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EDITORS
 LETTER 

A warm welcome to this Autumn edition 

of Take-In. We hope you had a great 

summer and got lots of outdoor routes of 

all kinds in.  

  It’s been a busy summer, with trips 

happening all over the place, people have 

been walking, climbing, cycling, 

marrying… and now the days are getting 

shorter, the weather’s getting colder and I 

for one am determined that this winter I 

will finally get a go at ice climbing! 

  This edition is choc full of articles and 

it’s great to see that people have been 

exploring new territory – Morocco sounds 

wonderful and Sarah’s article on the 

Traverse de Sialouze is particularly 

inspiring.  

  A massive big up and congrats go to 

DBK and Beccy who made honest people 

of each other in September, and are 

spending their honeymoon trekking in the 

Himalayas. Hopefully we will see some 

nice photos at the Photo comp in 

December. (Plug) 
  As always Mick’s meets will give you an 

idea of what we have coming up and Kev 

Trickey has written a really useful article 

to help us get your snaps onto the website 

– so no excuses now! 

  Spring will see another trip to sunnier 

European climes as well as the usual Font 

trip at the beginning of May and the usual 

Wales meets. Hopefully there is 

something for everyone. 

  A quick get well to Jenny Measures, who 

fell and broke her ankle at Stanage earlier 

this month and after having just 

completed a lead climbing course. It can 

happen to anyone. So please be careful 

out there, but have fun. 

The Editors 

Cover photo:  Morocco's High Atlas mountains. 

Photo: Courtesy Malcolm Flatt 

Inset: DBK and Becs walk the walk.  
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NEWS
The next NML work meet is planned for 11th - 12th March 2006. This is your chance to help to 

put something back into the club. The cottage is always in need of repair and building work. 

Some of the jobs hoping to be tackled this time around are: Repairing the coping to cottage gable 

end. Replacing ladies toilet heater. Building a secure store for bikes. So please come along and do 

your bit. If enough members turn up we will probably finish the work in one day and be free to 

play on Sunday. Please remember. YOUR COTTAGE NEEDS YOU! And there is a 

contribution to fuel costs and FREE Accommodation  

_____________________________________

Several PMC members took part in this years Viking Challenge. It was a little wet, but it 

thankfully didn't rain this year on the day. Kev Trickey was taking photos, whilst Jez, Josh 

Phillips, Debbie McGregor, Sam Ladds, Big Ben, Dan, Kat, Stevie T, Oonagh, Tracey Phillips 

and SGB did the 50km off-road course. Food was (as ever) exceptional and Kev and SGB got 

stuck into the cakes at the finish, but there were lots left for everyone. 

An excellent day - only spoiled by a catastrophic failure of the seat tube on SGB’s bike. It must 

be the weight. I guess a diet is in order. (His words, not mine.) 

All times were between 3.45 and 5.30, so a bit slower than last year due to the conditions. 

No injuries apart from a few minor scrapes this year (unlike last year when Kate Mulholland fell 

off nastily).     

 _____________________________________ 

A big well done to both! Sara Christie and Beth Rawson both took part in this years Great North 

Run in Newcastle and both completed the course in very respectable times.  

_____________________________________ 

This years slide show is being held at the Town club bar on Sunday 4th December. If you would 

like to show some of your photo’s, please get in touch with Paul Rowlands on 07729 072911. 

There will be a buffet provided by Mick the barman and we will be asking for a donation of £3. 

The PMC will pick up the balance. And don’t forget to bring your photo’s along for the photo 

competition. No bigger than A4 please and they must have been taken this year.. 

_____________________________________ 

      

You will notice a difference in next years PMC membership cards. Full colour on both sides. 

The new card features the PMC/BMC club membership card, this will help members with 

discounts at huts across Europe. 

_____________________________________ 

Poor Jenny Measures slipped off the bottom of April Crack yesterday afternoon (9th Oct) & broke 

her ankle. She was admitted to Sheffield Northern General Hospital, Huntsman 6 ward. The plan 

is to operate on it when the swelling goes down – so she might be stuck there for a few days or 

more 

___________________________________

The deadline for articles for the Winter Take-In will be January 18th 2006.

So, Please get writing and take lots of Photo’s.



I  first went to the Roaches with my Dad in 

2003. We went up Saturday night, and 

climbed on the Sunday. My Dad led most of 

the routes, but I did my first ‘Severe’ lead 

‘Maud’s Garden’. Next year we went again, 

but this time I did much more leading. I 

admired the overhang of the ‘Sloth’ while 

climbing ‘Pedestal Route’, and I decided to 

try and climb it the next year. 

During the summer of 2005 we paid another 

visit to the Roaches. We left on Saturday 

afternoon and got there fairly late. On arrival 

we went straight up to the Upper Tier. Most 

of the PMC members were already there. I 

have already done a few VS leads this year, 

so we decide to start on Central Route (VS 

4b), which I lead, and my Dad followed 

without too much problem. I am now keen to 

have a go at the ‘Sloth’. Dad doesn’t think he 

will be able to follow me, so he suggests I ask 

Luke to second me. I ask Luke and he seems 

really up for it. 

