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GBOITORIAL

This, my first newsletter, was dsstined from 1\~ conception
to ze affected by that cld adversary “the cock up". It was &s
nough I had Digger Williams looking over my shoulder when pen
wenc to paper or fingers thumped heaVllj on the keyboards.
2uplicating ink covers most of the walls at No. 88 and it's
cost me a fortune in biro refills - Anyway, it's ouat and I hope
vou enjoy the reading.

On looking back over the previocus editions the format of the
newsletter hasn't changed a great deal and this one is no
exception. However, I have given some thcught to the possibility
of changing the presentation in some wav with particular reference
to easier cataloguing and filing by each individual menker.
Therefore, should you have any ideas on the subject, drop e a
iins or have a word down in the pub (or cn Meets if I'm therel!l)
711 be only too pleased to discuss anv ideas that you may have,
burt remember that cost is an important factor. The Editorial of
Vel l% No. 3 concerned this subiect and Chris Radcliffe who was
the ‘spurge merchant' at the time put forward saveral comments
out ;_'-vd that the cost of elaborating, for want of a better word,
wewls he high. This was back in November 1971 sO you can guess
az well as anybody that today the word money is spelt with a

apiczl "M". To give you an example of what you awve paying for,
sent into a stationery shop about four weeks zgo and purchased
:C sheets of the paper that you're reading from and the cost was
.03% (per box of 500). Exactly one week later I returned for
further 2,000 sheets and the price had buot up tc £1.81 per box
of 500. Thxs week, well it wasn't so bad - £1.93 per box, but then
again they get you on the ink!

LA (‘f-
r" Your

£

Anyway - enough of moaning about inflation - let's get down
to what's been haprvening recently within the Club. Since your
last newsletter the Club has been fairly active but alas very
few of you have taken the trouble to put pen to paper. I've
received nothing on the Christmas festivities and activities
although several teams were away. Club mombers have been
pea-henning in Bormic, Haedisimc ai:d the Cairnzorms, but again =
not a word.

This newsietter is a bit of an odds and s238 affair as you
will see ag vou read through it. It has a smattering of the late
ierg and a dram of

Alpine visitcrs, a touch of the Bullstone bumb
the presidents (megt) aicohclics anorymo: It has been a strange
affair gathering up end plecing tcgeither what you will find in
tnese few pages pbut you only have yourselves to blame if you find
it as strangz as I do. The oniv roady i3 o switch the telly

off and get cracking on some artinii, Doem or perhaps a write-up
on a recent meet, even if vou didn*t lead it. The floor is

yours - unse it.

The A.G.M. came in Marzsh eud ¢ gave uv= 21l a chance to air
our views as well as to listen to the top C.ule spouters who
have run your Club in the last twaive monuis.

Tha new officers and comlice thiat woro eloeched are as

-t il
folicws:=



President: Gordon Gadsby
Vice President: Nat Allen
Hon. Secretary: Colin Hobday
Assistant Secretary: Dave Williams
Hon. Treasurer: Laurie Burns
Welsh Hut Custodian: J. Welbcurne
Derbyshire Hut Custodian: R. Zguires
Committee: D. Burgess S Flrth
P. Bingham G.TWright C Raddliffe
Editor (Newsletter) D. Appleby
Meeds Sec W G55 -

One thing that did come up under A.0.B. was the Tuesday
venue - a much heated discussion was finally settled by the
committee agreeing to look into the subject. Well, the ball's
put back into your court. At the last committee meeting it
was <u7Jgested that suggestions should com= from the body of the
Clul:, o let's have your views to Coliinr Lopczy. But one or
two points must be borne in mind:

1. Easy access between Derby, Nottingiam and M.1l
2. Ample car parking
3. Plenty of room for an influx of up to 40 people.

4 Good ale.
Lets hope that the comnlttee receive pleaty of respoace to this
and so final}y put it to bed.If no responce is forthcoming it can
only be considered that everyone is satisiiod with the Moon and
wish to stay at the (b.....) placse,

In conclusion,some apology mi:s% be offered for the delay in
between newsletters. This has bean caused through lack of material
and to a lesser extent on the changs-over boiwmen Pavl Bingham and
myself, It is to be hoped that anm sditics will be profucsd three
times a year but this depends on muhsslial ticaived,thersefors I
awalte your correspondence,

Thought for the Oread.

There are more precious things that one can lwse.,in life than
ones youth. -

O d oo

For Sale.

I pair of leather lightweight boots,as new,size7-74. Contact Ed.

Wanted.

e mme

Child*s sleeping bag for a seven year old, Contact Ed.
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PEFLAGTION 0if A WENKE.D L7 B (OU.TALS I U, II0EJAY
AUSTRIA AID GEX ALY DURLG TIE [0S OF
SEPTE BER/OCTOBER 19274,

(translated irom o German “lountain Jourmal
br the iriter)

s e s e e3P al

fow mountoin walldng is'inlagain ( the sumner nonths are asually too
hot for mountain mlldng) Towr hundred neop1e climbed on Satuinlay to the
Bepediltteniand (neor mnich), a nonm stop troil oi peopie irom tottom to
ton, Jile & car~vau ir the desert. The swiiit of the Alpspitaze (Vettorstiin)
sawr more than five hundred people., Somebody's reunarl: 'it 8 1ilks on the
Catterhorn; only 3000n mouor dom', he really had hoped to {ind solitunde amd
guiets

As I soid, "ourtain wal'ting is 'in'e lotoriays are poacked, restourants
and nubs ore poclked, the Alpenverein srarnss Don't count on getting o bed in
the huts ot the ucellends, iTow7 even the last benches und tables become hard
sleepizng pnlaces Toir tired mountain wllers,

