoothly and so did 
the descent and we were oh so pleased with ourselves! 

 
Pru grappling with the traverse on Bard 
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Wednesday was another day off – with a plan to go to the other end of 
the Wimmera river – the Wimmera rises in the Grampians and ends in 
Lake Hindmarsh a long way from the sea.  We did get there, but the 
Wimmera was bright orange and rancid in its final reaches and the Lake 
filled with ten foot scrub.  For our return we went via Nihill and spotted a 
sign to an Ephemeral Swamp.  Not having been to one of these before 
we found ourselves on a board walk through the gum trees and arrived at 
a real pond fed by a spring – brilliantly populated by spoonbills, stilts and 
pelicans.  A surprising treat in the arid landscape. 
 
Thursday only 2 days of climbing to go – so back to another grudge 
climb – Syrinx which had again repelled me on the first pitch.  It was still 
hard for 10 but I was stronger this time, and once that had been polished 
off we enjoyed the next 5 pitches through overhangs, up slabs etc and 
accompanied by peregrines who were mightily miffed at our position 
near their nest. 
 
Final day was on Dribble with Pru on one of the best pitches of the 
holiday – 45 metres of crack and slab.  Another delightful mid-grade 
multipitch climb that are so abundant in Arapiles – we were sad to go but 
will be back again to what we consider one of the best crags in the world. 
 
So after that we went north – hot, humid, great birds, and food and 
scenery and a different story.  Cairns is a nice town, with a good seafront 
and decorative pelicans swimming by.  Barrier reef was all it was cracked 
up to be and I was happy snorkelling close to the boat while Pru did 
brave things below.  Final journey was back to Sydney where earlier 
inspiration meant we now had a final night at the Opera House and 
enjoyed Manon Lescaux.  A final tour of Sydney the next day, and a boat 
trip and a sad au revoir on another great holiday.   
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Desert Island Days - Anne Wheatcroft (nee 
Shepherd) 
 
Interviewed by Rosemary Scott 
 
When did you start climbing? 
At Leeds University I was in the walking club, and on an expedition to 
the High Atlas, where there were potholers and climbers as well, I did 
my first climbing. Then I went to Imperial where it was very masculine, 
and ‘oh no, you don’t do that’ so I didn’t.  But I went on some courses, 
and then when I was fed up with London I returned to Manchester.  I 
read Dorothy Pilley’s ‘climbing Days’, and found out about the Pinnacle 
club. Denise Wilson was my first contact.  Angela Soper must have been 
in Leeds when I was, but I didn’t meet her, as I wasn’t climbing then. 
 
For 4 years I climbed most weekends, weather permitting – snow, rock, 
walks if it was raining. I was in the Lancashire caving and climbing club 
and the Austrian alpine club (where I met my husband Henry). 
 
I fell off in 1973 and injured my ankle.  That was on Shepherd’s crag 
(my maiden name was Shepherd).  I was climbing again within months 
but it was 2 years before I could walk properly. 
 
Did you hold office in the club? 
Everything, Treasurer, Editor, Meets organizer.  If you have the 1974-6 
Journal the editor is Anne Shepherd.  I was on the committee for about 
10 years.  There were a lot of us who joined around 1970. 
 
Do you still climb? 
I fell off again in 1983.  You can read about that in Sheila’s book.  It 
wasn’t rock-climbing.  We were in the Rockies, on a walk a day and half 
out.  I was off route and decided to scramble across to the path, rather 
than going up and round.  A big rock came with me.  I was unconscious, 
but apparently I fell 40 feet, and I had broken my wrist and my fibula.  
Henry put up the tent and put me in it, and went for help.  I waited in 
the tent reading.  Then a helicopter and an air ambulance to Salt Lake 
City.  Henry had the worst of it, following me all that way.  After that I 
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began to lose my taste for exposure.  I didn’t stop going to the 
mountains, but there was less rock-climbing. 
 
