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Welcome to the spring edition of
Take-in.
This is my first Editor’s note, and to
be honest, I’m not sure what I should
write. I should probably mention how
honoured I am to take on such an
important role and list all of the
credentials, which earned me this job.
Suffice to say I have none, but, I’m
willing to learn.
The thing is though, that in order to
learn I need articles, and since I’m a
slow learner I need lots of them. You
can email them to me at
editor@peterboroughmc.org.uk

I’ll edit them and then you can read
this super magazine from cover to
cover and email me to point out my
mistakes. Perhaps we could even have
a reader’s letters page…
Seriously, I’ll be twiddling my
thumbs with out your articles, so
please make me feel special by
sharing your stories, however brief,
with the rest of the club. If you’re
doing it and its outdoors then we want
to here about it!
I hope you enjoy this issue and be
sure to check out the ‘Dates for your
Diary’ section on the back page to see
what trips will be happening
throughout the year.

cottagebookings@peterboroughmc.org.uk

Best wishes
Cover photo: Zoe and Rob high up on the ‘Penon
D’Ifach’ before the accident. Courtesy Jez Gittins.

Moira

Take in! - The Peterborough Mountaineering Club Newsletter

Dear Take-In
I wish to congratulate the Peterborough Mountaineering Club on their exceptional
production of ‘Take In’ to celebrate the 50th Anniversary of the Club. I thoroughly
enjoyed reading the accounts of the climbs and the excellent photography. I am
sure that many members will keep this as a memento of this event and a number of
these will be produced during the 100 years celebration, which I shall be viewing
from above (and not below, hopefully).
Just to set the record straight with regards to the ‘History of the Club’ there are two
things which I do not agree with, the account of the septic tank construction and
the Doug Scott lecture.
The septic tank has two chambers, the sewerage flows from the first chamber to the
second smaller chamber; the outflow from this chamber produces a fairly clean
discharge. In the construction a 36 ft x 36 ft x 6 ft deep hole was dug on the lower
part of the top paddock. This was filled with aggregate and then overlaid with
plastic, topsoil and turf. The discharge from the second chamber runs into this area
and is dispersed as clean water into the surrounding ground so there is no fear of
having a sewerage outflow immediately under your tent.
The lecture given by Doug Scott to raise money for the construction of the Toilet
Block was in fact three lectures. One was organised by WMC and was held at the
Guildhall in Northampton. We had a number of members in Bedford at the time
and they organised a second lecture in Bedford. The third was held in Peterborough
and organised by PMC. The total profit towards the toilet block funds amounted to
a little over £1,000. It should also be mentioned that Dick Haylock, a PMC
member, drew up the plans for the Toilet Block. Most of this work he undertook
whilst he was in hospital suffering from a brain haemorrhage from which he
subsequently died. A bench at the cottage was donated to the Club as a memorial to
Dick.
Robin Phillips
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NEWS
Take-In Editor Nick Downey is stepping down at this years
AGM. Nick has held the post for the last 3 years. His writing and
photography added a new dimension to the magazine and will be
sorely missed. Nick is having to devote more of his time to his
personal and work life. Thanks for all you efforts Nick.

__________________________________
Guess the route Apology: Sincere apologies for a big editorial blunder on last
issue’s guess the route. The more observant of you may have noticed that the
answers printed to the previous ‘GTR’ were not correct. They should have read As
follows: ‘Guess the route’ was High Nebb Buttress 3* VS 4c at Stanage.
‘Which route am I on’ was Simon GB on ‘Ants Arête’ VS 4b at Yarncliffe and the
‘Where are we’ was Looking down into the Ogwen valley from the summit of
Tryfan. Sorry about that, see how you get on with this months.
_____________________________________
The 2005 AGM will be held on Thursday 12th May at 8pm in the Town Club Bar.
This will be your chance to decide what happens within the PMC. Vote for new
committee members and have your say. For further information you can contact
Clive Osborne on 01733 560303.
_____________________________________
It is now possible to get your own copy of Take-In on CD so that if you wish you
can print your own copy off in full colour. On the disk will be the full resolution
files in printers pairs the same as the printers get it. To order a copy contact Paul
Rowlands on 01733 757324. Cost will be £2 inc p&p. Back issues may also be
ordered.
_____________________________________

Moira Johnston will be taking over as newsletter editor
from Nick Downey. So please send your articles and photo’s to
her on editor@peterboroughmc.org.uk or you can talk to
Moira on 07832 366005. We wish her well in this post.
—————————————————
The deadline for articles for the Summer Take-In will be
July 18th. So, please get writing!
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Wales January hut meet
Saturday 15th January
People involved: Malcolm, Neil, Pete Carey and me, Val Taylor

A

s Sunday was supposed to be a better day weather-wise, and I really need to
improve my fitness, I decided to join the walkers for a day out in the hills on
Saturday and save climbing for the following day. My biggest concern was that
there was no way that I would be able to keep up with them all – after all it was
Malcolm’s walk!
The walk was planned and an outline written down for Moira as Meet Leader
(she’s been involved in two more rescues than she’d like to have been and having
the details would definitely make things easier should any of us be unlucky enough
to require saving!)
The route: Start in Capel Curig, head to Crimpiau, Craig Wen and on to a High
point of 678m (not named). If we made good time - i.e. if I didn’t slow everyone
down too much - then we would continue on to Criegiau Gleision and around the
reservoir before making our way back to the road.
Well it was tough for me and I had to stop a few times to recover, but the guys
were patient and didn’t make me feel that I was holding them back. I guess the
weather was classically Welsh – raining on and off (rain on when waterproofs were
off, rain off when waterproofs were on). We saw a farmer using his sheepdogs to
herd sheep, much better than my last encounter with sheepdogs – they were trying
to herd me - ouch! And there were at least 9 varieties of moss (Pete’s an ecologist,
he knows that sort of stuff). We found someone’s uneaten lunch: turkey
sandwiches that we reckoned had been there since Boxing Day, and a very nice bar
of chocolate – thanks.
Despite my best efforts to slow everyone down, we did make good time so carried
on over the boggy terrain and eventually to the reservoir. Here we circumnavigated
the dam on the wet side. That reservoir looked a lot smaller from the top of the hill.
We made our way back with light to spare and strangely met some people who
were walking in the opposite direction – madness.
We got back to the car and went to the pub; it had a lovely real fire - Mmm! toasty.

Take in! - The Peterborough Mountaineering Club Newsletter

Football with rocks
and other such stories
(Part one).
A Spanish review by Zoe Handscombe

I was really looking forward to the Calpe
trip as it gave me another chance to try
sport climbing abroad. The Vercors trip last
May was both challenging and daunting in
equal measures, but it really showed me
what I was capable of climbing. That time I
spent most of the climb quite nervous, but
loved the feeling of challenging myself with
something totally new and reaching the top
was just amazing. In Spain, I was looking
forward to taking things further and pushing
my leading grade. Although most of the
climbing in and around Calpe was single
pitch, it was still a chance to work on my
technique and confidence.
The first day’s climbing – my birthday –
was spent at Toix, looking across the bay to
the bar chart that is Benidorm and out to the
gorgeous blue Mediterranean Sea. Val
Taylor and I teamed up, with Peter Lane
giving us some rope technique advice and
started off with some grade 4 and 4+
climbs. Through the day we moved on to a
fantastic grade 5 up the outside of a ridge,
before both leading a fantastically grippy
5+. This one required some very strong
ankles for the toe wedges, longer legs than

either of us had and a healthy dose of Elvis
control! It was great fun and possibly one of
the best leads I have done so far.
In the evening, Jez, Kate and Moira
organized an excellent barbeque feast as a
surprise party for me, which we enjoyed on
the balcony of our villa, complete with
birthday cake and alcofrolic punch… and
how can I possibly not mention my very
own Swedish meatball, handmade by our
formerly-resident Swede! Great weather,
beautiful surroundings, good company (and
some harmless flirtation with the RAF)…
this has to be the best way to spend a
birthday!
On Monday we climbed at Bellus. This
was something of a miracle in itself as Kev
Trickey succeeded for the second time in
racing off out of the motorway tolls with a
silver car behind him, only to realize
several miles down the road that it was not
in fact us! (He managed this leaving the
airport Saturday evening too and Morgan
and I managed to go several junctions in the
wrong direction before we worked it out.) A
long walk-in eventually brought us out by a
crag but the routes were quite hard, so after
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two attempts a few of us moved further
round to find some more friendly
looking 4+ routes.
At Sella on Tuesday, we bumped into
the aforementioned RAF guys again.
More harmless flirtation ensued (and
sniggering as their stories to impress us
became more and more exaggerated!).
Again Val and I teamed up and both led
each climb we did, ranging from tricky,
grippy 4+ to a high, vertical 5 and 5+.
This was the first thing I chose to back
off of, as the steep angle and lack of
positive holds within my reach as I got
higher gave me a sudden strong desire
for a top rope! Had it not been the end
of the day – and had I known the events
of the day that would follow – I’d have
gone back and tried it again, but I
didn’t, thinking there was plenty of
other climbing to be done in the week,
so why exhaust myself on day 2? (Tip to
the wise: Do that climb, you never know
when a rock will be heading your way!)
Wednesday turned out to be an event all of
its own. I’ll tell you the story in part 2 and
leave the villa saga to Gill and the others.
I decided to join everyone else at the crag
on Thursday. Luckily it was only a short
walk-in as I was already finding the
crutches difficult. (Hee! Hee! Bet that has
confused those of you who don’t know the
story yet!)? Funny how they look like so
much fun when other people have them, but
when you’re the one using them they
become really hard work. I was amazed at
the muscles I was discovering as they
became more and more painful!
Moira and Jez took me out on the last day.
We went down to Benidorm for a look
around the hypermarket, thinking they had
a mobility centre there where we could get
a wheelchair for me. Turned out we were
wrong so we put the rope bag in a shopping
trolley and they dumped me in on top. Try
that in the UK and they’d go Health and

Safety mad at you, but we did not get a
single comment as I was wheeled around.
We had a good giggle though!
Luckily Morgan had stayed on the same
earlier flight as me when he took Jon’s
place on the trip. He drove us back to
Alicante and looked after the luggage while
I concentrated on not falling over on the
slippery airport floor. My BMC rock
insurance had arranged for wheelchairs at
either end, extra seats on the flight so I
could keep my leg elevated and priority
boarding (oh, the pathetic joy of being able
to bypass that crush when Easyjet ask for
the first 30 boarding cards and 70 people
stand up and pretend they all have them!).
A great trip despite the injury; can’t wait for
more of the same – more climbing in the
sun, that is. The injuries I can pass on, if it’s
all the same :o)
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Osp
By Colin Edwards

L

ooking back at 9 months travelling
with Hotrock made me think of some
of the climbing destinations I would really
like to revisit. Thailand would obviously be
near the top of my list, cheap
accommodation great food and superb
climbing, if only you could turn the
temperature down a bit. Hampi in southern
India is a place I’m sure I’ll visit again too,
India’s Fontainebleau, thousands of
freestanding granite boulders lye waiting to
be climbed. This made me think of an area
within Europe I would revisit for a weeks
climbing. Osp in Slovenia would be top of
my list.
What first strikes you about Slovenia is
the greenness. The entire country seems to
have more trees and green bits than even
Wales. The area around the village of Osp,
as is much of the country is deeply forested.
This is in complete contrast to the clean,
idyllic, deserted Mediterranean coast only
10kms away.