The picture of course is not ~very difierent on the Olperer in the
Tuxsr Alps. AllL tio hundred Alpinists vhich c¢limb the 5500m high 'fashion
pasl:! on one day brought along their ropes, ice axes and cronpons, 6f
course @03t of it is then being deposited at the start of the roclky ridges
liere the scroabling storts and o lot of lugzoge is only of hindronce,

4 thiel (vho noturally doesn't exist omongst clineru\ wowld have had o

goced houl: 6 ropes, 12 lcecxes, 7 polr of skl sticls, 17 rucksacls and

9 peir of crompons, On both Olperer ridges ( the diiiicult north ridge

and *he ensier north enst ridge) people clinmb around lile snts, There o
vope com: Tnaos. sheuts oi dellglt, rother our of tune yodlers = each one

in his o.m 1y, ‘iicw there is no need to be nervous any nore, Theod;re’ =

or 'Don't leep on stonding on my vingers' - or 'For God's sale, let Me puss
if you must be so slow', But the ridge is norrowr, people hang on steel ropes
lile bunches ol graopes,

The only chance of having the mountain to yourself is vhen one cones
up by Tirst cable car early in the morning from vhere you can bz on the sumait
in one hour thirty ninutes, Iiowgrer lots oi people hove the sames ideg in
their heads and by the tiae it is 8ac,me ( that is the time the 1iFt opens)
hundreds are already waiting, wanting to be the iirst ones, ilaturally there
are lots of summer s!ziers amongst them, as the whole srea has been opened
up for slhders by providing lilfts and tows everyiherc.

Another popular peals in the Zillertal is the Lhornspitze (2000m).
The 1ift at the terminal covers the iirst 1000m climb up. The feollowing
conversation has buen heard at the terainal of the 1ift,; where the czbins
bring up 50 summit candidntes e ery 20 minutes, in 1ront of o signpost
€-~-ying 'Ahornspitze ~ % hours': 'Is that tine for up cnd dowm or for up
only, llenry?', A local was hesard grumbling 'It just depends, silly ‘indam',

On the path to the sumnit we mest allters or all kinds - their stomachs
hanging over the top of their shorts, women in Dirndls showring lots of flesh
young people in jeans and old gentelmen with wet hanlierchiefs on their bald
heads, The sun is hot, On the summit we can hear the shocked outburst:

'But Alfred, your shirt is wet through, you will get a chill', Froa the top
a view from the Grossvenediger right to the Zuckerhtitl, TForty people are
sitting on the swmit roclz « the sumnit boolr contains 2500 entries for this
year alone, If you also count those that cid a0t enter, there night have been
well over 5000 people on this peoi.

S0, don't let anycne say ww raoll G oolop inte a lazy lot of cardrivers.

=




DOLOMITES = | Au-ust 1974 Colin and Uschi Ilobday

After spending a few very hot days in !unich and at the same time
depositing the children for a veels, e left in the early morning of
tugust 20th in wet and misty conditions. Taldng the old road over the
Brenner to avoid the heavy toll on the new ilotorvay (£1.50p single for
approxiamately ten miles) we soon reached Brixen or Bressano where we
turned off into the lonely VillnBsser Valley.

We had been :arned of the Italian bandits who strip nearly every car
parked in lonely areas so as we planned to park at the edge of the forest,
everything moveable inside the car was transferred to the boot.

We got our rucksacks ready and set off Tor the Brogles Alm, situated
at the foot of the msssive Geissler Range and soon the high rock walls of
the Fermeda Tower came into sight towering above the forest. Iiot long after
our start a thunderstorm brewved up and we only just made it to the Brogles
Alm (2045m) before the heavens opened. In the hut we sat in the dark for
most of the afternocon with the shutters closed in fear of the hail damaging
the windows and with just a little candle per table because there was no
electricity sunnly. Upon enquiring for & latratzenlager we were told that
they had only = bed or the hay barn to offer. As the price for the bed was
2,500 Lire (£2.30p) ard the barn only 300 Lire we decided on the barn. This
proved to be quite comi'crtabie until the farmer arrived very early in the
morning to put the hay on vhich e vere lying dovm through the trap door to
the cows below. I don't !mov tho had the bigger shock, he or us. The weather
wvas fine and after a quiclt breakfast we were off up to the Pana Scharte by
vhich one can cross the Geissler Range. ’lost of the peaks are actually
climbdd from the other side. Once on the Pana Col the view fo the Dolomites
unfolded, directly in front the massive Langkofel, to our left the Sella
Group ith the ilarmolata in the background, We took & short descent across
neado.;s and a steep climb brought us to the summit of the Seceda (2516m).
Teedloes t say, a 1lift spat out a large amount of tourists coming up irom
the .iuter sports villages of St. Ulrich and St. Christine of the
Grédncr Valley, so we turned our bacls on them and took a long traverse
across high alpine meadows with their many rare flowers which bought us to
a secluded Alm, where we watched the owmer woodcarving for the tourists in
the valley., However, a rumble of thunder soon cut short our stay and sent
us hurrying down to the Regensburger Hut (2059m), The hut, large by
Alpine standards, proved to be & very plesent place, with a friendly hut
yarden who poured out free 'Schnaps' for everybody et bedtinme,

With the weather ~ood again the next day we set off to climb the
highest peal: in the Geisler group vhich is the Sass Rigais (3025m), The
usual wallz up over high meadows was talken before reachi

hing the scree gull
of the ittagscharte vhich we had to climb for several hundred feet befoerg

it was possible to traverse out right onto the East ridge. After a while
the climbing gave way to easy scrambling before returning onto the exposed
ridge vhich led direct to the sumnit. On the sumnit we were entertained
some periect jodelling by a group of climbers, vhilst we looked at all the
rocktovers vhich surrcunded us. liost of them, lile the Fermeda, Furchette,
Torzofel etc. , looked inaccessable to us. We tool: the descent by the much
steeper West ridge which soon bought us doim to the Wasser—rinne (oconloir).
We returned to the Regensburger iut for ancthzr night,

