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This vear, the Club bas suffered the tragic and untimely loss of
Marie Horsley after a long illness. The Club extends it's heartfelt
sympathies to her husband, Peter and their family.

The Editer apologizes to all members for the late appearance of
this newsletter. A combination of lack of suitable material, pressure at
work and many weekends climbing have conspired to make this edition
almost an anfual one! If anyone feels strongly enough about it, 1 suggest
they put their names forward for the role of Editor at the next AGM.

I also suggest that meet leaders actually submit something for
nublication. Preferably timely, well recsearched and concise with no lack
of rumour. This could save the newsletter from appearing to be primarily
made up of contritutions from only a very small group of "ald lags" and
would provide a more balanced finished product. It would also make it

more interesting to read — let alone produce.

Last month’'s copy of High contained an article on climbing a new
TD route on the Aig. Argentiere, Chamonix, by Roy Ruddle - a recent
aw—member of the club. Either we weren’t good enough forr him  or he's
forgotten to pay his subs!t The route is called something like "Hermann
Hob—Notb meets Dorcthy Dinosaur

Congratulations to Steve Wrigley on completing the Bob Graham
Round Ln  22% bours., Commiserations to Viv Broughton who  was forced to

retire because of an injured foot with only 8 peaks remaining.
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Introduc tory. Members

The Club extends a warm welcome Lo

Tan Wilseman

David Carlisle

GCary EEddingtﬁn

Stephen kWrigley

Jomm Moule

Graham Colller

Craig Higgins
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OB DETAILS Full Members

Notice is hereby given that the following, have satisfied the
Club’s stringent and rigorously applied criteria and &are Now Tull

members: .

24, Tarn Road, Tharnton-{Cleveleys,

“hris Bell
Tel, 0253-8265%4 Chris Ba

Andrew Hird

ANdy Brockbank

Anthony Haghes

David (Cosher) Bailey

Steve Swindells (rejoirmed) 19, Brighton Terrace Road, Crooks,
Sheffield S10 INT Tel. Q742663702

328, Breck Rd. Poul ton

The Kings Arms, 103 {ord St. Fleetwood.
Tel. 874837

14 Hagot St., Blackpoaol., FYL &7 Tel. 470997

49, Highfield Rd., Churchtow, Southport

CONGRATLLATIONS TO:
Merseyside PRT B3 Tel. Q70426297

| Janet Connelly and Phil Morris on . their recent marriage.
22, Farnham Way, Carlton Green, Poulton FY& 716G

The Club wish them all the best for the futuwre.

!
&, Lockerbie Ave., Thomton Cleveleys FYS JEN
CHANGE OF ADDRESS

Tel., 8453507
8 G PRA 2N Faul & Irene 11, Airedale Mews, Bkipton, N. Yorks.
Richarg Stevenson 10, Willow Drive, Wrea Green
| | Taylor Home—O756—701078/ Work—0274-733444
Tel. 0772685807
Sgan & Jane 12, Fifth St., Scarborough, NSW 25015
Some  1ntroductory members meets  are occasichally held as
' Smith fustralia. Home—0424675125/ Work—-025252811

advertlised 1n the club syllabus and in the outdoor meets section of this

newsletter, But dont wait till then! The club goes out on the hill

conewheres every weekend,

Mike Pern & Carcle Lou Beal, 11310 Saissac Languedoc, France.
Just ring the bogking secretary, or see the

(They are doing a good line in B&E for

"mops"  in the Thatched House, Poulton, first room on the right, atter

individuals & groups)

10,.00pm on Wednesday nights (occasional sogial events permitting),

Phil Caley Has changed his telephone number to ex -
directory to discourage beavy breathers.
Q204-774F26.

Nils Tremmel C/0 UNESCO, P.0O. Box 29, 38, Lenin St.

Phrum Penh, Cambodis.



Bill & Anne McRae 8, Clough Meadmw,.LGEtDck, Bolton BL1 5XB
Tel . 0Z204-49040%

Fhil Morris 10, Windsoar Gardens, Garstang, Lancs.,

Tel. ORY3-60&8634

(LLE CA ENDAR

Something normally happens every weekend: Refer Thatched House,
Poulton on Wednesdays, after 10.00pm or telephone a Committee P“Efﬂber".l

Official Club meets are shown highlighted. Dates generally
reflect nights when huts are available. Thus a date of 28-29 would
normally i1ndicate Friday & Baturday night.

Contact Jobn Wiseman regarding but availability for Sunday

nights & weekdays and who will be the mest leaders for meets with lesders

still to be arranged.

Occasional informal ladies meets are also organized by Jenny

Talley =~ Tel. Preston 713817.

Sccial Meets which have currently been arranged are shown
(ingdert Lred, Most soclasls dwing the winter months are beld at the

Cormervative Club on  the first Wednesday of the menth, commencing at
2,30,

SEFPTEMEER

i8-19 Intrao. Membs. Meet Stair Frank Towne
2324 Langdale

29264 Fallcliffe Derbyshire Judith Swift

)
CCTOEER
2 -3 Stalr
2 -3 Tremadog Mark Harding
- 7 Con. Club. Social — Nick Bond Audiovisual on rock glimbing in
fAustrallia or Europe
? 10 Mountain Biking Langdale Martin Dale
1&-17 Stair
1517 Corris Do Nichﬂ1
2324 Working Weekend Langdale
¥knew additronkX
—29 Car Meet, Yorkshire K Hindle 0253-883731
30—-31 Glen Trool Galloway Jobn Parker
S0—-31 Stair
NOVEMEER
- 4 Con. Club Socia]l ~ Steve Walker on back-packing in Petu
& — 7 Fireworks & Food Stair Claire Addy
13~+14 Langdale
2021 Family Weekend lLangdale
2021 Working Weekend Stair
2728 L.angdale
-2 Car Meet Martin Dale
DECEMBER
- 2 Con Cub Social — Slide Competition judged by Dave Bibby .
3 categories — Scenic, Action & Humgur, Max 3 glides per
category. All slides to have been taken in past year.
4 - 5 Caving Pete Liewellyn 0200-254688
4 -~ 3 Stair
1112 Stair — FMC ANNUAL DINNER SCAFELS. HOTElL, BORROADALE
1819 Stair & Langdale avallable
24— 3 Both huts available for Festivities
JANLIARY
a -9 l.angoale
g -9 Caseqg Fraith, Ugwen Jolhn Wiseman
1516 "Rean Feast" Stair Paiil & Irene Tavlior
Ll L Woriking Weekerd IL.angclale Donald Nichol
29-30 Stair
2930

Family Weekend Langdale
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Langdale

Intro. Membs. Meet STAIR

Don Nighol

ANOT Langdale as stated in Syllabusix

Langdale
Loch Eamn

Staiyr

Bolt Clippers Langdale
Mountain Biking Stair
Langdale

Family Weekend Stair
CIC Hut £4 per night
¥¥new additionXx¥
Onich

Stair

Inverey (B places)
Ytnew addition X

Car Meet

Langdale

Faliciiffe

Wye Valley Camping

Stair

t.angdale

dlack Mountains

Intro. Membs. Meet Stair
Langdale

Jobn Parker

Martin Dale

Phil Morris

Leader to be arranged

Don Nachol

Leader to be arranged

Dave Cundchy

Dave Wood
Claire Addy

Rebecrca Hargreaves
Jod Hickman

O 1B BUISNESS

As usual, no really earth shaking matters have arisen aver the

past nine months!

Working weeskends have been generally well attended (when they
haven’t been cancelled) which has seen both huts kept in good nick. The
skirtings and trimmings to the wooden panelling i the common  room at
Stair have not been completed as was reported in Vecember's Newsietter.
The legendary pause continues. Volunteers please. Cther improvements
which were being "ackively pursued” in December include replacement of a
rotten window frame at Langdale and the possibility of installing a
debumidifier also at Langda.e. These projects are still being actively
pursued !

Some success has been achieved by hanging the new gate at Stair
(tharks to Roy Nesbitt). A PVC window is destined for Langdale, as well
as a new mas fire and fire retardant cladding on the kitchen door ard the
stairwell. Six new fire retardant mattresses have been ordered for Stair,
and the purchase and fitting of two Tasman Marine stainless steel wnits
consisting of 2 burners and one gril each should alleviate the presently

chronic lack of toast making facilitles.

Plans are still under way for building a new Sparts Centre in
the Fylde, The Club succeeded in getting a climbing wall included on the
nlans and Martin Dale has acted as consultant in determining the layoutl
and type of wall best suited for climbers needs. The Council need as much
support as possible for their scheme to come to fruition, and encouraging
letters saying how badly we need a sports complex etc. would be welcomed

from anyone living within the Blackpool Borough arga. The project is

called the Stanley Park Sports Complex and letters should be addressed to
Blackpool Borough Council at the Town Hall,

The Comnittee would like to remind members that they must book 3

place with the mest leader before going on any meet on the svllabus,

Some of our meets take place at other club's huts, We may have a
certain number of beds, the other beds in  the hut being let out to

another club or their own members. In this case we can not over—fill our

bedspaces.



Some meets 1n our own uts involve catering - and bthe meet lezader
needs to buy provisions in advance, They can be embarassed 1T a number of

unbeoked members arrive.

Similarly, 1if a member books a place but finds  that their
circumstances have changed so that they can't go, then they should ring
the meet leader as soon as possible s that the place may be offered to
someon2 on the reserve list or so that less food can be ordered i there

drfg ) reserves.,

Gratifyingly, some meets have been booked to gapacity, while,
disappointingly, others have been poorly attended. If all menbers
followed proper bogking procedures, the meet leaders’ Job would be made

that mach more  tolerable and less waste 0f bedspaces and/or food would

Fecul t,

(HESTER MNEWS

Hut secretary for POU (Llanberis) 1s Dave Kingham through whom
bookings should be made. Tel. 08529 D1275.