The village of Osp is situated near the
Italian border and just above the village you
will find the first crag. About 500 metres
from the village you will find Misja Pec,
well established as one of the best crags for
rock climbers that are looking for steep
quality Limestone routes. That’s if you
climb in the high sixes of sevens. And about
5 kilometres from Osp another rock
climbing crag, Crni Kal, offers nice rock
climbing on good rock. All together these
three areas offers more than 375 climbing
routes. Enough for a weeks climbing I
think.
The €20 guidebook covers Osp, and the
immediate area, in addition to some local
climbing in Croatia, and Italy. It is available
from the lady that provides information
(and accommodation) just up the hill from
the fire station. To the best of my
knowledge she speaks both Italian, and
French, but no English. Still, she's friendly
and understands "Guide Book - Climbing.
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Arriving with the Hotrock group:
We had arrived at the campsite late and as it
was raining hard! Next morning wake up
call was with the promise of bacon and
sausages; I was up in seconds to beat the
queue. This breakfast was a treat from the
usual eggy bread or porridge! On leaving
my tent I could see the crag overshadowing
the village of Osp. I sat back in the morning
sunshine eating my Sausage and bacon roll
looking at the crag eying up some route to
climb. Suddenly nearly everyone was in a
massive rush to get their bags packed
“why” I though! “Look behind you”. Black
clouds were rolling in. I took the decision
not to go with the others and wait it out. An
hour later while as we sat smugly in the
barn playing cards as the others came in
drenched only managing to get tied in

before the heavens opened. The rest of the
day was spent playing on the bouldering
wall inside the barn, and playing a very
long game of Star Wars monopoly till the
early hours!
After a massive thunderstorm during
night the weather next morning gave no
hope of climbing, so the decision was made
go to a nearby town. About fifteen
kilometres from Osp, along the Adriatic
Sea, is the sleepy port city of Koper. Where
people quietly go about their business.
Koper is by far, one of the nicest port towns
I've visited, and seems to be untainted by
the ills common to most others. Probably
because all the tourists visit Trieste in Italy
just an hour from Osp, we spend most of
the afternoon wandering the narrow streets
and checking email. Everything one could
possibly need from food to lodging can be
found in Koper.
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ýrni Kal is the furthest crag from Osp but
with the most to offer route wise. I was
climbing with Paul. New to leading
outdoors I picked a 4+, a good warm up and
good practice for Paul to learn to lead. We
then swapped routes with Aeon and Cris
who were Climbing with us. I persuaded
Paul to try 5+ after being recommended it
by Aeon. After a nervous start and a lot of
encouragement he topped out with his
hardest climb to date. We moved on to
another area. I climbed Locamotiva 6b+ not
clean due to the crux being a 2-meter mix
of very small crimps and a few slopers for
good measure. Taking a small whipper I
was fired up and got it on my second
attempt. A route I will be coming back for
to clean. The day ended with a host of fine
6a’s and we only scratched the surface of
the fine routes here, that just left the long
walk home back to camp and a well
earned pivo!

tactic. Other than that all the other routes
(the one’s I did) are all good and worthy of
a few stars each in my book. So if you’re
looking for a week from the norm (Spain/
France) Slovenia is a fantastic place to visit.
Currency Tolars =£1 = 346 sit.
Cheap beer £1.19
Cheap food
Awesome climbing
Friendly people
Cheap accommodation
Lots to see and do on rest day
Weather: All year round climbing
Ljubljana (LOOb-LEE-ANNAH)
an hour from Osp.
Lots of routes

Osp. The crag.
During the last few days here with the
Hotrock group I climbed mainly in
Osp. The main crag has two tiers,
which overlook the village. The lower
tier has a lot of harder routes, and a
few are poor and artificial due to the
use of cement! But things are the
opposite on the upper tier. I climbed
a lot of the routes on the first area
you get to; it looks quite slabby, but
steepens nearer the top of most
routes. But this is not off putting as
all the holds are good apart from
one route, a badly bolted and
graded 6+, sorry cannot remember
the name but I remember I had to
traverse 2 meters to avoid
climbing the roof only because
you have to be over 7 foot to clip
the bolt and avoid a massive
whip from the overhang. And I was glad I
wasn’t the only one who had to employ this
Take in! - The Peterborough Mountaineering Club Newsletter

Guess the route ?
Last issue’s Guess the route was ?
'Regent Street' 3* E2 5c at
Millstone

Here’s another:
A once-great route, spoilt by over-use.
From a polished block climb shelving and
unhelpful rock to gain the centre of the
ramp that runs up left into the main crack.
Finish up this.
Clue! A 2* V Diff 4a

Last issues “Which crag am I on” was
‘Milestone Buttress’ Tryfan

Where are we ?

Which route am I on ?

Last issue we were looking towards Striding edge from
Swirral edge, Hellvellyn, Lake district. Try this one.
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By Sara Christie

Spain 04
W

hen I was younger I always looked
forward to Halloween and Bonfire
night, they represented the start of the fun
season: parties, pantomimes and xmas. It
meant lots of friends together enjoying
themselves and sharing food, laughter and
warmth. As I’ve got older I have come to
realise that the most important thing at this
time of year, as the cold season sets in, is
good company in which you can enjoy the
sharing. So a week in Spain with the PMC,
from the night before Halloween until the
day after Guy Fawkes, struck me as the
perfect way in which to relax and avoid the
mishaps of day-to-day life and with any
luck warmth wouldn’t be an issue.
Good company was guaranteed with 16 of
us heading off to Luton airport, and I was
certain the sharing and laughter would
come... even if I wasn’t laughing
when I realised too late that someone in
their wisdom had shut the most direct route
to Peterborough the same day I was trying
to catch a plane. Still despite traffic

delays and lost wallets we all made it safely
onto the plane and within a few hours were
picking up our fleet of hire cars and were
sat at a restaurant by the sea enjoying the
wonderful seafood and beer on offer. The
holiday had started and I couldn’t wait to
try out some of the climbing I was being
told about.
First however there was the small issue of
sharing, sharing beds no less! You may be
forgiven for wondering at this stage exactly
what sort of holiday we were really on; but
it turned out that there had been some
confusion over the number of rooms
advertised and the actual number of rooms
in the villa. However with the true patience
of a leader Gill soon had us organised,
soothed with alcohol and peacefully asleep
ready for the adventures to come.
Day1 saw us heading to Toix. This was on
the recommendation of many of the
regulars to Spain, it promised a good set of
easy grades, views of the sea and a gentle
angle to get us started on. The promise was
kept, and the week got off to a good start
with Kev leading a climb he thought he’d
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struggled on the previous year and climbed
it so well that he convinced himself that it
was a different easier route. Everyone
seemed in fine fettle, the sports route
novices amongst the group had paired
themselves with company they appeared to
trust and soon the art of clipping the bolts
and navigating the lower off were being
mastered by all.
As far as PMC groups go, this one was
most noticeable - to a ladette such as myself
- in the surprisingly even ratio of males to
females; in fact for the first time I can
remember we girls out numbered the lads 97. This just provided more opportunity to
socialise with the other male climbers who
happened to be in the area, and with us
British being one of the most common
nationalities on the Spanish crags it should
have been of little surprise that we met a
bunch of RAF lads and Naomi bumped into

someone she knew from a course she’d
been on in Glencoe.
After a quick bite to eat Kevin convinced
me to be a bit more adventurous and we
moved round the corner into heat of the
midday sun to do some multi-pitching. We
were quickly put off our original intended
route by a less than enthusiastic Mick and
Morgan who had just finished and ab’ed
back down; so I suggested an alternative up
a lovely looking arête. In retrospect, as with
all these things, the route had some lovely
climbing. It was just a shame that the bolts
didn’t inspire confidence, and I’m glad I
didn’t lead it! Hot and bothered but mostly
pleased with our day Kevin and I quit
whilst we were still ahead and joined
Naomi and Liz, heading back to the Villa
for a swim in the pool. Yes, it was very cold
but it was worth it!
Apart from the usual reasons for a party on
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31st October, we had our own special reason
– and whilst we were climbing Moira and
some volunteers had been lovingly slaving
over a stove preparing a BBQ for Zoë’s
Birthday. So we spent the evening sat on
the balcony, looking out at the stars over the
sea, and squabbling over mussels, sausages
and salmon. It was a contented set of
climbers with beer in one hand and a
guidebook in the other. What more could
you want?
There was a fairly unanimous decision to
go to Bellus the next day, it seemed to be a
long crag with different areas, and none of
the previous visitors to Spain had been
there. Mick, Rob, Morgan and I headed out
sharp in the morning and after a quick look
decided not to start on the smaller area
“Cueva Pechina” but to move round to the
longer crag up the valley. We passed Gills
car who had made the opposite decision
(starting at “Cueva Pechina”) and we
headed up the short path to the main crag.
Our first mistake was not following the
locals who were behind us at the start but
knew the easy route there. Whilst we bush
bashed our way to the crag they took an
early lead and got to the shady tree for
sitting under first, leaving us with a less