The folloiring day we lef't early end tcol a path which bought us steeply
over brolen rocks and scree to the Wossarscharte (2645m) where we crossed
tha Roisaler groun again. The vieu was disappointing with patches of mist



svirling all around us. From the col a long descent bought us to the
Kreuzjoch before we had to climb baclk up over the Sobusch and down again
to the Schlfiter Ilut, llost of these huts are in Ttalian hands although they
were originally all oomed by Tyrolleans,

From this hut e climbed the Peitler Kofel vhich gives an excellent
vieu of the whole Geissler group but zzain we were unluclky and had to stare
at the mist instead. On the wmy to this peak we found the nost gigantic
Edelweiss plants. It is the only area that we have ver {ouni with this rpre
flower in such great cbundance and ne tourists there to piclz them. e
had now come tc the end of our time and descended bacl: into tke valley via
the ilunkele Tegz, one of the most beautiful wallzs on the Dolomites, sliways
the gigantic rock tovcrs or the Geissler group in full view, We found
our car in good ordcr and mthout being broken into vhich was quite a
relief, We drove bacl to Brizen to have a look round the Italian market,
Ilere we came across at least Tour stalls with nothing else but climbing
boots for sale frem infont size right up to adult size in all price: ranges
and qualitges, so it 4id not tale us long to find just the right pairs for ¢
our nceds,

Wle were soon bacl: in unich eagerly awaited for by the children and
after another few days swvimming in the lakes it was back to good old
Englond. .

cesces B eeeene

BEE ISTALD OF R - JULY 1974 Gordon Gadsby

‘There's a vhale' cried the small boy, clinging tightly to the
handrril ns the ex-mineswecper, Loch Arlaig, pounded at full speed through
the Scund of Rhum. After some cxeited discussions amongst the rest of the
passangers, ~nd o couple more sightings, it wasligenerally agreed that this
denizer. o1 the deep ltceping pace lith us was in fact a large shark, Tt soor
tired oo the uncren vhce ond wins lost to sight against the der: swaying wave
An hour loter as we slowix turned intc Loch Scresort, some gannets o~nd a
great slun Tlashed neross the upper deck 23 if to welcome us to our home
for the me:t week, the Islend o Rhua,

Landing was interesting on that perfect July evening as we ars ferriel
first by motor launch and finally by rowing boat across the trmmguil —mters
of the loch to step into the slippery seauwsedcovered landing stogo,
tractor coaplete with trailer was there to meet us and to accomodnte the
nountsin of gear piled up on the slipuay. It was a mottley crew, six of
us vrom the Oread lountaineering Club, a dozen Rover Scouts plus leaders,

a couple Trom the llature Conservancy of Scotleand, some Secientists, Rotanist
and o lecturer from Bristol University wizi bhis femily. The wanrden shoolk
hands +7ith us and offered a choice of - ip-sites, one by the seashore
end the other in Kinloch Glen. (The Scientists etc. would be staying in
the former servant's quarters of Kinloch Castla).

Al L

We chose the seashore and as we pitched our tents on this idylic site

we saw a small group of climbers from Lancashire packing their gear away Ye

for the early boat in the morning. Strangely, although it was by now a co

evening, they were all wearing shorts. I chatted to one about this and he

said, 'You'll be the same iif' you have weather li%e we've had - it's.rained

non—stop for days'.

i

With this sobering thought in mind iargaret and I toolk an evening wall
along the rough road embracing the head of Loch Scresort. The sky was a
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delicate shade of pink, some oyster catchers chattered along the shore
line in the gloaming and further out to sea some eider ducks and black
throated di-ers were sporting about. OSeveral yachts were dotted across
the bay and from one of them a sailor could be heard serenading his girl
friend., The road took us by the Warden's house then in about a hundred
yards we came to the entrance of Kinlock Castle, a magnificent building
made of red sandstone specially brought from Arran at the turn of the
century. The island was owned for over a hundred years by the Bullough
family and the castle contains many relics and objects of art collected
by Sir George and his descendants. On our last day on Rhum we were lucky
enough to have a conducted tour of this outpost of luxury on an otherwise
wild and desolute island. For tonight though we contented ourselves with
a peep through the arched gateway and across what used to be extensive
lawns, but are now used to grow hay for feeding the small herd of cattle
and Rhum ponies on the bleak winter days. The soil for the lawns was all
imported from Ayrshire in the early 1800s.

Returning to the road by the shore we soon reached the only shop on
the island; this is also a Post Ofiice and boasts the only link with the
mainlend. The shop stocks most small provisions, except bread - there is
no need to worry however, as the back shelves are completely stocked up
with vhisly and canned beer,

Apart from vistors the island has a population of between 30 and 40
persons, all worlking for the nature conservancy; plus o scheool teacher.
& far cry from the 1780s when the population was over 400,