We gear up and I set off. The first bit is fairly 

easy; at it is the same start as ‘Pedestal 

Route’. I spend the next few minutes going up 

and down faffing around with bits of gear till 

I am satisfied. All this swapping around of 

gear is very tiring, but on I go, hoping I have 

not pumped myself too much to succeed.  For 

the crux move I got my leg high up and pulled 

and stood up, then a few simple moves to 

finish and it was all over. Now it was Luke’s 

turn. Initially he found it quite difficult, and 

was staring to tire, for a moment I thought he
    __________________________________________________________________________ 

The Sloth 
By Daniel Flatt 
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Daniel Flatt Belays Luke Williams up the final pitch of ‘The Sloth’ 



was going to come off, but he 

summoned up all his strength, and with 

a massive pull he was up with me. We 

were both very pleased with ourselves, 

but very pumped. So we did no more 

climbing that day. All evening we 

talked of nothing else.  

On the Sunday the plan is do ‘Valkyrie’ 

with my Dad. On the walk up we meet 

a guy who used to live in the cave that 

is now the Don Whillans hut. He tells 

us a few tales, and afterwards my Dad 

explains the history. Arriving at the 

base of Valkyrie we have it all to 

ourselves so we don’t have to wait. The 

first pitch is fairly easy, but the second 

pitch is more difficult. It starts off by 

descending, then a traverse and then the 

crux step round. Initially I don’t go 

round far enough and end up on harder 

ground, but I soon realise and get back 

on route. My Dad advises me which 

ropes to clip so he is properly protected 

when he follows. He has a little delay 

on the crux but soon works it out, and 

arrives safely at the top. A great climb! 

We go down to see what the others are 

up to, to find Luke is stuck on the 

‘Bulger’ so we rescue him and then we 

go off and climb ‘Kestrel Crack’. For 

good measure I finish the day off 

leading ‘The Bulger’. A great weekend! 

Val Taylor leading ‘Inverted Staircase’ a 3* Diff at The Roaches 
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Both Miles Goff and Malcolm Flatt 

have been to the European Alps 

many times and wanted a 

mountaineering trip that was different. 

Alpine mountaineering in Europe is 

very well developed. Nowadays most 

peaks have huts, which can be both 

luxurious and crowded in equal 

measure. Access to the huts is often 

easy via the use of ski lift cable cars 

and it would be rude to refuse wouldn’t 

it?

  So Europe is not really the great 

wilderness it was in the nineteenth 

century, or even 20 years ago. We were 

looking to do something different, 

somewhere a bit more remote. With a 

single week of leave to spare, where to 

go?

  The decision was made to go on an 

‘organised’ winter mountaineering 

expedition to the High Atlas mountains 

in North Africa with a company called 

Nomadic Morocco. The use of 

quotation marks around organised will 

become clearer as this article 

progresses… 

  The objective of the trip was to visit 

the Western Atlas mountains in North 

Africa, an area not regularly visited by 

European climbers. Whilst all the 

principal Atlas summits, many over 

3000m and the highest over 4000m, 

have been climbed, numerous faces, 

gullies and ridges are still totally 

unexplored.  

  Our destination selected, we made our 

booking… 

Winter Mountaineering in Morocco
By Miles and Malcolm 
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The trip kicked off with a flight to 

Agadir in Morocco, followed by taxi 

transfer to the town of Taradount, 

where we were booked into the 

imaginatively named Taradount Hotel. 

Ever wondered where ancient Mercedes 

go to die? The answer is now clear. 

Cars that our local breakers would be 

ashamed to admit to are regularly 

plying their trade between Agadir 

airport and Taradount.  

  At the airport we linked up with a 

fellow expeditioner, Ivor, a leprechaun 

from Cork. Ivor proved to be possibly 

the ugliest man alive, the owner of an 

impenetrable Cork accent and as fit as a 

butcher’s dog. How we enjoyed chasing 

him around the hills trying to follow all 

the ”diddly dee’s” and ”top of the 

mornings”. Ivor represented the first 

instalment of an extended Irish 

contingent… 

After somehow safely arriving at our 

hotel we met up with Des, the owner of 

Nomadic Morocco and the leader of the 

trip. Des had made the brave decision a 

couple of years earlier to relocate lock 

stock and barrel from Dublin to 

Morocco with his wife and several 

small people. After a couple of years, 

Des considers himself a naturalised 

Moroccan principally through using 

such phrases as ‘Insh ‘Allah’ and 

‘Salam Alay Koum’. However, we 

were unable to detect any other 

significant Moroccan qualifications… 

‘Dinner’ was had at the ‘Health Risk 

Hovel’ (botchulism anyone?) in 

Tarradount town centre where Des 

described (read ‘made up’) the plan for 

the next few days. During our return to 

the Hotel he managed to fall out with 

the local Constabulary over a minor 

parking infringement. ”Oh no!” we 

thought, two hours into the trip and 

we’re going to be jailed and buggered 

senseless by eight foot tall 

Moroccans… Errrr, no. After 

presenting every item of paper in the 

vehicle (including his cycling 

proficiency badge and cat inoculation 

certificate) to the jobs worth cop, Des 

talked his way out of trouble and we 

were on our way, thankfully with our 

sphincters intact! Through the narrow 

backstreets straight into a 10,000 person 

convention of Klu Klux Klan meets 

Merlin the Wizard. We managed to 

avoid knocking over the locals in their 

coats with silly pointed (pointless?) 

hoods. Bizarre? Certainly. 

The next day we met the rest of the 

group (99.99% Irish. ”hoddly hoi and a 

diddly dee” to you), and set off in two 

ancient Nissan 4x4s to join forces with 

another expedition group from 

Marrakech.