Chester have doubled their ruat fees from £@1 to £2 per night as
part of their funding programme Tor alterations to POU and eventual
replacement of Capel Curig. This is the first increase for many years but
does not, of course, aftfect the charges we pay on Mut SWOps as «we pay our

oW charges to ourselves,

In May, Chester had received over £4500 1In pledges for their
intended tuilding works. That leaves only about £30,000 to raise!

There was a recent break~in at FCU. Do not leave any valuables

lving about.

Geoff Forrest has recently been accepted as a full member aof the
Chester MC and came Bth In their annual fell race from the huat to the top
of Mt., Elio and back.
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ALPINE MEET 1991

The FMC held the first official meet for ages in ths Swiss Canton of Valails
during July of last Year. As a "leader" I am pretty lax with reports about
the meets I conduct or become involved with., Usually hon sec work drains me
of any literary enterprise. This one wag important and I did blag cne or two
extras to share the rigours and expense of the Alps. The trouble is the world
i.=. non-mountaineers have discovered the Mountains. Crowded roads even paths
are the norm if you venture ontoe anything that you have heard of or read about

hefore.

The Wisspersons' involvement with things educational determined the perilod of
our stay. July 21 & August 11 were the sailing dates. John, June & lan were
one car load that overnighted at June's Sister's in Colchester along with my
co-driver and navigator, Geoff Forrest and Rebecca Hargreaves. The ship‘s
staff were very good remembering to shut that door at the front before leaving
the side to cross the wavey section of the North Sea. Without a word or a lie
I used to worry about that time-saving practice of making off with that ramp
thing still at the port-arms position... I supposed they knéew what they were
doing.... After relaxing on deck Rebecca guided me then Geoff then me agaln
unerringly the 1,000 kms or so to Ulrichen-Camping without a rest. Dave Ear%e
was in residence abandoned by French Landowner to be, Mike Penn after their
spell in the Pair o' knees.

The campsite was well chosen., It offered the right balaace of price and
facilities For a mountaineer's base. Showers, a versatile shop and a cheager
supermarket down the road at Munster for main supplies. Ulrichen village lies
at the foot of three high road passes. We drove to the top of Lhese geveral
times instead of overnighting in Huts or making ridiculously early starts for
Alpine objectives. A first foray proved as usual to be one of the most
strenuous of the whole campaign, The EGGISHIRN with its cable cars was
adjuged an ideal training walk and would afford famous and ;pectacular views
of the Bare-knees. This proved the case on a warm if magnificent day. Geoff
didn't cheat at all and climbed all the way from Fiesch at 1062 metres to the
summit at 2927 all in one go. My vote to storm the first 286%m mechanically
was voted down with a compromise of a lift to 2214. The climb thence Lo the
top and the tour of the opposite side above the Aletsch Glacier made &
splendid start. The prolonged descent through late afternoon storms made for a

long day.

Day 2 & the cars lifted us to the Furka Pass, The side of the Mutt Clacier led
to a saddle. Our objective the TALLISTOCK 2875m was reached by Dave, Rabecca
and myself using the rope. It rained on the descent.

The Binn valley lay West of us. We parked and poked in the minergl worTkings
before lunching with kids & goats. I enjoyed a surprisingly milg qlp a@ 2002m
befare we returned to Fald. That evening and the following day it rained. A
peep into the parish church up valley had us enjoying a recital nf baroque
chamber music. Mozart and Vivaldi were a nice antidote for the dreich. The
Wisemans' anniversary served to cheer us all though inequilibrium caused the
grass Lo be served the maeln course.

Sat 27th saw our minor cavalcade in the Italian area of the Levante valley. An
interesting climb through a medieval hanlet, past lakes and meadows then a
highland-type summit PIZ TANEDA 2667m. A misplaced cassette caused the loss of
John's first exposed slides of his holiday and a vitual reascent.

A cloudless day saw a glacier training-session turpn into o full-scale assault
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n the Lepontine Alps highest point, the BLINNENHORN 3378m or 11,069ft. From
the Nufenen pass after preparing for glaclier travel, hobt sunshline made the
traverse of the Gries Glacier tiring. The shaley summit was John and son lan's

first Alpine Peak. An [talian family armed with sticks couldn't dent our ego

too much. The view was far-ranging and glorious and we realised they had used
a shorter safer route on the Italian side.

The Grimsel Pass gave a good start for an exploration of the ridge to the
West. The SIDELHORN 2764 was a touristy but worthwhile viewpolint

Tues 30th was to see an attempt on the Galenstock but mist and drizzle before
dawn prompted a look at the Handegg slabs. My last day as a Civil Servant (on
leave) began with RAIN and ended with another damp celebration, Geoff's
cocking and the wine a consolation for what appeared to be a spell of low
pressure.

Rebecca's last day was spent on the SPITZHORLLI 2737.6m reached from the
Simplon motorway-type Pess. Very windy (for the Alps) and cold .

0n 2nd Aug everyone but the Wisemans decamped under glowering skies to sunnier
pastures. As it happened the conditions became perfect everywhere and Dave,
Geoff and myself needn't have emigrated to the Dolomites to find the sun! Or
rushed to consume the vast nunber of tins Dave had brought from Poulton before
we had room in the Polo to contain him. Rebecca taook off in the train for a
holiday from camping and tins in the Bare-knees. The tale of the Dolomites
1'11 leave for another time. You may have seen the slides I took during this

Winter's Socials?

During the latter period of their stay Lthe Wisemans sussed out Ssaas fee,
disvovering a reasonable campsite.

John Parker, 23 April.

Caving meet, Ingleton., 29-31 November 1991

Feeling keen to start the weekend with a scaking, Mr. Tolley my
brother and I had snuck up early Friday afterncon to have a lcok down
Lost John’s pot. Located on ’‘private’ land somewhere on Leck Fell,
you’re supposed to have a permit to explore, even though the entrance
is only yvards from the road. But we reckoned no-one would bother
checking at that time of the week, and so went permitless. All went
well until we emerged, grinning, tc be confronted by a small man with
a large gun, not grinning. My brother and I explained as best we
could that it was our grandfathers fiftieth birthday next weekend,
and that this trip was his birthday treat. Luckily the man saw the
funny side and let us go, but it was a close thing.

Anyway the next day Mick deserted us with the lame excuse that he’d
promised to show a group of boy scouts a geood time. Which meant that
with no spiritual leader the rest of the team soon floundered, and a

somewhat disorganised day came to pass,

Over breakfast in the smart new cafe upstairs in Inglesports a plan
of action soon emerged. Sonmetime afterwards another one emerged,
then another, and another and so on., Pretty soon it wouild be lunch
time, and then tea time, and then with luck, cpening time at the
Marton Arms. But unfortunately having reserved 10 lamps we couldn’t
now easily back out, so reluctantly the ‘A’ (for Organised) team head
off for Ireby fell Cavern, the ‘B’ (for Disorganised) for Marble
Steps, the final plan bheing to rig the pots, root about a bit, then
swap over and derig, the two pots being only a few hundred yards
apart, For some reason I find YX'm in the B’ team.

So there we all are by the side cof the road in all the latest gear -
Dave Cundy looking smart in matching new boots and panties, Simon
Fenna dressed for the beach in characteristic surfing mode, John Tats
in squeaky new wet suit looking something like a cross between an
over inflated barrage baloon and a Michelin woman’s favourite sexual
fantasy, the rest of us in a various assortment of bin liners,
wellies and rubber macs. We stumble across the moors and down our

respective holes.

Phil Caley, Hal, Mr. T., Mr. C and myself take what‘s left of the
tackle and rig the first long ladder pitch down Manble Steps which
takes us about 120 feet under, the idea being to abseil in and climb
out. Its not too vertical though, and it would just about be
possible to escape without the ladder, At the bottom it’s falrly
open, and another shorter pitch takes us down into the main chamber.
From here it should be another two pitches down to the bottom, but we
have no more gear, so instead just spend some time crawling along and
exploring various passages with not much of an idea exactly what’s
what. Where not in the B team for no reason, We discover various
entrances down into the area known as The Intestines, and from what
we can see, the name is suitably descriptive. It looks tight,
tortucus, and is probably not the place to be during tea time.
Sseveral hours have already passed, so we retreat gratefully, surface
leaving the gear in place, and make our way over the moors toc Ireby

Fell Cawvern.

(it



Although fairly.clese, the two pots are very different in character,
The entrance to Marble Steps is grand and unmistakeable and looks the
part. To det down Ireby fell Cavern you climb unceremoniously down a
drain pipe pointing skyward out of a stream. There 1s the constant
sound of running water above you, below you, down the inside of your
trouser leg. We follow it, descending ladders left by the A teanm -
smart, well organised loocking ladders - and above the nolse we hear
familiar whooping freom below. Down the next pitch we find Mr. Tats
no longer looking quite so sexy, little John looking like he’d had
enough before breakfast, major Hickman still with the creases in his
trousers, Simon Fenna enthusing about the surfing potential, and bro,
still grinning. We exchange notes and keep moving. The route
continues to follow the stream, and once down the next pitch carries
on for what seems like miles along a meandering underground bobsleigh
run, just wide enough to walk aleng. Once or twice the roof gets too
low, so you have to crawl along in the water, but otherwise lts OK.
We get to the final pitch, but its getting late, so decide to turn
back and derig. No problem, except for the bilt when Hal decided to
test Mr. cundy’s belay on the last ladder by the sudden executiocn of
an impressive 180 degree mid ascent longitudinal inversion.

