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EDITOR’S FOREWORD
Welcome to the Paisley Hillwalking Club’s Biennial Journal for 2009-2010.
Our members have provided us with an array of stories from their travels, both abroad in the
Black Mountains in former Yugoslavia to a 12-day hike across England to shorter
backpacking trips to Knoydart and the Achnashellach Forest.
Two budding poets have submitted both poignant and humorous poems. Our Club
Astronomer has provided us with two interesting and informative narratives on what’s up
there above our heads when we’re out in some pitch-black remote glen.
The Club gained fame when the MCofS ran a story by Duncan Walker in its magazine of the
Club’s history.
We say goodbye to some old friends.
We even have a couple of stories submitted from the Club’s affiliated Canine Section. So
read and enjoy.
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1.

WALKING COAST TO COAST - Part 1:

Jim Kettings

*******************************************************************************************
I couldn’t be bothered going abroad, nothing seemed to excite me. I had
thought about doing the Coast to Coast in the past, but thought it might be
something I’d do when I retired. Maybe it was the TV programme that did it. It
looked impressive and I decided I didn’t want to wait till I retired, but wanted to
do it now. I ordered a couple of guide books from Amazon, a guidebook by
Martin Wainwright (no relation to Alfred) and Alfred’s original guidebook. They
both split the walk into twelve sections and although Alfred recommends doing it
over a longer period, I decided I was going for it and was going to do it over the
twelve days. It’s a popular walk and they say you should book accommodation
well in advance, but that didn’t bother me because I’d decided I was going to
backpack it. So I went into “thetrainline.com” and booked a ticket to St. Bees,
the starting point. (I got a good deal, £7.50 to St. Bees and I think it was about
£11 back from Whitby). I would have liked to have driven down but I was
starting and finishing at opposite sides of the country. But I couldn’t argue with
the train fare prices.
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I intended to cut the weight right down. I knew it would be hard going with a
heavy pack. I had a lightweight tent (1.5kg) I’d bought in a Vango sale a few
years ago, half price at £75, but never used. I thought it might come in handy
some day and I’d bought a lightweight sleeping bag also (900g) for £50.
I thought my rucksack weight seemed not too bad until a few days before I was
due to depart and then I thought it really heavy. I panicked a bit. I thought
about booking accommodation, but reckoned it was too late. I’d just have to go
for it. I had a couple of sleepless nights finally deciding what to take. I decided
to leave my big fleece and just take a lighter fleece (good choice) and decided
to ditch my stove as I thought I’d be eating out mainly. This also turned out to
be a good choice, but leaving my map case was a bad one, and it didn’t save
me much weight.
Finally the day arrived. My rucksack didn’t feel too bad on the way to the bus
and train. I changed at Carlisle and caught a smaller train stopping at St. Bees.
I met a retired American couple who were also doing the walk with some of their
grown up family. She was a frail looking little woman who was doing it as a
challenge as she previously had cancer three times in the past. They were
doing the walk over eighteen days. The “granny route” he said. They also told
me they’d had a wonderful holiday in Scotland many years ago and had
travelled all over the country. I noticed her family kept referring to her as
“Cowboy” and asked why this was. “Because I come from Texas and am a bit
of a tomboy” she replied. The train finally arrived in St. Bees and I left
“Cowboy” and said goodbye. I knew there was a campsite in St. Bees but didn’t
know where. I walked down the street and asked the first people I came to
where the campsite was. This couple said they didn’t know but I should try the
B&B they had just come from. “She’s quite friendly” the man said. So I entered
the B&B and asked this elderly woman where the campsite was. “Yes, in the
garden” she replied. “Which garden?” I asked. “Our back garden. It’s £4 a
night”. I couldn’t believe my luck, I’d just stumbled onto the campsite. There
were no signs advertising it. It turned out this wasn’t just a B&B, but a farm
also, though you wouldn’t have thought it looking at the front. It had a lovely flat
grassy bit of garden, which the B&B overlooked and I had it all to myself. I was
setting up my tent when one of the upstairs windows opened and there was
“Cowboy’s” husband. “I thought I’d got rid of you lot” I said. “No way” he replied.
After getting the tent up I had a short walk around St. Bees and got some
provisions in a store. Later I went out for dinner. There are quite a few pubs in
St. Bees serving food, I settled on one and was pleasantly surprised to see
“Cowboy” and her family inside sitting playing cards. I ordered a pint and some
food and sat at a table near them. They complained that I had c got served
before them as they had tried earlier and had been told they couldn’t order till
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later. I joked that Americans get served last. I had the fish and chips with
mushy peas which was okay and watched the X-Factor on the TV on the wall
opposite. After dinner I felt very tired and departed back to my tent. I’d been
working that morning and had been up since the back of four, so it was a long
day for me. I fell asleep and awoke in the dark in the middle of the night feeling
a little claustrophobic until I found my head torch. I wasn’t used to this small
tent. Fell asleep again till morning.
ST. BEES TO ENNERDALE BRIDGE
A little bit damp in the morning as I packed up and headed into the main house
where I met the owner to give him his £4. He was wearing a black Coast to
Coast t-shirt with a route on the front, though he told me he had never done the
walk, but thought he should do it, at least the first part as he had got so many
Coast to Coasters staying at his place. Before I started the walk I had a little
look around St Bees. Quite a nice little place. I also took a trip to see the West
doorway of the Prior Church which dates back to 1160 and took a photo. After
this it was a short walk down to the beach and the official start. I asked a
woman who was walking her dog to take a photo of me. From the beach there
was a nice coastal walk. The forecast was really bad and I had all my
waterproof gear on, but there was only light rain at the most and I’d hoped they
got the forecast wrong. You turn inland about a couple of kilometres after the
lighthouse down a country road towards the village of Sandwich. (If you
continue on the coastal path you eventually come to a sign that says “If you are
doing the Coast to Coast you are lost”. The Americans girls I met later on the
trip told me this.) The rain started to get heavy as I walked on to Sandwich, and
I mean really heavy, it didn’t stop all day. I regretted not taking my map case, I
didn’t have a map for this part of the walk but one of the guidebooks had map
sections of the route in it. I was sheltering in telephone boxes checking my
guide book to stop it getting wet. It certainly wasn’t easy navigating along the
country roads and paths. I met up with two middle aged guys from Yorkshire
who were doing the walk, just after the farm at Moor Row. It was a tricky part
over boggy fields and they had maps so I followed them. One was quite
friendly, the other a bit dour. I walked with them to Cleater and then our first real
upward haul - Dent Hill. The weather was atrocious and we had to climb this hill.
I soon left the other two behind, they were quite slow. The weather at summit
level was brutal, wind and rain lashed me. I didn’t hang around and descended
as quickly as I could. I was half way down the other side sheltering under a tree,
checking my guidebook when a tall guy in his fifties said hello. His name was
Stevie and he was from Wishaw. I walked with him for a bit, he was also
backpacking it. He seemed to have this backpacking lark down to a fine art. His
rucksack looked like my day sack. This was his sixth time doing the Coast to
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Coast walk and he said this was the worst weather he had experienced. The
paths were like rivers, there was that much water flowing. Although he had a
tent, he was happy he’d managed to get accommodation at Ennerdale Bridge.
He didn’t fancy camping out in these conditions. Neither did I, but I didn’t have
anything booked. I followed him for as long as I could, he knew the route, but
he was a very fast walker and I couldn’t keep up with him. I managed by this
time to reach the road that took me the last couple of kilometres to Ennerdale
Bridge. I was totally soaked and tried a couple of hotels in the village, but there
was nothing doing. I was sheltering in a phone box looking at my guide book
and pondering what to do next when this couple came up and asked if I’d
booked accommodation. I told them I’d had no luck and they told me they’d
managed to get accommodation at this hotel a couple of miles away and the
owner was going to pick them up, and would I like them to phone up and see if
they had a single room? I couldn’t believe my luck. They phoned and they did
have a single room for £35 and the owner came in his Landrover and picked us
up. It was a lovely room with en suite with shower. I had a shower and got all
my wet gear onto the radiators, almost everything was soaked. That was a
lifesaver for me. I dare say I could have pitched somewhere, but getting my
gear dry would have been impossible in a tent. I relaxed after showering,
watched a bit of tv before heading down for dinner at about half seven. I met
the couple who helped me there. Their names were Rob and Sandra and they
hailed from Matlock in Derbyshire. They recognised me from St Bees because
they were the couple who directed me to the campsite, though I myself didn’t
realise it till they told me. I was able to relax after dinner, but even though the
day had ended on a high note for me my spirits were still a bit low and I was
seriously thinking of chucking the walk and heading home. I thought I would
wait till I got to Patterdale, where I reckoned I could get a bus to Kendal and a
train back home.
ENNERDALE BRIDGE TO ROSTHWAITE
We’d arranged to have breakfast about seven, so I was up a bit earlier to get all
my gear packed, thankfully I’d managed to get most of my stuff dry. After
breakfast the owner took Rob, Sandra and I back to the point where he picked
us up in Ennerdale Bridge. It was a nice morning, dry and sunny. We followed
country paths for a couple of kilometres till we reached Ennerdale Water. The
route follows the southern path along the side of the lake. Quite a nice lake, it
reminded me of Loch Lomond, though smaller. At the end of the lake you turn
left and cross a bridge and follow the track to High Gillerthwaite Youth Hostel
and into Ennerdale Forest. Just after the hostel you can turn off to the left after
a clearing in the forest and it’s a steep climb where you can do this high-level
alternative onto Red Pike, High Stile and Haystacks. I was thinking about doing
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this but I was feeling the weight of my pack and decided against this, but at
least with the low-level route I would get to see the famous Black Sail Hut. It
was shortly after walking past the clearing that Stevie appeared from behind.
So the four of us continued through the forest then into a lovely valley where the
Black Sail is situated. A former shepherd’s bothy, the Black Sail is the most
isolated hostel in England.
It is surrounded by peaks such as Great Gable, Green Gable and Brandeth.
There is a long chant used by walkers and climbers in the Lake District which
ends “Black Sail All Hail”. It was certainly interesting to see such a revered
place. We went inside. It is one of these old fashioned-type hostels with bags of
character. There is a plaque on one wall in tribute to the late Chris Brasher,
founder of Brasher Boots,
stating that he spent his
last hostel night here in
2002 where he and some
friends devoured some 14
curries between them.
Maybe that’s what killed
him. We made ourselves a
cup of tea and had our
lunch there.
Jim and Sandra descend
to Seatoller
Leaving the hut there is a
steep climb up to Loft
Beck. Stevie, being faster,
left the rest of us and
disappeared over the top. From the top of Loft Beck you follow the path in a
north-easterly curve round the flanks of Brandeth and Grey Knott. There are
wonderful views from here, you are surrounded by peaks and valleys on all
sides and it was such a fine day, you could see for miles. From Grey Knott you
descend north till you reach a good path which was a dismantled tramway track
all the way down to the slate mine at the Honister Pass. Stevie was standing
outside the café talking to two tall young girls who were also doing the Coast to
Coast, Abby and Mel. Rob, Sandra and I popped into the café for another
refreshment and sat outside in the sunshine.
Rob and I agreed the café could make a killing if it had more stock. There
wasn’t much choice and the only cake they had was some chocolate rice crispie
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thing, so we had that. Stevie was already away by the time we left, it was still a
long descent to Rosthwaite. We followed the old toll road to Seatoller. From
there we followed a path through woodland and streams and then crossed the
River Derwent into the village of Rosthwaite. Rob and Sandra had a B&B
booked here and my campsite was not far down the road from them. I arrived
at the campsite to find Stevie there, already pitched. He was disappointed that
the shop in the village was already closed as he didn’t have many provisions for
the following day. I was hoping to stock up at the shop myself, but had some
spare food and gave him a packet of oatcakes for which he was grateful. The
site is fairly basic, a field really, but it did have good showers which required
50p.
At about half past seven Stevie and I headed down to the hotel and into the bar.
It was a big place, fairly busy, and we ordered a meal. We saw Rob and
Sandra and went over and joined them. They told us their B&B was very nice
and the landlady had a parrot. I had the mushroom ravioli and a couple of pints.
Rob and Sandra left early and Stevie and I got talking to a blonde biology
teacher from Nottinghamshire who was up doing Great Gable. We all left about
11pm. It was pitch black outside but we had our head torches for our short walk
back to the campsite. The skies were filled with stars. It was a great day.
ROSTHWAITE TO PATTERDALE
It poured it down all night, but thankfully went off the back of seven. After I got
ready I waited for Stevie. He knew the way after all. We crossed a bridge over
the Stonethwaite Beck where we joined a rough track which fringes woodland
along the side of the river. There were a few waterfalls and broad streams to
negotiate. I let Stevie stride on. I would never be able to keep up with him. The
craggy cliffs of Eagle Crag jut out on the left as the path ascends higher up to
Lining Crag and onto Greenup Edge. I think it was round this point that I caught
up with Rob and Sandra who had started earlier. It was good to see them
again. They said they had heard the Scottish accents as we passed by their
B&B last night back to the campsite. We met another young guy called Mike
later on who Rob and Sandra had met previously. We were up and down for a
couple of kilometres in some soggy ground before reaching the head of the
pass which lead down into Far Easdale and on to Grasmere. It was here that I
left Rob and Sandra, they were bypassing Grasmere on an alternative route. I
was anxious to get to Grasmere because I wanted to get some wet weather
gear for my rucksack as everyone I’d met was telling me that tomorrow was
going to be bad. That and the fact I’d never seen Grasmere before. The high
level route onto Helm Crag looked inviting but I reckoned I didn’t have time to
do it. Mike followed me down into Far Easdale as he was heading that way. I
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soon left him behind as he was quite slow. I was feeling great. I was beginning
to get used to weight on my back and was feeling really fit. The route down to
Grasmere is quite long. It seemed to go on forever before I reached this lovely,
though tourist-thronged village. There are quite a few outdoor shops in
Grasmere and they have a Cotswold store here as well. I bought a few things
in there and presented my PHC card and got my 15% discount. I explored the
village, Wordworth’s cottage is here, and I went into this church which was
serving teas and slices of home-baking. It was full of an elderly coach party
crowd so I was a bit of a novelty. I had tea and a slice of home-made lemon
cake. “That was delicious” I told the woman afterwards. I told her I was doing
the Coast to Coast and still had a bit to go as I was heading to Patterdale. “Yes
the stronger walkers push on to Patterdale” she replied. After my jaunt round
Grasmere you head up the A591 and then turn left at a junction past The
Travellers’ Rest. There sitting outside with a pint was Mike. He was stopping off
in Grasmere and heading on to Patterdale the following day. I said my
goodbyes and headed further along to where you see a sign that says
“Bridleway to Patterdale”. From here it goes up the path all the way to Hause
Riggs where the path slopes round craggy cliffs to Grisedale. The scenery is
lovely up here, looking down onto Grisedale Tarn and the surrounding peaks.
There are a few alternative routes from here into Patterdale. Climbing to the left
you could follow the long ridge onto Hellvelyn and descend from there. Our
Club had a great walk up there the previous year. Or alternatively the route to
the right where an inviting path leads up to Sunday Crag. Unfortunately, though
I would have liked to ascend one of the peaks I just didn’t have time if I wanted
to get to Patterdale at a reasonable time. I took the path that skirts round the
side of Grisedale Tarn where there were a few people camping. It’s quite a
popular spot for camping. I spoke to one of the guys who told me thay we doing
some peak challenge the following day. I think it was the 24 Peaks Challenge,
a gruelling event where you have to climb 24 Lakeland peaks in 2 days. I
wished him luck and descended the long path down into the Grisedale Valley
and on to Patterdale. The campsite was down a long track to the farm buildings
where you paid, I think it was about £6. Then it was another trek till you got to
the actual site. Quite a big place and busy too. I arrived at 6pm. I couldn’t find
Stevie’s tent so just found a spot and pitched. They had washers and driers
there so it was a good opportunity to get some gear washed. I met Stevie later,
he had camped further up the site and we went down to the White Lion in
Patterdale at 8pm where we had roast veg lasagne and chips. A busy place,
Rob and Sandra where there too, but we couldn’t sit beside them as it was too
busy. We did, however, meet two guys from Cheltenham who were doing the
Coast to Coast. They looked about 30. Olly was tall and slim and dark-haired.
Carl (or was it Kar)l was shorter with curly-blonde hair and used to play with his
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Apple i phone quite a lot. Olly told me later that Carl would go into every place
asking “Have you got free wi-fi?” He would call him Mr Free Wi-Fi. Olly and Carl
had got accommodation at the White Lion that night. It was something like £80
each and they both were both carrying tents and the rest of their camping gear.
I couldn’t understand why they didn’t just stay at the campsite for £6. They
carried all this gear with them till they got to the half-way point at Kirkby
Stephen where Carl had parked his car and then ditched all their camping stuff
as they never used their tents one night. They really liked their luxury. I think if
I was carrying all that stuff I would have used it, at least on the dry nights. Left
the White Lion about half ten.
PATTERDALE TO SHAP
I awoke to heavy rain as forecast. I met Stevie later and he said he was going to
wait till lunchtime to see if it got better. I left at nine and met Rob and Sandra
going down the track from the campsite. I told them I had to go to the shop in
Patterdale for some provisions. I managed to stock up at the shop. There were
quite a few walkers there. I take it they must have been Coast to Coasters.
Who else would go out in weather like this. The path leaves Patterdale off the
Ambleside road to the hamlet of Rooking. The track leads up to Borodale
House. I walked with a couple for a little bit, but left them behind there and
didn’t see them again. I managed to get to Angel Tarn okay. It’s quite
distinctive and a good landmark. The weather got worse and worse. Two guys
passed me going in the opposite direction, they were going up High Street, but
decided to turn back. Heavy rain and gales continued. I was thinking this was
madness. The wind was so strong at times I thought it would blow me off my
feet, and I had to climb over the highest point in the whole walk, Kidsty Pike, but
I felt I had to go on to reach my destination. A couple of kilometers later I met
this slim middle-aged woman with her two teenage kids and this other guy who I
thought was her husband, but later found out on Beggers Bridge he was just
Jim and walking with them. They were walking in the opposite direction. They
thought they had gone too far on towards High Street. You have to turn off to a
path on the left to get to Kidsty Pike and they thought they had gone past it. I
told them I didn’t think they were anywhere near it and reckoned we hadn’t
reached The Knott, another peak on our way. “We’ll follow you then”, she said.
Now I was responsible not only just for myself, but this group as well. I had my
GPS with me so took a couple of readings along the way just to make sure. I
did lose the path slightly and we had to negotiate round some crags on The
Knott, but thankfully we managed to reach the summit of Kidsty Pike at 2560
feet, the highest point on our walk. From there it was fairly easy all the way
down to Haweswater Reservoir. I was glad to get off the hills in that weather. I
found out talking to the guy that a lot of others had done a longer but lower level
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route. I wasn’t aware of this as my guidebook only had one route in it. “I wish I
had done that,” I replied. “I’m glad you didn’t” he said “you wouldn’t have been
there to help us”. I was glad I was able to help someone.
It was still raining cats and dogs. The Wainwright Way is along this track on
the west side of the reservoir, but I thought it would be hard going in these
conditions, having to negotiate flowing streams and such. I noticed a road on
the east side and suggested we took that way. I was happier walking on tarmac
than some rough track and thought we could make faster progress. I left the
others behind, but near the end of the reservoir they caught up with me. We
met up with Mel and Abby, the two girls who I saw at Honister and we walked
for a little bit till I realised I’d left my poles near the Nandle Bridge where I had
stopped to check my guidebook. It was only a 10 minute walk back and I
managed to get them okay, but the others were gone and I was on my own
again It was a long trek to get there and I was relieved when I finally reached
Shap. There was a bunkhouse I passed that had accommodation and I decided
to try it. I was going to get a room, but at the last minute decided to camp
instead as they had camping out the back. I pitched up near the hens they had
in their back garden and went into town to stock up at the store. They had a
great fish and chip place across the road and that was where I had my dinner.
Then it was back to the tent. I was supposed to meet Stevie that night in The
Bull but was too tired. I felt like I’d done 10 rounds with Mike Tyson. I had been
a long day.
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2.