  The second group complete with two 

equally ancient Landrover's were met in 

the middle of nowhere. How? We will 

never know (Cue more ‘Insh ‘Allah’ 

from Des). The mix was more multi-

national (Yanks, Brits and Moroccan’s), 

so we were now not quite so 

overwhelmed by the Irish. The next part 

of the journey was a stomach churning 

70km 4x4 off-road drive into the Atlas 

Mountains. Ever done any hard core 

4x4? Neither had we.  
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One vehicle got a puncture, and another 

went off the narrow mountain track and 

had to be towed back on. ‘Hair’ and 

‘raising’ spring to mind. The scenery 

and our first close up views of the Atlas 

Mountains were magnificent. Alongside 

the track, goats could be seen high in 

the trees eating the local equivalent of 

olives. Hereabouts, goat mastication 

followed by partial digestion is part of 

the delightful process of producing 

luxurious olive oil. The reader may be 

able to guess how the half digested 

olives are collected. Suffice to say, the 

essential ingredients are goat shit and a 

bucket!

After several alarming hours in the 

trucks we arrived at the Berber village 

of Tigouga. Bear in mind, 

we are now less than half a 

day’s travel from Europe but 

well over 1000 years apart 

culturally. After a further 

half hour plod up the hill we 

arrived in the remote village 

of Imsker, at 1800m. Our 

accommodation, a very 

basic, very old, very scruffy 

Berber house (hovel) was 

so salubrious we elected to 

sleep in the tent, outside. 

Our first night in the hills 

was very cold, even in 

Miles’ antique Redline bag. 

We woke to hoar frost on 

the inside of the tent and 

dozens of curious Berber 

urchins on the outside. Not 

many white men camping 

in these ‘ere parts… 

The plan was to work our way up to a 

plateau at about 2800m and set up a 

base camp. The kit and food would be 

carried in by mules - luxury. Our 

intended route was via a South facing 

slope so should have been fairly clear at 

this time of year. However, due to 

recent unseasonable heavy snow this 

was not the case. The muleteers had 

tried to take the mules up to our 

intended base camp the day before, but 

could not make it due to the deep snow. 

Ahh! poor mules. 

The base camp plan was abandoned for 

the day and we split into groups and set 

off to explore the peaks from our 

village base.  Miles and Malcolm 



teamed up with Ivor & Chris (a Yank), 

Chris allegedly the guide. This meant 

that he carried a small first aid kit and 

nothing else, not even a map of the 

area.

Despite this, we aimed to climb 

Agelmoumane at 2905m, possibly by 

one of the gully lines we’d spied on the 

south face. We hoped the previous 

day’s high temperature and the 

following cold night would consolidate 

the snow but, alas, this was not to be.  

We were soon wading waist deep in 

soft snow. We decided to skip the 

gullies as they would be full of yet 

more soft snow. We climbed to a col 

which was to have been our designated 

route to base camp, and then followed 

the west ridge to the summit of 

Agelmoumane, our first Moroccan 

peak. The afternoon sun was now very 

strong which we ‘enjoyed’ during our 

slither back to the village. Note to self; 

”must remember peaked cap and 

sunscreen when travelling in the high 

mountains”… 

Back at base, there was 

lots of discussion about 

what to do next as the 

poor conditions ruled 

out our plan to set up a 

high camp on the 

plateau. We decided to 

trek into the next 

valley, and set up a 

higher camp there.  

The following day 

brought a six hour trek 

across granite and sand in typically 

Moroccan weather – bloomin’ hot, 

through several ancient Berber villages, 

walnut groves and terraced fields as 

seen in mountainous rice growing 

countries.

Camp was established, just above the 

snowline, in a sheep fold at a slightly 

higher altitude than Imsker. Plans for 

the following day were made over 

dinner in our communal kitchen and 

dining room tent. Our camp was 

pitched on a high plinth just smaller 

than the footprint of our Quasar. Miles 

spent a fretful night dreaming of rolling 

out of the tent, off the plinth and down 

the hill into the valley below. Fewer 

drugs with dinner next time perhaps? 

At 05:00 the next day, the same motley 

group of four set off.  A steep gulley 

out of the back of the camp was 

followed to <?>m. Despite the cold, the 

snow was still quite soft. Malcolm 

broke trail as the top of the gulley was 

approached and it was so cold, the 

Lithium battery in his camera had to be 
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rejuvenated before use. After 

reaching a col at the top of the 

gulley, we then followed a ridge to 

an un-named summit at <?>m.  

Due to the combination of excellent 

guiding and our lack of decent 

maps, we soon realised that we were 

not where we had planned to be. 

The summit we had intended to 

climb was still some way off, as we 

had started too far east.

Strangely, we were not too pleased 

with Chris, our guide.  

Whilst stood in the freezing cold, 

there followed some debate over 

where we were and what to do next. 

Uncharacteristically, Malcolm, 

objecting to the delay, threw a 

wobbly followed by all his toys and 

the pram.  

A collective decision was made to 

descend into a snow bowl and then 

on up a ridge to Immaradene at 

3351m, our biggest Atlas to date. This 

peak has twin summits at almost the 

same altitude, so for good measure we 

bagged them both.  Malcolm was much 

happier now as self flagellation levels 

returned to normal. The top gave superb 

views of the face of a slightly lower 

peak further along the summit ridge. 

The face had loads of unclimbed rock 

routes on it and is crying out for a bit of 

PMC ‘development’. 

Shortly after summiting, we were 

joined by others from our extended 

party who had taken the shorter route 

up (or had a better guide!). We 

descended from the top by a narrow 

mixed ridge, but the poor snow 

conditions meant that it was hard work 

rather than good climbing.  We cut off 

at a convenient point to regain the snow 

bowl now a magnificent parabolic 

sunshine accumulator. Result? More 

fried skin follicles. In the midday sun 

we slogged and swam downhill in very 

soft snow amused by the afternoon 

snow slides attempting to catch us up! 