Lfter passng the shop the road curves round to the left up Kinloch

Glen and continues over the hills for eight miles to Harvis Bay where the
Bollough family '‘ausoleum is situated, locldung lilte some Grecian lonument,
and seeming a bit odd in this wild and beautiful landscape.  iargaret and I
turned back on the fringe of the Glen and as we slowly retraced our steps

the tranquillity of the place was really ielt, The pink dappled water in

the bay wes now elmost still and the twinkiing Tights of ‘allaig (5% hours
away by ferry) were reflecting across the sea. Close by the shore the black
velvety head of a seal kept bobbing up in its 2fTorts tc see if all was clear.
Ls we approached the aera set aside for camping, smoltze from threce camp fires
was slowly spiraling upwards in the still night air. On Rhum all rubbish
must be burnt so no excuse was necessary to start a fire. Ve joined Frank
Shirley, Susan and Julia Goldsmith round their fire and spent a happy hour
chatting and contemplating what the mountains of Rhum would have in store

for us tomorrow,

We were awakened by the call of the eight o’clockz boat - it was a
glorious sunny morning, but the dazzling pattern of the cirrus clouds was
full of foreboding for the day to come. There were now about fifteen of
us leTt on the site, four lads from the Blackburn area set off at 9.30a.m.
with the intention of doing the main ridge. having been thwarted by bad
weather for many days, and wehheard later that a group of Rover Scouts had
set ofi at 6,008.m, (ve:y keen leader) also aining for the six summits
that comprise the Cuillin of Rhum, Tron conmersations with various parties
it appeared that no one had completed the trarverse due to either appalling
weather conditions, or the fact that some arcas had been placed out of
bounds (on otherwise good days) by the warden.

By the time !argaret Frank and I were ready it was nearing eleven
o'clock, the weather was reasonable but fast clouding over, Iowever we
decided to have a look at it and set off along the track which starts from
the Castle grounds and headed for the Bealoch Barkeval, one of the main
passes on the Cuillin.
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Within the hour we resched a wild open corrie (coire Dubh) the westerly
winds we alresdy bringing a spattering of rain as they sWgpbover Barkevals
1924 sumnit dirgetly in front of us. Hallival, whighwhigwen the Jeft of the.
traot, was alyeady Swamped in waves of sombep ClSMds, Vi muFiedly dommed

wetoPnioors end a few minwtos la%e® the 7l came down in earmpst., One

our
ur 1 MW , : e force and
%ﬁe %teﬁbﬁien wggd Sy J85m, on val, the wind was by now gal

Our retreat from the top was impressive, bounding down on
loose gravelly slopes with rivulets of water everywhere. Now
and again we would startle a small herd of deer. (There are
approximately 1500 deer on Rhum, but they would soon be lost
to sicht in the curtains of rain sweeping across both flanks).
The rain continued unzkated all that cday and the following night
with just a brief glimmer of sunshine arcund ten o‘clock the
next morning - enough to tempt lMargaret and myself into another
foray towards the main ridee. This time we tock the pony track
towards Glen Dibidil and at the hichest roint of the track we
made our way acress very bogay risince cround to reach thiz shores
of remcte Loch Coire Nan CGrunnd situated below the saddle
Letween Hallival and Rhum's hichest real. Askivael. 7“e had lunch
here sittinc amongst some of the most Lizarre boulders I have
ever seen - the rock is Peridotite and the orip it affords for
climbing is almost as dood (if not ketter) than cabkro. Before
we had finished eating, the already low clcuds enveloped us
completely and we became. just two more shapes in the mass of
storm riven boulders by the loch side. 1/ithin minvtes the rain
started, sporadic at first and then as the wind increased it
came driving down even harder than vesterday.

Reluctantly we decided to descend, but instead of going back
the way we had come we made our way down to the sea at Bagh
no Uamha, the bay of caves, also called Cakle Bay. as the
telephone cable to the mainland enters the sea at this point.
The bay is made up of several srmall rocky coves, each with a finl
sandy beach with fresh weter running down at several points.
This would be an ideal spot for camping, hut nrior rexndission
would have to be obtained frerm the warden, The distance from
here to the landinc stace at Loch: Scresort takes a cood 1k hours
along a very sogyv coast! Yo arrived lack at the
aksolutely soaked tihrough - no meove rsalliy dry cloth
so now we too were wearing our shcrts!

i

3 left -

4 1

)

As before the rain continued throu

'S g
tirme accompanied by cale force winds, ¢. in the. worning the
fine sandy beach in front oi ouxr tents was studded with hoof
rrints of ccountless deer driven down uy the gzlae. This ex-
plained the crunting we'd hearc above the rosy of the wind, and
the darumpeing of the rain and the constant flapring of the canvaf
By 5.C0 a.m. the last of the rain had cone and a watery sun
suvaenly burst into fuil brlilizpce i@ nParby rocks started
to stean. and the bedraggled canrers guickly came tqg life.

Frank, Hargaret 3 g A X . e with :
sweaters hancing on our sags to Cxy. Hven » W were almost an
nour hehind the Rove : iverv from ]
- hour and a hall

Bristol. The
nls once to |

as we zlowlv
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had the binoculars focussed on us.

It was great to be out at last on what looked like being a
good day. Ahead of us the craggy tor of Hallival was clear,
although still glistening wet from the early rain. As we
steadily gained the flanks of the north ridge we saw a figure
outlined against the sky only yards away from the summit - we
guessed it was Roger. A sudden increase in wind velocity and
a few drops of rain made us keep well below the ridge crest,
although we still continued to ascend the very broken flank of
the mountain. Ten minutes later a clattering of scree made us
look up and we saw Roger hurrying down towards the Bealach
Barkeval. We shouted ourselves almost hoarse, but to no avail,
our voices were lost in the wind.

The reason for his haste was soon apparent as masses of cloud
swept over the ridge, this was also acoompanied by heavy rain and
we cursed our luck. We heard later that the Rover Scouts had
been midway between Hallival and Askival when the storm came and
that they also had retreated from the main ridge. So although
we did not know it at the time, we had the mountains of Rhum all
to ourselves, As this was our last full day on the island we
decided to try amd ride out the storm for as long as we could.
We hudcled against some giant boulders about two hundred feet
from the summit and had a bite to eat. An hour passed without
too ruch discomfort and then lo and behold the rain stopped, the

win( ccorped to a whisper and glimpses of blue sky appeared as
if -y magic over the sodden landscape.