ADDRESS TO A “WEE”:

Rhonda Fitzpatrick

*******************************************************************************************
A poem in the style of Robert Burns with more than a passing nod to Mary Doll
(Nesbitt).

Twas on Ben Ime one Sunday morn
A’ crisp wi’ snaw an’ a’ that
Wi’ folk in sight at every turn
My bladder fu’ an’ a’ that
For a’ that an’ a’ that
No rocks obscure an’ a’ that
I’ll hae tae haud it in a while
Still modest yet for a’ that.
So further up the hill I went
A bonnie day an’ a’ that
But no’ a place tae tak’ relief
Discomfort noo an’ a’ that
For a’ that an’ a’ that
I cannae go for a’ that
Nae cover fur ma female form
A wumman’s lot fur a’ that.
I’m near the top and feelin’ queer
My legs are crossed an’ a’ that
Wi’ crowds agin’ the clear blue sky
I’ve got tae go an’ a’ that
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Fur a’ that an’ a’ that
Ma drawers are doon an’ a’ that
I couldnae stop fur man nor beast
Oh blessed relief an’ a’ that.
Then hears a noise
A footstep near
A man appears an’ a’ that
A’ bobbly hat an’ cheery smile
Sees yellow snaw an’ a’ that
For a ‘ that an’ a’ that
I couldnae stop for a ‘ that
Ah blush an’ gie a feeble wave
He looks an’ laughs an ‘ a’ that
The deed is done I’m feelin’ braw
An’ walkin’ fine an’ a’ that
My heid is clear, my heart is light
But mortified for a’ that
For a’ that an a’ that
My dignity an’ a’ that
Oh bugger this, I dinnae care
A bum’s a bum fur a’ that!
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3.

THE BLACK MOUNTAIN:

Leon Firth

*******************************************************************************************

I

t wasn't a good start. For months I wondered if anyone else would be foolish
enough to join me in exploring this mysterious and obscure region, unknown
to all but a handful of westerners. James Bond had been there, apparently
(in Casino Royale), but as we all know, his reception on his travels was
never wholly welcoming. The reluctance to commit to such an adventure was
quite understandable, even though there would be a native guide with
knowledge of the local language, customs, and mountain tracks. No question, it
was vital that I acquire companions.

Besides, Exodus Travel specified a minimum of ten for the trip. In the event,
they settled for nine, and I met three of the other eight at Dubrovnik airport,
waiting for the rest to arrive from Heathrow. They didn't - at least not on the
expected flight. Samar, our guide, explained that the flight from Heathrow had
landed late at Zagreb, missing the connection to Dubrovnik. The next flight was
not due until late evening, so Samar arranged for a taxi to take us onward
across the border to The Black Mountain.

Quite recently the inhabitants of The Black Mountain had shown their warlike
tendencies; in 1991 they shelled Dubrovnik from the hills above, damaging
many historic buildings and killing over a hundred civilians. But things have
cooled down since, and The Black Mountain (Montenegro as named by the
Venetians who colonised the whole Dalmatian coast, Crna Gora in its own
language, Serbian) gained independence from Serbia in 2006. The taxi driver
was on good terms with the border guards, and soon we were travelling around
the shore of Boca Kotor, a stunningly beautiful sea inlet, to our first destination,
the medieval city of Kotor. Often described as a fjord, Boca Kotor is really three
separate bays, linked by narrow straits, and surrounded by towering mountains.
Kotor itself is at the inner end of the innermost bay, giving it protection from
pirates, while its complete city wall, extending well up the mountainside behind,
protects it from land attack. We strolled through the tiny city in the fading light,
but the planned guided tour was postponed until our party was complete. Mike,
my roommate, was among those delayed, and I was vaguely aware that he
turned up around 1am; to his credit he got to bed with minimum fuss.
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The planned start at 8am next day was delayed by an hour as a concession to
the travel problems. We had two guides: Samar (who turned out to be Bosnian)
and Lana, a 'local' from the capital Podgorica. Lana has a small son and she
would sometimes drive home in the evenings to be with him, but would always
help out on the walks.

Inland from Kotor is Lovcen National Park, containing the highest peaks in the
coastal region. The plan was to climb the second highest peak, Jezerski Vrh,
(1675 m) from the
city, ie from sea
level. (The slightly
higher
neighbouring peak,
occupied by a TV
transmitter, is out of
bounds.) This was
to be the toughest
day of the lot,
because of the hot
low-level start as
well as the amount of ascent. It didn't seem to be wise trip-planning to make this
the first day's walk. We started up the city walls, but before reaching the little
fort at the top, where the red Montenegrin flag fluttered bravely, we branched
off, following sometimes an overgrown and poorly-marked track, fragrant with
sage and mint, sometimes an old zig-zag donkey path which incredibly was for
centuries the 'main road' to the interior of Serbia. We gained height rapidly and
at around 900m reached a narrow tarred road. A short way along was a
refreshments stall, selling the local cured ham as well as beer, wine, and soft
drinks. But I could see our bus parked in the shade round the corner, with our
lunch on board. It was midday and we all must have been peckish, but Samar
and Lana (who took charge of the day food throughout) were commencing their
'late lunch training'. Fortunately I had stuffed my pockets with goodies bought
the previous evening, and had no problem finding people to share them with.
Samar then announced that, in view of the late start and the travel troubles, we
would skip the next walk section and
take the bus as far up as possible. If
there were any complaints I didn't
hear them. After we were dropped off,
there were 461 steps to climb, some
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through a tunnel in the rock, before we emerged on the summit ridge bearing
the mausoleum of the great Montenegrin bishop, prince, poet and patriot Njegos
(1813-1851), who did much to modernise the country. He wished to be buried
on this particular peak (how prescient of him to leave its higher neighbour free
for TV antennae) but in a modest manner. The heroic but rather monstrous
modern mausoleum, by the exiled Montenegrin architect Mestrovic, was erected
during the Tito regime, in defiance of the great man's wishes and of any concept
of harmony with the mountains. The views however were superb and we could
look over a large proportion of the country, which is no bigger than Northern
Ireland.

Back in the bus, Samar relented and we had a long and excellent picnic below
the two peaks, before being driven down a seemingly endless succession of
hairpin bends, with amazing views, back to Kotor and our promised guided tour
of the exquisite but earthquake-damaged city.

For the next two days we were in the bus all morning. There were no great
distances to travel, but the mountain roads are steep, twisting, and slow. Our
driver Slobodan earned much admiration for his skill. First we headed for the
Komovi region in the east, not far from the Albanian border. On the way we
passed the resort of Budva, awash with
Russian money, collected Lana in Podgorica,
followed gorges, single track roads and finally
dirt roads. In the afternoon (following our late
lunch) we walked past several katuni
(shielings) occupied for the summer by local
shepherds, and climbed Kom Vasojevicki
(2460m), a steep and imposing peak. The
summit, with its frost-shattered concrete cross,
is on the edge of a vast limestone precipice
and gives good views of the rugged Prokletije
mountains on the Albanian border. Our
accommodation consisted of 'eco-huts', each
sleeping four, with a kitchen-dining area with
wood stove. However we all ate, simply but
well, in the restaurant hut. There was a small
group of mountain-bikers staying too, and just above were the katuni. Apart
from that, nothing. We all loved the sheer quiet and isolation of the place, and
would gladly have stayed another night.
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The following morning another long drive took us north-west to Zabljak,
Montenegro's premier mountain resort in the Durmitor National Park. Part of the
route follows the Tara Gorge, claimed to be the world's second finest, in length
and depth, after the Grand Canyon. We could see little of it from the bus due to
the dense forest, but a refreshment stop on the edge of the gorge gave us a
chance to walk out onto a road bridge. Some rafters were passing below - that
is definitely the best way to see it! I was also able to buy an excellent 1:25000
map here, worthwhile as we'd be walking for three days in Durmitor. I hate
being without a map.

This was supposed to be a rest day, and after arriving at Zabljak we had an
easy 12km walk through the forest in the foothills, stopping after an hour at a
farmhouse where a table laden with food and drink was awaiting us. We did our
best to do justice to the various breads, cheeses, cold meats etc. but maybe
managed about half of it. We walked around the famed Crno Jezero, (Black
Lake - names here are no more imaginative than in the Scottish Highlands)
actually two linked lakes. Mike and Julie swam across the smaller one and we
whiled away much of the afternoon in this attractive area. On our return to
Zabljak, Itah was told that her brother had suddenly and unexpectedly died.
Lana did an excellent job of arranging an airport transfer and flight to Dublin the
next day, and we were all sorry to see Itah leave in such a fashion and miss the
highlights of the trip.

Our first full day in Durmitor was also our first full day's walking. Our target was
Prutas (2393m), whose
grassy summit was the
venue for our extended
(and, yes, late) lunch.
There was a short rocky
summit ridge above steep
grassy slopes, and the
approach was through
classic limestone country:
rocky escarpments, sink
holes, many little crags and
bumpy grassland bursting
with flowers. There was
some amazing rock architecture passed on the way, but the principal reason we
were on this peak was the view it gives of our final mountain, Bobotov Kuk
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(2523m) and in particular of its precipitous 700m high west face. Bobotov is the
highest summit in Montenegro (although there is a spot a bit higher on the
Albanian border in the Prokletije) and the route finishes with an airy scramble at
the top of the west face. The Exodus information had noted that those without a
good head for heights might want to opt out of this final section, and Prutas did
a good job of demonstrating, at a distance of 3km or so, why this would be the
case.