In a while we‘re all out in the fresh air. Dave Paul and I emerge
1ast and head off eastwards back to the car, only to discover on
arrival that Phil and Hal have gone west, and are nowhere to be seen.
Must have been that bump on the head. Simultaneously, somewhere down
Marble Steps, Mr, Hickman, in a fine display of attention seeking
behaviour alsc falls off a ladder, and breaks a wrist. The ploy
works and Claire, who has just arrived for the evening, cffers
comfort while taking him to hospital for emergency repairs. After a
little more running around induced by threats from Mr. Inglesports to
ucse the meet leader’s driving licence, given as depesit for the
lamps, as toilet paper should all the equipment not be accounted for
by the end of the evening, the rest of us also finally end up where,
with any sense, we should perhaps have been in the first place - sat
round the pool table in the Marton Arms.

sunday was altogether more together. We are now joined by Mr. Earle,
Les Ward, Libby and Jason. Mr, Tolley, who has by now had his fill
of boy scouts, also joins us, and immediately the motley crew from
the day before takes on the fresh appearance of a pot holing machine
with a mission. We had decided upon Bar pot on the Clapham slde of
Ingleborough, the attraction being that you end up in Gaping Gill,
the largest chamber in Britain, with water from Fell Beck pouring
through a hole in the roof 364 feet above. It's apparently large
anough to contain $t. Paul’s Cathedral. A good time was had by all,
but particularly by Mr. Earle, who was sC gobsmacked by the event
that ha didn’t even notice when some guy surfed in from nowhere and
tock a large bite out of his precious lump of cheese. Mind you, it
was pratty dark down there,.

FeF information, a lamp and battery cost £2.60 for a days hire, two
QarYavAnas cooat (40 for the weekend, we all paid £5 per day for the
SNperienge and mo managed to put f£12 profit into the caving fund.

tZ
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ANNLAL. CULER DINNER, SCAEFELL HOTEL
Decemnber 1971

A good dinner was had by all (or rather those lucky enough to
survive the labyrinthine booking system). The 1992 organization should be
more straightforward ~  though it wodld appear that being seen to be fair
by all is a very difficult if not impossible task - outraged ladies from
Dalton please take mote that I would be forever in  their debt if, this
vear, they refrain from demonstrating their pugilistic skills until I've

put my two pints down on a table.

Dave Cundy received “Mug of the Year' for landing in & very
conspicucus tree while parapenting and Phil Lee received ‘Lush of the
Year' for his legendary exploits duwing his first six fmonths of
association. Later that night, be fell off a tree at Stair while
attempting to learn how to front point - a technique better grasped if

one retains cne’'s grasp of one’'s axe.

1t must have been a good dinner because I can’t remember
anything else apart from a very tasty vase of flowers.
£d.

This meet with no meat was well attended as usual thanks to
Irene’'s and Paul’s? superb cullinary skills which seem to improve year by
vear. The climbing was so insignificant in comparison to the food that
1've forgotten who did what or whether anything got done at all!

Ed.
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WORKING WEEKEND LITTLE LANGDALE

Jaruary

This meet was promoted by Donald as a fairly casual affair where

little work would be reguired.

£s it turmed out, an extensive clean—up of the hut WS
undertaken, fol 1owed by the gastronomic delights of Donald’s cooking. A
sgssion in the pub saw work started on painting the glossy bits a very
delicate and subdued shade of papﬁy red. As Dﬂnald'praparad to retire, I
remarked that 'he.-waan’t running true to form as he Eappeared tc'h;ve
Eﬁrvived his stew and plonk without haviﬁg to :nﬁverae on the 'bi@.white

telephone. This remark proved to be pramature.'

About one o’'clock, there was heard the sound of a large bag of
bomes being throws down the stairs, followed by a splas and then a dull
rhud - which sounded for all the world like & skull making violent
contact with the edge of a selid and securely fixed item of porcelain
furniture. From time to time, as I painted, eerily echolng sounds
oemanated from behind the door, sometimes gquttural, sometimes high
pitched, sometimes soft and low — like the sound of a humpback whale 1n
heat heard from 100 miles away. About three o'clock, we had run out of
naint and whiskey and so prepared to bed. The Eigﬁt, upon opening the
door was like something out of a 'Texas Chainsaw Massacre’ movie. Imagine
cur relief when closer inspection revealed that the lumps of  “raw mest’
splattered liberally on the stairs and walls were only bits of carrot and

apparently unchewed lumps of tinned tomato!

The next day damned bright and early as we slithered down the
stairs to find that Donald had given up his passionate embrace of the loo
and had gone to bed., There then followed another extensive clean—up of
the tut followed by a battle with @ tree in  the Black tHole. This time,
Phil Lee was the victor by virtue of a refined and ingenicus ice—climbing
technigue which inveolves the mindbendingly difficult and sustained feat

of remembering not o let go of one’'s axes.

14
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The miserable weekerd’'s weather was only surpassed by Donald's
ghetto blaster which incessantly retched Tforth a variety of obscure and
apparertly formless orchestral works the like of which I never wish to
hear again.

Ed. (again!)

CASEDL FRAITH, (GWEN
January

Caseg Fraith 1is a superb hut belonging te UL situated just
below Helyg with a fine view of Tryfan. One day on this weekend was the
stuff that dreams are mede of = sharp, «clear skies, calm air and just
about freezing at the hut. Jobn Bailey, Framk Towne, Gary Seddington and
I set off for the North Ridge of Tryfan, overtook a very frall iooking
Duck en route {who was still recoverir . from his working weekend), and
fought our way through the summit crowds to the foot of Bristly Ridge
which, from below, seemed mantled in a thin shroud of frost and verglas.
A most enjoyvable scramble then ensued, only marred by the absence of any
ice on  the holds — presumably kept clear by the passage of traffic.
Luckily, this ridge can sustain a fair number without seeming crowded,
Extensive views were had om  top and a pleasant descent down the Caseg
fraith ridge led to the but as dusk fell. The inner glow cutlasted that
of the sunset for guite some time.

- Ed. (yet again!)

LAGANGAREH
February

After a somewhat bleary start on  Saturday morming, mmat'peqﬁle

went up the hill looking for good snow and ice. Not much was found .

I was nursing a hangover and didn’t waﬁt to tE? to keep Uup with
a8 Eémi-fit ieam all day so a decision was made to go north while the
others went south. A slow walk from the but along a cmrﬂiched. ridge led
to the shoulder of Am Bodach. By the time thé'craggy bit arrived so had
ieg cramps and common sense dictated that a  descent back tulthe et Was
in order. However, bhaving beemn coopsed—up an a couple nf_ﬁeekﬁ doing

nothing but work, the lust for an Eﬁi; prevailed. Secure in my total 1§Ek
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of knowledge of what lay abead and, bolstered by half a ton of climbing
gear, extra woolies and a supposedly good set of waterproofs, 1 stumbled

Ch.

The panorama was majestic with the Ben sharp and clear as
crystal., The first obstacle was 3 steep climb down the end of a ridge
which appeared from the top to be plastered in crusty, well trodden snow
and the odd bit of water ice. As an abseil anchor was being sought, two
people appeared below with radios sticking out of their sacks. Pride then
ascerted itself and the abseil was relinquished for a more aesthetic burt
rather more worrying down—climb. As it turmed out, all the ice and most
of the snow on the bholds could be avolded and the descent was

accomplished at a controlled rate.

Thus committed, the ridge staggered o below, only one short
section needing spurring with a Terrordactyl adze. A maze of pinnacles
which seemed ta go on  forever between Meall Dearg and Stob Loire Leith
was picked through with some moments of doubt as toc whether the route
would remain solo—able. It did, however, and Sgor nam Fionnaidh lurched

under-foot just as the weather began to close in.

A total of twenty minutes were spent donning overtrousers and
cag in the lee of the summit shelter — partly due to the wind, but mostly
due to my then advanced state of nackeredness. During this time darkness
had begun to descend and it wasn't too long before the head torch came
cut — almost totally useless in dark, mist and rain - but still better

than nothing. After half a mile, the same could said of my waterproofs.

The Clachaig was finally attained at 8.30 after bumsliding most
of the way down a steep, Ccraggy Millside between the safe descent route
towards the Pap of Blencoe and the crags just west of Elaﬁhaig gully,
After being stuck in a bog up to the knees just 20 vards from the r-nad? I
was not a pretty sight, and hitching dt'll}f succeeded when within_ a guarter
of a mile of the pub.

While shivering through several pints waiting for a pre—arrangesd
lift to appear,' a hloke came up dressed in  the same pile bunny suit as
me, Por some rmason he wanted his mates to judge who was more fitted to
madel this particular {tem of apparel. As the prize was a pint of beer, I
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couldn’ t refuse. He struck qulite an  athletic figure, while [ forced
mysal ¥ semi-upright and presented a rather more rotuwnd profile. I won!

A fitting end to what could have been (and almost was) my last epic,
(Guess Wha?)

CHESTER HUT SWOF LLANEERIS
MARCH

The mest leader’'s passage to Llanberis was not without incident.
Firstly, be filled his car up with fuel and then went to pay with his
Switch dard. The fillimg station did mot  take Switch! Luckily, the
attendant was a good guy. The coast road them threw out one of At's
frequent jams and the pub began to look dodgy. Foot en the unpaid-for
Qas, bhowever, and the last Malf an bodr’'s drinking was had in the boring
Victoria in Llanberis. A small Band of enthuasiasts were assembled plus a

token Chester member who couldn’t get in to his club’'s over—booked Stair

Sna[l .