What are your desert island climbs? 
Number three is a peak called 1410 in Greenland.  It was a Pinnacle 
expedition in 1988, when we were marooned for a month on Milne 
Land, which is an island near Scoresbysund. I had been there two years 
before with the Austrian Alpine club.  This time there were seven 
women, (six from the Pinnacle club) and two husbands.  The plane from 
Akueyri in Iceland landed on the floodplain of the big river at the eastern 
end of Korridoren glacier.  They used the same landing marks we had 
set up two years before. The plane would pick us up 3 weeks later, and 
we had an emergency  beacon but no phone.  We had folding kayaks for 
crossing the river.  To reach the peak we had to go across the river and 
round the back of the mountains, so we could not see if the route would 
go until we got there.  Three others came with me to do the climb, Sara 
McKay from the Ladies Scottish, and our two husbands.  Bad weather 
kept us in the tent for 2 days, and we were running out of food.  Then at 
one in the morning, Sarah got up to go to the toilet, and called out that 
the weather had lifted.  So we went for it.  In the midnight sun you can 
climb at any time. It was a snow peak with a rocky top which we were 
able to climb, unlike some Greenland summits where the rocky summit 
is too loose and dangerous.  It took about four hours to get to the top.  
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Number two, the Nadelgrat from the Dom hut which I did with Henry in 
1975. It’s a traverse of the Nadelhorn and Lenspitz, a knife edge ridge all 
the way.  We came from the Zermatt side, though most of the 
continentals do it from the Schabel hut on the Tasch side.  The trickiest 
part was the descent from the Lenspitz to the Lensjoch.  It was getting 
late, about noon and there was melting snow on hard ice.  We pitched it; 
that was the only bit we pitched.  It was our first really serious Alpine 
route.  It was marvelous. I wrote about it in the 1974-6 Journal. 
 
Number one is the Skye ridge.  Henry and I had done all the Munros on 
it, we were collecting Munros then. But we had not done the ridge.  It 
was the spring bank holiday in 1981 and it had been dry for a month.  So 
we dropped everything and went to Glen Brittle.  We had problems with 
water, but there was some snow-melt.  We got through the Thearlaich 
Dubh gap and the In Pin, but at the Bhasteir tooth we had to wait for 
about three quarters of an hour for another party.  They were really slow.  
But we were chatting to them, (I followed very close behind).  So we 
finished the ridge, and on the last descent the climbers we had waited for 
sped ahead, since I was slowed up by my ankle injury.  We arrived at 
Sligachan about three quarters of an hour after them.  We’d thought of 
walking down the glen to Glen Brittle, but it was too dark by then.  I had 
no compunction about securing a lift from the others. 
 
What climb do you regret not doing? 
The Weisshorn.  We went to Zermatt three times, and each time when 
we had become fit enough to attempt it, the weather stopped us.   I was 
not interested in the Matterhorn.  The Weisshorn is much more serious 
and remote. 
 
Your book? And your luxury? 
Dorothy Pilley’s ‘climbing Days’, and a Thermarest.  I’ll need it on that 
desert island.  So much more comfortable than what we used to sleep on 
twenty years ago. 
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Absent Friends 
 
Lesley Shipway 
 
Poems and Prayers and songs on the wing 

Touch the Soul and make the heart sing. 

Delight in the beauty of simple things:- 

Magnificent hillsides and butterfly’s wings. 

We joined in the mirth of a mountain stream 

And sailed on clouds in a soft blue dream, 

Climbed high in a corrie via a grey crystal way 

And gasped at the sunset at the end of the day. 

Dear friends how I miss your voices and the smile on your face 

Go in peace, touched by grace. 
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Births 
 

Jane Ascroft 
A daughter – Hannah – 2011 

Sue Pinner 
A son – Milo – 2011 

 
Deaths 

 
Jennet Seth-Campbell 2009 

Eileen Healey 2010 
Jane Stedman 2011 

 

 
Honours 

 
Sally Macintyre - DBE - 2011
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Obituaries 
 
Jennet Mary Seth Campbell 1918-2009 
 
Pinnacle Club 1937 - 2009 
 
Jennet Campbell (nee Seth Hughes) died peacefully at Elmhurst Nursing 
Home, Shropshire on 4th August 2009 aged 91 years. Jennet was the 
oldest surviving member of the Pinnacle Club, which she joined in 1937. 
She was born and brought up in Bangor, Gwynedd, and frequently 
joined her sisters, Daloni and Penelope, both keen climbers and 
members of the Pinnacle Club, in the mountains. She attended the 
opening of the Cwm Dyli Hut in 1931 but was still 
too young then to become a member; her last visit was the very wet 
occasion of the 75th anniversary of the Hut along with several other 
members of the three families. 
 
Jennet not only loved the mountains but she was also a talented viola and 
violin, tennis and bridge player. Music was an important part of life for 
all the family and they all played in orchestras, played chamber music at 
home and sang. 
 