So there was a certain amount of nervous expectation in the air at breakfast
next morning. It definitely got to Amanda, who had been labouring on the
previous mountains (I lent her my walking pole) and seemed quite sick soon
after we began the walk-in. But she rallied and we all enjoyed the gentle
approach, over some sizeable snow patches and past a fine set of Chamonixlike pinnacles. As Bobotov loomed ahead, there was a sharp drop to a tiny
'corrie lochan' nestling among the boulders and reminiscent of the Cuillin. There
followed a long steep and rough ascent to a high pass, which is reached from
the other side by the 'tourist route' from Zabljek via the Black Lake, and is
dominated by the huge limestone overhang of the summit mass. This is where
Samar had said that the scrambling started, but in fact the first section which
slanted up the wide scree at the base of the rock was quite simple. It ended at a
second pass, or rather a dip in the ridge as there was no way down beyond this was the edge of the west face. The exposure was wonderful, or terrifying,
depending on your point of view. Julie was quite fearless, and capered at the
very edge for photographic effect. Maggie had always said she would opt out of
the scrambling, and two others joined her to wait for the rest of us to return. The
next section is a narrow path along an exposed grassy ledge that takes you to
the middle of the face, and then there is a steep and rather loose gully. Half-way
up this you turn right onto the rock face, which you climb by narrow zig-zag
ledges. There are good handholds, and also some expansion bolts clearly
intended to support a cable or rope handrail. Mike leapt up all this with scarcely
a pause; I followed him more cautiously (but kept clear of the bolts). Samar and
Lana coaxed the others along. The last ledge suddenly ends on the sloping roof
of the summit block, and I picked my way through the loose stones and rocks
littering the final few yards to join Mike at the top. We did not have long to wait
before Julie, Andrew, Amanda and the guides arrived. I was especially pleased
that Amanda made it, she is one gutsy lady. In all the excitement, I left my
camera on top. I was halfway back down the rock before a shout came from
above. An Israeli guy who had been basking at the summit noticed it, and
passed it to Lana. I was lucky. In fact there were several other parties around,
and the main hazard on the scrambling section was the loose stones being sent
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down, but we all descended safely to join Maggie and Co, and returned to the
first pass for a very well deserved and especially late lunch.
Lana has a holiday home in Zabljak and we
were her guests for our last evening in
Durmitor, and in fact in Montenegro. She made
pasta and sauce and pudding, and we all
brought along anything else we fancied eating
and drinking. I was leaned on to express our
gratitude to Lana Samar and Slobodan, which
was a pleasure, and we all spared a thought
for Itah who would have loved the last two
days.

Montenegro is not in the EU but uses the Euro
as currency. Travel between the various
constituents of former Yugoslavia is fairly easy.
The Albanian border may be a different matter;
Lana lives only 15km from Albania but has never been there! Our guides had
excellent English, but it is not widely spoken, even in tourist areas such as Kotor
and Zabljak. We met no other British tourists or walkers. There is passable local
beer and one or two good local wines. Food is simple and wholesome but there
is little in the way of fruit and veg. Maggie, who is vegetarian, had a lean time,
and was doubtless happy to get home. I was just looking forward to an early
lunch.
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4.

OBITUARY

*******************************************************************************************

WULLIE DOCHERTY
Wullie Docherty was a lifelong Socialist and active Trade Unionist throughout
his working life.
Prior to joining the Paisley Hillwalking Club in 1986 he led an active life,
pursuing his love of cycling and walking in the Scottish Mountains. During his
20 odd years in our Club, Wullie was a regular attendee on the Sunday bus
trip and was always ready to give advice from his extensive knowledge of the
Scottish Mountains. He excelled in navigation and always liked to be “on the
move”. Even on a cold winter’s day Wullie could be seen racing up the
mountains in just a pair of shorts, a “semmit” and a headband, and a small
bum bag around his waist carrying a light jacket. “You don’t get cold if you
keep on the move” he would bark at us as he stormed on up the incline.
In his later years Wullie spent much of his time up on Skye and Raasay
where his beloved daughter Marbeth and his grandson lived, enjoying the
delights that these islands had to offer, and that would include some of Skye’s
“amber nectar” no doubt.
His other love was cooking and a few of us got to share in his understanding
of the basic rules of cookery.
It was befitting that at his funeral his coffin was draped in The Red Flag with a
pair of walking boots on top and a recipe for Wullie’s French Onion Soup!

1st JULY 1931 - 23rd MARCH 2011
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5. Earning Our Stripes – An Introduction to Backpacking :
Kim Lawson
*******************************************************************************************

I

n the summer of 2007 my mum Brenda and I backpacked into Sandwood
Bay, our intention being to camp for a couple of nights. Unfortunately I
developed a chronic bout of the runs and needed to go out every 10
minutes. This meant venturing out of the tent with me on the leash (there were
sheep around) and being attacked on each occasion by hoards of midgies,
even long after darkness had fallen. By 5am we’d both had enough, the
midgies had won. We made a hasty retreat back to our beloved van parked up
at Blairmore. Mum said I hadn’t actually backpacked as she had carried
everything in. “Just an evening stroll for you Kim” she bemused.
The following year, around Easter time, mum planned another backpacking trip.
This time it would be into Achnashellach Forest to bag a few Munros. Michael
and Denis (another backpacking novice) were coming with us. By this time I had
my new “buddy”, Kaz the cocker spaniel. Mum calls him “a wee cutie pie”.
Ughhh. With a stub for a tail and 7” of black curls for ears, not out of place in the
court of King Charles II, more like a Wee Jessie, I would say. Mum calls me “her
mountain boy”, because I’m so fit and agile out on our walks. I wasn’t expecting
much competition from the “new kid on the block” on this trip.
The plan was to backpack in to
Pollen Buidhe for three nights
and do all five Munros. Mum
had bought Kaz and I panniers
made
out
of
camouflage
material. I looked like a proper
commando when I saw myself
reflected on the side of Mum’s
shiny van during our dress
rehearsal.
Perhaps a tad overloaded,
boys?

We left home on the Friday morning, picked up Michael and Denis and headed
up to Callander where we bagged a nice Graham. The sun shined all day, Kaz
and I had a great run about. We stopped off at Tyndrum for dinner and to finish
packing our big rucksacks. It was 11pm by the time we reached Craig, it was
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pitch black under the trees where the car park is. We just hoped we had packed
up everything we needed. The van was well loaded with all the human’s gear, I
just don’t understand why they need so much, they’re only going for a walk after
all. We crossed the railway line and followed the track which headed into the
darkness of another wood. Soon I was on the scent of a fox. Luckily for Mr. Fox
I was also on my leash. Kaz and I had our panniers fitted, both filled with a
towel, a sleepmat and our biscuits. As we climbed up into the forest I was
actually surprised at how well he coped, perhaps he’s not so soft after all.
(Mmmmm. Me thinks he’s worth the watching). I was also watching Denis and
Michael, huge rucksacks on their backs and full daysacks on their fronts. Now
I’m no expert but I just thought they were a tad overloaded. Back in Paisley
Mum had tried to convince them that both had far too much gear with them.
They obviously hadn’t taken her well- intended advice. A couple of hours later
we had reached Pollen Buidhe, our tents were up and Mum, Kaz and I were as
snug as bugs in our little
tent.
Denis crossing the wire
bridge
Overnight it started to rain
heavily, the winds increased
to gale force. In the morning
Mum took an executive
decision to leave the two
faraway Munros for better
weather. Today we would climb Sgurr Choinnich and Sgurr a’ Chaorachan,
situated on the other side of the river. Well I might be a mountain boy but even
I was going to struggle over this two-wire contraption that crossed the river – it
was a no-go for this canine athlete. So I just waded into the swollen waters and
flowed with the current
over to the other side where Mum was
waiting for me. But softy Kaz wouldn’t take the daring plunge so Mum had to go
back across the wire bridge, leash him up and help him along as he struggled to
swim in the rushing waters.
That was just the start of the fun, now we had the chance to watch the antics of
Michael and Denis negotiate the wire bridge. Michael got halfway across before
falling off and had to make a quick leap back up onto the wire before his feet got
too wet. As Denis is blind, it was natural for him to be apprehensive about the
crossing, he didn’t know how far above the water his feet were on the wire rope.
As he shimmied his feet across the bottom wire Mum kept shouting at him to
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lean into the river with his hands that were on the upper wire. “Lean forward
Denis, don’t let your body fall backwards”. He carefully made his way across the
wire and was relieved to reach terra firma again. But his nervousness had
caused the wires to vibrate so much I’m sure I heard a pure A# note sounding.
All safely over, we paced up the stalker’s track towards the Bealach. The heavy
rain had turned to sleet and the winds were increasing. We turned up onto the
ridge and soon were trudging through thick snow. Kaz and I loved the snow
and a favourite game of ours is to slide on our backs down a snow-filled slope.
But up near the summit were huge wedges of snow Mum called cornices, she
said they were very dangerous to walk on. So Kaz and I got leashed up for a
couple of hours. The bad weather persisted as we bagged our two Munros.
What a bedraggled bunch we must have looked as we got safely back to our
tents, soaked to the skin and shivering with the cold.
It was decided that we would just do Maoile Lunndaidh the next day then walk
out. It would be foolhardy to spend another night out in these wintery
conditions. The next day
was bright and sunny
and we had another
river to cross, a wide
river that wasn’t
so
deep and fast as the
previous day’s river so
we would just wade
across it.
Mum had
brought two bins bags
and she told Michael and Denis these would keep their feet dry on the crossing.
Then a strange thing happened. I could hear cogs turning in Michael’s head, but
it was Denis who asked the question. “How are we all going to get across the
river with just two bin bags?” Mum had to explain that she would cross first, then
put a stone in each bag and throw the bags back across the river for the next
person to use. You know, sometimes I look at Denis and Michael and think,
“well the light is on but I don’t think anyone is at home”.
The day proved to be a cracker. We all had a terrific walk, lots of sunshine and
great views over to the previous day’s two Munros, now clad in a full cloak of
snow.
But our spare clothes were sodden and the decision to move out had been
made. Back at the tents Kaz and I lay watching as the others loaded up for the
walk out. “Well Kaz,” I whispered to him, “our bags should be much lighter now
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we’ve eaten a lot of our food”. But crafty Mum had filled our panniers with her
gear and they were as full as ever. “So much for your logical thinking”, Kaz
scowled dolefully over in my direction. “Well if she thinks I’m carrying her stuff
back out she can think again ‘cos I’m not budging”. A wee cutie pie Kaz might
be but sometimes I reckon he is just too self-centred. “Come on Kaz”, I growled
at him “We’ve all got to do our bit”. Eventually Mum had to put him on a leash
and encourage him to get a move on. Of course I was at the front of “my unit”,
proudly wearing my panniers, leading my men onto another great adventure
and looking out for any dangers that might lie ahead. Mum said I did really well
and even though Kaz and Denis also passed their “Introduction to Backpacking”
course, I passed mine With Honours. Should be worth a few more Bonios, I

hope.

Commando boys indeed!
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6.

WALKING COAST TO COAST - Part 2:

Jim Kettings

*******************************************************************************************
SHAP TO PATTERDALE
It’s lucky I’m an early riser. I would have been that morning, whatever, as the
sound of a nearby cockerel would have woken the dead. These things are loud,
and they go on for a while. I wouldn’t want to live beside one. They didn’t tell me
that in the hostel when I decided to camp. It went off at the back of five. I’d left
my boots in the hostel porch to dry out and they’d locked the front door, but I
was able to get them later and left at 7.40a.m. Walking through Shap I noticed
they had quite a few pubs for such a small town. You go up a narrow street
across from The King Arms where you cross the West Coast main railway line
by a footbridge and cross a field then over another footbridge crossing the M6. It
was good to look at all the commuters and think “I’m glad I’m not doing that .”
Further on you have to cross a quarry that serves a cement plant. It might not
sound pleasant, but it all adds to the rich mixture of the Coast to Coast. The
route skirts round the hamlet of Oddendale over low hills with many limestone
pavements. I was enjoying navigating on my own and it was so lovely and
peaceful up there. A while later I passed by the large pile of stones called Robin
Hood’s Grave (which is not the grave of Robin Hood) and further on you hit a
minor road and at the junction you turn off into a bridleway which leads to the
village of Orton. There is another path you can take which bypasses Orton, but
I wanted to see the place and stop off for lunch. You can see the white
limestone tower of Orton church before you reach it. I really liked Orton, I
thought it was a very pretty village. I saw this tearoom which looked ideal for a
stop, only to find out it was closed, so I just went to the nearby shop/post office
and bought a few things and sat outside on a bench where I had a bite, and
wrote some postcards I’d bought in Patterdale. I didn’t realise there was a
chocolate factory here, I never saw it. I would have checked it out if I’d known at
the time. You leave Orton by the Tebay road and onto country roads to
Raisbeck then take a path across a field which joins Knotts Lane. There is a
stone circle here and I was looking for it when the girls Mel and Abbey caught
up with me. I walked with them for a bit through sheep meadows past Sunbiggin
Farm. It was a couple of kilometres past this, near Tarn Moor, that we came
across Rob and Sandra, Olly and Carl and a 30 year old bearded Canadian guy
with glasses called Adrian. They had taken the path that bypassed Orton. It was
great to see them and we all walked along the moors together, though Mel and
Abbie fell behind as they were slower. We passed by the hillocks and
ditches of a site that was once in prehistoric times the Manchester of its day.
There’s nothing for the untrained eye to see and hasn’t been excavated yet. The
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path drops steeply after Begin Hill down to Smardale Bridge where we had a
break. After the bridge you climb again up the Smardale Fell. Adrain told me
he’d done many long distance walks in America, but he was having trouble with
his foot and was hobbling a bit. After the fells you take the underpass of the
Carlisle- Settle railway line which leads down a small valley to Greenriggs farm.

a
Karl, Olly, Adrian, Jim and Rob on The Shap
There’s a big sign here advertising holistic healing centre and I joked with Adrian
that he should try it as he was in a bit of discomfort with his foot. From the farm
it was a couple of kilometres walk into the small historic market town of Kirkby
Stephen. It was voted Village of the Year for England 2009. I was hoping I might
find as shop here where I could buy a camera, as my own had been damaged in
the downpour the previous day. I was to have no luck here or anywhere else on
the Coast to Coast. It was a bit disappointing, but only a little bit as I was
enjoying the walk so much. Rob and Sandra and Olly and Carl had booked up
B&B’s. The campsite was a bit out of town, so I booked into the private hostel
which was in a converted church. Adrian booked in there also. He showed me
his foot after he took his boots and socks off. The sole was covered in a kind of
white pus.
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He decided he couldn’t go on the following day and said he was going to rest in
the village tomorrow, and hopefully his foot would be better the day after. (I
wonder if he did manage to complete the walk). After settling in I headed down
to the small launderette down a lane, near to the hostel. It was a good
opportunity to get some stuff washed. Before I left I met Mel and Abbey booking
in to the hostel. I lifted Mel’s rucksack. I think it was heavier than mine. They
were carrying pairs of jeans and other such gear. No wonder they were slow. It
was in the launderette that I met Stevie. The big man had the same idea as me.
He was booked into one of the hotels. He’d told me previously that his girlfriend
from Motherwell was meeting him here and doing the walk for a couple of days.
I arranged to meet him in the bar later. I ate out in the fish and chip shop, and
later Adrian and I went down to the pub and met up with Stevie and his girlfriend
called Margaret. Unfortunately the others had gone to another hotel bar that
night so we never saw them. But it was a pleasant enough evening to end what
had been a great day’s walking.