In the cold grey light of a Llanberis dawn (Roscpe taught me
that onee!) the rain hurtied doan., ke were treated to not one, but three
brews in bed by the srstwhile Morris and, cone by one, cur bladders burst.
The usual scenaric followed. Leisurely breakfast; shops in Llanberis -
Gingers, Joes, Outside, then Petes for a brew, then which pub? The rain
stil]l lashed down. Watching England complete the grand slam against bales
was & distinct possibility. The couples hatd Qome to the Llyn to bold
hards between pubs alomg the coast. The odd other leoony, Forrest, had
actually gone o the hill, Our little team decided to have a look at
Llandudno, A bit of lightening in the cloud cover spurred us on, but when
we pullied up at Parisella’s Cafe on the UOrme, <ags had to be donned more
ar less immediately. Yes it was rainy, ot there was the odd team doing a
bit. They all packed up soon after we had arrived!? The rain eased so we
set to a couple of routes. Myself and Mick Tolley on Firefly, E£3, 3¢, and
Kevin Stepbens and Dave Ball on SBilver Surfer, E3, ba. Tough do for the
first route of the year. However, with a bit of grit and determination, I
managed to reach the top -~ or rather the lower-offs which are now in
place at the top of all the doable routes. [ lowered off just as the
rain set in again. Kevin hadn’t been successful. Everyone top—roped our

route with varying degrees of success. Kevin gracefully, Mick
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ungracefully and Dave — well, two reaches and he' d passed the crux only
to pump out one move later. He's a tall lad! Meanwhile, Kev had launched
himeelf up what be thought to be an E2. [t wasn't 30 he had to come down.
It wasn't his day. He then did the carrect E2, The small overhang proving
tough for Dave. In the meantime, my leader had pointed me at the classic
Excursion, &2, 5b, which I ascended cautiously as Mick chatted up the
locals and joggers. England had won. We wvisited the Pigeon Caves then
retreated to Llanberis via the usual Good Beer Guide tick, this time in
Llanfairfechan. After tea we enjoved a fairly pleasant evening’ s drinking
in the Heights thankful that we had done something on a day which was not

promising at all.

Sunday was much better! Sun! - still cold, however., People went
on the hill and Phil Morris and Jan went to Tremadoc, or was it
FPortmerion? Our team had been blagged by the meet leader to sample the
slate. The initial pull up past winding bhouses from the car park was 2
hit of an effort but this was rewarded by a dry and empty Rainbow Slab.
Kevin opted for Pull My Daisy, E2/3, 5c. which bhe had done befores but
would be a good warming up. The route I had come to do required a bit of
psyching up far so I thought we would warm up on a nice little Nick Harms
(ex FMC member) route, The Spleenal Flick E3, &a. The bolts were very
close together which was to Migk's liking and mine as the route turned
out to be a bit hard, technical and strenucus. Something we were trying
to avoid! However, success followed and the problem was what they call
‘flashed'. Mick was glad of the profusion of metalmen. Sconmething mare
sedate was called for, Red Yellow Pink and Green etc. etc. is El, D& - no
cunners. 1t is very pleasant and not too difficult if you don’t look
down. Mick amd Dave followed happily. Kevin paced about below Spleenal
Flick. We returned to base and it was obvious I was going to bave to try
Poetry Pink E3, &b (so they say). We had trouble bouldering out the start
and those bolts at 40 feet looked a long way away! A good nut felieved
the tension a bit and the bolts were clipped. Passing them was ok but
with them at foot level, the difficulties really began. A very long reach
gnabled a couple of holds to be gained at full stretch. However, a couple
of spills and a change of boots passed before I urged my body upwards to
Lha “borrific mantleshelf" move where your second becomes a sprinter or a
gexc tar! I looked down at Mick picking his nose and carried on. The
mantle was ok and, with a bolt clipped, so were the next moves on to the
Mainbow ltself. A few delicete steps and I was on good holds, runners, a
tricky move then the belay - in the bag. Not bad faor early March I
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thought., Mick declined, so Kevin took the second showing that & reach is
a distinct advantage on this route. Be warmed any tickers! It had gotten
vary chilly so the cafe was looking favourite., Petes Eats, then Mick
wanted more, so in the setting sun we floated up Scarlet Runner B4, Sa,
at Bus Stop Quarry to end the day on a high note. At about this time,
Dave was driving his car into a ditch after taking & photo of the sunSet

and setting off agagin without releasing his steering lock!

Beers in Frodsham as is traditional ended a stonking meet with a

couple of early mug of the years thrown in?

Martin Dale

CIC HJT, BEN NEVIS
March

The weather for this meet promised to be poor so only myself,
Phil Lee, Phil Caley and Hal turned up at the hut on a Sunday evening. As
it turned out, the weather was sven worse than expected.

The Sunday walk—in was done in reasonably fine conditions. The
next day, having realized that we didn’'t have enough booze to last the
week and, on account of the pouring rain, we walked back down to Fort
Bill, had a swim in the beated pocl, replenished our supplies, and walked
back to the hut — still in the pouring rain!

O Tﬁesday, the weather turmed slightly better with only an
average strength blizzard punctuated by the odd micro—sescond of
sunshine. The first foray from the hut was to answer a ciall of nature
which resulted in a frost nipped rear—end caused by the thorough
sandblasting that the &0mph ice crystal laden wind had given me. Later
on, conditions slightly improved and we set off for Carmn Mor Dearg Arete
with the hope of reaching the sunmit of the Ben., The arete slope was
composed of about 1! of freshly blown snow overlying older, bard snow, so
we hugged the foot of the upper rocks as much as possible. On nearing the
top, the underlying substratum gave way to ice, which made movement
rather interesting since we hadn’t bothered tc put crampons on, As soon
ags all were on the arete, the blizzard thickened and increased in force
to the extent that it was too painful to open ouwr eyes. With all thoughts
of the swmnit abandoned, we abseiled blindly down the slope for twe rope
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lemgths using the abseil posts and then stumbled straight down the powder
- gtill with our eyes closed. Upon apening them, we found we may as well
not have bothered as we could only see the ground for about 2° abead.
More stumbling followed in occasionally deep powder until level with the
Douglas Boulder wheré?ﬂrupped relow the cloud base. The coffee, Grouse,
Rum, J. Daniels and Martini was much appreciated upon reaching the hut
and a clear, frosty night fallowed which enabled us to make encugh ice

for the Martinis to last us the week,

Wednesday was & mixture of low ¢loud, rain and bilzzard, and &8s
far as | can remember, no—one ventured outside the hut. Many hands of
Bridge and Crib followed with many rounds of drinks of wvarving % proaf.
I was beginning to regret my decision to give up smoking when Hal saved
the day by discovering a packet of rolling papers stapled to the wall
above a bunk, These, combined with the contents of a few unﬁaed teabags

provided much relilef,

We awoke on  Thursday suffering from cabin fever ang found the
eather to be much the same as Wednesday. With no booze or  teebags left
ro sustain us, enough was enough, and down we went, never to return

funtil next year).
=d,

MJIIR (F INVEREY
April

The Cairngorm Club provided this magnificent abode situated some
5 miles upstream of Braemar, It consists of an old cottage. to which has
neer added several roomy dormitories and the usual tollet facilities. The

essence of the hut is spacliousness,

In common with several other recent Scottish but meets,
sttendance was very Light and the Club will need to consider hard it’'s
Les of Scottish huts in the future. Perhaps partial bookings or teaming

Jp with ather clubs might be an answer,

A superb Friday afternocon was not to be wasted so Mike and 1
strolled to the top of the Calf on the Howgills obefore continuing
mortiwards. [t was, of necessity, late when we arrived at.-Muir, but the

Z0
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secretary and Clive Bell turned out to greet us nevertheless. They had
been up a3ll week and had been using bicycles to cut out the long approach
marches to the mountains. Mt Keen, the most easterly Munro had just been
ticked off antd trips had been made up Glen Geldie and Glen Derry in the
quest far obscure excrescences of the earth’s crust above the magic 3000
feet, Clive sparted a black eye where he had gone over the handlebars and
a red zipper all the way up hisg chest where some manic surgeon had given

him a new heart and lungs. Like me be was a sick man.

Saturday dawned dull and drizzly but eventually brightened up.
Both parties went up the Dee to White Bridge. The cyclists made for Lamm
Cloich Mhuicma on the west of the Dee and the walkers followed the east
bank of the same river about twice as far to the Corrour Bothy under
Cairm Toul. The bothy was found to be in excellent order but readeré
should note that the Sinclair hut has been demolished. The Devil’s Point
was almost clear and glowered above the little cottage, bDut the rest of
the hill was firmly in the clag and shbowers scurried across the glen from
time to time. The going had been very wet underfoot and had been a bit
like plodding along the Pennine Way with scenery to look at. The
mountains either side of the Leirig Ghru are magnificent indeed. A returm
was made via Glen Luibeg and Derry tLodge, 3 one-time venue Tor the FMC,

now scandalously bricked up against all—<Cawers.