shady spot in the
sun. Morgan
declared that we
were sat under some
4s and 5s with the
easiest to the right. It
sounded like a good
warm up plan so
Morgan and I started
leading the routes
from right to left,
and Rob and Mick
did the same. I was a
little worried when
Morgan seemed to
be finding the crux
tricky on the second
climb but decided the grades were tough
and that it would be fine. I set off up the
route and got to the second bolt thinking
that this really was quite tricky for a warm
up. At that point the others arrived “so
that’s the 6a is it?” echoed up from the
ground. There was some heated debating
and lots of giggling and finally it was
agreed that we were all on at least a grade
harder than we’d thought.. Oops. Anyway I
decided to ignore the fact that my nice easy
warm up had just turned into a 6a and
carried on. As soon as the climb had a
proper grade it stopped being a beast and
turned into a lovely technical route, very
enjoyable at the grade! We then moved onto
the 6a+ and despite not being able to do the
start properly (the thorn bush was not
helping!) once off the ground I was feeling
very confident. I was a very chuffed person
being lowered back down from the top, it
was only my second ever 6a+. Mick did an
impressive route up the corner at 6a+
(though he spent the rest of the day trying to
convince us it was 6b+); whatever the grade
it looked lovely and Rob had a very sterling
attempt to follow his footsteps but the blank
bit at the top beat him and we reluctantly let
the locals have a go. The sun was getting
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hot and having been beaten earlier to the
tree we decided to go back down to the
quarry area to do some more in the shade.
The smaller quarry area is opposite “El
Aventador” where they had been the
previous year. The routes in the quarry were
mostly in the shade and there was a good
spread of 5s and 6s. The group of PMC that
had been there in the morning were
enthusing about the climbs so we donned
our shoes and set off up them. Another two
cracking routes under our belt and Mick
and Morgan convinced me to join them in a
quick visit to “El Aventador”. It was a very
short but pleasant walk from where we
parked, along the rail-track in the valley and
up a small slope to the base of the crag. The
boys found a snake, which Morgan insisted
on poking with a stick. He seemed quite
surprised when it bit the stick and I then

refused to walk past it. The first climb
at the end of the crag was a 6a+ that
Mick was singing the praises of. We
got out the rope and a friendly French
lady came to explain that the crag was
‘tres dangereux’ and that it was
covered with ‘les grandes vipers’. It
appeared the snakes were living in the
crack that was diagonally up and
across the face of the crag. We sent
Morgan up first.
He safely got to the top and reported
no signs of snakes, and I volunteered
to go next – in case I had to bail off so
someone else could get the gear back!
It wasn’t such a bad plan, I have no
idea how I got to the crux move as
snakes are one of my biggest fears.
With those two talking about
snakebites and advising me to watch
where I put my hands I was lucky to
have got off the ground. As it was the
bolt to protect the crux move was a
ridiculous stretch meant for tall people,
and I was knackered after a long days
climbing; I did not feel comfortable
going for the move without clipping first so,
after a long time being stubborn, I got cross
with myself for having to give up; I let
Mick finish the route off for me and then
did it on top rope. Luckily there were still
no snakes to be seen. Sheilagh had come to
join us for a walk, but it was getting dark
and we needed to make sure we were back
along the rail track towards the parking
places so we didn’t get lost.
Then it was back to the villa for a shower
and we headed down to the harbour nearest
the villa to sample one of the restaurants
advertised. There turned out to only be one
restaurant open, and personally I thought
the quality of food was pretty poor, with the
fish being over greasy and bland, and it
catered to what I would call low end fish
and chips trade. Still, there was plenty of
snack food at the villa to top up on, and
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enough beer to share, so no point in
moaning. Sat on the balcony enjoying
the view a plan was formed: to go to
Sella in the morning for the majority,
with Lin and Pete opting for the
multi-pitch tower of the Penon
D’Ifach.
I had heard lots about Sella, from
various club members, and Colin
Edwards has an amazing photo of him
climbing in the area. With all this
hype I was keen to get there, to find
out for myself. However, I didn’t get
off to the best of starts, I suspect it
was down to having climbed well the
day before, but the area we started in
seemed to have that extra bit of run
out between the bolts that meant I
was always stretching from the
obvious ledge or making a precarious
move up to clip. This just put me on
edge from the word go. Never the less
we climbed a couple of 5s, Kevin
making a much better job of them
than me; and eventually having
decided on one route to put extra gear
in to make me feel happier, I turned the run
outs into something less scary.
We moved round the corner into the
sunshine and found Morgan and Mick
climbing harder stuff. I top roped the 6a+
that they had done and agreed that though
the climbing had been nice, it was tricky
and the bolts were not at all easy to clip.
We then all top roped the 6b+ to its left; it
was a much better climb in my opinion but
definitely a grade up.
The PMC was well spread along the crag,
which was easily long enough to hide all of
us twice over. The RAF lads were there
again, and a splattering of other Brits
escaping the English rain. Needless to say I
was enjoying the warmth of the Spanish
sun. Kevin and I decided to head to the
other end of the crag, and take a look at the
cave on route. The cave is more of a tunnel

and when you come out the other side, you
get the most amazing view of the other side
of the valley. Suitably awed we moved on
to the climbing.
Kevin made a start, up what he believed to
be a 6a that he had done previously,
unfortunately this is where a combination of
Kevin’s memory playing tricks, a
guidebook being out of date, and some
shrubbery being in the wrong place all
conspired against him. He started up
something, which may have been 6b and
then moved left onto what may have been
the 6a then moved up onto something that
may not have been a route at all. Eventually
with the help of a maillion from Morgan, a
decision was made that retreat was the best
option of the day. We gathered Moira and
Zoe and scarpered for Tapas and Beer at a
local establishment; stopping only briefly
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for Morgan to declare that there was no
**** way that he was **** going up that
piece of rock (referring to the “Puig
Campagna – a 4800ft cliff”, and thus
dashing Mick’s hopes for the week. He
wasn’t even let down lightly)
I was mostly chuffed on my return to the
villa to discover that I had been provided
with a bed and what’s more two beds that I
could push together to make the biggest bed
in the place. No more sleeping on the floor.
It was in a celebratory mood that I joined
Kev, Morgan and Mick for a meal at a very
nice pizza place in town. (Though that may
have also had something to do with the size
of gin that Morgan had poured, it’s a good
job I wasn’t driving!!) The food was very
nice and more than made up for the
previous nights disaster. Over dinner we
planned our next days epics and opted for
the Jalon Valley. It was another new place,
there was a selection of small crags within
easy driving distance of each other, and a
good spread of grades 5 and above. Just

what we were after.
We got back to the villa to discover that
the party on the Penon had suffered a black
eye, Lin had been hit by a falling rock but
was apart from that thankfully okay. There
was a new assault on the Penon being
planned by Jez, Zoe and Rob, for the next
day and the others were debating between
rest days or a different venue.
Our first impression of the Jalon Valley
was a little marred by the fact that we were
parked a few hundred yards from a sewage
works. We were glad that there wasn’t a
breeze blowing in the wrong direction or
we would almost certainly have had to give
up. We had gone to the “Lliber” area first
and it was blissfully quiet. We all seemed to
be climbing well, we climbed the 5,5+ and
6a and Morgan climbed the 6b+ with Mick
and I top roping/seconding. The climbing
was probably the best of the week, with the
rock being sharp still and the bolts being
well placed. Pleased with ourselves we got
back in the car before the wind changed
direction and moved onto an area around
the corner, L’Ocaive. This was much higher
both in location and length of route. The
views were absolutely gorgeous. Kevin and
I opted for a 5 with Mick and Morgan
opting for the harder route to the left. The
top of the 5 was really odd, and I ended up
getting into real fankle miles away from the
lower off. There was much hilarity as to
how Id got off route but it was generally
enjoyable and I don’t think it mattered as
the view of the sea in the distance made it
totally worthwhile.
As Mick and I were belaying Morgan and
Kevin, the idea of going for a swim seemed
to appear before us, and by the time they
were back down we had practically packed
up the bags for them. We rushed off
towards the sea, well actually we didn’t to
begin with but I wasn’t navigating, Kevin
and Morgan were, so what would you
expect? Its not as if we couldn’t see it from
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the top of the crag or anything!
Enjoyable climbs, a swim in the sea, a beer
in the tummy, a beer in the hand, and a trip
to the gear shop - it was turning into a
perfect day. It couldn’t possibly last.
Kevin got a text message “Been moved
out of villa, Zoe had accident, please come
back”
Very worried, Kevin called to establish
that Zoe had been in an accident on the
Penon, she was all right but on her way to
hospital. The power and water had been cut
off at the villa and we were being moved to
a new one. We paid for our shopping and
headed back.
The rest of the evening involved packing
up the villa in the dark, including trying to
get all of Moira and Zoë’s stuff (Moira had
gone to the hospital with Zoe), and
everything bagged up from the kitchen.
Then transporting it to a villa the other side
of town.
Eventually we were all sorted. Morgan
supplied pizza, Mick supplied Chinese for
those of us who couldn’t eat pizza, and we
made salad and snacks from the food