The next day we trekked back to the 

village of Imsker, and stayed there 
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another night. The trek involved 

running after our muleteer in 38°c heat 

who, sans mule, managed to set a fair 

old lick.

There followed another 4x4 journey 

from hell back to Taradount. This was 

an exciting affair. Initially the two 

Nissans would not start (Pah! Rubbish 

Japanese kit), and it took quite a lot of 

tinkering and towing to get them going. 

After a few km of bouncing descent we 

suffered yet another puncture on the 

same vehicle that had punctured on the 

way in (uh oh… no more spares).  

Chris the ‘guide’ may not be the ace 

navigator, but if you ever get a double 

puncture in a 4x4 in the middle of the 

dessert, he’s the guy to have around. He 

carries the most enormous jack in his 

Landrover, knows what to do with it 

and which of the various other bits and 

bobs he carried would do the job. We 

were soon back on the road. Think on, 

you Peterborough soft road pussies in 

your Chelsea tractors! 

A few km more of bouncy descent and 

projectile vomiting is the order of the 

day. Rarely have we seen one Japanese 

4x4 empty its load of Irish 

mountaineers so quickly!  Interestingly 

(?) this is the only occurrence of 

‘Montezuma’s Revenge’ for the entire 

party. 

After yet another stop a little further 

down the track for tortoise abduction 

(poor thing was minding its own 

business when Des decided it would 

make a good pet for the kids), we are 

soon (not soon enough) back in 

Taradount, for hotel food, and a few 

beers. The next day after some hanging 

around and a spot of exploring we fly 

back to England via an ancient 

Mercedes and good old British 

Airways. 

Take in! -  The Peterborough Mountaineering Club Newsletter                                                               



Mat Green (left) contemplating if this (above) is worthy of his efforts? 
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I  have never really seen the point in 

Via Ferrata as it’s not really 

climbing.  Who would want to climb a 

load of ladders and staples stuck to the 

side of a rock face?  It’s just no real 

challenge and not really worth my efforts. 

  So it happened that one day while on the 

French exchange trip I was roped in to do 

some Gorge that I could never remember 

the name of, with a load of froggies that 

smelt of garlic. Oh great! 

  I can actually say I haven’t had so much 

fun with my clothes on in a long time.  

What a laugh. Swinging around beneath 

overhanging rock, sprinting across dodgy 

suspension bridges that sway heavily in 

the wind.  Stunning scenery and having a 

great laugh with these really nice French 

guys.  I didn’t even get any hint of garlic. 

(Just onions). I will always remember 

hanging off a staple on an exposed 

section, waiting for the route ahead to 

become clear, when I looked across at a 

group on a bridge.   

  Suddenly with a scream one of the party 

fell off it and was left  dangling a few feet 

lower.  How I laughed, especially when 

his mate next to him did exactly the same 

thing.  While on that same bridge, the 

wind was whistling through the gorge 

rather steadily now and it was proving 

harder to unclip between wires.  When 

the bridge bounced up I could just reach 

the crab to unclip it, otherwise I would 

have to wait for the bridge to drop then 

rise back up.  One of the other members 

of the party seemed a little perturbed by 

this so in a totally out of character 

moment I was actually nice to them. 

Don’t worry, I won’t do it again. 

I truly had a great time and would totally 

recommend it to anyone.  I wouldn’t 

describe it as serious climbing, so take a 

sense of humour and I promise you a ball. 

Via Ferrata 
By Mat Green



I decided to go on the 5 day Rock 

Improvers course at Plas y Brenin for 

several reasons: 

1 I had been climbing indoors for 2 

years and outdoors for 18 months, 

but knew nothing about abseiling, 

prussiks, escaping the system etc 

and so felt I was not 100% safe on 

the rock 

2 99% of my climbing had been on 

single pitch routes in the Peaks, and 

I thought I would like to try 

something different 

3 I wanted to check my belaying, 

setting up anchors etc was good, and 

that I was not developing bad habits 

4   I wanted to try leading harder routes 

– under trained supervision  

DAY 1:

I met the other 8 people on the course 

and Day 1’s two instructors, Dave and 

Dez. The age range of the students went 

from 17 to over 60, so I didn’t feel out 

of place. As the day was a bit damp, we 

went to Tremadog where Dave said it 

dried quickly, and he was right. We 

practised setting up anchors at the top 

of the crag, and did some top-roped 

climbing. This gave us the chance to get 

into climbing mode, and enabled the 

instructors to get a feel of everyone’s  

abilities. I learnt a lot about good gear 

placement, belaying techniques etc. 

  At 5.00 we were back at PYB for tea 

and cakes, and then from 5.30-6.15 we 

were shown how to prusik up a rope 

using Kleimheist knots. Hard work but 

may come in useful (it helped my son 

Reg escape from a crevasse in 2003!). 

Supper at 7.00. Then an optional 

evening talk from one of the staff about 

his trip to the Alps. Lovely pictures.  

DAY 2:

Today the 9 of us, plus 3 instructors 

went to Llandudno to the limestone sea 

cliffs. BRILLIANT. I had never 

abseiled before, and certainly had never 

climbed on any rock as weird as that 

sea-eroded limestone. A couple of 

people cut their hands by using the 

Peak method of lunging for a handhold 

rather than gently reaching for it! 