Frank rose and shook himself. “Let's knock this one off
while we can" he said, as he drained the last drop of coffee
from his flask (he always carries two!). The last two hundred
feet were easy scrambling on rock called Allivite and soon the
three of us stood on the mist-shrouded, gently rounded top at a
modest height of 2,365'. We'd made it at our third attempt!
The mist cleared for a few seconds and Margaret spotted the
Mausoleum on sun-~kissed Harris Bay, also a quick glimpse of
cloud capped Skye Cuillin and the coastline of Loch Scavaig.

Five minutes later we were on our way down the ridge towards
Askival - this was easy but with some interesting scrambling on
the last two hundred feet to the col. The mist was still with us
as we explored this unique grassy saddle. The grass is short as
befits a bowling green and the whole area is riddled with the
burrows of the small seabirds called Manx Shearwaters. The birds
spend the daylight hours on the sea between Rhum, Skye and Eigg
and then when it is almost dark they arrive at these holes in
their thousands (there are an estimated 70,000 pairs nesting on
Rhum). They are so ungainly on land thzi: if they arrived in
daylight they would be harrassed by marauding gulls and Rhum
Eagles.

Soon the north ridge of Askival appeared throuch the mist,
gently rounded at first, it soon gave way to rock scrambling
of a similar nature to the easier parts of Skye. The rock is
mainly Allivite, a light coloured rock with dark spots scattered
over it.When seen close to - it seemed almost as good as gabbro.
In the misty conditions the ridge occasionally looked very
impressive with macnificent gendarmes, the main one being the
famous Askival Pinnacle. This is undoubtedly the finest part
of the main ridge traverse and was suitably enjoyed by us all;
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a rope is not necessary although we carried one with us in.case.
The summit of Askival, the highest peak on Rhum, yasff%nally
reached by -scrambling over large blocks to the Trig point at
2,659", S

Again we had no really good views because of the mist, but
we had no difficulty in finding our correct ridge to descend
and soon we were scrambling down-tOWards_the Beglach an Oir
(the Pass of Gold). In no time we were in glorious sunshine
with fine views of Glen Harris on one side and the beautiful
shaped Glen Dibidil on the other, and we were also able to see
several groups of red deer feeding on the slopes of both glens.
The pass itself was wide with fine short grass and superb views
of the Isle of Eigg four miles away across the Sound of Rhum.

We _could easily have left the main ridge here and descended
into Glen Dibidil, and as the time was almost 4.15 p.m. we did
think seriously of doing this. However the lure of completing
the traverse and making up for our earlier failures was far too
strona, so with Margaret leading we made our way up the wide
steep'ridge of Trollaval. In less than an hour we were on the
Pezk of Trolls at 2,300', the most central of the Rhum Guillins.
The summit ridge of this peak is very airy and requires care.
Luckily the mist had gone and we enjoyed fantastic views of the
surrounding islands and lonely Loch Papadil. This mountain has
some of the longest and finest climbing on the island including
a four hundred foot wall cf gabbro called Harris Buttress. The
main ridge now swings sharply to the South with a steep descent
down the flanks of some very ¢ood climbing areas.

Our next objective, Ainshaval 2,552', now looméd impressively
rising steeply from the Pass of Springs 1730° just. below us, in
a great_rock buttress, followed by a sharp arete apd a curving
rim of short cliffs leading to the just visible summit. The
cloud was again building up rapidly, and as we toiled laboriousl
round the buttress on its west side, the mist once more '
enveloped us completely, only this time it was acébmpanjed by
the finest drizzle. The rocks (uostly quartz felsite) quickly
became treacherous and route finding very difficult, as the
mouantain tried to hide her secrets bahing a clammy white shroud.
We were now feeling very tired and it waz a great relief when a
short siimey gully led us through the cliffs and onto the final
grassy top of Ainshaval, the second hichest on Rhum. Frank
followed us a couple of minutes later, even more relieved to se
the top than we had been. He swallowed what was left of his
second flask of coffee, draining the last dregs into his per-
manently parched mouth, and said “Is this the last peak, can we
go down now." When I informed him that there were still two
more to go, a glazed look came intc his eyes. "Can't you see
I'm Chinese lacquered:.” he gasped. I could but did not admit !
Kncwing that he had already done more peaks in a day than ever
before, I sympathised and them convinced him that the only way
for a true Cread was over those two last summits,

The first one we easily gained by following the rim of the
Forgotten Corrie to the small cairn marking Sgurr nan Goibhred
2,475' (not named on the map). On a fise sunny day this peak
would nardly be moticed, but in misty conditions we experience¢
tiic cairn was a confidence booster =and from here we took a
compass bearing on the final peak, Sgurr nan Gillian. As the




swirled in ever thicker we #ollowed the undualating high plateaux
with a final rise to the large cairn at 2,%05° the southernmost
peak on Rhum - the time was A ot o \cocoxding to the
excellend guide to Rhum by Hamish M. Brown, the descent of this
peak towards Dibidil is not straightforward and the steep broken
ground followed by a steep grassy flank merits V.S. grading at
the end of a long day.