gathered from the kitchen, a real team
effort. We got news that Zoe and Moira
were on their way back, Zoë’s leg in plaster
but not broken, thankfully, and finally,
exhausted I went to bed.
I was glad to see Zoe smiling in the
morning, full of stories to tell. Satisfied that
she was ok we got down to deciding where
to go for the day. The plan was “TO GO
TO SALEM”. I took a shot at driving to see
if that would stop Mick and Morgan from
bickering but it turned out they just picked
on me instead!
The crag was as roadside as it gets, and
with the threat of rain hovering we all chose
a climb and got cracking on the first
available routes. Kevin and I got set up
below what looked like a nice easy angled 5
to start the day, and I then made a very poor
start deciding to bypass the direct way for
something more achievable. The route
didn’t get any better and I found myself
using very un-lady like language as I found
very few holds, polished rock and an
uncomfortable groove to try and navigate.
Just when you thought it couldn’t get any
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worse the climbing ended and it turned into
a mild scramble of no interest just before
the bolt. Most disappointing. I had climbed
the whole route wondering who’s blood
trail I was following and then realised on
the way down that it was my own and that I
had somehow found a non polished bit to
slit my finger on. Feeling distressed I then
convinced Kevin that the route was
probably just not my style, and I was
feeling tired so he could suffer a similar
start to the day. Suffice to say he didn’t
enjoy it any more than I did.
I’m not known for being a negative
person, and Mick and Morgan seemed to
have enjoyed the route that was round the
corner to our right. So in agreement Kev
and I moved on and got started. It was a
much nicer climb with some
wonderful moves. The top bit
involved a short hand traverse
up to a flake with some tricky
moves taking you onto the
top. Then the bolt was over
the other side of the buttress
so you had to lean down to it,
adding a bit of interest into
both making yourself safe and
lowering off.
Boosted with confidence
Morgan convinced me I
would be able to do the 6a+ to
the right, and I set off up the
slab. I like to think of slab
climbing as my forte and I
really enjoyed the thin,
balancy moves; there was a
brief discussion as to whether
to do Morgan’s variation to
the left or Mick’s moves to
the right but in the end I just
followed my instinct and
moved right towards the bolt.
It was one of my favourite
routes of the week.
By the time I was down Mick

had been eying up a tough looking 6b+ and
I took a break to play camerawoman as
Morgan belayed him up the route. There
was no doubt from the looks and noises
coming from the climb that it was a
strenuous route, and we all felt the
disappointment when Mick had made it past
the crux move before taking a spectacular
whipper from next to the bolt. Mick
eventually got knackered with the effort and
let Morgan have a go; Morgan continued
his spell of climbing well and successfully
clipped once getting past the crux and then
continued up to the chain.
It must have been the day for pushing
yourself because Lin also took quite an
impressive swing just down the crag, and
Gill was called to the other side to rescue a

quick draw from one of the other routes.
Luckily all the pieces of gear had been
retrieved before the rain started, which it
did in such earnest we packed up and went
to hide in the car. Having climbed some
cracking routes Mick, Morgan, Kevin and I
were happy to quit for the day and went
back to Calpe for a drink; and we picked up
some food for supper. The plan had been
for a BBQ but when we got back to our new
villa the weather was so poor we opted for
Chilli instead. We had a very pleasant
evening with Chilli, Red Wine and a card
game that Mick taught us, which for some
reason he kept winning at - much to mine
and Morgan’s disappointment!
The next day the four of us had great plans
to find another new place, and we set off
bright and early.. well bright and early by
PMC large group standards anyway.
Unfortunately the closer we got to our
destination the less bright the prospect of
climbing became and when we eventually
reached our destination the dark clouds and
damp rock had lessened the enthusiasm of

the party. It was generally agreed that
climbing with your head in the wrong place
was never a good idea so we moved all of
our heads towards Alicante, the shops and
then very quickly back towards Calpe in the
hope of finding some sunshine at Toix. It
was not to be and in the end we headed
back to the villa and I caught up some
proper holiday R&R with a good book in
front of the fire.
That night was the last night and by
general agreement we decided to try and
scare one of the local restaurants by
arriving on mass, all 16 of us. After a small
scare of a power cut, and a scrabbled search
for the fuse box (cunningly hidden behind a
picture on the wall for some very logical
reason) we all went to the seafood
restaurant that we’d stopped at the very first
night. They joined several tables together
and with a bit of a squash we all managed
to fit round and be served. It has not
escaped me that it was the 5th November
and that I was surrounded by friends
sharing amazing food and enjoying much
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laughter.
Morgan and Zoe had an early plane to
catch so were gone before most of us were
properly up the next day and, despite a
small panic over where the car keys were,
the rest of us managed to pack ourselves
into cars and head to the agreed last crag of
the week. “Forada”
The location was absolutely amazing with
the scenery stretching for miles. One side of
the crag appeared to be named after
superheroes, so we steered clear of that (I
have learned about climbs with dodgy
names the hard way!) and headed over to
the more sensibly graded side to do
something we might be able to complete.
Mick took one look at the surroundings and
headed off into the hills towards a cross on
one of the surrounding tops, whilst Kevin
sandbagged me up some horrible route next
to where we’d dumped the gear.

There was a party of Spanish climbers, a
couple of Brits and the PMC, but plenty
of routes to go round.
Trying not to be put off by the hard first
climb of the day Kevin and I attempted
an unlisted climb next, which we
reckoned to be around a grade 4.
Kevin was climbing well and really
wanted to try one of the 6a+s in the area
we were in. He made it look so enjoyable
I decided to give it a shot and was very
happy with the decision as it turned out
to be just my sort of climb. Nothing too
steep just enjoyable moves, which made
you think.
I was determined to do a route called
Macflay, with a description that
suggested a Scots person might have put
it up. It seemed rude not to. We moved
down the crag to find that Mick and Rob
had just climbed it, and I rushed to do it
before the rain started. There’s nothing
that quite focuses the mind like raindrops
on a limestone route even if it is only
light drops.
The weather seemed undecided as I finished
the route so we decided on a lunch stop
whilst the rain made its mind up as to
whether to get heavy or not. Gill was telling
me all about a 6a that she had done the
previous year, but the rain was not letting
up so I shall save it until next year.
After a quick visit to the superheroes area,
that remained dry for anybody wanting to
live up to a route name, it was a sorry
farewell to the crag and a drive back to the
airport to make the journey homewards.
And there the story should have ended but
we got back to Luton to discover that
Mick’s rucksack had remained in Spain,
making the rest of us jealous; which just
goes to show that where the PMC is
involved no trip is ever smooth and void of
mishaps but its always worthwhile and full
of memories to keep you going until the
next one.
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Cairngorms
By Peter Machin.

Rob on the summit of Cairn Gorm

I

travelled up with Rob Pontefract and
Matt green. We made excellent time on
quiet roads and decided that we would have
time for a climb on the Crag at Dunkeld.
The weather was superb in the sense that it
was warm, sunny and the skies were clear.
However, it was winter and we were hoping
for snow and ice. What we were enjoying
was better weather conditions that what
could usually be expected for a Scottish
summer.
We battled against the famous Scotch
midges on the walk in to the crag and
selected Kestrel crack as our route. It is
graded as Severe with a HVS variation on
the second pitch. Rob lead the first pitch
and Matt the second. Rob attempted the
HVS variation and succeeded with a
struggle midway. We were rewarded with
an amazing sunset view across the valley

and descended back to the car with darkness
drawing in fast. We arrived at Aviemore,
slightly concerned by the lack of ice and
snow. We could see a very patchy dusting
of white stuff glowing silver in the
moonlight, very high on the hills.
The following morning, we walked into
Coire n t’sneachda to begin the search for
ice. We couldn’t believe our eyes.
Overnight rain had frozen rapidly into very
hard ice. It had been sculpted by the strong
wind as it froze and had formed layers of
elongated balls of ice that, despite being
amazing to look at, were very unpleasant to
walk on. Rob, Matt and I decided to solo
Aladins Couloir as a warm up. Then, the
suggestion was to walk over to Ben McDui
(Britain’s 2nd highest) and time permitting,
Cairngorm.
The climb was fairly easy, but it seemed
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probably less than half a second, Matt had
almost halted his fall. The warm sensation
of relief had just begun to set in, but then
Matt lifted his axe from the ice. He told us
later that he had felt his grip on the axe
loosening, so he decided to adjust it. As
soon as his pick was free from the ice, Matt
accelerated at a frightening rate toward the
sheer drop. Matt re-acquainted his pick with
the ice and came to a halt with his feet just
hanging over the edge. It just proves that a
moment’s lapse in concentration can be
very dangerous.
Matt got himself up onto his feet and
broke the tense silence with “well, I don’t
know about you guys, but that certainly
warmed me up.” Rob replied with his usual
dry humour. “I’m pleased you stopped, I
thought you were about to spoil our plans
for the afternoon.”
Matt Green demonstrating the Goose step on ice

very long. My calf muscles certainly were
not impressed by all of the effort that I was
requiring them to do and they complained
bitterly from about the half way point. My
knuckles also had a slight moan about me
choosing to use straight shafted axes. Never
mind, its character building, or so my old
man would say.
The top of Aladins Couloir comes out onto
a rounded ridge that steepens rapidly
toward a vertical drop that would provide a
very quick and efficient route back to the
bottom of the Coire and most certainly a
ride in the Sea king rescue helicopter. We
paused momentarily to get our breath back
and discuss the rudiments of Ice Axe arrest
techniques before Matt side stepped onto
the steep ice. His crampons promptly
allowed him to slip. With lightning
reactions, Matt had his axe poised across
his chest before he had landed. In what
seemed like a helpless age of time, but was

We continued along the ridge with extra
caution. The view from the top of the Coire
was amazing. Crystal clear skies with a
partial cloud inversion below.
Matt decided that he would rather play
(carefully) on the Coire some more on his
own and avoid the 8km round trip to Ben
McDui. So, Rob and myself headed off
across the plateau and up Ben McDui.
When we returned to the top of the Coire,
we met up with Matt. He told us of his
heroics in rescuing a group of Leeds
University girls who had got themselves
into difficulty.
It was about 3 45 and sunset was only
about 45 minutes away. Rob and I decided
that there was enough time to bag
Cairngorm if we got a move on. Matt
descended back to the car park whilst Rob
and I made a sprint up the last 100metres or
so through the thin cloud that had begun to
form and onto the summit of Cairngorm.
The temperature on the summit was very
cold. About -22 wind chill. The cloud
thinned to reveal a milky sun that became a
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View toward Ben Macdui from Bynack Moore.