Jennet’s sister Daloni set to music the poem ‘High Hills’ by their 
climbing friend Winthrop Young, and the poem was read at the 
celebration of Jennet’s life, to remember her love of the mountains. 
In 1939 Jennet and Penelope joined the ATS, and after various postings 
Jennet was stationed at LLandrindod Wells were she met Keith 
Campbell, on an Army Officer’s Course. They were married on June 3rd 

1944, just before D Day. 
 
Keith was posted to West Africa and was not able to return until 1946. 
They then lived in Bath for 2 years where Keith resumed his pre–war 
occupation in the Admiralty. They moved, with their son and daughter, 
to Bromley, Kent in 1948, where Jennet continued to live until 1998, 
after Keith died. She never lost her love of North Wales and continued 
to have holidays in Bangor every year, even after the family home was 
closed down. She then moved back to her roots in 
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Bangor and spent a few happy years there before having 2 falls that 
resulted in her needing considerable care. 
 
Although her short-term memory became poor, she vividly recalled 
events many years ago and enjoyed browsing though old photographs of 
her sisters climbing, and talking about friends such as Evelyn Lowe, and 
reading the Club Handbook and Newsletters. 
The Hut was a focus for family holidays for many years for the Seth 
Hughes sisters and their offspring, and family gatherings at the Hut 
helped forge the close family bonds between them all, with rain- soaked 
walks up the mountains and endless rubbers of bridge in the evening. 
 
Although the link with the old generation has now gone, it continues 
through Gwen Royston, Penelope’s daughter, and through Michelle 
Batchelor, a cousin of Jennet’s husband, Keith. Jennet is survived by her 
son Anthony who lives in Penarth and daughter Caroline who lives in 
Whitchurch Shropshire. 
 
Caroline Sewry PhD FRCPath 
 

Eileen Healey (née Gregory) – 1920 to 2010 
 
Pinnacle Club 1946 – 2010 
 
Eileen was born in Brighton in 1920.  Her grandfather had been a train 
driver and had survived the Clayton Tunnel Disaster – a landmark in 
learning how to signal the railways more safely. Her father, born in 1864, 
was self-made bottling soft drinks and building up a small business.  
Eileen’s father and mother shared a great enthusiasm for the outdoors – 
her mother was a keen amateur botanist.  With her brother Frank, they 
spent family holidays in the mountains of North Wales from 1936, which 
was perhaps a major formative influence on her. 
 
Eileen was very independent – after school and a degree in Brighton, she 
went to work as a pharmacologist with Eli Lilly in Basingstoke during the 
war.  Later, spurred by her love of the mountains, she migrated 
northwards to carry on her career at Boots in Nottingham involved in 
pioneering work in research and production of antibiotics. 
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Much of her spare time was spent in her hobbies of rock climbing and 
photography.  She became an influential member of three 
mountaineering clubs: the Polaris, the Pinnacle and the Ladies Alpine 
Club.  She was noted for the care that she took in helping novices to the 
sport develop their confidence and technique.   
 
Eileen became one of the leading mountaineers of this era, 
demonstrating her well-recognised qualities of courage, inner strength 
and almost reckless determination.  One of her most renowned climbs 
was on Mur y Niwl (the Wall of Mists) in Snowdonia in 1956, which is 
described in Nea Moran’s book “A Woman’s Reach”.  Nea Moran 
reports that Eileen completed the climb muttering to herself over and 
over again, “Fighting for her life! Fighting for her life!”.  Then in her 
usual modest way mum remarked, “Well, there’s a route I shall never 
lead”.  But characteristically a fortnight later she did lead a party of men 
up it.  (That party included Tim Healey who Eileen had met through the 
Polaris Club; she had made such an impression on him at Black Rocks 
at Cromford that he took advantage of his car to offer her a lift to Wales 
and further a relationship which led to a very happy marriage in 1958.)  
 

As well as climbing in Britain, Eileen 
made many notable Alpine ascents, 
for instance challenging traverses of 
the Weishorn and the Matterhorn.  
Her ambition then took her further 
afield on a pioneering expedition to 
the the Kulu Valley in the Indian 
Himalayas.  Together with the 
sherpas, with whom she formed a 
close friendship, she made the first 
assent of the twin-peaked 20,000 ft 
mountain that she named the 
Cathedral and Chapter House because 
of their striking physical appearance. 
 