We duly took our time and carefully descended in a southerly
direction first down some scree slopes, then by two interesting
gullies, and finally emerging from beneath the clouds at around
the 1,700' contour into the full glory of an Hebridean evening,
Eigg and Muck still sunlit, swam on a silver sea watched over
by a crescent moon. Within an hour we had reached Dibidil bothy,
a magnificent place to spend the night surrounded by. mountains,
yet less than a hundred yards from the turbulent sea - the time
was 8.45 p.m. Alas we had not much time to tarry, already
Shirley and the girls would be wondering where we'd got to. We
ate our emergency rations (three Mars bars), fed Frank tie last
¢f the glucose tablets and then had a look in the hut bcok,
guickly seeing the name of a fellow Oread, Jim Kershaw.

Wwe were a little dismayed to find that most people had taken
arownd three hours to cover the six miles from Kinloch and that in
broad daylight! As we rather reluctantly shouldered our sacs and
left this haven at 9.10 p.m. our eyes were immediately attracted
towards the Bealach an Oir between Askival and Trollaval. The
westering sun, free at last from the clinging clouds, was lighting
1hn pass and the now mist-free peaks with its brilliant light.

zom the col the main watershed of the glen came uown to our
ient like a bubbling river of gold.

With this lasting memory of a fantastic end to a wonderful
day, we made light work of the six miles back to Kinloch. As
we entered camp it started to rain, the time was 11.45 p.m.

The end of a very long day, but one we would remember for the
rest of our lives.

The following day we sailed for the mainland and as we left
Rhum we chanczd beats with a score of Gillies from the main
estates of Scotland, going ta tie isliand to learn the art of
deer stalkinc. We hoped they too wuulid enjoy the becaulies of
Rhum as we had done.
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PRESIDENTS MEET 1OTH ~ 12TH JANMUARY

Nat Allen

The Presidents meet, like la2s* year's, wizc held at Heathy
Lea. It began on Friday evening, <& most Uregac functions do,
in a puk.

Satu: d:y dawned fine and after the barr wes mads ready for the
evening®s high jinks, the Gregsons, Lei Pesl, R Hucs John
Douciaty . De one Pete and myseif tru ‘:e; ACLOSES B : £rom
"the Crouse spend a pleasant courlda of i T ©n

N

Stanage, returaiag via Padley Gorge and the Grindiefcord Cafa.
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Tite nite began in the "Wheatsheaf" and some three crinkinc
hours later six ty or seventy eager movers returnced to the huc
to demolish cur now famous "Norweigan Table « - This,year,
literally creaking with savouries and gcodies. As advertised,
| tke dancing was to "Big Belly Carnel's Disco", spot prizes and
' novelties followed, until the moment all eagerly awaited:

{ Handley, now flushed with Scotch courage, challenged Appleby
fcr what sadly may be the last time. 70 say he was tnrashad

, in-a sequence of trials of strength by this younger, fitter man

was rutting it mildly! Eventually we got to bed, anc dfter a

i . {0

Jawn, the barn was mucked cut and the QDLA_U succassiully
disposed of. ' Grudgingly a group of us chased “"Foxtrot Ashcroit”
\ & , 5 g W= ST EL,
- to:Froggattvand back in a toxrentisl downpoux.

1 7
'

hat do I remember? 2 'good day ouit on Saturday, the

sion in tne pub, the gruk {many thanks girls} and the
laughs. S0 what ¢id we miss,; not much I think. 2robably one
of Margaret Hocley's rubber mince pies. My thanks once again
te all whe-c2me and gave it hell!

-5 m..:

el

Copy of letter sent to Mr. W. Hayes from Mr. T. Daffern,
106 Wimbledon Crescent, talgary T3C 3JI, Ziberta.

Dear Mr. Hayes,

The book "Climb If Yéu Will" has arrived safsly. We
very much appreciate your efforts to get us a copy. Glad to
hear the book's a sell ou: - it certainly got good reviews
in the Climbing Magazines,

We knew some of the Cread very well - Georde Sutton,
igric Byne, Harry Pretty and Jim Kershaw who was up in
Spitzbergen with us in 1950. It's interesting to find out
what they are doing these days. ‘I was also considerably
surprised to find myself on a photo taken on the 1958
lMarsden-Rowsley Walk!

‘ We're returning to Ergland for a holiday'at Christmas and
‘ are wondering how we'll find things.

- . Climbing over here ir the Canadian Rockies is very much in
its infancy - few huts, few people and every climb an expedition -
still many, many unclimbed peazik=. Actuall;, I can't wait to
get back and have a good lkash over the Darmyshire Moors!

T L

Gill ané Tony Daffern.
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THE BULLSTONES (I974)

HEG. SQUIRES

Pt

4 man stood hitting his head against a brick wall and was askfd‘
wuy,he Teplied "well its greet when its stops'. Sitiing 14 the dining
rcom of the Church Hotel,warmly contemplating gammon & ch1ps,ym+i§tﬂ
just what he weant.The thirty-sixz hour trauma ofra?n,sqdden'cioi?if
s wind that left staggering bodies all the way up ~&T: &Iy Hl%%iab
knee-deep oozing peat marked us all. IZven the veteran masochis’ and
slavedriver Ashcroft was keeping quiet ( except in the cabin w&aya he
inslsted on talking on the subject he inclines to-all bloody pight.)
But wmaybe this was a suberemus protest at the conditions. Gertgln age~
ig wembers of the club were absep’ frowm the meet,the result ol a rec—
oni0itTc the previous week-end,1t was stated by Bingham thet they were
degenerate, By Sunday it was evicden? that they were merely cunning,

suah were the thoughte sugineered by a few jars of ale and the prev-
lously mentioned gamumon,

An element of competition entered into the crossing of the moor
on the Friday night,possibly occasioned by the rumour that we were
booked into Lockesbiock on the Saturday and not the Friday! The result
however was fairly ncrumal-a shambles, Once wore,Williams rising cIy
of " Follow me,this is the way" was heard,whereupon he disappeared
alone and was not seen for some hours. Jhon Dench,straight from the
bush in tropical greens and solar topee,fell by the wayside in Gold~
en Olough following a four hour sundowner in the Nag's Head.