Rob and Sandra

KIRKBY STEPHEN TO KELD
I’d booked the breakfast in the hostel, so after that I headed down to the old
market place. From there you follow a lane between stone walls to Franks
Bridge. The path gradually rises here to meet a road that rises around the rim of
Hartley quarry. It was a bit of a showery day so I had my waterproof jacket on.
Past Fell House Farm there is a well-defined path up the moor. I passed by a
couple of shepherds herding their sheep with their sheepdogs. It was after this
that I found the path rising more steeply that leads you to the Nine Standards. I
was looking forward to seeing them. They are certainly a landmark on the Coast
to Coast. Because of erosion there are four different coloured routes for different
times of the year.
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As this was the end of August I was pleased that I was on the Aug-Nov route. It
was around this point that I saw Rob and Sandra coming up behind, so I waited
for them. They told me their bed and breakfast in Kirkby Stephen had been very
comfortable and luxurious. The woman who runs it was a walker herself and
advised them not to take the Aug-Nov route after the Nine Standards as they
would be up to their waists in bog. We climbed up this fine path for about one
and a half kilometres to reach the Nine Standards. They looked small from a
distance, but some of these stone cairns are quite large when you get up close.
They are probably a boundary marker, but some have said they were built to
worry Bonny Prince Charlie’s Scottish Army as they came South into thinking an
English army was camped here. They were certainly built to last as they have
stood here for centuries. It was quite windy up there and we didn’t hang around
long. I decided I didn’t fancy walking knee deep in bogs and would go with Rob
and Sandra to take a lower level route. We went back the way we came and
turned left onto the Dec-April route. This led along the hillside where we had to
walk on a tarmac road for a couple of kilometres before picking up the path
through the hillside again. I remember it got a bit rainy at this point. We heard
gunfire. There was someone out shooting grouse. We hurried on to Ravens
Seat where you cross a bridge past the farm. Rob and Sandra had
remembered that this place had been featured on the TV programme where the
farmer’s wife serves cream teas. We were looking forward to our cream teas,
but there was a sign at the entrance saying that it was closed. So much for that.
I don’t remember much of the rest of the walk until we reached the River Swale
which we followed into Keld about 4pm. I left Rob and Sandra at their bed and
breakfast and I managed to get into the campsite. The campsite was a few big
fields on a slope and it was quite busy and wet in places, with cars churning up
the wet grass. I don’t think they were taking any more cars as it was too wet in
places, but I was okay. I managed to find a quiet spot down at the bottom of the
slope behind a wall. Keld is a small village, but it did have a shop where I could
stock up. Just up from the campsite is the hotel which was formerly a youth
hostel. I met Stevie and Margaret up there outside. They were staying there and
had booked in for dinner, the owner was standing outside and they got me
booked in as well.
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It was quite a posh place, one with silver service. Stevie and I both had the
banana curry soup as it sounded interesting. I had the Dover Sole after that.
Stevie remembered staying here years ago when it was a youth hostel. “The
kitchen was over there” he pointed to the far end of the dining room. I believe
they did the same lower level route as I did, for Margaret’s sake. She was not
very fit, but had enjoyed it, though she said her legs were sore. It must have
been a bit of a wrench for Stevie to slow down for her as he is mega fast. After
dinner we adjourned to the bar where we met Olly and Carl who were also
staying here. I remember Carl going on all night about how he believed the
September 11 attacks were a conspiracy by the Bush government. He’d seen a
programme about it. Think I left at the back of ten. Keld marks the halfway point
in the Coast to Coast walk and there were no thoughts of me quitting it now. I
was going to finish.
KELD TO REETH
There is a choice between the high level route to the mines or the lower level
route following the River Swale. Both routes are nice. I knew Rob and Sandra
and Stevie and Margaret where doing the low level option, but I had decided I
would do the tougher option and go over the mines.
I had a bit of difficulty finding the bridge across the river. I’d gone too far into the
village and asked some girl if I could get across further on. She’d said yes, but
after passing rows of tents camped along the river side, the path ended at some
cliffs. I had to trek back into the village and was able to find the turnoff which led
to a small bridge which led to the north side of the Swale. There’s an easy path
past a waterfall that leads to the ruin of Crackpot Hall. It was not a lunatic
asylum, but a former gamekeeper’s house. The path turns left along the Swinner
Gill then along a gorge to some smelt mill ruins. I noticed I’d not secured the top
of my camelback and had lost a lot of water. I managed to fill it in a stream
nearby, but the water was a bit brownish looking. As this was a former mining
area I was hoping the water wasn’t contaminated. I found out later that all the
water round these parts is like that, it’s just a bit peaty.
From the mine ruins at Swiller Gill it’s a steep climb up; it was for me anyway. I
followed this path up the side of the hill, which I had seen some shepherd with
his dog using, and it just seemed to run out. I took a G.P.S. reading and
reckoned if I just ploughed up this hill I would reach the track on the top, so
that’s what I did. It was a steep climb through heather. I passed a few grouse
butts so they must do a bit of shooting up here. I reached the track okay and it
was a good track to walk on, obviously had been built for vehicles to use when
they mined up here. It was quite pleasant walking. The landscape was bleak,
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but interesting, and I passed some machinery that had been left behind from the
industrial past. After 2 or 3 kilometres the path drops and then you climb again
up Melbecks Moor. After another 3 kilometres you cross Level House Bridge.
You have to be careful, there are paths everywhere and you don’t want to take
the wrong one. After the bridge you reach the Old Gang Smelting Mills. These
are quite distinctive ruins and I noticed that these buildings are protected for
heritage
purposes. It’s a
bit of a trek
from here when
you leave the
moors and then
cross fields and
farmland until
you
reach
Riddings farm.
It’s a lovely
walk from here
as you descend
a green lane
called Skeldale
and pass some beautiful Yorkshire cottages. When you reach the road you can
walk along this into Reeth, but there is an alternative path along the river which I
took.
Reeth is the capital of Upper Swaledale. It is a pleasant place of stone buildings.
It’s handsome square on a hill is like something out of the eighteenth century as
all their pubs and hotels around here date from that period. The view is now
spoilt a bit as they have built a car park there. I met Rob and Sandra sitting on a
bench in the square. I spoke to them for a bit before departing for the campsite,
which was down a lane and at the bottom of the hill. There was a notice outside
stating that they were full, except for
Coast to Coast walkers. That was a
relief. There was another notice saying that you had to book in at the house
before pitching. I rang the doorbell of the cottage, but there was no reply, so I
went back to the square where I met Stevie and Sandra. They’d managed to get
a room in the Kings Arms that night, but were worried as they’d tried a few
numbers for tomorrow night for accommodation in Richmond, but had no luck so
far as it was a bank holiday weekend. I told them to try the tourist information
place down the road as Rob and Sandra had managed to get something there. I
went down with them and met a couple who were enquiring about the campsite.
I told them I’d been down and the place where you booked was closed. Stevie
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and Margaret managed to get a place near Richmond. The couple from Wales
and their friend and I went back down to the site. I would say they were middle
to late 50’s. Her name was Hazel and she was short with blondish hair. His was
Alastair and he was tall and slim and balding. Their friend was called Mike. He
had a beard and was very quiet. I don’t think he ever said a word to me. I think
he was quite shy. Back at the site we managed to get the owner in.

He was a friendly chap in his 60’s who did a bit of walking himself. I think he
said he’d done the Coast to Coast. It was a large place with lots of caravans and
tents. He showed us to a nice grassy pitch at the back, near some trees. Hazel
and Alastair had an old, well used, Wild Rover tent. I liked Hazel, she was very
chatty and friendly. Can you believe that Hazel and Alastair are both Munro
Compleatists, even though they live in Wales ? They have been travelling to
Scotland since the 70’s and have made many trips North, as they love it up
here. It must have cost them a fortune in petrol. They even met the PHC years
ago. She told me they were up in Arrochar one year and met some of the
members out on a club walk.
I’d already booked in for dinner that night at the Kings Arms with Stevie and
Margaret. I met them in the bar and also got chatting to the two American girls
doing the walk. I’d seen them in various places along the way but this was the
first time we’d spoken. They looked about 40. One was small and dark, the other
was taller with lighter hair and called Elizabeth. (I forget the small one’s name. It
was unusual and I didn’t keep a diary. (Trying to save on weight). The small
one was a doctor, the taller one had been in sales and had went back to college
to study for some ecology or environment degree. Even though they lived on
opposite sides of the States they kept in touch on the phone regularly and went
on holiday together. Two trips I remember them telling me about was a group
trip to the High Andes and one to the Drakensberg Mountains in South Africa.
They said they were both runners, but I got the impression they were finding the
navigating on this trip difficult.
Mel and Abbey were dining there with a couple of tall middle aged Aussies
doing the walk and Stevie suggested we all dine together. We managed to all fit
round the table. I think I had the vegetable lasagne. That was the usual
vegetarian option in these places along the way. It was a good night. I was very
hungry. After my own meal I had Mel’s chips as she didn’t want them and the
small American gave me half of her sticky toffee pudding. It was delicious. Didn’t
leave till about eleven.
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REETH TO RICHMOND
I can’t remember if Hazel and Alastair and Mike were up by the time I left, but I
walked back into Reeth Square myself and went into a shop just outside to stock
up on a few things. It was after I left the shop that I met up with them again and I
decided to walk with the threesome. This is a fairly easy section, so there was
no rush.
The first landmark we came to was the Marrick Priory which was founded by
Benedictine nuns in 1154. Past the Priory there is a steep climb up the Nuns
Causeway, which climbs 375 steps to Marrick hamlet through Stepps Wood.
The path led us over a few stiles and through many fields and Hazel told me
about the places she and Alastair had travelled to around the world. They
certainly love walking, though she told me she can’t bend her knee due to
arthritis. I did notice that she was quite stiff going over a stile. The doctor told
her that when she came and told him she couldn’t continue walking, only then
would he know her condition was really bad, as it would have to be that bad for
her to stop walking. We stopped at a bench at a bend in the road in the village of
Marske. We were there for quite a while and a few Coast to Coasters passed us
by as we were sitting including Olly and Carl and Stevie and Margaret who
stopped to speak to us. It was such a lovely spot with swallows flying about. I
thought I would be happy to live here. We eventually left this peaceful spot and
continued along the road till a stile on the right where a path led through the
“Applegarth Riviera” – a series of farms – which works through every variation of
the name Applegarth. It was a bit further on that we stopped for another break
and the two American girls caught up and joined us. They walked with us for the
last few kilometres into Richmond, where Hazel, Alastair and Mike left us on the
outskirts as they had a bed and breakfast booked nearby. They were staying
two days in Richmond so I probably wouldn’t see them again. The Americans
had a place booked in Richmond that night and they said they would love to
have me join them for dinner, but the campsite was a bit outside the town and I
didn’t think I’d be able to make it. It was the August bank holiday weekend,and
there wouldn’t have been any other accommodation available in Richmond itself
as it’s quite a popular tourist destination. I left the girls to search for their hotel
and walked into the centre of Richmond. This town is the biggest place you pass
on the Coast to Coast. It has been a military centre since they built the castle in
the 11th century and the army base at Carrick is just a couple of miles away.
There is a very Georgian feel about the place, with its large town square and
there are many fine buildings here from that period. I went to the autobank as I
needed more cash and met the two tall Aussies from the King Arms in Reeth. I
think they were staying a couple of days also. I went to the supermarket to stock
up on supplies and then had a fish supper. I was sitting outside eating this when
31

I met Stevie and Margaret. It was to be Margaret’s last night as she was only
down for a few days. I think she enjoyed the walking and had asked me about
the hillwalking club, but she is very unfit. I think that’s the first exercise she’d
done in years and was going back to Scotland with sore legs.

Jim on Begger’s Bridge

I would have liked to have more time exploring the Georgian streets of
Richmond, but had to push on. The campsite was a good 3 or 4 kms down a
road from the town and I was walking on the grass verge for a good bit. It was
quite a large site, with a lot of caravans. It cost about £8.50 which was the
highest I paid on the walk, but it did have washing and drying facilities, which I
made use of. It also had a shop and a restaurant. I was stuck in a small pitch
surrounded by caravans. The place was busy, it being a holiday weekend. I
noticed a few Geordie accents and there was a crowd having a great time
playing a song guessing contest. An old woman admired my tent, said it looked
great. At least I got my washing done. I was quite tired and retired to my tent.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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7.