In just the year after her marriage the 
call of the Himalayas came for the 
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second time – an all-women’s expedition to Cho Oyu, the sixth highest 
mountain in the world.  This was marked by tragedy, with the death in an 
avalanche of four expedition members, but nonetheless it was a 
landmark in the development of women’s mountaineering.  During the 
recent 50-year anniversary of this tragedy, many of you may remember 
Eileen was interviewed on Women’s Hour by Jenny Murray, and her 
cine film and commentary on this event has been recognised as a notable 
record in the history of mountaineering, and was shown at the Pinnacle 
Club dinner in 2009. 
 
Eileen’s resourcefulness was a major feature of these trips.  On the way 
to a mountaineering holiday in Morocco, she and Tim had to board the 
plane with their climbing ropes wrapped around their bodies to keep 
their luggage within the weight limit and carried their ice axes as walking 
sticks – perhaps this wouldn’t work so well with today’s security checks! 
 
Her adventurousness was merely redirected once the children (John and 
Jamie) arrived.  Holidays were walking and sailing and the family had a 
memorable 2 years in Uganda in1969.  There life was lived very much to 
the full.  Every holiday was another adventure of travel to one exotic 
location or another, for example climbing up Mt Kadam amongst the 
naked Karamajong, with an overnight camp in a cave. 
 
A famous trip was to the Semliki Game Reserve in the western Rift 
Valley.  En route to the overnight camp two young boys in the back of 
the car became so fractious that Tim had to give up the wheel to sit 
between them, leaving Eileen to drive on.  Spotting a somewhat boggy 
area in the track ahead, without too much experience behind the wheel, 
she decided to plough on.  However the car came to a sticky halt, axle 
deep in mud.  Three hours of hard labour later, with tree branches 
dragged through the mud and futile use of the jack, the car could still not 
be moved.  The boys were by now covered in mud, the hippos’ grunting 
became yet more ominous and the sun was setting.  Therefore Eileen 
announced, “I got us into this mess so I will have to get us out”.  Torch 
in hand she set off alone back up the track in the direction of the main 
road, leaving father and muddy sons in the car in the bog.  Three hours 
or so later, she returned in triumph with a party of rangers in a landrover 
to tow the car out.  However, the tale of those three hours revealed 
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drama a plenty, for instance a herd of elephants across the track that had 
to be circumnavigated and the sound of lions roaring, but in the end all 
was well. 
 
After the Amin coup in Uganda, there was the return to business as usual 
in Barrow where Eileen exercised her passion for people and for the 
environment: cooking for and hosting many a gathering, and passionate 
about growing food in her garden.  She was also a stalwart worker of the 
Tree Society and of the Barrow Women’s Institute, and a strong 
supporter of the African rural-development charity, Send a Cow.  At this 
time she also became very involved with another charity, the Cheshire 
Dyslexia Association, working with Tim in trying to help parents get 
adequate provision for their children and being very involved in money 
raising. 
 
Once the boys had cleared the decks and left home she and Tim had a 
series of memorable holidays including climbing volcanoes and crossing 
their craters on the Galapagos Islands, and travelling by motorised canoe 
to the foot of the Angel Falls in Venezuela. These gave Eileen another 
opportunity to enjoy the company of adventurous groups spanning a 
wide range of ages and some valued friendships resulted.   
 
During the same period, she took great pleasure in time spent with her 
four grandchildren, starting with the youngest: Bobbie, Alfie, Nat and 
Sacha, whom she loved dearly. 
 
After her cerebral haemorrhage two years ago, for someone who cared 
so much about her independence and so much wished not to be 
dependent on others, being confined to a wheelchair was very tough for 
her.  However, she bore the constraints and frustrations of this with great 
fortitude and dignity.  She greatly enjoyed the chance to get out and 
about, for instance to come and see the great progress of the local 
woodland project, and offer good advice on its management.  Eileen 
remained a great environmentalist, perhaps very much ahead of her 
time, with her great passion for re-use, recycling and no waste, though 
this increased Tim’s labour in turning the compost heap, because of the 
layers of worn-out old woollies and leather shoes. 
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In recent years Eileen was a familiar attendee, with Tim, at Pinnacle 
Club dinners and loved remaining involved with the club.  She was 
always kind and interested to hear about members activities and intensely 
modest about her own. 
 