  To see the waves crashing at the 

bottom of the crag, and to look down on 

a seal and a load of jellyfish was really 

exciting.

 Back to PYB for our 5.30-6.00 session, 

this time on tying off and escaping the 

system, practised in the “Rescue 

Room”. A lot to remember! 

 In the evening I went to a great talk 

about the training of the Search and 

Rescue dogs, and we met Tilly, a lovely 

border collie.  

“Rock Improvers”
By Jenny Measures  
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DAY 3:

Now this is where I really got my 

money’s worth. We were split into 

pairs, with each 2 “students” sharing an 

instructor, but as I was the odd one, I 

got my own personal instructor, Spike. 

He was brilliant, and fitted what we did 

very much round what I wanted to 

achieve.

 So, off we went to Idwal Slab to do 

some multi-pitch climbing with double 

ropes. We climbed Charity (V Diff), 

and I abseiled down the tricky bit of the 

descent, and then we did the first 2 

pitches of Tennis Shoe (Severe) and 

abseiled back down (both for practice,  

and because we had run out of time). A 

great day, and good weather too. 

 Back at PYB, the evening’s 

entertainment included a talk on 

Snowdon and its environment (flora, 

fauna, geology). Very interesting. I also 

managed to squeeze in a visit to the bar 

DAY 4:

At last, I got to do some leading. Ruth, 

one of the assistants at PYB, joined 

spike and me and we went to Clogwyn 

yr Oen where we did Pied Piper 

(Severe), a 4-pitch route. Spike climbed 

up first and then hung alongside on a 

rope while Ruth and I did the climb. 

Ruth led 1st and 4th pitches, and I led 2nd

and 3rd. I learnt masses about good gear 

placement, how not to get the double 

ropes all twisted up (well actually I 

showed Spike how to get in a muddle, 

and he explained how to do it better!), 

and all about multi-pitch climbing and 

sorting out belay stances etc. A hot and 

sunny day too – GLORIOUS. 

  No evening sessions, but plenty of 

time to chat in the bar.
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DAY 5:

Oh no – the last day. 

This time Spike and I were joined by 

Tom, another PYB assistant. We went 

to Tremadog where we did two 2-pitch 

routes.

  First we did Yogi, on Boo-Boo 

Buttress, a VS route. Tom led the first 

4a pitch, and I led the 2nd 4b pitch. 

GREAT. I was still learning masses 

about how not to whack a piece of gear 

into the first crack I saw, but rather to 

look all round first, and then choose the 

best size of nut or whatever so that it 

was a really good placement (that 

would hold me if I fell). I still managed 

to twist the ropes up! 

  When I was at the top, bringing Tom 

up the last bit, Spike had me tie him off, 

escape from the system, abseil down to 

him, and then do an assisted abseil 

down to the bottom. Phew – absolutely 

exhausting, and really makes you 

realise how important it is to have a 

good, secure belaying position, and 

have used the correct methods of 

belaying (from the right bit of your loop 

of rope) and right knots. All quite 

sobering.

  And then the last climb of the course – 

Grim Wall on Shadrach Buttress, a VS 

4b, 4c. Tom led the 1st 4b and I led the 

2nd 4c pitch. Wow! Yes, I know I had 

Spike hanging on a rope beside me, 

making suggestions about handholds 

and gear placement, but it still felt quite 

an achievement.  

  Finally, back to PYB for a debrief and 

goodbyes.  It was a BRILLIANT! course

and more than met all my hopes and 

expectations.

FINAL NOTE:

I know that lots of others at PMC have 

been on similar courses, and have learnt 

about rescue techniques, but 

surprisingly get very little chance to 

practise them. What about an annual 

“Rescue Techniques Refresher session” 

at the Wall, maybe in the winter when 

there is not much outdoor climbing 

going on? We could meet for a couple 

of hours, practise our prusiks, prusik up 

ropes, tie off and escape from the 

system etc. I’m sure if these things 

aren’t practised from time to time, it 

would be all too easy to forget them at 

the very moment they are needed. What 

do you think?? 
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Bizarre as it might seem and despite being 

brought up traipsing up, over and sometimes 

round mountains I have never really been 

much inspired by the idea of Alpinism. 

Don’t get me wrong I have always loved the 

mountains and am often rather overly proud 

of those I grew up amongst but there was 

something very negative sounding about 

“alpine starts”, “avalanche conditions”, 

“Crevasse rescue” and other such associated 

phrases. 

My first experience of using crampons and 

an ice axe was whilst at university where the 

term times inevitably meant that the 

Strathclyde Uni. Mountaineering Club spent 

more time up hills in the snow than it did in 

the sunshine. I was wearing my shiny new 

crampons and wielding my donated walking 

axe (both from my parents) and plodding up 

Beinn an Dothaidh at Bridge of Orchy with 

Beth, whilst trying to explain to some 

foreign student that Scottish hills were too 

dangerous to wear Gortex fabric walking 

boots and jeans, especially at that time of 

year. (I think he was over studying from 

Spain) His disbelief that a hill so small 

could have such severe conditions did 

nothing to promote my impression of those 

people who did Alpinism and I suppose 

nobody has ever tried to convince me 

otherwise since. The foreign student, much 

to his surprise, was forced back to the 

minibus due to being improperly equipped, 

he was very cold. 