“NEW BLOOD REQUIRED”:

Duncan Walker

*******************************************************************************************
A History of the Paisley Hillwalking Club as published in a recent edition of the
Mountaineering Council for Scotland Magazine.
“New blood required. Must be stupid enough to go out in all weathers”
That’s what the advert should have said. That would have been honest. Instead
it read, “Keen Hillwalkers looking to share transport at weekends. Meeting
arranged at Paisley YMCA”. When my friend and I got there we found two 21year old T.A. types and three 14-year olds from one of Paisley’s bigger housing
schemes. Not exactly the breadth of experience I was hoping for. Thankfully it
didn’t take long for our numbers to swell. Two months later membership was up
to thirty- four. All inexperienced and all keen as mustard.
Twenty-six years on and Paisley Hillwalking Club members still go out in all
weathers.
We initially set out to offer cheap
transport to hill goers in the
Paisley area. We still do. Every
second Sunday a small bus
leaves from behind Paisley
Abbey and heads off into the
hills.
No leaders, no predetermined routes. Only a given
destination,
(unless
you
subscribe to Mr. Bennett’s book).
An opportunity to explore the
Scottish hills as far north as
Drumochter and as far south as Glen Trool. What members do when they get
off the bus is their own affair, just as long as they get back before it leaves.
We are always open to new members, whether novice or not. You will quickly
make new friends and have a good laugh. New places and new experiences
are the novice’s reward. New opportunities and a wider perspective of the
outdoors will follow. As will self-assurance in newfound abilities and, hopefully,
a desire to push your personal boundaries.
Walking in good company and having someone else to do the driving can get
habit-forming and it’s good for your health.
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Paisley Hillwalking Club welcomes all comers, tall, small, old and young. Our
lower limit for membership is still 14-years old. However the child protection act
has forced us to amend that to “Members aged 17 years or under may only
participate in the activities of the Club while accompanied by a parent or
guardian”. Sorry folk but I am sure parents and guardians will be made welcome
too. As for the rest, fit and healthy will do. If you join brimming with experience
then great, we will be the first to show you the error of your ways. Join as a
novice then I’m sure you will show us the error of ours.
Some organisations wrap their members in cotton wool, supply responsible
leaders to take care of their poor lambs, let their members bury their heads
inside cagoule hoods while others navigate the party out of danger. PHC
prefers to train our members to look after themselves. Give them the
knowledge and confidence required to take anything the Scottish highlands can
throw at them and come out smiling.
Over the years Paisley Hillwalking Club
has attracted its fair share of weirdo’s;
ornithologists, botanists, entomologists,
astronomers,
philosophers,
photograhers, poets, fell runners,
masochists (sorry, that’s a general term
for hillwalkers), fitness freaks, et-al.
One notable exception has been
naturist, unless you include skinnydipping at the end of a hot summer’s
day.
And then there are the obsessed. These members whose world revolves
around one aspect of what the great outdoors can offer. Wilderness campers,
rock climbers, bothy goers, ice climbers, mountain bikers (not on the bus), even
sea canoeists (defiantly not on the bus). We also get downhill and cross
country skiers, scramblers, weekenders and of course, the real nut jobs, Munro
and Corbett baggers.
PHC first affiliated to the MCofS in 1982 and endorses its participation
Statement…
“The MCofS recognises that climbing and mountaineering are activities
with a danger of personal injury or death. Participants in these activities
should be aware of and accept these risks and be responsible for their
own actions and involvement”.
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Don’t get me wrong. Paisley Hillwalking Club isn’t all that large, holding 100120 members in any one year. In our twenty-six years we have introduced four
times that amount of people to the Scottish hills. Most of them gaining much
experience from the club out growing us and going on to do their own things.
Those that stayed have added greatly to the PHC experience and supplied a
wealth of history and stories
that our journals can only hint
at.
I did mention a bus. Only
about a third of members are
active bus users. The other
two thirds use PHC as a
networking hub for meeting
others with a specific outdoor
interest,
arranging lifts,
organising weekend trips to
far flung areas and arranging
foreign travel. Many of them
take off to some of the world’s higher ranges and more remote regions. Not
official PHC trips but arranged by like-minded individuals for their own perverse
amusement. I believe last year saw visits to Slovenia’s Julian Alps, French and
Austrian Alps, Norway’s Rjukan Telemark are, as well as Nepal and the South
American Andes.
Throughout the year Paisley Hillwalking Club also organizes weekend trips to
huts, bunkhouses, hostels, and campsites handy for hill areas outside the scope
of our bus trips. We do draw the line at mass assaults on bothies, instead
encouraging individual members to uphold MBA principals. “Leave it in better
condition than you found it”.
For those that like lists Paisley Hillwalking Club boasts 36- Munroists and 4Corbetteers to date. All of which are still attending therapy to deal with their
withdrawal symptons. Unfortunately the Corbetteers are also Munroists and are
officially beyond help.
Many of them get respite through helping the less experienced into the world of
navigation and hillcraft. All new members are encouraged to learn the
rudiments of map reading, compass work and safety on steep ground, as well
as taking care of themselves and their companions. We will even throw in ice
axe arrest and the uncertain science of avalanche prediction. Take it from one
who knows. Getting avalanched is no fun.
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8.

RETIRING MEMBERS

*******************************************************************************************

JOHN STEVENSON AT
CULSHARG BOTHY ON
THE PATH UP TO THE
MERRICK

DUNCAN HOGG
READY
TO LEAVE
GLENSHEE
CAR PARK FOR
CARN AOSDA
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9.

THE PHC COMPLEATISTS

*******************************************************************************************

THE MUNROS

VIV KILGOUR
&
DAVE HOLT
ON
LADHAR BHEINN
23 MAY 2009

THE GRAHAMS

LEON FIRTH
ON UISGNAVAL MOR
25 SEPT 2010
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10. PAT MEETS RUDOLPH:

Rhonda Fitzpatrick

*******************************************************************************************

Oor Pat was on a hill walk
To Cromdale she did go
To bag another mountain
(It wasn’t a Munro)
Close to the top, things heated up
A beastie did appear
Twas big and bulky, horny too
Oor Pat was fu’ o’ fear
It eyeballed Pat, she stared it out
But she was on its’ patch
It ran towards her, head held low
A plan she‘d have to hatch
It rushed at her with antlers sharp
Pat’s poles were at the ready
It knocked her camera to the ground
Her legs were so unsteady

She braced her feet against its head
She tried to cause it pain
With Leki poles she held it back
Her cries went out in vain
She tried to tempt it with some fruit
But that was just a joke
The beast was having too much fun
So it gave another poke

38

At last Oor Pat got free from it
And o’er the fence she soared
The reindeer couldn’t catch her now
It just stood there and roared
So don’t believe the stories
That Rudolph’s full of cheer
Helping Santa with his chores
On Christmas Eve each year
He can’t fly over fences
His nose does not glow red
He can’t deliver presents
When children are in bed

So, if you come across a reindeer
While staying in mountain huts
Just save yourself the way Pat did
And kick it in the nuts!

*******************************************************************************************
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11. YOU WALK IN AN ASTRONOMER’S PARADISE:
Ian Anderson
*******************************************************************************************
We are fortunate to live in Scotland, not only for the hills it has to offer but the
remote north west is the least light polluted area left in Europe. Scotland’s night
skies are ranked amongst the best in Europe. In November 2000 the Galloway
Forest Park was awarded “Dark Sky Park” status by the International Dark Sky
Association (IDSA). The surrounding towns have agreed not to add further light
pollution and are committed to reducing the pollution effects in the years to
come. There are only four such sites in the world that meet certain criteria of
minimal light pollution, accessibility and plans to control future development for
example. The existing dark sky parks are all in the US – in Utah, Pennsylvania
and Ohio.
From a city centre location we might see fewer than 100 stars with our naked
eyes. Under a dark sky we can see over 1000 stars. We can even see our own
galaxy, The Milky Way, stretching across the sky.
Skyglow caused by street lighting, cities, motorways and populated areas
affects your ability to see faint stars. Under a night sky with a lot of glow the
coloured iris in your eyes contracts narrowing your pupils to prevent too much of
the orange light reaching your retina. Under a really dark sky the pupils can
expand to their maximum diameter letting in as much light as possible. So
when you go out to observe, allow yourself at least 20 minutes to become darkadapted. You will be amazed at how much more you will see by doing this.
Another trick is to look slightly off to one side of an object. This is called averted
vision and it works remarkably well. The retina is made up of cones surrounded
by more sensitive rods and if these rods which let us see much more detail. If
you must use a light to see your surroundings use a red light as this will protect
your ability to see more.
OBSERVING THE PLANETS
The paths of the planets about the Sun all lie close to the plane of the ecliptic,
which is marked for us in the sky by the apparent path of the Sun among the
stars seen in the late evening or early morning. The Moon and the naked eye
planets will always be found close to this path, never departing from it by more
than 7 degrees. A useful tip is to use your closed fist at arm’s length to gauge
apparent distances between the stars, a man’s fist is about 10 degrees across
thumb to pinky.
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The planets are best observed when the ecliptic is well displayed, and this
means that it should be high in the sky as possible. This avoids the difficulty of
finding a clear horizon unless you are still up a mountain at midnight. It also
overcomes the problem of atmospheric absorption which greatly reduces the
light of the stars.

The position of the ecliptic in the sky is tilted at about 23.5 degrees to the
equator. For example the ecliptic is highest in the sky at noon in midsummer
and lowest at noon in midwinter. It is this 23.5 degree tilt from the vertical that’s
responsible for our seasons.
Allowing for the daily motion of the sky, it follows that the ecliptic is highest at
midnight in winter, at sunset in spring, at noon in summer and sunrise in
autumn. These are therefore the best times to see the planets. So if Venus is
an evening object in the western sky after sunset it will be seen at its best in the
spring when the ecliptic is high in the sky. It will also remain for a longer period
above the horizon. For similar reasons, a morning object will be seen at its best
on autumn mornings before sunrise when the ecliptic is high in the east.
Mercury and Venus move in inferior orbits (smaller orbits) than that of Earth and
so are always seen nearer the Sun. Mercury is the closest to the Sun at only 36
million miles and Venus is 67 million miles. For reference the Earth is 93 million
miles from the Sun. They are seen as evening objects in the western sky after
sunset. Venus will appear brilliant as it is the brightest of all the planets and can
be seen in broad daylight. Don’t confuse it with Sirius which is the brightest star
in the entire sky. Mercury is not likely to be seen unless a clear horizon is
available as it is seldom as much as ten degrees (remember the fist) above the
horizon. Both these planets are morning and evening objects. The superior
planets, which travel in orbits larger than that of the Earth, differ in that they can
be seen opposite the Sun in the sky. These are Mars, 141 million miles from
the Sun, Jupiter, 484 million miles, Saturn, 856 million miles, Uranus, 1.78
billion miles and Neptune, 2.8 billion miles. All of these will be visible with a pair
of good binoculars. Pluto, 3.65 billion miles, will require a small telescope to
see it. In addition to the daily rotation of the celestial sphere from east to west,
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the planets have a motion of their own among the stars. It is this solar dance
that explains why our views of the night sky changes over the course of the
year. For this reason it is difficult to give you precise instructions when to view
them. It is best to refer to current astronomical tables which will tell you the
date, time and position of the planets in the sky.

COMETS
Comets are icy dirtballs sometimes just a few miles across that originated
beyond Neptune. The appearance of a bright comet is a rare event which can
never be predicted in advance because they may travel round the Sun in
enormous orbits with periods of many thousands of years. Comets of short
periods return at regular intervals and attract a lot of attention including
newspaper and TV bulletins. Usually they are faint objects but many can be
seen with the naked eye or binoculars.

METEORS
On the other hand meteors or “shooting stars” may
be seen on any clear moonless nights. They are
cool objects about -70 degrees celcius. When they
enter
Earth’s
atmosphere,
the
extreme
compressions of air ahead of it heats up and it leaves a trail of glowing gas
behind it. The outer surfaces reach temperatures of hundreds of degrees
celcius. They are usually made of stone silica, more rarely iron or nickel or a
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mixture of all three. If they don’t burn up, they can hit the planet below with
more force then an atomic bomb. I visited the Meteor Crator in the Arizona
desert a few years ago and was amazed at the sheer size of it. A cosmic
experience! On certain nights of the year their number increases noticeably.
This occurs when the Earth intersects a concentration of cosmic dust moving in
an orbit round the Sun. There are many meteor showers, some famous for their
spectacular displays. Popular examples are the Geminids in December with a
peak ZHR (zenithal hourly rate) of a 100 meteors per hour and the Perseids in
August with a ZHR of about 80. Meteors are very fast, lasting only a few
seconds each.
Don’t confuse them with the many satellites and the Space Station streaking
across our skies at speeds of 18,000 mph. The Space Station is now large
enough to be seen in good daylight conditions and the Iridium system (66
satellites) launched by Motorola for satellite phones can both be seen streaking
across the night sky at a low Earth orbit of 485 miles.
I used to work for Motorola and it was exciting to watch the development of this
technology through the 1980’s to its implementation in November 1998. The
name ‘Iridium’ was chosen from the periodic table as the atomic number is 77
and it was originally thought that this was the number of satellites to cover the
globe. Now you can bore a lot of people with that as it is not widely known.
Check out www.heaven-above.com for a timetable of fly pasts of all the manmade objects in the sky.
ASTEROIDS
The inner asteroid belt lies between the orbits of Mars and Jupiter. It is
composed of hundreds of thousands varying in size from grains to large one
hundreds of miles across. It may be debris from a planet sized collision from
the formation of the solar system or left over after everything started cooling.
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STARS AND NAKED EYE OBJECTS.
STARS
We are all familiar with the Milky Way that runs across the sky from horizon to
horizon. When we look at this band of stars we are looking into our own Galaxy
. Consisting of at least 2-400,000 million stars and a 100,000 light years
across, we are located about two-thirds from the centre to the edges on a spiral
arm. At the heart of our galaxy and every galaxy is a black hole round which the
galaxy rotates. Cold interstellar dense dust clumps typically a couple of light
years wide block our view as we peer into the Milky Way. These appear as
black voids in the galaxy as you observe the Milky Way on a clear night
otherwise our night may be as bright as daylight.
From ancient times, stars have been placed into convenient groups called
constellations to help identify them. This enables you to quickly identify
individual stars and navigate your way across the night sky. Of course ancient
mariners used the night sky for terrestrial navigation. The North Pole star or
Polaris is a fixed star and is easy to find and it conveniently centres the sky for
us as all the stars rotate round it. This is found in the Great Bear or Ursa Major
constellation and as the name suggests lies in the direction of North. Your
compass will find it but add on the inclination as it is true North not magnetic.
Either use your compass or find the Plough group. Merak and Dubhe on the
short side point to Polaris. The Plough is a very dominant group rising high in
the sky as winter wears on and easy to see.
There are eighty-eight constellations that can be seen at different times of the
year and all the visible stars have names, or at least numbers.
The vast majority of the individual stars that can be seen, lie within a bubble of
space around the Sun about 10.000 light years across. The billions of stars that
lie outside this region are too distant to be seen individually and their starlight
appears to blend into the misty band, the Milky Way. This Galaxy is relatively
flat and narrow and you are looking along the plane of this. At the centre is a
black hole.
But it is possible to see the ‘effect’ of stars outside our Galaxy. When you look
at the constellation of Andromeda for example, you will see a longish misty glow
known as the Andromeda Galaxy and this is some 2.8 million light years away.
It appears as a smudge of light and it is the furthest object that can be seen with
the naked eye.
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DEEP-SKY OBJECTS
Deep-sky objects lie far outside our Solar-System. They include things called
galaxies, clouds of dust and gas called nebulae and open star clusters. The
most famous observing list of astronomical deep-sky objects is the famous 110
strong Messier catalogue containing galaxies, open and globular star clusters
and nebulae. This was compiled by Charles Messier in 1771 and has been
added to from time to time. It is so ingrained into the astronomical culture that
objects are commonly referred to by their Messier number. For example the
Andromeda Galaxy is known as M31. Of course this is not the only list – there
is a New General Catalogue (NGC) listing 8000 objects and the Index
Catalogue (IC) adds another 5000, plus there are many more. A modern
amateur ‘goto’ telescope may list 30-40,000 objects in the northern hemisphere
which are visible from Scotland.
The observable Universe contains about 100 billion galaxies and the distance to
the edge is about 42 billion light years.

Some popular Messier examples to look at with a pair of 10x50 binoculars
would be:

M42, the Orion Nebula is a vast cloud of dust and gas, what’s known as an
emission nebula. 1.2 light years away and 24 light years across it’s easy to
spot with just your eyes as a misty patch below the three belt stars in the
constellation of Orion the Hunter. With 10x50’s this is an impressive and
memorable sight!