Jane Stedman – an appreciation 
 
Pinnacle Club 1975 - 2011 
 
Suzanne Pearson 
I first met Jane in the summer of 1982 at the Pinnacle Club Hut at Cwm 
Dyli in North Wales when she was heavily pregnant with Susie.  The 
following January, I had my first baby and two years later a second son, 
so Jane and I would meet up for family holidays together.  Probably the 
most memorable was our trip along Hadrian’s Wall when we walked for 
three days as Roman soldiers, with two 8 yr olds and one 6yr old carrying 
necessary supplies.  Jane, who was always fitter than me, would run back 
to where she had left the car the previous evening and ferry the camping 
gear to our overnight spot, so she did twice as much distance as the rest 
of us!  
 
On one Easter family meet at Cwm Dyli, we left four excited children 
with a Pinnacle member whilst 3 of us shot up to the Idwal Slabs to grab 
a route before returning home the following day.  The weather turned 
nasty, and I vividly recall belaying Jane on a ledge with my rock boots 
covered with hailstones, needless to say we were rather late back and 
Diana was very relieved to see us, especially as the children had 
discovered bouncing on the bunk beds was great fun! 
 
Christmas 1990, I was Jane’s climbing partner on a trip to Malta, and she 
managed to pack two lots of snorkelling gear to introduce me to the 
delights of wearing a wet suit and face mask. Snorkelling with Jane was 
great fun especially as she was busy trying out her new underwater 
camera as well as teaching me. Her enthusiasm for outdoor adventures 
always ensured an interesting time, climbing was great too!   
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Jane caved, climbed, biked, kayaked and mountaineered with 
tremendous enthusiasm and was ever keen to suggest new adventures. 
She left me her sea kayak whilst she was in Ethiopia, with instructions to 
email her pictures of the boat being “exercised”…so there was no chance 
of it (or me!) collecting cobwebs in my back garden!  When Jane’s 
planned trek with us in Ethiopia was foiled by a mix up with her visa; 
before she had to leave the country she generously accompanied us to 
the mountains to see us off, and introduced us to a volunteer who 
provided a base for us to stay.  
 
Scotland was Jane’s favourite place in the world and it was no surprise to 
us in the Pinnacle Club that she moved to Perth to be near the 
mountains she loved.  Several times, I accompanied Jane on long days 
on the hill, ticking off summits on her Munro list. I know that she was 
thrilled when Susie and her husband chose to do the Munro challenge 
themselves. Two summers ago, Jane and I planned to cycle together 
along the north coast, but unfortunately my pedal broke and I had to 
leave my bike in Perth. The holiday still continued with Jane pedalling 
whilst I drove her van between campsites. I was always amazed by her 
tenacity and sheer will power. 
 
What ever you did, if Jane was along, then it was bound to be fun!  My 
life and I’m sure that of many others has been enriched by Jane’s 
friendship.  Thank you Jane 

 
Fred Reynolds 
Jane was a member of the Pinnacle Club from 1975. 
  
As a climber, Jane was perhaps quite a traditionalist, finding pleasure 
even in the dark and dank confines of classic routes that horrified others. 
She was happy in the middle grades, a good outdoor companion, 
someone with whom to feel confident should events take a serious turn.  
 
But thinking of Jane and Club activities just puts a smile on my face. 
 
Once she turned up in the Lakes ready to head off to a sunny Gimmer 
Crag. After leaping out of the car with the anticipation of a marvellous 
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day ahead her face fell with the realisation she had actually forgotten her 
climbing sac. 
 
Just getting to a meet was often an expedition in itself.  Jane would utilise 
all conceivable forms of transport spread over many hours to arrive at a 
venue or an obscure moorland rendezvous for a lift. Jane’s exploits 
became so legend that she was eventually given an award by the Club for 
her endeavours. 
 
When she was limited to what she could carry in a sac, Jane would often 
bring only one set of clothes. On one Annual Dinner weekend she 
discovered the fundamental flaw in her plan. After a day out in foul 
weather Jane arrived back wet and muddy. Undeterred, she procured 
soap powder from goodness-knows-where, flung her clothes into the 
washer, and after a quick tumble-dry presented herself for the Dinner 
clean but slightly damp.  
 
Jane served on the Club’s committee, most particularly as Meets 
Secretary and Journal Editor. Jane was an accomplished lateral thinker 
capable of distinctive conversational contribution. Her Club Journal 
articles exemplified this; there were poems, witty anecdotes and slightly 
off-the wall literary pastiches (famously her “Miss Bennett in the Lakes”, 
a take on Pride & Prejudice). 
 
