[image: image1.wmf]Lancashire Mountaineering Club




Editorial



. Thanks to Cath for her Meet Report , and to Andy . 

Jim Cunningham  (Editor) 

Orienteering Meet,  January 27th

Jim Cunningham

About 20 people met at Rivington on a cold, bright morning. As usual, Pete and Jenny had sorted maps and checkpoints, but this time the course was a little different. There were 29 checkpoints which could be visited in any order within two hours. Some were worth more than others, however, which I never twigged due to lack of attention at the briefing. 

At an average of 4 minutes between checkpoints I thought it impossible to get all, and so missed outliers, which had, of course, more points. However, after a thoroughly enjoyable walk/ jog I arrived back early with 25 visited and no hope of getting to the others in time!

Others however found them all, including Clare and Ian and Dave Toon, who won (I think). Taking part was, of course, more important than winning.

Vicky Harold managed to find most of the checkpoints without a compass!  She blamed her mother for not teaching her how to use one.

Drinks and snacks were provided at the end by Pete and Jenny, then most had lunch at Rivington Barn to round off a thoroughly enjoyable morning. 

Thanks very much to Pete and Jenny for the considerable amount of work in organising this event

 Bike Meet, 16th March




Jim Cunningham

Seven hardy souls met up at Witton Park in Blackburn on a chilly morning. There were three Richards, one Dave, one Julie, one Graham and one Jim. A bit of exertion on the way to Pleasington soon warmed the blood, and before long we were flying down the track into Hoghton Bottoms. There we were confronted by a yawning chasm. - about 10 m of track to a depth of 3m had been swept away into the River Darwen. Undaunted, we shouldered our bikes and descended down and across the pit.

After a visit to the “River Darwen Canyon” under the railway viaduct, we exited the Bottoms and climbed to the Tops. (Note – the River Darwen Canyon is a bit smaller then the Grand Canyon).  A wander along the canal brought us to Top Lock and gentle, meandering lanes brought us to the pretty hamlet of White Coppice. After a quick photo more lanes to the excellent bridleway above the south shore of Anglezarke, with the reservoir gleaming in the occasional sun. 

Then, with three thorn punctures mended we unfortunately got bogged down in the tea room at Rivington, and base camp lassitude set in. Rivington Pike was to be missed, but Darwen Tower would be conquered! However, while climbing over to Belmont on the road, motor bike lassitude set in, and it was decided that Darwen Tower would be missed, but the bridleway through the plantation would be conquered! However it was a little windy on the road and tired legs lassitude set in – in the end we just rode the nearest way back to the cars.

Never let it be said that the LMC give in!

We did cover about 30 miles over five hours, and most people seemed to enjoy some of it!

.Borrowdale Meet 

March 28th – 30th

Cath Sullivan 

The March Borrowdale meet saw a great turn out despite a dreadful forecast.  The advanced party kept a spot by the fire for the rest of us, who turned up on Saturday morning.  The majority set off on a slippery and very windy adventure up Cam Crag Ridge on Saturday afternoon – with the more sensible members of the meet opting for something slightly less exciting but much warmer.  Despite our efforts to become the LMC tumbling down hill display team on the way back down from Bessyboot, we all arrived back safely at the hut.  

After a short trip to the pub, we were treated to a fantastic slap-up dinner prepared by Barbara and Steve Lyon and Alistair Jeffcoat.  Thanks very much to the chefs and to everyone else who helped with serving, washing up, pouring wine, taking daft photographs etc, etc.  

On Sunday the weather couldn’t make its mind up whether to be as bad as it was forecast and various small teams set off to destinations including Combe Ghyll, Gable, Dale Head for walking, scrambling and some slippery climbing.  The weather on Sunday afternoon actually turned out to be quite sunny and pleasant, so we got our reward for braving the rigours of Saturday afternoon.

Thanks very much to everyone who came along and made my first LMC meet such great fun.  I hope you all enjoyed yourselves as much as I did.

A February Day in Scotland

Alex Smith (school friend of Nigel Lyle)

Traveling up to Scotland in February, I nurtured the secret hope of sneaking away to the hills and enjoying authentic Scottish winter conditions. I was out of luck. Mild weather had melted much of the snow on the tops and what was left in the gullies was hopelessly soggy. "If only you'd been up a couple of weeks ago!" I felt like murder. "Never mind. We'll go for a walk", I suggested with exaggerated cheerfulness. Phil and I left Callander early and met Nigel and Roger at Tyndrum about half-past-eight. The cloud was low with intermittent drizzle. Central gully on Ben Lui, our original objective, was clearly off. Nigel, speaking in his capacity as an "outed" Munroist, came in with a strong pitch for Béinn Achaladair. He pronounced it Achaladare, by analogy, presumably, with "Where Eagles Dare". Despite local guru Phil's delicate promptings of Achàllader, Nigel persisted unperturbed with his sassenach pronounciation. Oh God, the humiliation!