M45, the Pleiades or seven sisters is an open cluster in Taurus, the Bull.
Depending how good your eyesight is and how dark the sky is from your
location, you’ll be able to see between 6 and 12 stars. My limit is 9 stars on an
excellent night but younger eyes will see more!

M13, the hundreds and thousands of stars that make up the Great Globular
Cluster in Hercules are just visable to the eye in the north west of Scotland. It’s
one-third of the way south on the line between the stars Eta Hercules and Zeta
Herculis.
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M44, Beehive Cluster, this cluster of stars in Cancer is a visual feast.

M31, the Great Andromeda Galaxy is the nearest spiral Galaxy to Earth and is
more than 2 million light years away. It is the most distant object visible to the
naked eye and a pair of 10x50 binoculars will give more form to this galaxy. We
are on a collision course with this galaxy. Earth will be destroyed by it as the
two galaxies merge and tear each other apart. And if that is not comforting
enough, our own star, the Sun will explode as it dies in about 5 billion years’
time.
The next time you are anywhere outside the Cities and Towns, take some time
to explore the night sky. The special conditions we have are the envy of many
people in Europe. Get dark adapted and see the night sky as it must have
appeared to our distant ancestors.

The Earth, the seas, the light,
the lofty skies,
The Sun and stars are mine;
If these I prize
Thomas Traherne (1637-1674)
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12 END OF AN ERA:

Jim Kettings

*******************************************************************************************

The highest peaks we would do,
Ben Nevis, Aonach Mor and Ben MacDhui,
But it won’t be the norm
To go to Cairngorm,
Because that’s the last of the seven o’clock starts.
We also liked to do,
Gulvain, Streap and the “Corryholly Horseshoe“,
But they’ll be no more singing
Up in Glenfinnan
Because that’s the last of the seven o’clock starts.
South of the border we’d scarper
To Grassmoor, Skiddaw and Blencartha,
But they’ll be no more yelling
On top of Helvellyn
Because that’s the last of the seven o’clock starts.
We liked to say that we’d been
To Dreish, Mayer and Mount Keen,
But we won’t be having a ball
Up in Glen Doll
Because that’s the last of the seven o’clock starts
I really don’t think it is fair
There’ll be no more doing Stob Poite Coire Adaire,
For we won’t be getting ready
To go to Creagh Meagaidh
Because that’s the last of the seven o’clock starts.
This European rule has made us sick,
Maybe we should all join UKIP,
For you broke our hearts
When you told us the fact,
That’s the last of the seven o’clock starts.

*******************************
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13. A TALE O’ TWA DUGS:

Kaz Lawson

*******************************************************************************************
My family were heading off to Ullapool for a week’s stay with a crowd from the Paisley
Hillwalking Club. Lynn had booked this huge bungalow and Mum, Ashley and her
schoolfriend Lauren would take the lower ‘flat’. But before that, Kim and I were put
into kennels near Connel Bridge whilst the three females went on an “Intro to SeaKayaking” course at Oban. Mum said she’s had a great time, but Ashley and Lauren,
the 12 year olds thought it far too energetic. I’m so glad I was born a dog. I love to
run and run and run, I never get tired.
The bungalow was great, set high on the hill above Ullapool. We dogs slept in the van
on our own private car park. The girls just wanted to “chill out” after their active two
days on the sea and spent most of the time watching dvd’s, interspersed with cycle
trips down to the shops. So that meant Mum, Kim and I got to go hillwalking. Mum
wanted to bag a Graham that lay across on the other side of Loch Broom, Beinn
Ghobhlach.
Most people drive round to Badralloch on Little Loch Broom and do
it from there. But Mum had the idea to catch the small ferry across Loch Broom to Allt
na h-Airbhe
and start from there. So after breakfast we hurried down the steep
hill and along to the ferry terminal, only to find that the ferry service had stopped years
ago. Mum looked really annoyed because she didn’t want to drive all the way round
to Badralloch. “I know what boys”, she suggested cheerfully, “let’s just drive to the top
of Loch Broom, from there we can walk along that nice big ridge, it’s a lovely day
anyway”. Seemingly she had been admiring it from the balcony of the house the
previous evening.
So we drove round to Logie and climbed up a faint track that led towards the ridge.
There were lots of sheep around so Kim and I were on our leashes. The going was
really tough as the track soon came to an abrupt end and the ground underfoot was
rough and tussocky. Eventually we reached a dirt track that cut over the middle of the
ridge, but that was only half way towards our goal. It was very warm and the flies
were really annoying Mum. Kim tried to catch them for an early lunch, without
success. Honestly that dog is just so feral. We left the sheep behind and soon
reached a little lochan high up on the hill. It glistened with the warm rays from the sun
and looked very inviting. Mum let Kim and I off our leashes and we plunged into the
cool waters, oh it was so refreshing.
Soon we were on our way again and left the lochan behind as we climbed up towards
another ridge. A cloud drifted over the warm sun and all around us darker clouds
were amassing. Mum called it “firey”. Once up on the ridge we could see flashes of
lightning and hear rumbles of thunder away to the north and south. Our hill seemed to
be missing all the sky activity but Mum decided it best to put us back on our leashes
anyway. Just as she bent down to clip me in, this huge crack sounded away in the
distance over Sail Mhor. She turned round to leash Kim up, but he had gone. He was
nowhere to be seen. Mum hollered and howled his name to no avail. It took us a
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good hour to reach the summit and another hour to get back, all this time Mum
shouted and whistled for Kim. She was starting to get hoarse. We made our way
back to the little lochan but there was no sign of him.
Mum thought it best to head down to Allt n h-Airbhe on the shores of Loch Broom
and alert the owners about the missing Kim. At the bottom of the track we reached a
small cottage, all was very quiet. Mum chapped on the big iron doorknocker but noone answered. We continued along a grassy path to “the big hoose” where Mum rang
a door-bell, no reply here either. She noticed a door open at the other end of the
house and went towards it. Next thing, out from the doorway lunged this huge big
hairy brute of an Alsatian and sniffed around us. Suddenly it grabbed me by my little
tail and was whirling me around in the air. Mum starting shouting at it and trying to get
it off me using her walking pole. What a commotion! The wifey of the house ran out
and her husband came sprinting up from the boathouse. They got hold of their dog
and dragged it into the house. I stood there, in shock and trembling, frightened to look
at my tail. Had it been bitten off, was the Alsatian away with it? I took a quick peek.
No tail, oh goodness me! Then I looked again. There it was curled up under my legs.
I forgot that’s what dogs do when they’re very frightened. Oh the relief, my little stump
was still there!
Mum explained about Kim and gave the apologetic couple her mobile phone number.
We headed back to the van along the broken shoreline of muddy paths, rocky
outcrops and shingle beaches, boy it was a weary trek back. Near our van we met a
man walking his dog and he told us we should inform the shepherdess who lived
across the road. This we did and she phoned her cousin who reared his flock over at
Badralloch.
Exhausted and very foot/paw sore, we drove back to Ullapool. “What a day, Kaz, let’s
hope nothing else bad happens because we’ve just had our fill of bad luck to last us
till the end of the week”. I looked up at Mum with my big brown eyes, I was so tired I
couldn’t even lift my head from my bed.
But the bad luck hadn’t finished yet. Lauren and Ashley had been down at Tesco’s
shopping and Lauren had lost her purse on the way home, it had almost £90 in it. The
poor girl was almost in tears when she told Mum about it. So when Mum phoned the
police to report losing Kim she also had to report the lost purse and money. The
policeman must have thought us a strange family indeed. Mum also phoned the local
radio station, asking them to broadcast an appeal for our missing Kim the next day.
Everyone at the house was so helpful. Next day they split into search parties to help
look for our missing pooch. Mike and Aileen headed along the Loch Broom shoreline,
Kathy and Lynn headed down the track to “the big hoose” at Allt na h-Airbhe. Pat
headed up from Badralloch to the Graham and Sandra, Annette and Bill trudged over
towards the little lochan where we had been swimming in the previous day. Mum and I
had started to climb up to the ridge where Kim had first gone missing. About 30
minutes into our search Mum’s phone rang, it was Sandra, Kim had been found. She
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looked so relieved and couldn’t believe what she had heard, he had been found so
soon. We shot back down the boggy hillside to the van parked at Badralloch and
zoomed off up the hill to the dirt track. There was Kim, wagging his tail as if nothing
had happened.
But a stranger story emerged. Annette, Sandra and Bill had been trudging over
towards the little lochan shouting his name. Suddenly, up from behind a grassy
tussock near the lochan popped Kim’s black head. Quickly followed by a little white
head belonging to a lamb. The pair had obviously been cuddling into each other for
warmth. How long they had been there and from what circumstances both found
each other we will never know.
Kim was leashed up and brought back into captivity. Now if dogs could talk like
humans, what a tale he might have to tell..Mind you he hasn’t even told me yet. I
thought I could trade the tale of my tail for the tale of his adventure but he’s keeping
his tale a secret.

View from Dolphin House across Loch Broom
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14. BOTHY ‘NIGHT SKIES’

Ian Anderson

*******************************************************************************************
Scotland’s night skies are ranked among the best in Europe. Indeed in
November 2009 the Galloway Forest Park was awarded ‘Dark Sky Park‘ status
by the International Dark Sky Association (IDSA).
There are only four such sites in the world that meet certain
criteria. For example,
1.minimal light pollution
2. accessibility
3.plans to control future development.

The three existing dark sky parks are all in the US - in Utah, Pennsylvania and
Ohio.
However it is in the North West of Scotland that the night sky is
unrivalled in Europe. We are very fortunate as many of the Bothy
crowd will know when we venture out into the remote Glens on a
clear night to see the awe- inspiring spectacle that our ancestors lived with.

WHAT TO LOOK FOR
We are all familiar with the Milky Way that runs across the
sky from horizon to horizon. When we look at this band of
stars we are looking into our own Galaxy. Consisting of at
least 2-400,000 million stars and a 100,000 light years
across, we are located about two-thirds from the centre to the
edge on a spiral arm. Most of our Galaxy is obscured by
cosmic dust otherwise our night might be as bright as daylight. The Andromeda
Galaxy is the nearest spiral Galaxy to Earth and is more than 2 million light
years away and the most distant object visible to the naked eye. A pair of 10x50
binoculars will give more form to this galaxy. We are on a collision course with
Andromeda but don’t worry you still have time to do all the Munros and Corbetts
many times over.
Of course ancient mariners used the night sky to navigate. The North Pole star
or Polaris is a fixed star and is easy to find. Either use your compass or find the
Plough group. Merak and Dubhe on the short side point to Polaris The Plough is
51

a very dominant group rising high in the sky as winter wears on and easy to
see. Our old friend Orion returns from the South East and travels West well into
Spring. Look out for Leo the lion also high following Orion.

Meteors [shooting stars] may be seen on any clear moonless night but on
certain nights of the year their numbers increase noticeably. This occurs when
the Earth intersects a

concentration of cosmic dust and debris moving in an orbit around the sun.
They may be seen in any month of the year.

The Space Station is now large enough to be seen in good daylight conditions
and the Iridium system [66 satellites] launched by Motorola for satellite phones
can both be seen streaking across the night sky at an altitude of 22,000miles.
Check out www.heavens-above.com for a timetable of fly pasts of all the man
made objects in the sky.

The paths of the Planets about the Sun all lie close to the plane of the eliptic,
which is marked in the sky by the apparent path of the Sun. The Moon and
naked eye-Planets will always be found close to this line, never departing from it
by more than 7 degrees [about the size of your fist held at arms length]. The
eliptic is highest at midnight in winter and this is the best time to view them.
Trace the path of the Moon and the planets are close by. However best viewing
is always done on moonless night.

So before retiring on a bothy weekend go out and look up. If the sky is clear you
will be amazed.
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15. PICTURES FROM THE PHC FASHION GALLERY
*******************************************************************************************
HOW NOT TO WEAR A HAT – Firdu, Steven, Peter & Billy
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16. BUS CONVENOR’S REPORTS FOR 2009 & 2010
*******************************************************************************************
A recount on some of our trips away
during 2009 & 2010.

GLEN LUSS – 25 Jan 2009
What a day for our first trip out in
2009. Ben Chaorach from Glen
Finglas was our aim.

The snow level was right down to the
dam and it was a real struggle in
white-out conditions and thigh-deep
snow to gain the ridge leading up to
the 693m point. The idea to reach
the Graham was aborted and out
came the ice-axes as we made the
steep descent into Glen Luss.
Are you sure Glen Luss is down there?

MEIKLE BIN – 8 Feb 2009
The mountains of Scotland were still cloaked with lots of snow but today was
clear and beautiful and everyone had a great day out on this fine little hill above
Carron Reservoir. A walk around the reservoir itself was the low-level
alternative. Lunch on the summit was a cold affair but the views made up for it.
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CREAG MAC RANAICH & MEALL AN T-SEALLAIDH – 22 Mar 2009

John n entertains us
at the Rod & Reel

It was a nice walk up
through the forest, but
once out of the trees
gale -force winds blew
in, causing us to
struggle up the ridge.
A few decided to miss
out
Creag
MacRanaich
and
headed off to Meall an t-Seallaidh whilst the rest of us managed the two
Corbetts. Luckily we always seemed to miss the short showers that came in.

THE DALMALLY HORSESHOE - 19 Apr 2009
Summer had arrived early and we had a whole day of beautiful sunshine. We
welcomed five foreign students visiting from Poland, France and India and
studying at the UWS in Paisley. This trip around the Dalmally Horseshoe
climbing the Munro Stob Diamh and the Corbett Beinn a’ Bhuiridh was a fine
day out and a great advert to our beautiful country.

MEALL NAN EUN & STOB COIR’AN ALBANNAICH - 3 May 2009
New snow had fallen overnight up in Glen Etive. The members broke off into
three groups, the others two groups heading up the Corbett Stob Dubh and the
other nearby Munro Ben Starav. There were several snowy flurries and
hailstone showers during the day but the cloud level stayed high and there were
lovely clear views all around.
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BEINN NA H-UAMHA
SGURR NAN CNAMH - 17 May 2009
The winter snow had disappeared again and our members all had a great day
on this linear walk up Glen Gour and onto the Corbett Beinn na h-Uamha whilst
I bagged the Graham Sgurr nan Cnamh at the head of the glen. Then we all
dropped down to Ariundle following the Strontian River and the waiting bus at
Strontian. Our Canadian visitor sustained a slight injury to his leg but luckily
Doctor Lorna was on hand to make sure he got back to the bus safely.

GLENSHEE - 31 May 2009
The bus company sent the big coach and it took us 3 long and tedious hours to
reach Glenshee. This was a linear walk from the ski centre over the western
Munros of Carn a’ Gheoidh, The Cairnwell and Carn Aosda then onwards to the
Spittal of Glenshee. Some of us did the Corbett Ben Gulabin too and we all had
a great day in good weather and looking forward to the Summer at last.