Before the PMC’s French Exchange trip to 

the Ecrin region of France there was the 

usual barrage of emails with suggestions of 

kit and activities. Tim Armes our host in 

charge for the week was very keen that we 

would get to try new things in much the 

same way that the French club had been 

introduced to ‘trad’ climbing during their 

visit to Wales in 2004. Via Ferrata and 

Alpine climbing were up there on his list of 

suggestions along with the kit we would 

need. I tried everything to get out of taking 

my winter boots and crampons, using the 

weight limit of the flights out there as a 

perfect excuse, but Mick Brunton & Mat 

Green conspired against me and took them 

out in the car. Tim kindly provided the rest. 

I would have no excuse for not going up into 

the mountains if the occasion arose. 

I was totally overcome with awe at the scale 

of my surroundings on the first day out 

The ‘Aiguille de Sialouze

traverse’ 
By Sara Christie 
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multi-pitch climbing above Alefroide. I 

don’t think anything can prepare you for the 

magnitude of the mountains or the 

spectacular beauty of the geography. 

Despite my time trekking in the Himalayas 

there was something totally different and 

new about being on a belay part way up a 

mountain surrounded by these Alpine peaks. 

It was for this reason that over the next few 

days climbing, and a rest day of shockingly 

British weather, I allowed myself to be 

talked into both Via Ferrata and 

participating in an Alpine route with some 

of the French club who I deemed 

trustworthy enough to look after me. Tim 

was right – it would be improper not to try 

out some new things and to go up high to 

see the mountains properly. 

I won’t dwell on the Via Ferrata; it has 

taken me long enough to be able to climb 

comfortably on man made bolts let alone 

attempting one of these routes of iron 

plugged into the side of a mountain. I’m 

sure that some of the other club members 

present will be able to confirm how terrified 

I was tackling my fear of heights and 

crossing the rickety wire strung bridges. 

Nevertheless it was a thoroughly worthwhile 

experience though I’m sure I can’t explain 

why. 

My first Ever-Alpine experience was to be 

the “Aiguille de Salouze traversee” and on 

Thursday afternoon, following a thorough 

kit inspection by Grégoire, my climbing 

partner for the long trip, 7 of us set off 

towards the Pelvoux refuge where we would 

get a meal and sleep before the 12-hour 

route. The group comprised of Grégoire and 

Chantal both of whom I had met during the 

French exchange the previous year, 

Monique who I had only met this week and 

some people who Id not met before: Denis – 

Monique’s boyfriend, and Louis-Michel and 

Alban. All my doubts about Alpine climbing 

were gone, replaced by nervous 

apprehension and excitement and a small 

nagging doubt about my ability to 

communicate if things got tough. 

The walk in to the Pelvoux refuge (2700m) 

is predicted at 3 hours and I think we did it 

in slightly under that. It gets progressively 

steeper as the path zigzags through shady 

forest to hot sunshine and green bushes and 

then finally up the steep scree like slopes. 

We had a couple of brief stops and I was 

glad I wasn’t the only one to remove my 

boots at one of them to place ‘Compeed’ on 

my heels to prevent blistering. I didn’t feel 

so completely amateurish after all. Chantal 

and I shared the carrying of one of the 45m 

ropes, making the walk a little more 

bearable. Beth’s advice to me had been that 

you must find a steady pace that you can 

keep at without stopping – no matter how 

slow – and stick to it. The theory is that this 

is your alpine pace and it will mean you can 

reach your destination slightly less out of 

breath than if you try and use someone 

else's. With us all adopting a slow steady 

alpine plod there was very little talking, 

However when there was talking I was 

pleased to discover that I was understanding 
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most of what was being said especially with 

Denis talking some English when I got 

stuck.

When not huffing and puffing my way up 

the mountain I noticed that so much of the 

greenery is similar to what you’d expect in 

the Scottish hills: broom, berries and what 

seemed like a variety of heather. We startled 

a couple of chamois and when we finally 

reached the hut we met the Marmot which 

has made its home there. Mick, Kevin 

Yallup and Clive Osborne were already at 

the hut intending to do the Pelvoux the 

following day and I could see Mick and 

Kevin waving as we neared the top. 

Monique spotted them and suggested that if 

they were my friends they should help with 

our bags. Agreeing I had to admit “Ils sont 

pas mes amis vraiment”. Despite their 

unchivalrous behaviour it was good to see 

them and they helped me spot the ridge I 

would be traversing the following day for 

some good photos. 

We must have reached the summit about 20 

minutes before dinner was served, Monique 

and Kevin Yallup sorted it out so that we all 

sat together and I 

was very impressed 

by the quality of 

the refuge as a 

whole. The food 

was superb and 

plentiful and the 

facilities were 

simple and clean. 

Much to my 

surprise after the 

walk in and a lively 

dinner I was so 

shattered that I 

slept from the 

second my head hit 

the pillow after 

dinner almost 

straight through until 3am when we got up 

for breakfast. This was despite the entire 

coming and going which I’m sure must have 

gone on in the room around me. 

Over breakfast Chantal decided that she 

wasn’t going to join us on the route. During 

discussions over dinner the night before it 

had transpired that the route was longer than 

she was expecting and she had to leave for 

the Ardeche straight afterwards. She didn’t 

want to risk not being fit enough to make it 

and so we became a group of 6 with Chantal 

heading back down to the campsite during 

the day. 

It was odd to be setting out in the dark after 

breakfast. With head torches strapped to 

helmets we headed further up the mountain, 

a long line of mountaineers all starting off in 

the same direction under the clear starlit sky 

but splitting off at different points, as we got 

higher. We must have made a peculiar site 

from below. I found it very eerie crossing 

rivers and snow fields in the dark just 

following the person in front and not being 

particularly sure of where we were going. It 

was against everything I’ve ever been 

taught.  
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The crampons came out and we began 

crossing over the glacier, it was getting light 

very quickly and as the sun was rising I 

became aware of how spectacular a view I 

was being given back down the valley and 

across at the other glaciers of the region. 