Eventually,Lockerbrook was reached where Pete Scott (after breaking
into the place ) performrd the last rites, - e

Saturday's stroll turned into a gruellsr. It started pleasently

at first,up the path from the Derwent Dam,then Abbey Brook until the

waterfall near the top was reached. Hzre a cold;wet'1ungh4wasﬂtakén:

in the cabin., Etver onwards,we-flogged-upFeatherbed-MOSS“and_event&aly
met the wind on Margery Hill.With infated cagovles and bodris-leaning
drunkenly,loose rocks flying away at the tcuch-of a boot we finaly
arrived ,via Bull Clough and a long slog up the Derwent track, into
Lower Small clough.No sympathy was offered to anybody-from~anybody,j
The serio-comic situation of having twenty-five bodies in the -
Lower Small clough cabins sent a breakaway group over to an-abode 1n
the West End.It was adequate(and only just)for five bodies,but-arouvnd
I10.0pm a knock on the door,greeted by a chorus of "sod off",was foll-
owed by Kershaw's dramatic entrance,who.looked somewhat haggard after
searching for Small clough for some six hours without wap or compass,
or even torch, Back at the cabins-in Lower Small clough the uvsual
soclal stratification was evident with Chambers,Radcliffe and company
in the lower refuge and the plebians (supcrvised by Scott from his
now traditional perch on the table)in the upper one.There was no esc-

aping water, it was running down the wall and right through the hut.
Jim winfield 'cast off!

J on his lileo and deciared water beds to be
just the thing.Graham Slater .o

L0 his first m=z%i) wondered why no one
slapt in the corner and Rusty sloph undey %“he takle,which is & pos-
ltion he is not used %o,

Sunday dawned at the crack of 9. Qawm,;w~% 2and with the clag right
down.A good day did not se=an-iikelv,sc 1% was szresd that-a rapid re-
treat down into the west End was vi.A pleasent stzolld to-Alport,
and one hell of-'a flog up-Blackden brought us irfto theé olal Rgain.
Small,but numerovs paziles could be sgosted running about in all
2t§ggt1°n8:bUt ell sventualy arrived back 12 Edale for the gammon &

Thanks for comming —-see you next year.
Attendence~23 memncers and 4 prospective members.
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SYMONONDS YAT, (april IIth-I3th) DAVE APPLEBY

Judith,Elizabeth and I arrived early on the Saturday morning to
meet up with Keith Gregson and Stuart Firth on the campsite at
Christchurch. The latter two set off for %he orogs while we were
settling in,meeting up in the “aﬁacea' Haad,down by Hhe river at
luncb-time, Aftzr some refreshmant ias threa of u. meiizned to
the crag, leaving Judivn to make Ler own way back o Yhe camp-
site with the nipper.

e were &ll 1n an'attacking nwood’ when we arvrived 2010w the
Seven slglers - Gregson threw nimss:f at The crag witu a certainr
awcunt of "quﬂb*LO aggression, follcwed by Stuart who %alked non
stop. It was not until he wens into total silence that we reallised
that Keith had oir the end ¢f his rops a five pipkt barrei of scrumpy
in the cbrietive body of Stuart., It went on like a panbo-uime,but

eventualliy all was well end a relurn was made Lo the foot of the
crag.

€5

Not havirg a gulde book didn't belp,s vnﬂﬂ*a v when %he meel
leadar was forced into taking the other two on Nht“ Keith said'bhad
better be a good route or else! One wus n%&HuJPd which could only
be dsscribed as sulcldul (the meet leader nou L;ow.a; prive Yo
laaving the grovnd). It was like climbing a vesrbicul book case-
if your didn't like the hold you pui i% back, I5 wae aguead by ail
that it was O.K to stand to stand on a logee block so long as rou

1én’'s give it an owtward pull. Scrumpy Strart was wishing befd

had aanther couple of pints as he set Ouf.tlﬂodiﬂg loose bilocks far
and wicz. The route firished up a vertlecal'clins'cf mul,crowned by
an uiasurmouiiieblie trea that bhad to be clircumnavigated by using caes
teetni The meet leader was told in a very direct manper,and with

very few words tha% he wasn't to pick anotber route qmtll we had all
sobered up.

Seversl more ciimbs were done(con very sound rock) before & hasty
return was mede to the czumpsite, A weal was consvmed ag the sva wenl
down,followec by a two hovr stint in the boezzr. A gocd-day: indesd.

Oon the Sunday Xeith end Stvart returncsd to the creg and guve 1%
more pu rishme 4 1 whllh Judith, Elizabeth and I went for. & wali 1n the
forest '

It was a very small turnwout but the weather was good and the
caupsite plcasant whicn wmads vp for the lack of intersst shown 1in
ih¢ meget. Levs hope that wore people tuvrn vp ansxt year.,

Q
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anted zror this years annual dinner- actors,strippers,plastic boobs.

wies and G strings. Also some goud ldeas and profexably a sciipt.

e

Cortact - Sir Raymond "Delfcnt’ Handley as scon &g possiblé (who act-
uslly stetsd after the last dinner thet bs would organisze the next

cabaret. Ed. )




PROFILE Gi:ORGL: REHODES

George "see em off" Rnodes is first on our list In this
reinstatement of PROFILE.

He is known by most Oreads but probably our recent generation
recognise him as the man who comes up well with the leaders in the
Dovedale Dash. George set the early record for this event and
donated the trophy which is compected for each year.