CARN MAIRG GROUP

- 14 Jun 2009

This group of 4 Munros hasn’t been on our programme for many years since we
used to run two
smaller buses
each Sunday.
But with falling
bookings and
using smaller
buses
more
often than not,
it was decided
to include this
fine
circular
walk.
The
forecast wasn’t
John, Andy, Firdu and Danny on Meall Garbh good
but luckily the day
turned out fine and we all enjoyed out trip. We had an hour’s hold up at Renton
with flash flooding.
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BEN LOMOND - 12 Jul 2009
We did this again as a linear walk from Loch Dhu on the Aberfoyle Road. I think
this is a much better route up Ben Lomond as it offers a good narrow ridge to
negotiate and fine views off to the right into a hidden corrie Coire a Bhathaich.
It was quite a humid start to the day and we all got soaked trailing through the
long grass to reach the ridge. But once on the summit it felt that winter had
returned, it was very cold and wet. We then had to plough through very boggy
ground to reach the path that heads
down to Loch Lomond and the walk
along the loch side to Inversnaid. By
5pm though, the weather had changed
for the better and we all ended up sitting
outside the hotel lounging in the sun.

Billy leads the way up through the
jungle
HILL OF WIRREN & MOUNT BATTOCK

- 26 July 2009

The scheduled trip was to Mount Keen but the bus was cancelled so Billy, Jim
and Andy drove up and I met them up at Tarfside. It was so wet that Kim took
shelter in the phone box
whilst we all got ready to
leave. Jim and Billy
headed up for the
Corbett Mount Battock,
Andy and I and the dogs
headed up the other
side of the glen to the
Graham Hill of Wirren.
The walk up towards the
summit was pleasant
enough but the summit
itself had been turned
into an assault course
by
the
landowner.
Several electric fences
had to be negotiated in
order to reach the trig
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point. No mean feat with two dogs in tow. And we had to crawl commando-style
under the electric wires to reach this wild, wet and peat-hagged summit. A
double electric fence barred the way to East Wirren so Andy and I changed
course. As we negotiated a route down through some crags we startled a
beautiful eagle, sitting on a rock barely 10
metres from us. At least one highlight of
the day. I won’t be up Hill of Wirren again,
that’s for sure.
Billy on Beinn Dubhcraig at lunchtime

SGURR EILDE MOR - 23 Aug 2009
The forecast wasn’t good for today, rain and gales. The programmed walk was
Stob Ban but most of us opted for Sgurr Eilde Mor hoping it might be more
sheltered, well hidden round the back of the Mamores range. It was quite a
misty walk up to the summit. After a quick bite to eat looking at nothing, we
prepared for our descent but it cleared for a few moments just as we were about
to leave, giving us views onto the surrounding summits and the ridge we would
be making our way down to reach Loch Eilde Mor. From the loch it’s a long walk
back to Kinlochleven.

BEN LUI, BEN OSS & BEN DUBHCHRAIG - 4 Oct 2009
I left the bus last and wondered why I couldn’t catch up with the crowd. A good
bit further up Beinn Dubhchraig I saw a large crowd far behind me. They had
taken the road to Cononish and had to backtrack to the bus and start again. It
was a lovely morning and on Ben Oss I met new member Tommy and he joined
me on the ascent of Ben Lui. But what a change on reaching the third Munro of
the day. Winter storms swept in, it was bitterly cold and snowing. On our
descent we met Peter and Jim struggling up through the snow, everyone else
had decided to abort any further ascents that day.
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Peter on Ben Lui a couple of hours later

CAIRNSMORE OF CARSPHAIRN – 18 Oct 2009

From the Green Well we headed up the landrover track then up onto the open
hillside that leads up to the Corbett Cairnsmore of Carsphairn. Quite cold up
top. A crowd of us decided to sweep out to other summits to give us a good
walk. Bill Bradley got more than he bargained for when his nether regions
touched an electric fence he was crossing. He also got a Kipper Tie nomination
for that. The lovely wee pub in Carsphairn had closed down and we had to
drive all the way as far as Monkton before passing a pub.

BEINN AN FHIDLEIR
BEINN AN LOCHAIN & STOB AN EAS – 15 Nov 2009
The scheduled walk was Beinn an Fhidleir from Butterbridge to Cairndow Inn. I
wanted to bag the Graham above Hell’s Glen Stob an Eas and a few others
joined me. First the steep climb up from Butterbridge onto the summit of Beinn
an Lochain. From there we descended north before following the long ridge
south west to Stob an Eas. A cold but enjoyable day.
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TRAQUAIR TO ST. MARY’S LOCH – 29 Nov 2009
A continuation of the section of the Southern Upland Way that we did last year.
It was a dreich start to the day but as we never got any higher than 479m we
stayed mainly under the clouds. It was a nice walk along St Mary’s Loch to the
lovely wee pub Tibbie Shiel’s Inn, The log-burning stove went down a treat.

THE PENTLANDS – 13 Dec 2009
Last walk of 2009 and Duncan Hogg’s last walk with the Club before retiring.
Unfortunately he arrived late and left early so we missed him. But during the
day we all had a pleasant round of the Pentlands numerous hills. We met a
radio buff up on Bell’s Hill with all his cables and aeriels strewn out over the
summit. A fine day’s walk.

THE OCHILS – 24 Jan 2010
The first walk of 2010 started off in fine
weather from Glen Devon but soon up
the grassy hillside we found ourselves in
deep snow and mist and had to navigate
for the rest of the day to reach Andrew
Gannel Hill. By then, time was short and
we couldn’t make our way over to Ben
Cleuch. So we just had to steer towards
King’s Seat and the steep ascent down
past Castle Campbell to Dollar. Four
Bills and Brenda in a snowstorm
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BEINN BHEULA – 21 Feb 2010
The hard winter continued but it was a beautiful clear morning as we made our
way up through the forest from Lettermay near Lochgoilhead The track was
very icy which was better than its normal boggy state mind you.
Before long we
broke out of the
trees
at
the
beautifully isolated
and
frozen-over
Lochain
nan
Cnaimh. From the
loch’s edge it was a
steep climb over
Creag Sgoilte, with
the summit trig on
Beinn Bheula a
short
kilometre
north. A very cold
but clear summit with lovely views awaited us. Much too cold for a break there
so we made our descent until we reached a sheltered and sun-drenched spot
for lunch. A little lower down we found some interesting icicles. A great winter
day’s walk was had by all.
Peter, Brenda, Mags, Billy and Bill above Loch Goil

BEINN MHIC-MHONDIDH – 7 Mar 2010
Another hard winter’s day as we left the Falls of Orchy up the snow-ladened
paths of the forest. Our forward group made a small faux path on the numerous
forestry paths but soon managed to correct ourselves to reach the open hillside
and shielings before the steep climb up to the summit ridge. Another group who
had intended doing the low level cycle track route to Bridge of Orchy arrived at
the shielings too, adamant they were heading to Bridge of Orchy. It took two
maps and two GPS readings to convince them they were 2 kms off course and
heading towards Dalmally. Never mind another Kipper Tie nomination for the
group leader Mr D. Reaching the misty and bitterly cold summit for us involved
some navigation. Soon we were heading back to the bus.
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BEINN CHAORACH – 4 Apr 2010
The scheduled trip to Schiehallion had to be cancelled so we run two car up to
Luss to try for the Graham Beinn Chaorach. Whilst Wee John headed up Beinn
Dubh, the rest of us crossed Luss Water and onto the open hillside leading
leading to Creag Dhubh, then following a curving route north west to the
summit. Not much snow around but still very cold on the tops. We made our
descent over The Paps to complete a lovely circular walk of these fine little hills.

BEINN NAN AIGHENAN STOB GHABAR & STOB A’ CHOIRE ODHAR – 18
Apr 2010
Jim was BC on this trip but I
met the bus up at Victoria
Bridge, Bill Bradley and I
headed off for the Munro
Beinn nan Aighenan . It’s a
3 hour walk on mainly good
paths along Glen Kinglass
to the foot of the Munro by
this route. But the 2 hour
climb up the rocky ridge
leading to the summit is well
worth it. While Bill and I
walked in sunshine all day,
back at Victoria Br.
Heading between the two Munros
It was a very different story. Snow storm flurries blew in periodically. But
fortunately, in between the snow showers everyone had great views of all the
surround mountains, as the photo shows.

GOATFELL – 1 May 2010
A non-bus trip, a few members headed over to Arran whilst I headed up to Loch
Ness and Glen Affric. As if on cue for Summer, I heard my first cuckoo of the
year on 1st May. Hearing the first cuckoo of the year always lifts the spirits.
Those on Arran had an equally good day with fine weather too.
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BRIDGE OF ORCHY MUNROS – 16 May 2010
Bill Bradley wanted Beinn Mhanach so Jim, Mags, Ian and I jumped bus at
Auch Glen with him. Middle of May and no snow but it was still a cold summit.
We met some others on Beinn an Dothaidh on our way back to Bridge of Orchy.
A good day was had by all.

GLENSHEE - 30 May 2010
Jim was BC for this trip up to the 4 eastern Munros at Glenshee.
BUACHAILLE ETIVE BEAG – 13 Jun 2010
Jim deputised again as I was just returning from holiday.

BEINN A’ GHLO – 27 Jun 2010
Billy MeKenzie and wife Hilda were up at their Blair Atholl caravan this weekend
and Billy met up with us. The day started dull but dry as we climbed the easy
path up to the first Munro summit Carn Liath. Billy phoned Hilda to look out as
we all gave her a big wave from the summit. Then it was on to Braigh Coire
Chruinn-bhalgain, but we didn’t stop, just continued for our third Munro of the
day Carn nan Ghabar. We were well chuffed at our time of 3 and a half hours
for three Munros. The summit of this last Munro was like Sauchiehall Street,
such is the popularity of this fine mountain group. It’s a long plod back to the
bus at Loch Monzie though.

BUACHAILLE ETIVE MOR – 1 July 2010
The Aonach Eagach ridge was the scheduled walk for today but bad weather of
heavy rain and high winds were enough reason to change our minds. So we
just stopped at Lagangarbh and headed up Coire na Tulaich onto the summit
ridge before turning eastwards for the first Munro of the day Stob Dearg.
Pathcraft have done an excellent job on the steep path that leads up through
the corrie it must be said. John Simpson took Steven and Rab up the Curved
Ridge – brave souls indeed considering the weather conditions. They arrived
just before we left so it was good to know they had made the airy scramble to
the summit safely. Then it was a wind and rain –battered slog along this fine
ridge to the second Munro Stob na Broige. It did clear by the time we reached
the bus though.
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EINN A’ BHLEITHIR – 25 July 2010
With a lack of interest for the trip over to Ardgour and only 9 names on the list,
the bus was cancelled and I organised cars for a trip to this fine pair of Munros
above Ballachulish. Sod’s Law- on the Sunday 17 people turned up at Paisley!
Never mind, we had a great day’s outing from South Ballachulish up the steep
and sometimes scrambly north-east ridge to the “top” of Sgorr Bhan, then the
continuation along the ridge to the summit of Sgorr Dhearg. The good weather
continued all the way to the second Munro Sgorr Dhonuill and back to the bus
via Gleann an Fhiodh.

MEALL CORRANAICH & MEALL A’ COIRE LEITH – 8 Aug 2010
Jim was BC for this trip up to
the Ben Lawers group to take in
these two Munros lying out on
the periphery of this popular
range. A linear walk over the
two Munros starting at the far
end of the dam and heading
back to the bus at the visitors
centre. A good day’s walk was
had by all.
Gordon, Billy, Colin & Rab

THE MAMORES – 22 Aug 2010
Back again to this popular range of Munros. It was a fine day and we headed up
to the high-set Coire an Lochan before steering west up steep grassy slopes to
reach the ridge leading to the Munro Binnein Mor. Just as we settled down for
lunch and admiring the great views, the heavens opened up and drenched us
with torrential rain. That was us soaked for the day then! Dropping off south we
headed over the nameless “top” at 1062m before reaching our second Munro
for the day Na Gruagaichean. The ridge around this area is narrow and
dramatic in places, but doesn’t normally pose any problems. The weather had
cleared and was slowing drying us off. Great day.
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AONACH EAGACH RIDGE –
5 Sept 2010
A fine start to the day that saw
us heading for this Jewel in
the Crown for hillwalkers and
Munroists, the mainland’s only
answer to the Skye Cuillins.
Some
members,
already
Aonach Eagach veterans with
no desire to climb the ridge
again, headed for the nearby
Corbett of Beinn a’ Chrulaiste.
Climbers Kenny, Sue and
Duncan were on hand to help
anyone in need along the way.
The summit ridge was misty at times but made this astonishing place even
more atmospheric. Approaching the difficult bit, we regrouped and Kenny went
on ahead to put in slings at a couple of dodgy bits, whilst Sue and Duncan were
on hand to advise on foot and hand holds.We really couldn’t have asked for a
better day. What a day!! And many thanks again to Kenny, Sue and Duncan.
Steven on the Aonach Eagach Ridge

MEALL TAIREACHAN & FARRAGON HILL – 17 Oct 2010
This was going to be a linear walk from a quite road in the west eventually
ending up at the delightful little village of Weem. It was a fair day as we headed
off up the forest track towards Meall Taireachan, but
once on the summit of this Corbett the weather had turned cold and wet and
very misty. Under these conditions it’s quite a difficult job navigating over the
mish-mash of lumps and hags to Farragon Hill. Things don’t get much easier
trying to find a way back to Weem through the planted forests below. Let’s just
say the GPS’s got well used. The highlight of the day was the drink at the
delightful wee hotel in Weem which is steeped in much folklore and history.
CORSERINE 31 Oct 2010
Jim was BC, it was a fine day and everyone had a good walk, once they found
their way up out of the forest, that is. A wee mountain goat told me they got lost.
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BEINN UDLAIDH & BEINN BHREAC LIATH – 14 Nov 2010
This was planned as a linear walk from Invergaunan Cottage to the Falls of
Orchy over these two Corbetts. Another fine start to the day and once on the
summit of Beinn Bhreac Liath we walked on some of the first snows of the new
winter. It was bitter up top and we soon headed off towards the second Corbett
Beinn Udlaidh. The summit here is littered with old aerial masts and scrap
metal. It was one of these clear, crisp and very cold days that offered great
Ian having fun bum sliding
Ian having fun bum sliding views all
around. On our descent back to the
bus Steven and Wullie entertained us
with their (unintentional) somersaults
down a steep snowfield. Others tried
their hand at bum sliding. The snow
certainly brings out the child in us