fantastic sunset as we descended along side
the ski runs. The evening was spent eating
like a horse and drinking lots of beer and
whiskey.
The next day, we got an early start and the
three of us headed back into the Coire to
enjoy the perfect ice conditions. Whilst we
were preparing our equipment in the car
park, the Leeds University mini bus pulled
in. a rather love struck girl hesitantly
approached Matt to thank him for his help
the day before. We dragged Matt away and
made a very quick walk back to the Coire.
Rob had weighted his rucksack to provide
good training for his planned adventure to
Denali. Even with that extra weight, he still
managed to push Matt and myself along at a
serious pace.
We chose to climb Crotched gully as it
was not busy. While we were putting on our
harnesses at the start of the climb, we saw a
walker fall from quite a height up the path
the leads up between the Coire and the
adjoining ridge. The mountain rescue team
were climbing in the Coire at the time and
were very quick to reach the walker who

was not moving at all.
With our spirits slightly dampened and
thoughts of heading off to the Ptarmigan
café for a day drinking tea and eating cake,
we proceeded up the gully without
hesitation. We soloed the first part of the
route and quickly arrived at a narrow and
steep section that was to be the first stance.
Matt decided that he would rather solo
some other routes by himself than move
together as a three or pitch with three on the
rope. As Mat made his descent, Rob and I
secured ourselves to the anchors and got
ready for the remainder of the climb.
We made five pitches in total and the
climb took 6 hours to complete. With Matt
on the rope as well, this would have taken
much longer. Rob asked me if I would like
to lead the top pitch, which I did and
thoroughly enjoyed. Once again, we
descended by the ski runs with the sun
setting, except this time, there was more
cloud.
The following day, the weather seemed
warmer and much cloudier. We were
concerned that the ice would be starting to
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Takya, Rob, Charles and Joe taking a break

thaw. I walked into Coire n Lochan with
Rob. We were hoping to find a challenging
route that was still in condition. The walk in
was more demanding than before. The
visibility was poor and we felt like we were
not making good progress. Add to that the
deep, soft snow that we were trudging
through, we were not having much fun. Rob
was walking ahead of me and was making
use of a line of rocks that were just sticking
up out of the snow. This stepping stone
technique was much easier than wading
though the thigh deep snow that was the
alternative. Unfortunately, it was a
technique that had hidden dangers that we
were soon to discover. The snow almost
covered the rocks, disguising the fact that
there may not be much supporting the rock
from below.
Rob stepped onto a rock that was unstable.
It promptly tipped up on end and struck him
hard on the shin. Rob fell to the floor in
clear pain. I was unsure of what his injuries
may be. As he was not moving or saying
very much that could be repeated in a

family publication like Take-In. I suspected
the worst, that he may have broken his leg.
Rob finally lifted his leg to reveal a large
circle of red stained snow. The rock had
struck him right on the crown of his Tibia
where there is very little skin between the
bone and the outside world. There was lots
of blood, bruising and swelling around the
wound. We cleaned and dressed the wound
and decided that we should, once the pain
had subsided enough for Rob to walk, head
back to the car and find a Doctors surgery.
The Doctor gave Rob a few stitches and
ordered him to elevate it for the rest of the
day. We looked around some gear shops
and sat in a café instead.
On the final day, the snow and ice had
almost thawed completely. Charles, Rob,
Takya, Jo and I went on a long walk to bag
a Munroe. Bynach Moore.
All in all, the trip was fantastic. I can’t
wait ‘til the next winter meet.
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Football with rocks
Spain part 2.

Before leaving home on Saturday I had
bribed my parents with fish and chips for a
lift to the airport. The dinner table
conversation went something like this…
Dad: Where are you going?
Me: Calpe
Dad: We’ve been there.
Me: Is there any rock there?
Dad: Yes, one really big one on the coast!
I’ve been up the path to the top.
Mum: You stay away from that! It’s big and
dangerous.
Me: (Mental note, if Dad went up the path,
then I’m definitely going up the face!)

low wall and scrambling up 50 feet of
rubble and greenery to the base of the rock.
Despite our intentions, there was a pair of
English climbers already on the first pitch
and a group of six Norwegians arrived as
we were setting off.

The ‘big rock’ on the coast turned out to be
the Penon D’Ifach. It is a ‘rock’ in the same
way as Gibraltar is a rock. At 1000 feet, it is
by far the biggest thing I’ve climbed and
certainly the longest. My prime motivation
for climbing it was the look on my parents’
faces when I would tell them, followed by
the desire to prove to myself how much my
climbing had advanced. Lin and Peter went
up on Tuesday and came back with some
great stories, which just made me even
more determined.

Jez lead the first pitch and I followed.
Being at the base of a large corner, the rock
was covered in loose debris and every hold
was full of sand. There was a lot of grass as
well as small shrubs and cacti on the rock,
all of which conspired to make it a difficult
first pitch. It took me a while to get moving,
but I felt ok until the impatient Norwegians
behind us, not content to walk over our
ropes while sorting themselves out, decided
to climb past us. This included crossing
over my ropes, pushing past and knocking
more grit and sand down on me as they
went. I found this very off-putting and quite
intimidating. I think had Rob not been
around to help me out I would have been
upset by them and let them spoil my
mindset for the whole climb. As it was, I
decided to just get on with things and hurl a
lot of mental abuse at them instead!

Jez Gittins, Rob Pontefract and I decided to
climb as a trio with twin ropes, setting off
early Wednesday morning to beat the
climbing traffic at the base of the route. We
walked along the promenade around the
foot of the Penon, before hopping over the

Their cutting in front continued over the
next pitch, where they also had the cheek to
use our gear placement on a traverse.
Fortunately, Jez came up with a novel
solution to the problem on pitch 3. It
involved letting them take the easy line up
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down on me from above and the noise of
six cheerful Norwegians going up the easy
route behind me, that the mental abuse
hurled at them earlier became the very
vocal variety hurled at Jez! Eventually they
took pity on me and dropped an extra loop
of rope down and hauled me up the brute
force and ignorance way. Thanks guys.

the grade 3 route while he lead us up the
crux corner – a grade 6 option! I followed
him up the right hand side of a y-shaped
corner, overhanging enough for me to be
just off-balance, requiring a reach
approximately 6” longer than mine and the
ability to stick onto rock with Spidermanlike precision. I managed the first bit with
the help of a couple of friends someone had
long since abandoned in the depths of the
groove. The next step meant climbing
behind a large prickly pear cactus,
attempting to flick the rope over the top,
then stepping out over ABSOLUTELY
NOTHING onto a sheer face, attempting
desperately not to barn door. It was round
about this stage, with Rob and Jez grinning

The next couple of pitches took us up the
side of a long sloping face, like climbing
the side of a cathedral roof. The surface was
relatively smooth, but littered with deep,
sharp edged pockets, making it easy
climbing. As we’d started the climb round
the side of the Penon, the view behind us
was a beautiful look out over the
Mediterranean or down onto a large H on
the path below (little did we know they’d
soon need it!), but we couldn’t see the
coast. As I scurried up the face toward Jez,
I called out how much I was enjoying the
climb. He just grinned and said ‘wait until
you see the view from up here then!’ As I
reached him, I realized he was sitting
astride a ridge no wider than a horse back.
On the other side was a breathtaking view
down onto Calpe marina, the beach, right
along the coast and all the way inland to the
distant mountains. Rob joined us and we sat
there eating our lunch in the sun enjoying
the views. Despite the slightly shaky start
and the choice words aimed at Jez for his
lead on the third pitch, I was absolutely
loving it. In Vercors, I found the height and
exposure of the climbs very intimidating.
Here, I was much higher up than I’d been
before and I wasn’t at all bothered by it.
After lunch, the guidebook asked us to
‘walk along the ridge, around the corner
and head up…’
Walk? This was a very narrow ridge with a
very long drop on each side. We took the
crawl option. The top pitch was really just a
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scramble over boulders and scrub, the same
as the scramble up to the base of the climb.
Jez chose to solo up the top pitch with one
of our twin ropes. While I wouldn’t have
used a rope on this pitch at ground level, at
the height we were I did not want to take
any chances and persuaded Rob to humor
me by setting up a belay at the top. I sat on
a big ledge and waited for Rob to finish,
suddenly I heard a loud rumbling and 10
people shouted ‘BELOW!’ It sounded like a
small avalanche coming down at me so I
tucked myself into a corner and kept my
head down. Rob had dislodged a boulder
near the top, which broke into three pieces.
Two missed me by several meters but the
smallest – the size of a rugby ball – shot off
in a different direction and decided to
bounce off my leg on its way past. My foot
suddenly felt full of white noise – like the
fuzzy feeling you get when you hit your
funny bone – and I knew that any second

later it was going to hurt like hell. It did.
And then some.
The rock hit me 3” above my anklebone,
swelling instantly and leaving a deep graze
on the surface. There were some other
climbers halfway up the pitch and one of
them, Hal, climbed down to me straight
away. He helped me stand up and test me
foot – very slight movement but I couldn’t
put my weight on it – so tried to give me a
piggyback. This didn’t work, but Jez
climbed down to us and we managed an
interesting climbing technique to get me up.
Hal had a sling around my right knee so I
could use my leg without putting my foot
down, Jez steadied me from behind while
Rob belayed from above and I climbed with
my other three limbs. It wasn’t pretty, but it
worked.
At the top, we were able to look at my leg
properly, while Moira (who had walked up
with Kate) got on the phone to International
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Rescue, who in turn called out the police,
ambulance and mountain rescue services.
We strapped my leg using Moira’s wrist
splint and Peter Lane helped me start hop/
shuffling down.
The way down starts as a narrow, steep trail
that goes the length of the Penon and back. It
goes through a rock tunnel, before becoming
a proper path with wooden railings. I got
down the trail by sliding on my bum over
the slippery rocky bits and hop/shuffling the
rest while Peter, Jez and Rob took it in turns
to guide me. I was more concerned about
them falling over backwards than I was
about slipping myself. We took a couple of
hours getting down this way, so were joined
on the way by various PMC members as the
grapevine buzzed, as well as no less than
EIGHT men in uniform, two were even
wearing red helmets – who needs the RAF
when there are Spaniards in uniform!? Once
through the tunnel, the path was safe enough
to put me on the stretcher. It was only then
that the shock kicked in.
Lying on the stretcher while they strapped
my legs down, it hit me that it was actually
quite serious. I didn’t think my leg was