I saw Jane last month along with other club members when we joined her 
in the Cairngorms. Jane was very much Jane, and doing what she liked 
best. So despite the circumstances it also seemed like a normal Pinnacle 
Club meet. Ever self-effacing, Jane perhaps would rather have liked that. 

 
Val Hennelly 
Jane was the first person in the Pinnacle Club that I met – I arranged to  
share travel with her from Dudley and we travelled onto Cwm Dyli in her 
car (better fuel consumption when driven at exactly 54mph) for my 
inaugural meet.  I knew I had met a treasure from the start – kind, but 
determined and full of principles on the environment and recycling when 
it was only just in fashion.  Over those first few years we shared travel, 
and therefore climbing days quite frequently.  She was strong on the hill, 
and always good company with her dry wit and self deprecating humour.
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BOOK REVIEWS 
 
In the multitude of books published in any year, let alone three years I 
have confined reviews to those with a special association with the club. 
 
Mountain Views by Rupert Hoare 
 
Most members of the Pinnacle Club have a host of mountain memories 
and usually some photos and even the odd article for the Journal to help 
bring them back. But very few of us have the records and more 
importantly the desire to share those memories with others. 
   
Rupert Hoare had both. Over a mountaineering career of nearly 40 
years he had kept diaries and photographs of his many days in the hills. 
Writing a book about his experiences was to be his retirement project. 
Unfortunately he was not granted much time. On learning he had 
pancreatic cancer he set about realising that ambition in a few months, 
rather than years. 
 
The result is a book which will keep any member of the Pinnacle Club 
engrossed. You get the progression from mountain walking to very 
committing alpine routes and particularly for Rupert some very 
challenging ski touring, all over the world. I never climbed with him, but 
some of his descriptions of routes brought back memories of routes I 
had climbed but nearly forgotten. They even prompted a review of my 
own old photo albums. 
 
This book is professionally produced with some beautiful pictures. It is a 
remarkable record of a mountaineering lifetime , shared in part with Jay 
Turner. It is a book many of us would wish we could have written. We 
can all enjoy it. 
 
Rupert’s wife Jay Turner, has copies for sale. Write to her at 22 Hatton 
Court, Hatton of Fintray, Aberdeenshire, AB21 0YA. Tel 01224 
791037. Cheques payable to J. Turner for £18, (includes p&p).  
 
Anne Wheatcroft 
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Itching to Climb by Barbara James 
 
This is a compelling book, which takes the reader along the journey of 
life and all that it throws at us good and bad. What comes through very 
strongly is the strength and determination to succeed despite suffering 
from allergies and eczema. The mountains and outdoors are the 
inspiration in all that Barbara has done, which is something I am sure 
others feel also in some part. 
 
Charlotte Whitmore 
 
Rising to the Challenge: 100 Years of the 
Ladies Scottish Climbing Club by Helen Steven 
 
This is not a book review, but aims to bring the book to the attention of 
Pinnacle Club members who may have missed it so far. The book was 
intended to be one of the events to mark the Centenary of the LSCC in 
2008, but there was so much going on at that time, as the Ladies staged 
activities all through the year, that the ensuing delay did not matter. 
 
The book is well written by Helen Steven and illustrated with some 
colour photographs and many black and white pictures (the only obvious 
regrettable aspect of the book).  Helen has been an ardent member of 
the LSCC all her life and was the Centenary President. 
 
Rather than use a strictly chronological approach, this history takes a 
thematic style, after the initial founding chapters. Thus there is a chapter 
on Blackrock Cottage, Glencoe and Milehouse, Kincraig; the LSCC’s 
two huts. Later chapters concentrate on key topics including summer 
rock climbing, winter activities, Alpine adventures, the Arctic & Antarctic 
and the Himalayas. There are also several chapters on a miscellany of 
activities at home in Scotland, such as stravaiging and bothies. 
 
We have a lot in common with our sister club, the LSCC, and the book 
is recommended. 
 
Jay Turner 
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Eileen Healey’s Diaries 1943-1957  
 
Tim Healey has provided a couple of CD versions of these diaries to the 
club.  They provide a fascinating account of a very active climbing period 
in Wales, Lakes and farther afield, with the logistics of travel nearly as 
hard as the days out.  They are currently being transcribed by the Alpine 
Club but in the meantime if you would like to borrow a copy of the 
handwritten Journals please contact Margaret Clennett, the Archivist, or 
Val Hennelly. 
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