Sunday dawned wetter but surprisingly brightened ronsiderably to
give a day of sunshine and showers with a witheringly cold wing. Jock's
Road, a footpath from Braemar to Glen Clova was followed to the far end
of Loch Callater to give am easy walk of great beauty protected from the
worst of the weather., It is an easy stroll to the Lake and is well worth
a couple of hours of anyone's time, especially in reverse. We tried to
catch the Fylde's answer to Bionic Man on the way back but failed to make

any impression. The new plumbing certainly works,

The drive home was enlivened by a cat and mouse game with
several police Range Rovers but eventually someone else became the
victim. Having just driven from Lugano to Calais by motorway with Just
one small tunnel closed for repair, it was interesting to count 30 miles

cf'rnadwnﬁkg on the way home.

Dave Earle
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FALLOLIFFE
April

Fallcliffe was its usual slightly dog-eared self when we arrived
Friday night. The Mcon, it sesemed, bhad slipped from grace and only é
handful of members were to be found there Friday night, Driving up Friday
night had also slipped from favour and though we had a full hut, half the

team arrived Saturday mormning.

The weather was blustery with a berisk south westerly,
siprisingly cold, and blue sky interupted by the odd fierce shower., The
suthor devoted bmgself to the Manifold and Hamps valleys whilst the rock
climbers flitted between damp crags and the pub. The afternoon was

continuously dry and many splendid routes were done on the grit,

Drinkers were scattered over the four corners of Derbyshire but
all ended up in the Sir William just dow the road from tre hut, and
sonewhat improved., After too long a session for some, Sunday creaked
slowly Into gear. The meet was divided between Rivelin and Birchers.
Would the author get in his first route of the year? In order to qualify
for entry to the next Club Dinmner he did fouch rock but the rest of the
team retreated to the Robin Hood to avoid the showers so ke went for a

walk.  EBventually the afterncon brightenend and the rock was graced by
the FMC,

I't war just as well the Meet LULeader was not present because
after the author tad spent Saturday evening browsing through the bhut copy
of the Daily Spor his blood stream was so coursing with  bhormones he

probably  waald have carried cat unspeskable acts of depravity on her

innocent body,

As 1t was, bhe acquired some very interesting OB98 numbers to
ring. Une lady promnised to moan and groan like there was no tomorrow but

the author decided to ring Donmald instead and ask him bow  his financial

srtuatiion was getting on as it would be a lot cheaper,

Dave Earle
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PEMAROKE
May

This meet proved even more popalar than the last with all
available accommodation at the farm (about 30 places) being fully booked
urder the able auspices of Dave Wood. All the accommodation was also

taken up which is im stark contrast to most of the away meets we’'ve had

this ymar.

The weather was superb and the sea cliffs a sun trap. Lots of

routes were ascended and lots of ale supped. A veritable paradise)’

Ed.

ARRAIN
May

Yet another meet with superb weather! The A'Chir ridge was done
in fine style with me getting my revenge on a certain belligersnt young
lagdy from Dalton; lots of routes were dome in Glen Rosa, lots of tops

were topped, lots of pints were downed in the Ormidale and lots of waves

were windsurfed in Brodick Bay.

Besides myself and little John, the team included; John Hiczkman,
Clare Addy, Blair Rogers, Fhil Caley, Mary Kindred, Hal, Phil Lee, and
the Tolley entourage. Some gquite sensibly &avoided staying on the
primitive camp site and took up residence in B&B or hcliday chalets. The
more hardy amongst us  were serenaded every night by a  bunch of drunken
scots  vouths who provided some entertairment by following Phil Caley's
tent around the site on a day-to-day basis. After the first night, most
of us solved the problem by getting drunker and staying up later than the

scots

Ed. {againi}
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INBHIFRFHAOLAIN

June

This meet produced two consecutlive days of hot, sunny weather
with crystal clear air and magnificent vistas., The team comprised; Fhil
lee and myself, Martin Pickup, Mike Dagger, Paul Garmer!, Andy Dunhill
and three from Leeds who made up the otherwise poor numbers for such a

superb weekend,

Etive slabs was attacked on Saturday with routes such as Spartan
Slab, Swastika, Hammer, and Pinch Direct being asgended. Fhil and I did
Spartan Slab which provided some superb pitches of MVYS climbing apart
from one diabclical overhang which was only conquered by & somewhat
overweight leader upon resorting to  the Alpine tactic of standing in a
sling. The day was extremely hot, and the reed to quench our thirsts
proved greater than the lure of another route. Believe it or not, Phil
and I drove straight past the Kingshouse and Clachalg to the Spar shop in
Ballachulish and consumed wvast quantities of chilled soft drinks.
However, the chemical iImbalance thus created was later restored by a

convivial evening session in the pub.

Sunday was fresher and clearer and, after tidving up the hui and
burving the contents of an overweight chemiloo each team went their
separate ways. Phil and I went up to Rannoch Wall intent on doing
‘January Jigsaw' . However, the crag was even more crowded than Shepherd’s
and we had to content ourselves with Agag’s Groove followed by s scramble
to the top of the Buachaille, returming by way of Coire ma Tulaich. This
outing proved very weorthwhile, made even better by the summit panorama.

Fd. {vet again!)
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INTRC MMERS MEET — STAIR

Jure

Guite & team gathered in the Swinny on the Friday night: Phil

Morris - who announced his engagement to Jan; myself, Phil Caley, Dave

Cundy, Phil Lee, Tony, Graham, Jobn Tats, ~Adirew, Kevin, Andy &
Christine. Frank & John Balley turned up marly on Saturday, eager to get

something done.

I wasn't so0 eager, being tharoughly tired out before 1°d even
begun the walk., However, we set off for Gable from Seathwaite, but 1 scon
decided to let the team stride on abead. A leisurely walk, sunbathing and
watching the waterfall from a distence, sunbathing by the waterfall and
sunbathing oy the farm, and then reversing the process, seemed an
infinitely better idea - and happily took all day. The rest of the team,
incidentally, did worthwhile things on the Napes side of BGable (Abbey
Buttress, Arrowhead Ridge Direct & Eagle's Nest Ridge Direct) while aAndy
and Kevin went off to Scafell to bag some 'E' peints.

In the evening more people turned up — Paul Taylor, Mike Tolley,
Glen Brookes, Martin Dale ana Libby. It was time to give my new climbing
tights their debut. Purchased with the intention of out-Cundving Dave
Cundy, they're a romplete garish clash of every primary colour and
pattern that can be squeezed on to one bum and a pair of legs. After
everyome had exercised some wli at thelir expense (Tolley informed me that
they were "nauseating"}, Dave went gquiet and I knew I had succeeded - and
settled back to enjoy the rest of the svening.

The next day 1 was feeling guilty and, seriously determined to
get something done, set off for Quayfoot Butiress to do my first ever
route with Kevin, At the foot of the route we emptisd ocut our gear, only
to be maten alive by a swarm of hostile midges. Throwing the gear back
into the sacks and descending faster than we'd come up, we met the rest

of the team and moved on to Woden's Face.

Oce thers, 1t threatened rain. We looked from the rock to the
Clouds and to each gther. Thers were loud matterings about the pub, but

the rain beld off. As we'd po excuse, we set abovt doing some routes,
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This time with Phil Caley I conquered a VS, but it took me fifteen
minutes to get off the ground. Then once more the rain threatened — or
the pub .beckomed. Either way we set off Tor Keswick,

The food was fairly bland and the pub not worth remembering -
except not to go there again., We set aff for the inevitable gear shops,
bought little, and wenit back to the but with the intention to pack up and
retire to Castle Rock where Phil Lee and Tony had gone.

Chce back at the hut, in front of hot coffee and biscuits,
Castle Rock didn't seem so  appealing. We decided to wend our way home
while John Tats and Andrew went to Shepherd’'s and did Eve to keep the
team flag flying. (Several team flags had been kept flying all day
by most of the others. Ed.)

Admitiedly, mot & very inspiring leadership from the Socisl
Secretary for the weekend ....... But I must have stunnsg Keswick with
those tights!

Rebecra Hargreaves

HJF TO HJT

JLINe

This annual esvent proved to be reasonably popular and was ably
organised by Dave Wood who did the unenviable iob of ferrving everyone's

gear.

Those wheo completed the walk included Domald, Dave Earle, Mike
Pernn, Jon and June Wiseman, and a character who put me to shame by
walking over Crinkle Crags and then having lunch in the 0DG before

continuing,

Hal and myself did a shorter walk from the Three Shire Stone to
the Swinside wvia; Crinkle Crags, Bowfell, Esk Pike, Great Gable, Dale
Head, Maiden Moor and Cat Bells; climbing Bowfell Buttress and Needle
Ridge along the way. This brip was not without incident as every time a
distant pub came in to view Hal was reduced to a whimpering wreck for
about 3 minutes while she fought against the temptation to immediately
run down and slake bher thirst., This was finally accomplished at the
Homister Youth Hostel where she consumed about a gallon of water from a

2&
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tap surrounded by signs warming that the water was unfit for drinking'! As
w2 neared the Swinside, Hal picked up speed in a manner only normally
seen 1N desert areas when a herd of camels sense a nearby casis. |
laboured on st a more sedate pace and eventually reached the Swinside at
about ten o'clock, where Hal appeared to be more than adequately
refreshed, having reached the pub about an hour before me.,

Ed.

CHESTER SWOP LLANEERIS

JLne

Thigs weekend saw the last o©of the phenomenaslly long period of
superh weatber which had started in early May.,

Anongst the host of routes completed by various teams were Dave
Cundy g and Paul Taylor's ascent of The BGrooves on Cyrm Las  and Phil
Caley’'s, Hal's and Andrew’'s ascent of Longlands Direct on Cloggy.

I hbad one  the best days on the hill ever when Phil LlLee and |
ascended East Wall Girdle, Javelin Buttress and The Arete on Idwal,
fal lowed by Grey Slab on Glyder Fawr, rounded off by Manx Wall on Clogwyr
. This latter route, although short, must rate as one of the best
saveres in the country.