The refuge went out of site, the peaks of the 

traverse loomed larger in front of us and as 

we navigated the small crevasses and finally 

made it to the rocky slopes I realised I had 

walked across my first glacier. It was around 

6am and we were about on target according 

to the guidebooks 2-hour approach. 

Swapping winter boots and crampons for 

rock shoes and a harness seemed very 

strange but the hardest thing to get my head 

round was the climbing style. We climbed 

as 3 twos and I was paired up with Grégoire 

which was good as I knew and 

trusted his climbing, but the idea 

of climbing behind someone who 

has not finished climbing was one 

I didn’t want to think about too 

much. Yet again it was against 

everything I’ve ever been taught. 

Denis and Monique climbed first 

with Louis-Michel and Alban 

taking up the tail. They explained 

that once all the rope had gone 

tight between myself and Grégoire 

that I should start climbing. This 

meant that we were both climbing 

on the gear he was placing or the 

odd piton that he was clipping. 

Thankfully the climbing was 

relatively easy and apart from the 

rucksack on my back I was fairly 

comfortable with the moves. Even 

climbing as a two, there were parts 

of the climb where what I would 

refer to as more standard belaying 

became necessary as a steep bit 

appeared and the climbing became 

more technical. However I was 

very aware of how poorly protected I was on 

the belay stance and grateful for the skill 

with which Grégoire approached the 

climbing. We climbed two short pinnacles 

before descending a short abseil and then 

there was some lovely slab climbing and 

some steeper sections before reaching the 

summit (Aguille de Sialouze 3576m). The 

rock to my surprise was quite broken and I 

found myself needing to test everything 

before I used it as a hold.  I guess that this is 

because of the constantly changing 

temperatures.  

Surrounding a constant necessity to 

concentrate on the climbing and be aware of 

what you are doing was this feeling of huge 

space. The sheer enormity of the mountains 

and valleys that were around us made you 



feel like a small ant on a hill. We stopped 

briefly at the summit to take pictures but we 

were not making fast progress and we 

needed to keep going. The summit is really 

only the halfway point and there is the rest 

of the ridge to traverse before the real 

descent starts. In fact the trickiest piece of 

climbing I found was yet to come. 

I started to get into the swing of Grégoire 

‘belaying’ my down climb; and then his 

following on to lead through the next 

section of ascent. Sometimes he would pay 

out more rope to ensure that he could reach 

and set up a stance to belay me through a 

tricky section, often I would need to start 

climbing before he’d finished but it always 

seemed to work out so that he’d stopped by 

the time I needed the reassurance of a 

belayer. Sometimes we would just climb on 

a shorter rope between us, climbing as two.  

Nearly at the end of the traverse there was a 

section where Grégoire climbed up a steep 

crack to the right and then after clipping a 

piton had to descend a little in order to 

traverse left. I hadn’t seen how Monique had 

climbed it but I was in no doubt that there 

was no way I could make the wide step left 

that Grégoire had just made. On reaching 

that point I unclipped the piton and below 

me Louis-Michel 

and Alban were 

encouraging me 

to try and 

descend to make 

the step, but I 

decided that it 

would be easier 

to traverse higher 

where the holds 

were a lot smaller 

but certainly 

more in reach. 

With a squeak of 

“regardez 

moi” (a very 

important term to know!) I made the 

technical and balancey move left to a 

murmur of congratulatory sounds from 

below. I explained to Grégoire the problem 

when I finally reached him round the corner 

and he took great delight in repeating the 

story later (in much better French than Id 

used!). I was just thankful and proud that I 

had managed to not let the side down. 

It took us a little while to establish exactly 

where the abseil descent was, and we 

seemed to have lost Louis-Michel and 

Alban. I was getting tired and struggling to 

translate exactly where we’d last seen them 

but I was in no doubt that no-one else knew 

where they were. In the end the 4 of us 

started to descend on Grégoire’s two 45-

meter ropes. Monique and Denis had been 

climbing on a single 40-meter rope, which 

would not make the abseil lengths required. 

Denis came down last and notified us that 

he’d heard Louis-Michel and Alban they 

were descending further along. Ab’ing as a 

4 was a very time consuming experience 

and we can’t have reached the bottom of the 

4 or 5 abseils until after 2pm. By this time it 

was very hot and we could hear the sounds 

of rock falls above the glacier and the creaks 

and groans of ice and snow giving way. 
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These noises, along with the precarious 

nature of the abseil points left me feeling 

very insignificant and hugely at risk. I kept 

telling myself I was in safe hands and it was 

strangely reassuring to know Monique was 

as nervous as me and she had been in the 

mountains before. Finally we reached the 

last abseil point and we each carefully 

swapped our rock boots for our walking 

boots on the ledge before descending onto 

the glacier. It was quickly apparent that it 

was too dangerous to stop there for a rest as 

the rock falls continued; so joining up with 

Louis-Michel and Alban we all headed 

across to the Glacier “tout suite”, Grégoire 

teaching me how to walk in the melting 

snow, to a spot where we could look down 

on the refuge in safety and have our lunch 

looking back on the amazing route that we 

had just completed. 