broken as I’d been able to put my weight
very carefully on it as long as I didn’t move
my ankle, but there was a real possibility it
was fractured or something in my ankle was
seriously damaged. As I tried to pretend I
wasn’t upset I managed to wipe my contact
lens out of my eye completely, then got the
giggles as I tried to find it, clean it with
some saline supplied by the medic and get it
back in again – no way was I going down on
a stretcher without being able to see
anything!
The final stage of the descent was by far
the most terrifying. I was being jerked all
over the place and tilted as the path
zigzagged rapidly without warning. All I
could see were the heads of those carrying
me, a lot of sky and a helicopter flying
around. There was a certain amount of irony
to the thought that if this was to be my first
trip in a helicopter I’d be strapped down and
unable to look out of the window!
To my disappointment, I didn’t get a ride in
the helicopter after all as they carried me
down to the waiting ambulance. The medics
didn’t speak English and I didn’t speak
Spanish, so when one produced a bottle of
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responsible at the time
but please don’t. If it
wasn’t for you I’d
never have done the
climb and I’m still high
on the achievement six
months later. Thanks
also to everyone else
who looked after me
and put up with my
pathetic hobbling
around afterwards. I
think a special mention
should go to Morgan
clear liquid and indicated that he was going and Mick Brunton who dared to go near my
to put some on my cuts, I turned to Moira: ‘I feet and paint my toenails to cheer me up!
think he means it’ll either be cold or it’ll
sting’. A second later and it felt
like he was stabbing knives into
my leg and I was clawing my way
up the wall saying &*#^%&%
*&%!!!!! Moira grinned and said
‘Yep, I think he understood you
that time.’ We were taken to the
health centre in Calpe where they
agreed I needed an x-ray and sent
us off, sirens wailing and lights
flashing, to a private hospital in
Benidorm. The place was more
like a posh hotel, floor to ceiling
marble and immaculate white
uniforms. Fortunately, the x-rays
gave me the all clear and I was
sent back with bandages and
crutches. After a very long day,
Jez and Kate picked Moira and I
up and took us back to the new
villa. Did I mention what else had
been going on that day…? I think
I’ll leave that to the other
reports…
Many thanks to everyone who was
involved in getting me first up,
then down the Penon. I had the
climb of my life, injury or not. Jez
and Rob, I know you both felt
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KALYMNOS UPDATE

As lots of you may be aware, I’m planning to pencil in a meet to
Kalymnos in October (probably 8th to 15th). Following discussions
with Colin Edwards who made a trip there last year with Hot Rock.
It seems we have two realistic methods of getting there from the
U.K. Firstly to book a charter holiday. Secondly to book a flight
and accommodation. Charter holidays start around £290 for a weeks
B+B including transfers. Flights retail around £165 with
accommodation prices varying. My preferred option at present is to
book flight and accommodation separately as opposed to a charter
holiday. The best deal I have found so far would be to travel via
Athens to Kos with Olympic air. Flights would leave Heathrow at
22:10 on a Friday evening arriving in Kos at 06:45 Saturday
morning. This would then give us plenty of time to catch the hour
long ferry to Kalymnos and sort out accommodation. The return trip
to the U.K. would be on the following Saturday. Cost of this flight is
£193. Total cost of flight and accommodation would be around
£250. If you fancy coming on this trip please get in touch with me
as soon as possible so that I can firm up numbers.
Mick Brunton Tel:07961817008.
E-mail: events@peterboroughmc.org.uk

There’s Gneiss
climbing to be had
in the Desert!
Jez Gittins

W

hile on a recent winter visit to
the USA, I met an old friend,
Ben Duncan who hails from Tucson,
Arizona. Ben used to live in
Peterborough and went to the climbing
wall but left England back in 2001. We
kept in touch, hoping to climb together
somewhere in the States and this year
we managed to meet up.
Mount Lemmon is the highest point in
a 9157ft mountain range called the
Santa Catalina’s that rise out of the
desert and dominate the landscape
around Tucson, Arizona’s second
largest city. Beneath the winter
Snowline, the mountain is covered in
Saguaro Cacti, smaller desert plants
and canyons that hide Rattlers, Brown
Bears and Mountain Lions. But there
are also over 1200 climbing routes on
the mountain that is made from Gneiss,
a type of Granite and Quartzite
metamorphic rock.
In early January we took a drive up
the Catalina highway through the
mountain passes to a point where we
could park and after jumping over a
small Creek flooded from snowmelt,
we began our hike up to our chosen
Crag. “The Ruins” is located 5500ft up
on the shoulder of the mountain on the
Lower Catalina Highway and after a
700ft walk up from the car park, I was
feeling the humidity. With a little ice
underfoot, I was conscious of how
slippy the Gneiss was and hoped that
the friction at the crag would be good.
With the January winter conditions in
mind, we had chosen a crag we hoped
would not be in shade and when we
found it, the sun had slowly started to
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Ben Duncan

heat the rock. This certainly looked
more promising than winter rock
climbing in the UK!
US climbing grades vary to the UK and are
more similar to the French in giving an
overall grade for difficulty as opposed to
UK technical and adjective grades. The
grades are based on the Yosemite Decimal
System and start with a “5” that means
Free Climbing and then have a number
after representing difficulty. They start with
a 5.2 that is similar to a UK Moderate
climbing grade, mid grades of 5.8 would be
equivalent to British Very Severe and it
goes up to 5.15 that is similar to top UK
grades of E10. From 5.2 to 5.8, the
grading is purely numerical but from
5.10 to 5.15 the grades are further
defined in a similar manner to UK
and French technical systems with a
letter e.g.; 5.10a to 5.10d and then
5.11a and so on. This applies to all
routes whether they are bolted or not
unlike the UK grading system that
adopts the French values for bolted
climbs. There are also variations in
grading description across America
as a climb could be classed as hard
or low in the grade e.g. 5.10 - to
5.10+ instead of 5.10a to 5.10d

We met some locals at the Crag and
asked about the routes and the friction
and chose our climbs for the day. The
first route we tried was a route that
followed an Orange Stain up the face in
a shallow groove called One Green
Spot graded 5.9+ that had 8 bolts to the
lower off. The 25m route had 2
overhanging bulges and I struggled on
the second so I lowered off and let Ben
have a go, as he trusted the friction
more. He flashed it, reached the anchor
and lowered off and I had another
attempt and succeeded. It occurred to
me that this was the highest altitude I’d
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climbed at and it
was a struggle
after the trek up
the hillside.
The Gneiss was
also unusual to
climb on,
extremely
crimpy with a
multitude of
small finger
pinches, very
technical and
pumpy and it had
nothing really
positive to grasp
when the nerves
started to show.
After a break we
swapped routes
with the locals
next to us and I
tried a shorter
route graded 5.9,
that had 6 bolts
and was only
20m long. I flashed it and felt much
better after not being able to lead the
first one and felt that I understood the
friction a little more. Next up, Ben tried
a Trad Route that was amusingly called
If We Bolt It They Won’t Come, an
undercut grooved crack, graded 5.8 and
the easiest route at The Ruins. He
stuffed it with small friends and my
newly purchased Zeros that were ideal
for the hard, resistant rock. I could see
why most routes were bolted as there
was little scope for large active
protection.
With the daylight shortening we chose
our last route of the day a 5.10- called

The Quick One.
This was a
layaway rock-up
leading to a
small vertical
finger crack over
a bulge with a
10m run-out on
the crux between
bolts! I started
off and made
steady progress
and had to resort
to a couple of
Zeros through
the crux, my feet
still hadn’t
adapted to the
rock but I pulled
over the bulge
and found the
lower-off just
before my arms
gave out. It was
a quick one, it
only had one
tricky move but I’d made it, I’d ticked
off one of my all-time goals to lead a
5.10!
The following day saw me exploring
the desert with a colleague from work,
who took me on a desert tour. Our
destination was an outcrop of rocks
near a desert wash called Silverbell
Boulders. They were mentioned in the
Tucson Bouldering Guidebook and
since they were almost in my friend’s
backyard I had to have a look. We took
in the ecology on a way-marked hiking
trail that weaved through 100-year-old
giant cacti that stood 10m high and
surrounded by smaller bushes and
Jez on 5.10 crux
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Picture Rocks

The smaller ones were much spikier as
I found out to my cost when I walked
past a Cactus known as a Jagger. This is
known locally as a “jumping cacti” as it
can move and to my annoyance I ended
up with about 20 small spines
embedded in my knee. Now I
understand why people carry pliers
around in their survival kits!
Once at the outcrop, I found a hard
volcanic rock covered with drawings
and etchings of native mammals that
were once hunted by the Indians. This

crag is known to the locals as Picture
Rocks as they have Native Indian
Hieroglyphs drawn on them. The
bouldering was interesting and varied
as it was in the midst of the National
Saguaro Cacti Park that borders
Tucson. It struck me as very odd and
surreal to be climbing on rocks that
Native Indians had drawn pictures on
hundreds of years ago surrounding by
giant Cacti that resembled Triffids!
My desert tour ended with an
impromptu spot of potholing as we set
up an abseil to explore an old
abandoned mineshaft which for me was
quite interesting with my Geological
background. The mineshaft led down to
an old mineral mine. Gemstone
collectors are frequent visitors to these
old workings as there are still some
interesting rocks and minerals to be
found, a lot of which are sold on to
tourists visiting the area. After an hour
of exploring old tunnels and scouring
spoil tips I found a few worthy trophies
to take away and set out for home. We
climbed up on some old rail tracks and
followed a faint path back to the truck
while enjoying the Desert Sunset. I
certainly hope to go back and explore
more, there’s a great deal to be
squeezed out of the Lemmon.