Ed.

THE 1991 FMC (Intermational) FELL RYE

Reasonable conditions if a trifle warm awaited the 22 runners

who turned up for this, tl‘é idth running of the FMU fell race.

As regulars will know, this 1s 4 handicap event. Runngrs set off
at intervals and (If the handicapper has done his Jjob right) all cross
the line together at 12 noon.,
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The filrst aver

the line {(Not necessarily,

or aver sa far the

fastest) wins the coveted Jack Fairburn Trophy which is preserited at the

H&nual Dinner.

snmonds outside the course record) but 1st over the

Guest runner Tim White was fastest in 35.10

(1 minute 21

line was Jill

Marrison. Full results are given below in order of crossing the line.

Handicap Actual
Position MName Time Fosition
1 Jill Harrison 49,31 12
2 Christine Barbier 33.43 1&
3 Tim White (Guest) 35.10 1
& Do Nichol 42..55 &
J Michael Dagger 30,99 2
& Stu Gascoine 345.07 3
7 Martin Pickup 346,15 4
g Andy Dunhill 41.34 7
g Joln Grigg (Guest) 44&.43 10
10 Mark Broughton LY. D
11 Phil Caley 48,20 11
12 Vivian Broughton 20 .55 13
13 Howard Adamson 41.05 5
14 Gareth Roberts 21.048 14
15 AnreE Marie Barbier (Guest) &7.12 20
16 Virginia Tattersall 64,10 19
17 Dave Wiseman 45.45 7
18 Clare Barbier (Guest) &F.42 21
19 Jason Pitman 52.22 15
20 Libby Hacking 57.44 17
21 Rebecca Hargreaves 79.30 22
22 Rod Stables &0.31 18

It would be nice to have a good turm ocut for the 15th event in

1992 and I would like to see as

MEY

as possible of the original 1978

competitors turming out to see if they can beat their 1978 times. So how

about xt Tolks!

Martin RPickup.

THE 1992 ANNDAL FMC FELL RACE

Obviously, Martin's

last paragraph is a bit out of date thanks

to me. I'm not sure what effect the late publication of this newsletter

MNad on the number of entries for 19972 as the sevent 1s scheduled on every

member’'s Club Calendar. Anyway, =orry Martin,

Martin did give me an optional list of the

1978 runners and

riders, and this, contrasted with the L9992 results tells it's own story,.

Let's mape 1993 s produces a mega—turnout for the lbth Anniversary.

Handicap NINETEEN SEVENTY EIGHT

NINETEEN NINETY T

A0 injured Jon Tatterssll offered o be timekeeper and used Nis
own peculiar method which tried the patience of Stu Gascoine to sort out.
Something to do with the second hand being out of sync. and baving to add
3 minute on to the time of anyone wha finished after 20 seconds past.

well it made sense to Tatts so who's arguing.

Beer and hot dogs were enjoyed by all and Stu Gascoine triumphed

in the raft race later in the afternocon. I'm sure hbe will treasure the

‘Golden Duck’™ award,

Positicon Name Time Name Time
1l Fete Roscoe 435.30 John K. Tattersall (age 14) 23,21
2 Paul Garmer 43,04 Kevin Dagger (age 11, Guest) D3.22
3 Fred Snalam 48.00 Mike Dagger (Buest) 35.32
4 Dave Archer 40,00 Martin Pickup 55,92
o Ray Varley 48,00 Stu Gascoline X8.46
= Barrie {roaok w2. 0D Rebecca Haﬁqreaves 72,00
7 Barbara Sealey .04 - -
= Martin Dale 40,13 - -
9 Martin Pickup 43,02 - -
10 Jofm Sealey 42,00 - -
11 Chris Heald S8.03 - =
172 Dava Clarke XJ.15 - =
L3 £d Craig 42,00 — -
14 Liz Ramwcliffe 121.43 - -
15 Cherry Earle &0, 30 - -~
1& Robin Norris 34,30 - -
17 Tony Farrsll 52.00 - -
18 George Parker 27 .00 - =
19 John Hamilton 33.00 - -
20 Sandy 7 53.02 - ~
2L Jill 7 57,00 - -
22 Jack Jowett 79.00 - -



23 Di Norris &2.00 - _
24 Rupert 50,00 - _
23 Dave Walton 48,00 - -
2& erry Senior 97.00 - -
27 Stan Stephenson 4% .00 - -
28 Lave Greenalgh 62,00 - -
29 Margaret ? &4, 00 - -

The only other person at Little Langdale besides the 1992
entrants was me, who had to make. the hot dogs as well &g do the
timekeeping (equipped with a digital watch this time!}.

Stuart Bascoine again won the Golden Duck Award in a three duck
race with Martin (who retained his glasses this time) coming second and
John Tatts Jr., third.

The spare beer which resulted from the poor turn—out amd lack of
taith in the booking system (i.e a large number usually turmn up without
bocking) was donated to  the Cwn Cywarch meet. FPlease note that only
members who book in advance with Martin will be entitled to bt —dogs and

drinks next year,

Ed.

BIVWY MEET, STAIR
August

A look at the weatber forecast +for this weekend ruled out any
prospect of  biveying and the rPewsletter paraphernalia was taken to the
hut instead of the bivvy bag and karrimat. Despite the weather, the meet
was relatively well attended by the following:

Dave Wood, Trevor Atkinsom and mate, Phil Caley, Dave Cundy,
Richard Stevenson, Paul & [reme Taylor, Mike Tolley, Martin Dale, Steve

Wrigley, Jobn Hickman, Clare Addy and myself.,

A few of us made it as far as the base of Bleak Howe Buttress
before Saturday’'s rain set in for the day. There then followed a
prolonged pool session in the Bwinside while waiting for the weather to

Clear (which it didn't). No progress was made on  the newsletter until

Sl

Irene Taylor kindly volunteered her typing skills. This resulted in all
of Dave Earle's articles being faithfully transferred to the wotrd

processor. Thanks Irene.

Sunday’'s weather was much better, bat much to my dismay, a mass

exodus to Hodge GClose Quarry (of all places!) got underway, leaving me
(who regards slate as a poor substitute for a climbing wall} im the Fut
without a climbing partner. This resulted in ancther couple of articles

being transferred to the newsletter.

Apart from Martin leading an ES at Hodge Close, the only other

nositive thing to come out of this meet was that the long - overdue

newsletter had been started!
Ed.

G EN BRITILE
August

On Saturday morming, Phil Caley, Jobn Hickman and myself set off
from Blackpool, Trevor Atkinson and his mate Steve set off from Darwen
and, last but not least (but probably a little later] BHlair Rogers set
off from Invermess. All converged on the BMC memorial hut in Blen Brittle
via various watering boles such as the Sligachan Hotel and the Old Inm at
Carbost. Most of the party were filled with anticipation of the superb
routes waiting to be done in the Cuillin, but I, bhaving consulted the

weather oracles, agaim took along the embryo newsletter for company.

Sunday’ s dawn was barely noticeable with a very large volume of
water (the term rain seems a little euphemistic) hurtling through the
=kies. Most of the day was spent idling in the Sligachan, but with B8O
shillings costing £1.30 per pint and the excellent "Sligachan Ale’
costing £1.60 per pint, Lt soon became clear that sitting in the boozer

would be unsustainable for the entire holiday.

On Sunday night, the RAF mauntain rescue tean who were sensibly
based at the 0ld Inn informed us that the forecast for Monday was more
rain, beavy at times, with the chance of snow on the tops, and winds
gusting to 100mph., Az a traverse of the ridge could be deemed to be a
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foot of rope absalutely terrifying, Team Tattersall mede it to within 100
yards of the hotel before having to put on chains and Dave and Kath
arrived by air to Milan and then by train.

The snow throughout the holiday was superb, Enormous quantities
rad fallen immediately before as the author discovered as he left the
starlit French side of the Alps and emerged from the Tende Tunnel into a
raging Italian blizzard, Friday and Saturday were warm and sunny with
perfect snow, an absolute delight to ski on. The following week sunshine
intermingled with cloud but always with fresh overnight snow to ski on.
Every day provided different skiing conditions., The weather precluded amy
mountaineering trips or visits to other resorts but the tholiday never
became boring thanks to the infinite variety of snow, both pisted ;nd
unpisted. With the previously poor snow conditions  many people had
cancellied and except for the weekends we had almost our own privéte

resort,

The hotel was, as always, warm and comfortable and . the food
plentiful, Some of wus early arrivals were lucky enough to spend two
nights at a mountain Mt, drinking, chatting and singing before Ekiihg
down by torchlight. In this year’'s abscence of the dramaticallly falling
M~ Penn, everyonhe reached the hotel safely,

the centre of the universe at Bormio proved to be the mountain
restaurant called La Rocca where we had our two meals.un the mnuntéih,
run By the besutious Marcia who converted the author from a bosom man to
a bottom man in a trice, and hevr elegant and sensitive sister Gabriella

whose quiet beauty haunts the author still,

Rarely could we ignore the magnetism of this place and freguent
visits resulted in the consumption of buge guantities of 'Bianca Sporca’,
a white wine with fruit syrup which proved to be both delicious and very
inexpensive compared to beer and to the cans of ‘pop’ which Jomn
Tattersall Junior consumed., Little Tats proved to be the human dynamo of
the holiday. Whenever you looked around be was there, grinning from ear

to ear and enjoving himself hugely,

I3

It was late on  the last Friday at 'La Rocca’. The weather had
ctlosed in and I left the warmth and comfort for the raging white out with
trepidation. I may have jinked to the left, I might have jinked to the
right bt in the conditions it was difficult to be suwre. But anyway [ was

doxa safe and well.

