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5.00 a.m. starts are never high on the scheduling! 

Nevertheless high hopes and best conditions for 30 years saw a bleary start for a day of blue sky 

and glistening Alpine vistas ï Lake District ahoy! 

 

The three weekends previous had seen a toil of destroying proportions, as the approach over 

Kirkstone Pass had been ñhaltedò due to some piled up snow (about five feet of piled up snow!), 

and after much angst the approach to Helvellyn from Dunmail Raise had inveigled us into  virgin 

snowfields and a picture postcard world at Grisedale Tarn. Not a footstep to be seen under 

glorious blue sky. The subsequent 4 hours to gain Helvellyn summit through thigh deep virgin 

snow was ñarduousò (the technical term of the day!). And so it was, with high expectations, that 

ñconsolidated snow packò and ñsnow-iceò and other long heard of myths were eagerly 

anticipated.  

The redoubtable team sped up the M6 with much eye-blearing and chunnering about ñun-godly 

hoursò. The high speed approach style was soon brought down to earth as the pea-soup fog hit at 

Preston and with zero traffic the bleary eyes were called upon to do their stuff. 

 

Kirkstone Pass had now resumed normal service and Patterdale was reached at 8.00 a.m. A 

bright morning with the tops clear and the clouds threatening some ñbright periodsò. 

The team stomped up Grisedale along the long diagonal in good order. At the crest the ñhole in 

the wallò spat its usual venom as a bitter wind swept over the snow covered Birkhouse Moor. 

Winter gear was donned and the approach snows to ñStridingò were greeted with very satisfying 

under foot ñcrunchingò! 

The blue sky appeared, the snow glistened, the crampons squeaked on top of the perfect snow-

ice ï the wind dropped éé. 

 

5.00 a.m. eat your heart out! 

 



In this much acclaimed almost Alpine vista ï the frozen tarn, the parallel  ñEdgesò creating the 

perfect text book combe. 

Warm, dry rock, perfect snow-ice ï keep to the crest, enjoy the ride! The whole ridge from end 

to end completely deserted ï enjoy it well 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Round a rock step, turn a corner and there in the midst of all the wintery wilds and frozen 

landscape a Memorial Monument ï Robert Dixon who was ñkilled on this placeò on 27
th
 

November 1858, whilst careering with the Patterdale Foxhounds. 

 

Look well to your steps! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



It was at this point that the right crampon decided to break in half! 

Leaving a most securely afixed set of rear points and a most decidedly un-securely afixed set of 

the 8 point front section. 

 

How could it break? 

Finally a sawn through strap? 

 

No, - absolute mechanical failure, as the frame had sheared and the strap securing post was 

waving about without a care in the world 

. 

Such things are sent to try us é.. 

But here!! 

 

 

How could it be? 

My beloved Salewas ï I only bought them in 1972 

 

They hadnôt done much é.. really ï gutted! 

 

So after much judicious granny-knotting and very cold fingers and tentative one legged scuffling 

the course was resumed ï with a rather more tentative approach. 

 

 

 

The cloud swathed Helvellyn summit blew away the early morning clag and the glistening vista 

was complete. 

 

 
 



 

 

 

A quick bum-slide / ice axe arrest down the ñdown climbò and then in glorious sunshine up the 

perfect snow-ice path to the summit cornices. 

A couple of beautifully and deftly hewn steps over the cornice and the summit plateau was ours. 

 

What a view! 

 

To the west all of the Lake District portrayed before us, - The Scafells, the dome of Great Gable, 

Pillar in the distance ï and there to the north Skiddaw and Blencathra, cloud shrouded and bare 

of snow. 

 

A celebratory photo at the summit cairn and then gingerly and granny-knottedly down the steep 

descent of ñSwirralò ï short and sweet to the descent to the Catstycam col, where the jeans and 

trainers lemmings were ñcorrectedò away from Swirral Edge ï and ñyes, it really is icy up 

there!ò 

 

Back at the ñhole in the wallò rain showers swept down Grisedale as Helvellyn was engulfed in 

claggy cloud. 

 

 

 

And so down to Patterdale in rain showers, the car and a flat tyre 

 

Unphased - to phase 2 

 

Off through Glenridding with minor complications in struggling to change gear and access the 

brake pedal in Salomon ice climbing boots. The temptations of The Royal at Dockray were 

overcome with great fortitude, likewise the fleshpots of Troutbeck were single mindely brushed 

aside as the team sped towards Blencathra and the finale to the day; Sharp Edge 

 

 

The morning blue sky and glistening sunshine were now long gone as the rain swept against the 

windscreen. The mountain tops disappeared into a familiar blanket of 2000 ft ñclagò ï as the day 

was transformed into a wet winter. The bare green fields and fellsides gave suitable warning of a 

big, wet thaw to the northern Lake District, and as Blencathra was approached along the 

Keswick / Penrith A66 fears were compounded as the snow-bare ridges and fellside came into 

view rising into the now dense cloud.  

 

Onward and forward éé 

 

A quick spin of the steed up by the White Horse pub at Scales and along the single track to the 

ñsecretò car park under Mousethwaite Cove ï space to park ï the rain had stopped! 

 

The hunt was on! 

 

Up and out up Mousethwaite Cove and a good firm trod to join the Scales Fell path and the long 

straight traversing path across various mini snow patches to the waterfall ascent. 

 

The summit of Blencathra and Sharp Edge seemed to be descending further and further into 

inexplorable wet clag. The landscape took on a sheen of primordial soup. 

A cold wind blew across Bannerdale and Mungrisdale 



 

On and up by the collapsing snow gully and roaring waterfall to reach Scales Tarn, which just 

about exhumed from beneath the cloudbase. 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

ñThe Edgeò was attacked in what was feared to be a wet and slippery condition. Our 

expectations were indeed confirmed correct. The team proceeded with care ï now reduced to 3 

crampons ï over slippery patches of wet ice and even slippery-er  wet rock. 

Visibility nil. 

 

The cold wind became colder. 

The awkward step was stepped and the summit slopes were attacked with gusto and wet, cold 

hands. 

The ñExit Cracksò proved fearsome! 

 

In the face of columns of collapsing, vertical, wet mush the team promptly surrendered, turned 

tail and retreated, which in retrospect was to be much harder than summiting. 

The retreat was beat with ñThe Edgesò conquered. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

As darkness and evening gloom approached the sanctuary and roaring logfire of The Horse and 

Farrier provided suitable refreshment after a mixed but unforgettable day of Lake District winter 

ñEdgesò 

 

The adventure would have been approved. 
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