ABINGTON TO CRAWFORD 28 Nov 2010
We left Paisley a bit later than normal, a bus change had to be made. The walk
was supposed to be down at Moffat. We drove into very snowy conditions as we
headed down the M74 so aborted the trip to Moffat and stopped off at Abington
instead. Luckily the weather soon cleared, these Abington hills weren’t covered
in as much snow as we had expected and we all had a great walk over
numerous small hills just under the 600m mark to Crawford.These included
Tewsgill Hill, Rome Hill, The Seat, Whitelaw Brae and Rome Hill.
Tommy, Linda, Andy, Leon, Brenda, Jim, Gordon, Steven, Rab & GordonRome Hill
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Jim,
Tommy,
Trish,
Gordon, Steven, Linda,
Billy, Gordon & Tommy

WINDLESTRAW LAW 12 Dec 2010
I’d done this Graham back in October, was impressed and suggested it as a last
walk for the season. We drove down the Tweed Valley passed Innerleithen and
started near Holylea. From here there a several good tracks all heading
northwards towards Windlestraw Law and all offering various detours over the
neighbouring grassy tops. It’s a great walk that can be tailor-made for your
needs. The forests around Holylea are awash with pheasants, you meet and
hear them everywhere. This area is particularly beautiful in autumn when the
various trees glow in autumnal splendour. The weather stayed clear and sunny,
though cold. Everyone had a great day. The Traquair Arms at Innerleithen, a
particularly popular hostelry for club members, were handing out hot mulled
wine, which went down well with Linda’s mince pies. Thanks Linda!
A very fitting end to yet another great year’s walking by the Club.
Mags impresses us with the size of her icicle
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17. MANAGEMENT COMMITTEES
*******************************************************************************************

MANAGEMENT COMMITTEE 2009
Chairman

Ken Brown

Secretary

Leon Firth

Treasurer

Robi Lawrie

Bus Convenor

Brenda Lawson

Honorary President

Ian Weetch

COMMITTEE MEMBERS
Jim Kettings - Lynn McDonald - Sue Riches
Mike McCallum

MANAGEMENT COMMITTEE 2010
Chairman

Ken Brown

Secretary

Leon Firth

Treasurer

Robi Lawrie

Bus Convenor

Brenda Lawson

Honorary President

Duncan Walker

COMMITTEE MEMBERS
Mags Sweenie - Pat Cook - Sue Riches
Jim Kettings - Lynn McDonald
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Mike McCallum

18. WALKING COAST TO COAST - Part 3:

Jim Kettings

*******************************************************************************************
RICHMOND TO INGLEBY CROSS
I was up early. It’s a long walk to Ingleby Cross, over 23 and a half miles from
Richmond. I had a couple of miles head start and walked down the B627 and
passed through Brompton-on-Swale. I was off the official path at this point, but
would soon pick it back up as I passed near Catterick race course. The path
follows the river and then goes through Flat Lane to reach the village of Bolton
On Swale. I had to go into the church to see the Henry Jenkins memorial who is
supposed to have lived to 169, from 1500 to 1670. I’m sure you’re skeptical. I
don’t suppose the records were that accurate in those days.
We were now in the Vale of Mowbray. It’s a flat expanse of farmland, where the
path goes between fields of crops and cattle. I really enjoyed it and didn’t see
any other walkers for the 8 miles to Danby Wiske. I was hoping to have lunch at
the only hostelry here, The White Swan, but forgot that I’d heard that the place
had closed. They seemed to be renovating it, so a bit disappointed I sat on the
bench outside and got a sandwich out which I had in my rucksack. That would
have to do. A couple of minutes later a couple, who were walkers, sat on a
bench across the street. A woman met them, who seemed to be a friend. It was
the couple who I’d walked with for a short bit at the start of the walk to Kidsty
Pike. They told me they’d turned back and spent another day in Patterdale.
Their friend gave me a can of coke. Just then Stevie strode in and joined me for
lunch. We met the new owner of The White Swan, who was talking to us. Stevie
and I both agreed that this place could be a goldmine. There would be loads of
C to C’s who would stop for lunch and a drink. Then there would be those who
would want to stay at the place overnight as it had rooms, and with camping
available at the back, more opportunities to serve meals and drinks.
I walked with Stevie for a little bit, before he strode off. We passed through
farms that had cool boxes full of drinks, fruit, and chocolate bars. The prices
were displayed and you paid into an honesty box. It was a great idea. This area
is totally rural, and there are no shops till you get to near Ingleby Cross, nearly
nine miles away. I continued through the fields and farms till you reach the A19.
There is a filling station here, with a shop, with a notice saying” Coast to
Coasters. This is last shop for miles.” So I thought I’d better stock up on
provisions. You have to be careful crossing the A19. The traffic is quite fast.
From there it’s a short walk to Ingleby Cross. I walked into The Blue Bell Inn to
see Stevie sitting there with a pint. I ordered one and booked up my camping as
they had a large grassy bit at the back for campers. Rob and Sandra were
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staying here as were Olly and Carl and we met them later and that night we had
dinner together. Carl was saying it was like a sit – com today. He’d opened the
window of his room, which looked onto the bit were we were camping. Rob and
Sandra were next door and opened their window and said hello. Then Stevie
opened his tent and said hello, and at that moment I walked round the corner
and said hello. He also told me he and Olly had a good time in Richmond, where
they had nine pints each.
INGLEBY CROSS TO THE LION INN
We had all booked the breakfast at the Inn, so we all saw everyone in the
morning before packing up and going our separate ways. From the Blue Bell it
was a saunter through farmland beyond the A172 and then I followed the track
that ascended South Wood. There were lots of young pheasants in the wood,
must have been a hundred of them. I’ve never seen so many before. The path
goes up and turns left. We now follow The Cleveland Way path over the North
York Moors. The moors were covered in lovely purple heather blanket. Stevie
caught up with me but soon passed me as he was off like a rocket. The hill
dropped and then climbed again back into Clain Wood. I got lost a bit when I
descended from the wood and reached a section where you have to cross a
ford. There were quite a few paths here. Taking a G.P.S. reading, thought I was
on the wrong path and that the path I wanted was further down. I decided to
take a shortcut, jumping over a fence and crossing a field. I seemed to get
myself lost in some dense vegetation beyond the field. The bracken was as high
as me. I managed to work my way through, but it cost me a bit of time. It was up
Round Hill from there, and a long ridge walk to the summit of Carlton Moor.
From here you drop down to a road and The Lord Stones Cafe. I was looking
forward to this. It’s quite a busy place. Olly and Carl were there but just leaving
and Rob and Sandra had already gone. I had a cup of tea and a scone before
my next climb up the Moors. The path follows the moors and passes by the
Wainstones, a large rock formation where I saw climbers being taken up in a
group. I managed to get through by a path at the side. You descend down for a
kilometre to the B1257 which you cross and ascend again into the area known
as Clay Bank Top. It had been nice earlier, but got a bit wet as I climbed Round
Hill. It was moorland again and it’s a long trek from here to the Lion Inn. I just
plodded on. The walking is fairly easy as for 5 miles you are walking on a track
that used to be an old railway line. I was thinking it must have been a very
scenic train ride, until I found out later it was for freight trains. The track turns for
a couple of kilometres on High Blakey Moor and up to the Lion Inn. I was glad to
see it. It had been 20 miles from Ingleby Cross and up and down.
It was a bigger place than I expected. It dates from 1553. Stevie was sitting at
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the bar as I entered, he’d booked me in at the campsite, but he wasn’t camping,
he’d got himself a room. The weather was pretty bad when he arrived and he
didn’t fancy a night outside in the wet. It had cleared up by the time I arrived and
even though accommodation was available I was happy to camp. At £2.50 it
was my cheapest pitch on the trip. The campsite was a field adjacent to the Inn.
I pitched near a drystone wall. I had the place to myself. I joined Stevie and Rob
and Sandra and Olly and Carl for dinner that night. The main thing I remember
is that Sandra had ordered the lamb chops and had got loads of them. My meal
was a pretty mediocre vegetable lasagne. When I retired to my tent later I found
I wasn’t the only person camping, two guys were bivouacking at the wall under
some fabric sheet. They had all their gear on, including hats and gloves. They
would need it. It was cold and windy. We were high up in the moors.
THE LION INN TO GROSMONT
I’d booked the breakfast at the Inn and joined the rest of them. They had a
vegetarian option, but I decided to take the kippers with Rob and Sandra. They
weren’t very good. Dry. After breakfast as I went back to my tent I passed one
of the guys that had been bivouacking. He looked as if he’d had a sleepless
night. I said hello, but he just looked at me.
You have to walk along the road for a bit, but it’s a quiet road. As I turned off
onto a path at Danby High Moor I saw Rob and Sandra coming up behind and
waited for them. Stevie caught us up and walked with us for a bit. It is quite
pleasant walking through this stretch of Glaisdale Moor and along Glaisdale
Rigg before descending into the village itself. The village is built on a hill and is
in two parts. There’s another 10 minute walk to reach the second part which is
further down the hill and round a bend. Rob and Sandra and I were hoping there
was a tea room there, but it had closed down and there was only the Arncliffe
Arms. Quite an attractive pub, we caught up with Stevie there, and they did us
some teas. We sat on the benches outside as it was a fine day. We were sitting
enjoying our tea when one of those Packhorse or Sherpa mini vans stopped at
the pub. It was delivering luggage. These companies will pick up and deliver
your luggage for you to your destination to save you carrying it, and they will
also take you if you’ve had enough. And there sitting in the back of this van was
the small dark haired American girl. I went over and spoke to her. “You’re not
giving up are you?” The gist of it was that she’d fallen out with her friend. I think
it was to do with the navigating. “ I don’t know what I’m going to do now” she told
me.
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I said maybe I’d see her tomorrow in Robin Hoods Bay, but didn’t think I would.
Stevie told us that he had got a room at the Arms and staying there instead of
going to Grosmont. I could understand his reasoning. He’s so fast he would
have got to the finish himself, and had to wait a while for the rest of us. Elizabeth
the other American was staying there that night, so we asked him to get all the
gossip. It’s amazing that we hadn’t seen the TV or news for days, but all that
mattered was the gossip of the walk. There’s no campsite at Glaisdale, so I was
heading for Grosmont, and so were Rob and Sandra who had a B&B there. It’s
nearly 4 miles from Glaisdale. Just on the outskirts of the village we stopped to
have our photos taken on the 17th century Beggers Bridge. It was good walking
on country roads and lanes before I left Rob and Sandra to head to the campsite
on the outskirts of Grosmont. It’s really just a farm with a field which he lets for
camping.
Jim and Sandra sheltering from the rain at Foss Waterfall
There were toilets and basic cooking facilities and for £3 a night I couldn’t

complain. Once I’d pitched up I took a stroll into Grosmont. They film some
scenes here for the TV programme “ Heartbeat “, and they run steam trains from
the old railway station. It’s a place that attracts a lot of tourists. I met Rob and
Sandra having a coffee in a local café and we arranged to have dinner in the old
railway station place that was now a pub. We met Olly and Carl that night as
well. Carl was telling us all about his merino wool gear and how great it was. We
also spoke to 3 retired South African women who were also doing the Coast to
Coast
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GROSEMONT TO ROBIN HOODS BAY
It was a wet night and it was still raining when I got up. You climb a steep hill
from Grosmont past the quaint railway cottages and Victorian villas. It’s so steep
it’s like that hill in the old Hovis advert, and it goes on for quite a while, up into
the moors. I saw Rob and Sandra coming up behind and had a breather while
waiting for them. It’s a fair old trek through muddy paths in the heathery moors
till we descended into the hamlet of Littlebeck. From here we took the forest trail
through Little Beck Wood. This was quite an interesting stretch, through the
wood with the river running
below. We stopped for a break
at The Hermitage, a huge
boulder hollowed out in 1754,
then continued on to The Falling
Foss waterfall. There’s a cafe
near here and if we’d known
that, we wouldn’t have had a
break at the Hermitage, but went
in there instead.
Jim and Sandra approaching
the North Sea.
There’s a pool you have to cross, beyond the falls on stepping stones, but it
didn’t look that easy without getting wet. So we tried a path by the side of the
river till we decided we weren’t getting anywhere. We retraced our steps to the
pool and managed to ford the river from there. I was glad to see some daylight
after our trek through the wood. I think from here the path went over moors and
farmland, till we reached the pub in the village of Hawsker. We met Olly and
Carl coming out, said we’d see them in Robin Hoods Bay. It was good to get out
of the rain and have some lunch. I was starving. I think shortly after this Stevie
arrived. I think we’d arranged to meet him here. The South African ladies also
came in and after lunch we all began the final 4 mile trek to Robin Hoods Bay.
The Wainwright route heads down to the coast and is a coastal walk from here
to the village. I just wanted to get finished at this stage and sprinted on. Finally I
reached Robin Hoods Bay. I waited for Rob and Sandra so we could walk down
the narrow steep street to the harbour. Stevie was already there, as were Olly
and Carl, and we all got our photos together. We headed for Wainrights Bar,
which is just at the harbour, for a celebratory drink. The others had
accommodation booked. I had thought about getting a bed and breakfast, but
everything was either booked or too expensive, so I ended up at the campsite
which is just outside the village, up a hill.
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Later that night we met up for a celebratory dinner, the usual crowd wasthere as
were Mel and Abbey, and the American girl Elizabeth. She had teamed up with
Mel and Abbey to complete the walk, without her friend. She said she’d seen a
side to her friend she hadn’t seen before. They had said they did a bit of
running, but I didn’t think they were that fit. They weren’t even carrying a big
pack, they had all their luggage transported for them. Anyway, I hope she’s
made up with her friend. Maybe they’ll think twice about doing a long distance
walk again. The South Africans also joined us. They told me they were doing
The West Highland Way after this. They wanted to make the most of their
holiday. They were members of a backpacking club in South Africa, who trekked
in the Drakensberg mountains. It was a good meal, and I left later with Rob and
Sandra and said goodbye to them at their B&B. And that was the end of my 192
mile Coast to Coast walk. It is a walk I thoroughly enjoyed and would highly
recommend. The walking is so varied through the Lake District, Yorkshire Dales
and North York Moors. No two days are the same and you see so many
interesting places. Best of all you meet so many interesting people as well.
Anyone can do it. If you don’t think you could do it over the 12 days, it’s very
easy to do over a longer period. A lot of people stop off at Grasmere and
Richmond for example.I don’t think I would backpack it again. I would stay in
hostels or bed and breakfasts and get my luggage sent on to my destination. It
makes the walking so much easier. Maybe I will do it again, one day.
POSTSCRIPT: I didn’t go straight
home the following day, but got
the bus to Whitby and spent a
night there. I intended walking the
coastal path from Robin Hoods
Bay, but it was pouring down and
decided against it. But I enjoyed
my visit to Whitby. At the train
Station on my way back home I
met Hazel, Alastair and Mike.
They had completed the walk the
following day as they had spent an
extra night in Richmond.

Jim paddles in the North Sea
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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