He joined the club in 1962 at the age of 67 just after
havinc major transplant surgery, namely two bullocks legs 1in
place of the common or garden sort that we lesser mortals have

to put up with., It wa s not long after this that Handley cave
up seriocus running.

George's natural ability, his ever will te win along with
stamina, guts, competitive spirit and mile after mile of training,
led him to represent England at the Empire Games in 1934 (that
dotes him and a few more besides!) It can only be to his credit
th:- he has run in many major events up and down the country,
a'ways with splendid success. But the Dash always remains fnis
favourite and we can be sure that for many more years we shall
see his stocky figure weaving its way up to the front of the field
where it belongs. George will be changed back into his whistle
and flute having consumed at least three pints of the tgirlies'

tea before Tom Green and Dave Williams turn into the bottom of
the drive for the final tortuous finish.

Last year he was still tucking them under his belt by taking
three major 'veterans' titles. First was the Three Peaks Race
(Pen-y-CGhent, Ingleborough and Whernside); secondly in the Edale
"Skyliner" which I believe takes in Grindsbrook around to Brown
Knoll, Lords Seat over Mam Tor, Losehill, Winhill-about turn,
right hand up a bit over the edges and so back to Edale. Last
but not least he went on and took another over-40's title in the

Three Towers Race which I believe is a mere 20 mile amble around
Cannock Chase.

On the climbing scene, and that's why he joined the Club,
George has always been a competent mountaineer, and I'm sure¢
he will agree, he has never claimed or even desired to be one of
those fearless tigers that one finds in climbing who get more
Pleasure at it than Fisher does throwing bricks at plate ¢lass
windows. He spends a lot of time in Wales, with his family,
where he has a delightful cottage in the Betws-y-Coed area. As
well as the Oread he's also a member of the Rucksack Club.

In between all these activities he runs a very successful
garage and motor car concern - altogether a most delightful

companion, a first-class athlete and a valuable asset to the
Oread Mountaineering Club.
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I trust you have enjoyed this edition of your newsletter - if so,

just put pen to paper, send it off and I'll get my fingers worn
down to the bone again - with pleasure.
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ASHES TO ASHES DUSTIN _KRAPFUAN.

since'our mens' last visit to that most celibrated mgvn{gigg gi

c11 Bounsene, the ettSTh0Rh, Lo Fron she ionistsy of ourimm 1
ki to an offici Tou > MLI :

gggfzrgﬁagnhgaiasnget them a bit of a p?oblem,causlng much confus%al
as well as some considerable cost. It all »evolves argun@ his las
ascent of the H¥rnli ridge. So much cohgestzol vas cgused by hlsb
hebitual and selfish 45 minute stint thet sowebl. g lFft had to be
done, Consequently,the minighry heve poured in thukauufsﬂ?f franos
into a rare conveniance- .a fuliy functlional gag-powaTol 0L LLOTY
which converts human waste inuo dush., It 15 situciec just below the
the fixed ropes above the shouldexr, As most of you buow {elther by
actual ascent or by guide book ) %here ars seven Li rumbor Shere-
fore the 100 has been situated at The side ci lthe 2one Ghatb i
ular with the Americamns (- he never has liksd “hsm since the day Shey
entered theémselves'into the last war).

v
b
a

 Receny statistics show that on a good day come I50 climbers ati-
empt the peak so you can imagine the problems,the hold-ups our man!
ceuses on Shat knife—edge ridge. So affter wmany months of research &
develophent they came up with the gas-powered loo. A trisl run was
made Li the latter part.of the '74 seecon but the loo was not an
ungualified success due to a temremeniel burner setting, & raretied
avwcsphere and failure to supply operaling instructions in several
laNEUBZeB e Nl s I SYGW: : e

An official explained," as soon as you have finished you put
down the seat 11d and the contents start buraing- therebs-aa elec-
tric battery, a cylinder of compressed gas and a 7foot chimnsy. WBq
are uselng this type of loo ewery day in the valley,and havc dong
for many years but since your mans last visit to th2 mountala vhe
ministry had to do something". He went-on " It tcok the Iaternat—
lonal Enviroment Corps seven weeks to get 1t vp there and a fvrther
two weeks to get 1t going". He looked at me with a‘ paiazd face-

" Weve heard he's coming back this year, can't you suggesd o him
that he goes to another area " :
"I'll see what I can do ", was my reply, " But he has this “hing to
prove“to Wilson- something to do with the older genecration sad all.
that ", 3

; The officilal mopped his brow and then raised his head-and looked
up at the mountain. " Then theres the telephone ", he eaizd. =
"Wwhat telephone",said I, looking rather enquiringly. "Whate this
about a telephone", v igild s e NG A A
-%Wwell,a couple of years ago & violent storm hit-the-ridge and-blew
away his pigeon loft (used for worldwide communication), It was - -
situated just behind the Solvay Hut,pigeons Were scatterad gvery«= -
where-in all directions,it was a -disastrous -affair. Well; your man
came along and insisted thed we maks auends or-offer: an alternative'

- system of some kind. Ha keri oa shovting, ' *Dé you' know who I am !
and started menticning rnaucs like Herr Pettigashen and Frav Welbunz
Are they polititions in your counizy', he scked g
"No" I said,"but thevy-cen De.juci: as. smusineiy.

The last report is that instructions in seven langua :
fitted to the loo {vadur the seat )and nay -oe vsagubéeglg?vguge:gé"
gf; n meh - oonly,unless someone returas

telephone is for the uie oiio
h were last seen in the bar at the Lady-

the last breszeding poir w
Bower Inn.

Posi scrlipt. Sez ragx% meg’ for actual details on the 160 & telephone.