Frankenjura
25th June — 2ndJuly

The Jura is one of the largest climbing areas in Europe and the
club in the last week of June plan to pay it a visit. With hundreds
of crags it can be an ideal place to get away from the maddening
crowd and just climb. The plan will be to travel out on Saturday
the 25th of June returning the following Saturday from Stansted
with Ryan Air. We will hire cars and camp for the week. At time
of press the flight was only costing £36 and as such if you were
looking for a bargain basement climbing holiday this could be it.
The climbing consists mainly of limestone towers and boulders set
in forest and town locations. Local food is excellent with artery
clogging pastry shops and small micro breweries at every turn. So
if you have some spare holiday and were wondering what to do at
the end of June, this could be the answer you were looking for.

For more info contact Zoë Handscombe on 07759 628381
or Mick Brunton on 07961 817008

Scotland
By Charles Clay

Cairngorm from Bynack More

W

e all know about Scottish winter
weather, but with a large
anticyclone over Norway we actually
experienced stable weather conditions
of essentially mild north-westerly
winds. In fact so mild that at low
altitudes there were times you could go
out in a t-shirt. On the tops of course it
was more arctic. The party: Peter
Machin, Rob Pontefract, Mat Green,
Malcolm Flatt, Spod and his Wife, Ben
Robotham, Takuya Matsutani, Joe Clay,
myself and for the last couple of days
Sarah Christie and Beth Rawson.
The choice of location was altogether
very civilised. The Aviemore
Bunkhouse is relatively new, smart and
quite European in character
http://www.aviemore-bunkhouse.com

pub and restaurant next door it is very
well appointed. The climbing too was
very manageable thanks to the White
ladies ski centre car park which at 600m
altitude gives you very easy walk ins
and even the chance of a funicular to
the top! Hey and there aren’t so many
places you can get to on public
transport. Plane to Inverness, train to
Aviemore, bus to White ladies
Saturday was a lovely day – but very
icy on the top. Those present explored
Corrie an T Schneachda with Ben and
Malc going on to Ben Macdui. Charles,
Joe and Takuya arrived at midday
expecting slush and were amazed to
find wind-sculpted ice on their walk up
between the corries at Fiacaill Buttress.
On Sunday Takuya, Charles and Joe
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Charles, Joe and Takuya

went up to do the Runnel. With people
ahead very slow, they made up our own
route. Ably led by Takuya they went up
alpine style with very limited gear
placements. Rob Mat and Peter went
further over to the right both routes 2/3
but in a fantastic condition with
everything iced over. Meanwhile Ben
and Malc went up the Lairig Ghr, one of
the deep gashes that run through the
Cairngorm massif and up onto Sron na
Lairig. Altogether a slippery day, with
the regular buzz of a helicopter
collecting the injured.
Monday Next day like the little boy in
Raymond Briggs` Snowman Takuya
Charles and Joe went out with Mat to
look at Aladdins Mirror Direct only to

find their play things melting: the frozen
stream now a mass of slithery marbles
and the pillar of ice spraying, starting to
mutate back into a waterfall; wet and
slippery and most disappointing. En
route we met a couple of guys from N
Wales who had come up for the day and
were going to go whatever. They got
very wet and were unable to top out
onto plateau as winds were over 60
mph. Rob and Peter went off to Coirie
an Lochan….
By Tuesday the thaw was well set in,
so ice tools were put away and a walk
organised up to Bynack More. This set
off through the lovely ancient
Caledonian pines at Glenmore, past
Ryvoan Bothy to Bynack Stables.
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Bynack More

There the shelter had completely blown
down and was now no more than a few
bits of sheeting anchored to the ground.
And it seemed to be quite a sheltered
location too! As we ascended into the
cloud it all dramatically cleared to
reveal the rocky summit of Bynack
More. Excellent! Once on the top Rob
and Charles bounded off to the Barns of
Bynack -large chunks of rock a bit like
Black Rocks but granite and fun to look
a round. That done a couple more

summits were
taken in, A
Choinneach and
Bynack Beg,
before the return
down into the
other major
Cairngorm valley
the Strath Nethy.
Although this bit
was very boggy it
didn’t spoil a great
day out.
Elsewhere Sarah
and Beth did a
tour round Carn
Ban Mor from
Glen Feshie with Malcolm and Ben
exploring the dramatic northern side of
Cairngorm.
Altogether an excellent meet. Thanks
to Mick Brunton for setting it up shame he couldn’t come because he
broke a wrist - also to Mat who very
nobly took over responsibility at the last
minute and had to deal with a bit of
bother over bookings. Yes someone
has to pay if you reserve and don’t turn
up!

Winter Sun
Beth Rawson

I

t’s Sunday evening and I’m sitting having a glass of wine after 2 days of
glorious sunshine. My face is glowing where I’ve caught the sun. It’s great to be
able to get away and get some superb weather in March, especially after the weeks
of cold and snow we’ve had in England. Where am I? The hut meet in Wales! Not
your ‘normal’ meet weekend. For starters it was quiet. Only 7 of us in total. (8 if
you include Stoli).
Rob (Pontefract) and Ben (Robotham) set off early Saturday morning, before the
rest of us had surfaced, to do the skyline trek. When we did crawl out of bed (I was
regretting the bottle of wine and ‘measure’ of whisky….) we were greeted with a
glorious day waiting for us. Mat and Ross went to hit the surf, while myself, Pete
(Machin), Liz and Stoli decided to clear our heads with a walk. Realising the good
weather should be taken advantage of we wandered up onto the Carneddau. Up at
Pen yr Ole Wen to Carnedd Dafydd, along the top round to Carnedd Llewellyn and
down Y Braich.
It was superb. After the first 10 minutes I was down to t-shirt and shorts (thankful
for my zip-offs) and stayed that way ‘til we got back to the car. The views were as
good as they get and in all directions. We spent the whole day being bemused by
the amazing weather and doing our best to lap it up. There were still large patches
of snow near the top making it all the more surreal. We were sad to reach the end
of the ridge and, not wanting to descend, spent half an hour lying in the grass
soaking up the last of the rays. We then spent another half an hour waiting for Liz
to get a photo using the timer on her camera. I kid you not; it took a good 20
minutes of fiddling and failed attempts before it was finally sussed out. We were
doing our best to still look ‘natural’ and the camera was finally set. 10 seconds, 9,
8, Liz quickly sat down, 7, 6, 5, we all turned our best sides to the camera, 4, 3,
Stoli sit down, 2, Stoli get out of the way, 1, ‘click’ – it worked! At last, we had a
beautiful photo…of Stoli! We gave up and headed down to the valley for ice
cream.
Today (Sunday) it was still glorious. Two days in a row was too much to digest,
we felt like we’d been transported to the middle of summer! Mat, Ross, Liz and I
went to Pen-Trwyn to sample some limestone and lounge around by the sea. So
here I am, back at the cottage as I’m due in Liverpool tomorrow morning and it
seemed sensible to go straight there – the only sensible bit of the whole weekend! I
presume it was the proximity of the Easter break next weekend that kept you all
away, but you missed a corker. I have to say it’s been one of the most surreal and
yet most enjoyable weekends I’ve had for a long while – cheers guys!
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Birthday Ice Cream in the Med
(Escalade Les Calanques)
By Beth Rawson

What better place to spend your
birthday than a weeks climbing on the
Mediterranean coast? So when my
sister mentioned she was going to the
Calanques I gate crashed her holiday
and invited myself along. I wasn’t the
only one, 13 of us ended up going in
all.
The Calanques are situated on the south
coast of France near Marseille. It’s hard
to describe in a few words exactly what
you’ll find if you visit, but I’ll try to
give you a flavour. The 15 kilometre
long stretch of rocky coastline has
several small inlets and the entire area
is covered in limestone cliffs and
pinnacles, some rising straight out of
the sea and some further inland. The
guidebook is a hefty tome of almost 500
pages (A5 size). There are 8 distinct

areas, each with between 6 and 22
cliffs, giving over 2,500 climbs. And
we had just a week.
We left Stansted on a typical dreary
English October day and arrived to
exactly what we’d hoped for. Glorious
sunshine, gorgeous blue skies, not a
cloud in sight, and an ice cream shop
selling 30 different flavours. Maybe
turning 30 wouldn’t be so bad after all.
We found our apartment, stocked up on
food and bought a map and guidebook
to try and decide where to start. We
were staying in Cassis, at the opposite
end of the Calanques to Marseille,
which I can highly recommend if you
visit (and not just for the ice cream!).
The next morning we set off for En
Vau, an area close to Cassis, which has
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climbed on La
Petite Aiguille
and La Grande
Aiguille, both
freestanding
pinnacles of
differing sizes
(as the names
suggest!), getting
a feel for the rock
and the climbing.
I have to say that
we were finding
the routes a little
hard for the grade,
but despite this the
surroundings were
stunning and the
weather beautiful
and we walked back
to Cassis happy at the
end of our first day.

a beach and
numerous cliffs and towers all in close
proximity. You can get the boat from
Cassis or walk, as we did, along the
cliff tops, which takes about an hour.
We were all on a holiday high and so
busy soaking up the fantastic
surroundings that we were halfway
there before anyone remembered it was
my birthday – including me! We

Another day dawned
bright and clear. After
breakfast on the
balcony we decided to
venture further a field
and take the car to
Morgiou. Amy and I
joined the rest of the
crowd at an inland crag,
‘Parc Des Baumettes’,
while Rob and Dave
headed off to the sea cliffs. We were
pleased to find the climbing much
easier today and ticked off 13 routes,
including one up a vertical tunnel right
through the cliff! The scenery was less
spectacular than En Vau, but a great
place to warm up and we were ready to
explore yet more of what the Calanques