We parked the cars by the wildly romantic ruined tower at Achallader farm, got geared up and set off, following a helpful sign indicating "To the Hill"! Ten yards further on we stopped to get our bearings. There was a map-board which recommended the path by the Water of Tulla, while stating unequivocally that it was forbidden to walk on the railway-line. Phil, familiar as he was with the area, confirmed that the waterside track was a particularly agreeable and pleasant saunter. Nigel would have none of it. The railway was shorter, the railway it had to be. He cut short the last murmurings of debate by accusing me of betraying my anti-authoritarian principles. We caved in, plodded up to the top of the embankment and scrambled down onto the track. Is it deliberate? Perhaps not, but the fact remains that railways sleepers are cunningly placed at a distance from each other such as to make simple walking a near-excruciating experience. It gives some idea of what it must be like to be a Chinese woman with bound feet. Walking on the ballast was equally uneven and laborious. At times it was possible to follow a slight path alongside the track, but this required awkward lurches up mini-embankments, upsetting both to equilibrium and equanimity. Still, at least it had stopped raining. We blundered on towards the constantly receding vanishing point until we met with the path crossing over the track and leading up into Crannach wood. The path wound its way in and out of heather hillocks and scots pines, largely following the railway track, but infinitely more pleasant. There is something very special about these remnants of the Caledonian forest which, it is claimed, once covered the whole of the Scottish Highlands. There are those that argue that it should be encouraged to grow back. Phil disagreed. "It would take away their uniqueness". Possibly, but there's still an awful lot of Scotland which is just bare hills!

Reaching the end of the wood, we headed south-east and started up the long steady pull to the top of the first summit of Beinn a Chreachan. There was just sufficient hint of sunshine above the cloud-cover to give some limited grounds for optimism, but, for the time being at least, we pushed unrelentingly up the slope through enveloping mist. Phil and I somehow got separated from Nigel and Roger, but there was little real cause for concern and, sure enough, we bumped into them again as we converged on the gradually narrowing ridge. More unimaginative plodding finally brought us to the first top at 894 meters. Still in the mist, we sat down and got out our sandwiches. Having each prepared our own, they revealed themselves to be a motley collection. This generated an ill-informed, but nevertheless wide-ranging discussion of the relative merits of various food groups. Roger seemed somehow to have acquired an encyclopedic knowledge of the subject. The near boundless, yet hopelessly cryptic information on the packaging of my own "Freerange Egg and Cress", looted from the previous day's train hamper, provided a surprisingly rich point of departure. Having first exhausted the much-vexed question as to whether the "freerange" qualified the "cress" as well as the "egg", we then drifted onto the subject of quick as against slow release sugars. Roger trumped my sandwich with his very own oatmeal and honey elaboration which, he claimed with unrebuttable confidence, matched all relevant release criteria. Routed, I suggested we press on quickly before my blood-glucose was exhausted. We headed south towards top 961 and then, in a more south-westerly direction, towards the highest top at 1081. The last part leading up to the summit narrowed to quite an impressive snow ridge. With a sugar issue to prove, I found myself in the lead, and without an ice-axe or even a Leki stick to steady me, I suddenly became very conscious of the mountain falling away steeply to both right and left. It would have taken quite some falling off, but I have never been indifferent to exposure. We did not linger long on the top but continued on round in the direction of Beinn Achaladair proper. We were very pleased with ourselves when our mist-navigation brought us out exactly onto the intermediate Meall Buidhe at 978. We carried on easily to point 813. Our progress was slowed by the steeper climb to the mountain's first top at 1036, but after a short rest, we followed the ridge to the slightly higher summit proper and swept on from there. We had been in mist throughout but had enjoyed our own freedom of movement and that intimate feeling for the mountain which mist-walking evokes.

It was Nigel who spotted it first. As we arrived at the third, southernmost top, there was a sudden beam of sunshine coming out of the west. "Look, Glories!" he called out. And turning, we saw our shadows projected onto the mist, with each of us seeing the head of his own shadow, and his own shadow alone, framed by a halo of refracted light. It was an amazing, if unrealistically flattering sight. A portent of some immanent Pentecostal gift perhaps? But we were not worthy and the effect passed. Still, a full Brocken Spectre with Glory, was a miraculous though unsought reward for a day spent prosaically ploughing through cloud. As the visibility improved, we hurried down the mountain in order to be able to return to the car before nightfall. Down Coire Daingean and then on down Coire Achaladair, from where, looking back, we could see up into the impressive northern corrie of Beinn an Dothaidh and its enticing snow gullies. Some other time, perhaps. In fact, returning the following weekend in better conditions, Phil was able to climb the West Gully with his fiancée, our daughter, Victoria.

Roger had to leave us that evening to drive back to Lancashire. Phil had some work of his own to do, so Nigel and I would be left to our own devices for the following day.
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 After some initial doubt regarding my navigation skills we arrived in Seathwaite in the rain and decided to take coffee under the gazebo of the Newfield Inn, and  very nice it was too. The delights of Wallabarrow Crag were being denied usdue to occasional heavy showers so we decided the best plan was to take a short walk on the hills and possibly bag a route later.


Fortunately I had browsed Bob Allen's book 'walks on lower lakeland fells'


the previous evening and spotted a recommended short walk over the back o'


Wallowbarrow.  The route takes in high Wallowbarrow, Stoneythwaite, and Grassguards  farms, Grassguards Gill, Fickle steps and Hollin House Tongue.


It was delightful, easy going on a good path, spring lambs, fields just turning to a refreshed green and good views of the valley as they have kindly chopped most of the dreaded conifer forrest down. Interesting natural woodland, stepping stone stream crossings (exciting for some, no names, I promise) and that essential ingredient chatty folks. The final approach back to Wallabarrow farm even had us planning to climb a route, then the rain came again and spoiled our game. Afternoon tea in the Newfield Inn was very nice indeed.





Thanks to all the attendees and please note that next time it may be wise for some to wear wellies!





Dave





 2006








Nothing arrived this quarter except a letter from John Burrows. This asked what Steve Lyons meant by having sexagenarians in his party – he thought this was a new word for paedophiles. 





I think Steve meant people over sixty, John.





Thanks to Cath for her Meet Report , and to Andy .  