Due to the conditions we drove bome via the Ttalian Lakes and
Lugano, a longer but very attractive drive, enjoyved by those who had not
previously seen this delectable corner of the globe. Prizes for
névigatimn were awarded to Jamet and Team Tatts who, after great
instruction, still drove down the wrong side of Lake Como, in a large

tunnel and had to get the ferry across half way down.

Marmy thanks to Gordon, Frank and all those present, both members
and hotel personnel, for such an enjoyvable and good humcured holiday.

Dave Earle

AN IRISH TRILDGY
An Bealach Rhwnda £1, Sb —~ County Antrim

We'd had a lock—in of course and now were paying the price. Lates
morning saw three vagabonds stumbling through the maze of boulders along
the foot of Fair Head, looking for "The secret way' up the highest part
of the cliff.

The first pitch of 20 metres followed a series of chimneys
requiring such techniques as can only be learmed on V Diffs in Wales, As
the pitch unfolded, so the cracks widened until the insecurity of 1t
became all too much. Back against a 30m pillar and feet acrouss Lo the
right, I leapfrogged a pair of massive friends (thanks Mick) up a dirty
crack for 13 metres or more. Eventually I Jjoined them in the crack and

strugqgled on to a rather pleasant coffee table.

Jam followed, struggled a bit and decigded she didn't like the
chimneying. Exbausted, she joined me on the ledge. Dave Cruised it,; being
an old git of the Welsh school.
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Mo one liked the loock of the next bit. A steep wall, then a
massive stride across the void and o to the top of a detatched pillar. A
fallen flake leaning against the main Tace bridged the gap above. The
wall beyond the flake led to the crux - a thin, weaving crackline which
curved Up to a saries of short cormers, a blank groove and a smooth slab

— a tremendous pltch!

Two lesser pitches led o sunshine, Tood and drink and an
evening with Irish climbers in Hunter’'s Bar and presumably another

lock—-in,
The Ramp El, 3b = Couty Clare

Lisdoonvarma is slightly hard to believe. Stuck in the middle of
The Burren - an indescribably beautiful wasteland ~ it has a vitsiity and
insolence that can only stem from the Middle Earth itself. (1 think be
means it's a nice spot. - Ed.) September sees the Crack, an excuse Taor
every pub and hotel to stay open 24 bours a day far a month. The ultimate

lock—1n.

I had a8 route to do, but in Ireland, there was no hurry, We left
the hostel and found a meadow of bherb covered limestone pavement to relax

o, make brews and enjoy life.

Later, we located the crags and, of course, the tide was ebbing.
How else could it be? Ambled down to Mirvror Wall, aptly named, and
leaped across greasy boulders to it's foot., The Ramp, a skinny thing, the
only fault in an otherwise featureless wall of grey stone, soared above.

It would be a ramp were it Dot so narrow.

Reaching it, over a dripping bulge, proved problematical and
once established, it revealed itself reluctanmtly, a delicate ballet dance
on the edge of balance.

Much higher, the ramp became a flake, but the footholds
vanishbed, and a wildly exhilarating hand traverse led on to a tiny perch
in the middle of nowhere. 1 tied on to three rusty pegs and Jan and Dave
followed, in their own delightful styles,

I traversed on and up 1n to gloriouws swnshine, tied off the
ropes and ran round to take photos, Jan sang quietly to herself as she
climbed and we all revelled in the bot sun, basking with the satisfaction

gained from climbing such a besutiful route.

Dave arnd 1 did another climb - an excellent VS comer - buat it
was as nothing in comparison, so we retreated to the Ballynilacken Castle
Hotel for a couple of pints of black gold o the lawns, Then a romp
around the castle itself, like maughty children we sneaked up onto the

barred off battlements.

We returned to the beach and coocked a meal in the evening
silence as the sun sank i a golden display over the fAran [slands. The
glorious twilight faded, as we ate to the seductive susurrus of the surf

at the end of a perfect day.

Main Mast £2, Sb/c - County Donegeal

I once wrobte about a dream sequence o my perfect route - "A
cirgue of silky smooth slab, scaring upward in the hazy distance, to form
a wall in such a cool, wunconcerned way that the transition from Incline

to vertical is barely discernable®.

We walked across the moorland to look at Sail Rock and  there it
was, the sweep of slab shooting cut of sight below us to the sea, split
cleanly up it's centre by a flattering crackline. My disinterest tuwmned
to desire and we sorted out the gear, It didn't take long = 1 took
everything.

The approach, dow a crumbling, gravel arete was hairy scary,
but the slab, as it crept out of hiding, became even more tantalizing.
The previously unseen nether regions swept into a bowl of clean rock 1ike
a bottomless teacup. The sea surged into the base of the cup through the

arched remmants of it's far side,

We traversed the slab beneath a wall of overhanging debris and
gingerly hunted for a ledge aor belay somewhere near the base of the
crack. Neitber was forthcoming seo, while Dave locoked forlomly at the
lnevitable tumnble im to the sea, I set off up the rapidly steepening slab

boping for runners,



meventy feet up, on stiffening limbs and dirty belds, there
still weren't any, I swept off a few slopers and scrabbled on  to muddy
ledges that should ' ve been the belay. One loose wire wasn’'t enough, so I

carried on, past an old peg, on to much harder, but cleaner rock.

The gear got worse, the slab steepened, and a hold broke. Dave
sat guietly wﬁiie I made some tricky moves back to the maimn crack. Big
gear, holds and solid rock led to a foothold in the middle of the sweep
of rock. There was just encugh rope to belay with, Dave followed, finding
the easy looking bits hard, and the hard logking bits hard. Jan waved
across the veoid and took the first of many photos.

Above us, the crack, cleaving & disgonal line through the first
bulge, was too wigde Tor hands but too shallow for arms, Attempt seven
proved successtul, a deep trust in the frictional gualities of the rock

being crucial.

The crack soared on, steadlily, at Da and 5bh. Rurnners plopped in
healthily and I padded up the ripples on the face, feeling confident.
About 100 feet out, the rock became vertical for 30 feet or so, baving no
fractures and even the crack thinned te less than finger size. Runners

were small but plentiful and a sequence of side—pulls and smears led to a

positive hold. As the crack widened, so I climbed faster then fell into a

grassy bay at the top with adrenalin surging out of my ears. I belayé::l
with barely enough rope left to thread through the sticht plate.

"Straight 1n at number onel" 1 shouted down tg Dave and bhe
flexed on his foothold to warn up = Jan, stretehed cat in the evening
stin, shouted across, then returned to bher book.

We cooked and ate on the harbour wall at Kilcar sharing another
sunset, blissfully happy.
Phil Maorris
(What's he on™?)
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24 HERS IN THE LIFE OF A PENSIONER.

After spending the morning and afterncon exploring the golden
cards, the azure blue waters, s0 limpid and still yet 5o mobile; and the
gsavage cliffs of the Kyle of Tongue he could resist the siren call of Ben
L.oval mo longer; lurkimg with such sweetness and elegance of  form. A0
elemental spirit of the air , in its graceful sweeps from its many
dramatic and rocky aummits to the sea that lay so balmily at its feet,

soft and shimmering as gossarer.

He parked at the bead of Loch Loval arxd set off across the crisp
mesr whiich gquivered under the beat of a Jurme aftermoon with only the
sounds of the Red Brouse and the thin piping of the Golden Plover to
accompany the crunch of his boots on the dust dry peat. He mused that
were this particular hill to be situated in the Lake District e wouid
have thousands of people for company bubt placed as it was o the North
Coast of Scotland amd rmot even remotely reaching Munra height he could be
sure of a quiet afterncon. Somewbere, some meall gorm would be knee deep
in Munro baggers. They wereg welcome to it. Here was the true Kingdom of

Heaven.

Above him the towers, ramparts and keep of Syenite glo~ered do-n
on him like a medieval fortress; barsh and a little memacing in the
afternocn glare. But they gave good sport and soon be was striding the
summit crenellaltions with spacicous views all around., Over the lochan
dappled moor to Bern Stumanadh and Bern Klibreck, and across to the mighty
bulk of Ben Hope riding stiffly at anchor athwart the huge sea loch of
Eribm]l and the Pentland Firth; as restless as the island stream seascape

to which its huge morthern pros so firmly directs the gaze.

He found the summit occtupied. Real pengsiongrs  these, not your
pale imitation scrounging types but your asctual genuine article. The
gentleman was 7B and could only manage a sericus day @ut every otiher
day . HMHis lady was sonewhat younger, They were a complete delight and it
was with much regret that bhe eventually left them to explore the many
other rocky sumnibks along the ridge. The penultimate top showed a
tremendous rock  slab plummeting dizzily doam into a silver loch which

locked truly superb bath from the loch and from  Ehe final, much lower,
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top. He wondered how many times tbhe human spiders had ascended these
hastile slabs, exudimg their nylon ropes behind them. Not DfEEn, he was
sure about that.

With the sun beginning to dip In the west he re—traversed most
of the hill, no hardship in these surroondings, and dropped to the far
peninsula of Loch Loyal. The dappled brosn shore line and the delight of
ageciducus trees beautifully complemented the electric blue of the water
and made a truly memorable wslk back through what can sometimes seem as
fairly bleak sgene. This particular evening the light and the shape and
form came {ogether 1n one glorious whole, lifting the spirit and the

SOl .