Take in! - The Peterborough Mountaineering Club Newsletter

Unfortunately the
next day was not so
great and breakfast
on the balcony was
somewhat soggy! A
wet morning was
spent exploring the
little streets and shops
of Cassis. Severe
depression sunk in
when we found that the
ice cream shop was
closed. After lunch it
dried up and we headed
to Port Miou, a small crag
on the edge of Cassis, and
so easily accessible for an
afternoon’s climbing.
Having thought the day
would be written off we
were thoroughly enjoying a
pleasant afternoon, with the
crag virtually to ourselves.
That was until we were
descended on, quite literally,
by what must have been the
entire Cassis fire brigade
abseiling down the cliff face!
The local firemen are also the
mountain rescue team and were
had to
getting in a bit of training.
offer.
Luckily we had just about
Sormiou was the next day’s location,
finished so we left them to it.
another inlet – this one with a small
village and harbour. We were hoping to Being optimistic for a return of the good
climb on the sea cliffs, but the glorious weather we made plans to return to
Morgiou the next day, to a different crag
weather was starting to disappear and
the swell was too high, so we opted for a and to do some multi-pitch routes. As
we arrived at ‘Le Cret Saint Michel’ the
crag overlooking the village. It was
pretty and peaceful and the odd drop of weather was constantly changing and so
rain couldn’t dampen our spirits or stop were our plans. Amy and I had planned
to tackle an easy 4-pitch route together
us climbing. A great crag, with some
while Rob and Dave tried something a
great routes!
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bit more challenging.
However, the clouds were
gathering fast so for speed
we swapped climbing
partners and selected two
easy routes. Rob led the first
pitch of ours and had set up
the belay when we saw the
storm coming in from the
sea. It didn’t look good so we
decided to abort and Rob
descended. We’d just packed
our sacks when it started
raining. Amy and Dave were
round the corner and hadn’t
seen it coming, so they had the
fun task of abseiling off as the
rain got heavier. And boy did it
get heavier. As we were walking
the half hour back to the car
you’d think to yourself it
couldn’t possibly get any heavier
…… and then it did…and
again…and again. I’ve never
known rain like it (and I lived in
Scotland for 3 years). We were
thoroughly drenched, not one
inch (or should that be millimetre
in our metric age?) of any of our
clothing was dry. The car seats
were still drying out 24 hours
later!
The thunderstorm continued
through the next day and, as the
apartment shook with each roll of
thunder, we realised the climbing
for this trip was over. We’d made
but a tiny scratch into the wealth
of climbing available and I for
one will definitely be going back
some day to scratch a bit more.

Mick's Meets
Well Spring is finally on its way attempting to make us feel warm again and
with it the climbing calendar hots up. There are lots of meets coming up in
the next few months. Some of these dates I have already pencilled in on
my diary as this seasons “must haves”. Font looms large and indeed some
people I know have already been able to undertake one pilgrimage this
year to the boulderers Mecca. “Shipley Glen” Font is not and if you have
not been make the time and go. It’s a special place. I must admit the first
time I went it was with preconceived ideas about how bouldering would not
do it for me. I was wrong. However, when you come back, remember to
adjust your climbing style. Going for a slapz on wet sandstone when
leading in the U.K will inevitably lead to a bigger fall than in the forests of
Fontainebleau as I learnt to my cost.

Frankenjura is another trip I’ve managed to scrounge time off for and I’m
really looking forward to climbing again in Germany as I lived in the North of
the country for a number of years. The Jura is a region though that I have
never been to before and as such I will be relying heavily on Colin and
Morgan’s hard-learnt knowledge of crags, pastry shops and of course
microbreweries. Sara Christie is tempting us all with the thought of the
Jersey tax haven and that weekend could prove to be a good one. I’ve
climbed in Jersey twice about 14 years ago and enjoyed the experience
Fulmars not withstanding! Please also come and lend your support to the
novice’s meet, which Alice Dagg is running. Last years event was very well
attended and proved to be a really good weekend.

Finally though, the trip, which has really wetted my appetite, is the invitation
from the French Alpine Club for members of the PMC to attend their Camp
d’ete. Potentially two weeks of rock climbing, Via Ferrata, mountain biking,
alpinism and having a good time. I can’t wait.
My thanks as ever to all of you who have given your time and effort in
organising and arranging the logistics of a meet.
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FRENCH SUMMER CAMP
30th July to 6th August 2005
Meet leader - Simon Gough-Brown

Following last years successful visits the PMC have been invited to attend the French Alpine
clubs annual Camp d'ete.
Each year the Club Alpin de Valance book a campsite in the Alps in order to go rock
climbing, alpine mountaineering, develop glacier skills and via Ferrata routes. These are just
some of the activities which we will be able to indulge in, others might be mountain biking,
walking, parapenting, lazing in the sun by the pool and generally enjoying your stay.
You can do as much or as little as you wish with our hosts picking up some of the costs too.
(Mick Brunton says he wants to go for two weeks, “I’ve booked me hols already.” He says.)
The campsite is in (or near) the Ecrins range (near the Alps not far from the Swiss border about 2.5 hours east of Lyon) and will have a swimming pool, restaurant, ice creams, showers,
toilets, etc. etc. All French sites seem to be superior to the UK, so comfort shouldn’t be an
issue.
Most people will probably drive themselves down, but flights are cheap to Geneva and train
and bus services excellent. A trip for a long weekend should be possible for those without
enough holiday.
Leaving Friday 29th July with an overnight stay in France before a 5 hour drive down and
through the foothills, arriving on Saturday in order to explore and then climb on Sunday. The
climbing is on outstanding, weathered and well bolted Limestone (and bolted Gritstone!!),
providing excellent easy and hard routes from 1 to 10 pitches in fantastic positions. Via Ferrata
is superbly equipped, and the walking and scenery are unbelievable. It is a family camp so
bring your kids and we will sort them out. We will be returning on Saturday 6th or Sunday 7th
August.
Book your holidays now and let me know, so that I can arrange accommodation and transport.
A £30 deposit per person will be necessary to secure your place. Spaces will be limited, so
book now to avoid disappointment. A PMC Expedition Grant may be available to qualifying
members.
So remember:
“Moo” = slack
“Peu moo” = a little slack
“Bloc” = tight!
“Corde” = below (= duck)
“Libre” = rope free
“Attention!” = below!
“Parti” = Climbing (not a knees-up!)
“Difficile” = Bloody impossible

ABOUT THE PETERBOROUGH MOUNTAINEERING CLUB
The PMC is a friendly, successful club with
nearly 200 members of all ages. We hold
regular trips to the Peak District, Wales, the
Lake District and the Scottish Highlands to walk
and climb. Each year we organise many club
events including trips to the Alps, sunny Spain
France, plus training sessions, courses,
socials, master classes,…...etc etc…(you get
the picture!)
The club owns a luxurious hut in Snowdonia
(hot showers / fitted kitchen / drying room ) and
the climbing wall in Peterborough. The wall is
open 7pm - 10pm weekdays, 1pm - 9pm
weekends and is at the Sports Club (and bar)
beside Edith Cavell Hospital (CLUB NIGHTS
TUESDAYS). Non members are very welcome
to join us at most events and you are welcome
to use the climbing wall at any time. We offer
the following benefits of membership:

• 25% discount every time you climb
(£3.50 vs. £4.50 for non members):

• 30% discount on hut fees at the
Snowdonia cottage:

• Membership of the club bar and use
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

of changing rooms at the climbing
wall:
10% discount at climbing shops
across the UK:
Training and expedition grants to
subsidise your personal development:
3rd party BMC mountaineering
insurance:
An active social life (training courses,
events, competitions, dinners, BBQ`s,
etc:
Quarterly club newsletter:
A source of walking and climbing
partners:
Meeting like minded, adventurous
people:

---------------------------------------------------------------

APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP
Please complete the details below legibly, sign, enclose your remittance (made payable to
"Peterborough mountaineering club”) and return to Lin Marsh, 156, Fulbridge Road, Peterborough
PE1 3LF. Individual membership = £25. Family = £35.
I wish to apply for membership of the Peterborough Mountaineering Club. I understand that the
Club's rules state: “Members and guests participating in club activities do so entirely at their own
risk. Neither the Club nor its Officers, nor its Committees will accept any responsibility for any
injury, loss or damage to persons or property”. I understand that the committee has the right to
revoke any membership at their discretion. I am over 18 years of age.
Full Name: ____________________________________________________ (BMC Insurance included)
Address: ___________________________________________________________________________
__________________________________________________________________________________
Post Code:_________________________Telephone:_______________________________________
Second family member___________________________________________ (BMC Insurance Included)
Note: Extra BMC insurance is available at £4.50 per 3rd and subsequent person (s)
I agree to abide by the PMC's rules and conditions if I am elected a member of the club.
Signature of applicant:_____________________________________________ Date:
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DATES FOR YOUR DIARY
April 28-3 May Fontainebleau
Meet leader : Colin Edwards
May 12th
PMC AGM
Town Club Bar 8pm
May 21/22
Novices Hut meet - Wales
Meet leader: Alice Dagg
May 27-30
Jersey
Meet leader: Sara Christie
June 18/19
Presidents BBQ
Meet leader: Clive Osborne
June 24-2 Jul Frankenjura
Meet leader: Moira Johnston
July 16/17
Wales Hut meet
Meet leader: Graham Robinson
July 30- Aug6 French Alpine Club Exchange Trip
Meet leader: Simon Gough-Brown
Aug 13/14
Northumberland
Meet leader: Dave Fleet
Aug 27-29
Pembroke
Meet leader TBA
Sept 3/4
Roaches
Meet leader: Tom Hyde
Sept 17/18
Wales hut meet
Meet leader TBA:

Tel: 07968 235157
Tel: 01733 560303
Tel: 0161 4325457
Tel: 01785 615954
Tel: 01733 560303
Tel: 07832 366005
Tel: 07866 488100
Tel: 01733 246474
Tel: 01733 898172
Tel:
Tel: 01952 503161
Tel:

For details of events without contacts, please see the Wall notice board nearer the date
Note: Non-members are welcome and
encouraged to join us on these events
It is the best time to meet us!
Lifts are normally arranged at the wall
On the Tuesday evening before the event.
Occasionally an event may change, for
confirmation on future events, contact
Mick Brunton on 07961 817008.

“ Thank you to all the members who took the
time to write articles for this issue”. Please remember
it is your newsletter, and we need your stories and
articles, so please keep them coming in. send your articles
to Paul Rowlands. Tel no: 01733 757324

Remember the all new PMC web site:
www.peterboroughmc.org.uk