AtTter a quick tucker—up he decided to drive across the Kyle of
Tongue and round to Loch Eriboll. The Kyle was a ribbon of fire as he
dropped down through the woods to the Causeway. Here and there the flames
ware interspersed with streaks of ochre as the sandbars began to show
througn the ebbing tide, like the bones of some primeval monster drowning
in its own blood. t(ooking back, Ben loyal was bhangdsomely 1lit, it's
pleated form insulated against the surrounding moor, truly the Queen of

Scottish mountains.

It was quite late in the evening before be reached Loch Eriboll,
where everything lay calm and still. The rolling fields, the crags, and
the ridge opposite were but dark shapes in the oily smooth water. &t the
head of the Loch the stiff and serried ridges of Flonaven guarded the
orizon with a distant savagery. AL his feet the large spit of land
with 1ts lime kiln glowed in the final beams of light. He marvelled that
such a steoe could be at once so tranguil and benign, and exude such
breathless beauty, and at the same time be so wild and savage. Wide, deep
and very lon, Loch Eriboll always commands a presence. Even in the half
light of twilight as the light drained away the colouwrs, if anything,
intensified. Black and charcoal, deepest indigo, and, on the water, mauve
and violet. D[Ocecasionally, thin silver bars stole across the loch where
the gentlest of zephyrs and the surface caressed with all  the tenderness
of lovers confident in their degp and abiding a%fe::tim. This feeling was
intensified by the soft cooing of the eider ducks, unseen but aver

present. Thus did sleep overcome Bim.
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The early morning found the Loch mirror calm with the
surrounding mountains etched in coloured glass like a massive gothic
window, radiant with saturated buss. The distant crags of Foinaven
sharply deliniated by the morning light as they were, seemed less
fearsome now somehow as thelr serried ranks blocked off the head of the
foch,. Mear at hand every rock and every pebble shone its beam of light at
hum from the surface of the Loch., He drank deeply of its ambience before

moving off to Strath Hope.

As he drove alongside Loch Hope e could see that its surface
was already being broken up behind him and it became a race against Lime
to park the car somewbere and dash the two Mundred vards or so to the
lochside to photograph Ben Hope reflected in its Loch before Lthe mormning
breeze folded up the magic tapestry for the day., God stayved his hand and
he  had several entrancing minates by the lochside before the image
shimmered, broke up into oval portions, and was finally laid to rest by

the breeze.

He drove on to Dun Dornaigil, the remains of a Pictish Broch,
parked, and nad breakfast. Who were these people who had built these
defensive structures and when? and who were the enenmy? Nobody seemed to
know for sure but L was obvious from the poignant remains that bore mute
witrness to a more viclent age that it was not designed to stand a long

selQe,

Ben Hope rose up before him in two massive sweeps, ong above the
ather. He chose the longer route of ascent following a series of dramatic
waterfalls but was spon on the top. He had plenty of time for reflection
as be strolied quistly &lone along a ridge above a series of qQullies
seaming the northern precipices; oblivious of the other groups now
arriving an the summit by the shortest and easiest route. The last time
e had been here was for two days in a marderous stormy,  looking for a
voung lad missing after setting off to climb the hill. They had found him
halt way down one of the gullies having been blown off the top from where
he now stood. In the softness of a June morming it seemed barely possible
that such a thing could have happemed. Blat he knew Trom  his own
experlience how the moocds of these hills could change suddenly and
viglently. He remembered too sitting with one of the young girls of the

rescue team as the sorrow f the tragedy welled ocut of her,
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With ail the afternoon in front of him there remained a2 simple
stroll off the hill and an aftermoon lazing by the sun drenched river to
look forward to. & major weather front had passed over in  the morming,
the first for a month and he knew that following a dash up Ben Klibreek
eariy next morming it would probably be raining by lunch time and would
be time to be thinking of going bome.

Dave Earle

{1 think Dave must be on the same stuff as Morris!')

P
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The Coast to Coast Walk, April 1992

The more painful memeries of last vear's Cleveland Way
(four days, very hot, huge blisters) had receded far
enough for Liz Rawcliffe to agree to Jjoin Pete Hope
on Wainwright's Coast to Coast. We planned to take
twelve davs for the 192 or so miles and booked a series
of B&Bs at strategic points, including Freda Bostock
at Osmotherlevy and Liz Stevenson at Gribdale. {All
the B&Bs were good, some outstanding, and we'd be pleased
to give detalls to anycone interested. )

Steph ferried us up to St.Bees for the start, and Monday
13th April saw -us rounding the Head in a bracing North-
westerly with increasing showers. Eventually we headed
east and, after crossing some lesser-Known bits of Wesb-
ern Lakeland, arrived at Beckfoct in Ennerdale. This
was a brilliant B&B which, in the next morning's torrent-
ial rain, we were reluctant to leave. Above Black Sail
the entire fellside was one gigantic "beck" and the
noise was deafening. The rest of the Lakeland traverse
gave us a full cross-section of English weather possibil-
ities: snow, wind, <c¢loud, hail, rain, sleet, sun.
Views were fabulous, if occasional!

After crossing the M6, a lot of rather muddy trudging
eventually brought us to Kirkby Stephen, where the -
elegant B&B was occupied entirely by no-—longer-—youngd
coast-to-coasters. Stooping, stiffening forms struggled
creakingly up and down the impressive staircase, compar-
ing aches, pains and blisters. longing for thelir turn
to luxuriate in the enormous bath in the equally encrmous

bathroom.

Almost halfway now, and the Pennine watershed was crossed
on Nine Standards Rigg - not that we noticed in the
cloud, rain and wind, we were more in it than crossing
it! But things began to brighten as we went the length
of Swaledale with all the rabbits and primreoses (and

sheep and lambs!). Richmond on Bank Holiday Monday

was a bit of a shock - people, cars, chips - but solitude
d ] ]

was son regained. (Not surprising, really, as the route

at this stage kept close company with a sewage WOIrks.)

The flat section between Richmond and the Cleveland
Hills edge of the Yorkshire Moors involves a fair bit
of rocad walking, but at least the weather was Kinder
and it was more interesting than expected. {The one
pub was open.) Sadly, though, what should have been
a beautiful. lofty route along the scarp of the Cleveland
Hills was again lost in rain and mist. Incidentally,
the path hereabouts is shared with the Lvyke Wake Walk,
the C(leveland Way, the White Rose Way, etc.,, and lIs
fairly eroded, but overall reports about terminal erosion
on the C to C are much exaggerated; there are still
areas wikth no discernible path. (Liz will say because
we weren't on 1t...)
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The last B&B. a farm in Glaisdale, fed us superbd home -~
reared beef and set us up for the final long siog O
Robin Hoods Bay. Both weather and terrain were mixed
and interesting, but at least we hit the coast in sun-
shine and walked on into the sea, as befits, CoO be meC
by Steph with a bottle off champagne, as also Dbefits.
There followed a pleasant pint in the Bay Hotel with
friends made along the way. (For the first cgouple of
days beer consumption worked out at an encouraging 35

mpg, but lack of oportunity reduced this Tto an overall
figure of 7&.8mpg...)

Neither of us had any blisters oOr ruhs on the feet -
Liz did the entire walk in her Walsh fell-running shoesg

and became fluent at the sales patter en route! All
in all, it was a great trip - wonderful to be walking
for twelve days at a go. It was quite difficult to
adapt to a more static existence again. Thanks AW,
thanks Liz.

Pete Hope

Gz

45 45

FMC PROMOT IONS
THE FYLDE M.C. 40th ANNIVERSARY [(LUB JOIRNAL
This handsomely bound and impressive tome, formulated, designed and
edited by Dave Earle against all odds, is now on sale.

I+ contains over 100 &4 pages (12 of them photographs) packed full of
interesting, lively, informative and amusing anecdotal articles
which trace the history of the club from its formative years to the
present day.

Everyone who's read a copy is giving 1t rave reviews and, at £3 per copy
is reckoned by all to be good value.

Those unable to abtain it by hand, can write to John Wiseman, 24,
Tarn Rd., Thormton Cleveleys enclosing £4 in order to cover post and
packaging.

If anyone is in contact with ex-members or others who may be interested,

please pass the word on,

ALC T SHIRTS
Martin Dale still has a few of these wonderful T shirts left.
Frront design only — 1 med. & 1 lge. Black, 1 xlge. Blue £&.350 each
Front & Rear — 2 med. & lge. 4xlge Black. lxxlge. Navy £7.30 sach

HIGH
The BYC are offering all affiliated club members an anmual subscription
deal of £21 for twelve copies of their magazine.
Apply to:
Liz Guest
Membarship Secretary
British Mountaineering Council
Crawford House
Precinct Centre
Booth Street East
Manches ter
M13 PRI
erclosing a cheque for £21 made payable to the BMC and give details of

vour club affiliation.
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A NelW CLIMOING WALL
is to be opened in the Newfield Sports Centre at Edisford Bridge,
Clitherce in time for the Autumn/Winter season. The wall is being bullt
by DR Walls and will be 3.5m high on four sides of the indoor tower.
For more details contact The Manager, Diane Hollingworth on 0200-~442188.

A NEW SHOP
has been opengd by Htuart Gsscoine dealing inm mountain biking, running
and climbing equipment, He promises 107 discount to FMC members.

"Open Country"

Sy Mérket Street

Whaley Bridge
SK12 70A

tel. 0663730020

LIST
Une Glencoe Map loaned out on the Lagangarbh Meet.
Please retwn to Dave Earle, 31 Chester Averue, Poul ton FYé 7RI,
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