It was still a long walk back to the refuge 

where we topped up our water and repacked 

our sacks and then retracing our steps down 

to the campsite where we’d come up from 

the previous day - so we weren’t back to our 

tents until 8:30 or 9pm that night. I think it 

makes it the longest day I’ve had on the hill 

ever. However, as a first trip out into the 

mountains on an alpine route I was 

completely thrilled. The route was a very 

long one for a novice but I’d loved every 

second even regardless of the blisters 

appearing on my feet from the constant 

changing of footwear.  

  Despite my scepticism of alpine climbing, 

the power of nature was so apparent from up 

on the ridge it was difficult not to be 

inspired. I was reminded very firmly why I 

love the mountains and I am in no doubt at 

all that I will return. 
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I've lost track of who knows about this 

little incident and who doesn't so I 

thought I'd just let everyone know that 

yes, I did break my ankle / leg on 

Saturday in France and I did come 

home a day late, purely because they 

didn't want me to fly 24 hours after 

suffering the break as the pressure 

differences could cause bad swelling. 

The nice French doctors prescribed 

enough painkillers to stun a rhinoceros 

so it was nowhere near as painful as 

his description of the injury sounds! In 

fact I'm pretty much numb from the 

neck down (having been numb from 

the neck up for years...) Went to 

hospital on my return yesterday and 

unfortunately the French x-rays aren't 

clear enough for a full diagnosis of the 

damage (like where the bit that came 

off has gone). They tried x-raying it 

through the cast but that was no 

clearer, so I'm off to hospital again this 

afternoon for them to take the cast off 

and have a proper prod round (he 

actually said 'get inside it for a good 

look round' but fortunately meant the 

cast, not the leg! I think...) Thanks for 

the good wishes I've received from 

those who have found out  about the 

accident and I'd like to thank Tim & 

Olivier for helping me down to the  

road and to Sara for putting her  

battered and bloodied feet (received 

from her first big mountain route the 

day before) through more pain by 

driving me to and from hospital and to 

Beth and Nichole for coming to the 

hospital to provide moral support,  

translation services and the occasional 

shoulder to lean on (especially before 

I'd got the crutches). And the one thing 

we should all learn from this is - that 

Simon is bloody heavy!

Here's his account anyway

Well - its like this!

I was descending from a really nice 6b 

slab and Kevin was belaying/catching 

me.

I fell about 4m on top of Kev and he 

caught me. A place in the England 

cricket team beckons I think!! 

Unfortunately his ankle ended up 

underneath me and it twisted a little 

too much. The bottom of the  Fibula at 

one side snapped off. 

BMC insurance is the best. 

He's at home at the moment, so some 

emails regarding his excellent catching 

skills are probably in order. 
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A Massive thank you to everyone who 

sponsored me for the Great North Run 

I'm sure most of you have heard by 

now (I was a bit over excited 

yesterday and sent zillions of texts!), 

but in case anyone missed it, I crossed 

the finish line in a time of 2 hours 29 

minutes and 49 seconds. For someone 

who doesn't run I was well 

chuffed.  And my knee only hurt from 

mile 3!  Luckily it was only REALLY 

painful for the last mile, which there 

was no way I was walking.  (Did do a 

spot of walking in the middle, but 

don't tell Sara!). 

But I couldn't have done it without all 

the support and sponsorship to give 

me an incentive.  To those that 

sponsored me it really is appreciated 

and helped me keep going through the 

pain (which hasn't gone yet...) 

__________ 

In echo of Beth - who was more 

awake than me last night and able to 

write an email first! A HUGE 

THANK-YOU to everyone who 

sponsored us for the Great North Run.  

For those of you who Beth and I didn't 

manage to text in an adrenaline rushed 

and over excited state on Sunday! We 

finished not only finished in one piece 

but are very proud of our times. I  

crossed the finish line in a time of 2  

hours and 47 seconds putting in me in 

the top 10,000 on the day :O) 

  And a HUGE WELL DONE is well 

and truly deserved by Beth who 

managed the run in less than 2 hours 

and 30 minutes, running on a very 

painful and unreliable knee and 

completely surpassing all her self 

expectations. She is 100% the best 

friend and running partner I could 

have asked for. 

  The atmosphere on the day was 

absolutely amazing, and the crowds of 

people in Newcastle offering support, 

ice lollies, home baking, and showers 

with hose-pipes at the side of the road 

were truly inspiring - as were the 

50,000 other participants all doing it 

for hundreds of charities around the 

UK.

  Running in a race as crowded as the 

Great North Run, and as a first time 

ever competitor, I could never have 

hoped to manage such a good time and 

I know I couldn't have done it without 

all the support and sponsorship from 

you all to give me an incentive to 

keep training. (Not least from my 

Mother who set me the 2 hour target! 

I'm sure I'll be thankful once my legs 

stop hurting! (grin). So to everyone 

who sponsored me it really is 

appreciated and Thank You for 

helping me to make that final push for 

the line. 

Great North Run 
Beth and Sara 
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As the publisher of Take-In and a 

regular down at the Wall, I can’t help 

but notice how digital photography is 

becoming more and more popular. Now 

I am no expert on photography, but, I 

have been taking pictures since I was 

15 and working in the printing industry 

since the same age, I think, gives me 

the credentials to be able to spot a half 

descent snap if I see one.

  So what! I hear you cry. Well one 

thing that I have noticed is how the 

good old ‘snap’ has virtually 

disappeared, and that was half the fun! 

We use to sit around in a group in the 

bar and pass the snaps round, showing 

them off to all and sundry and anyone 

else who happened to get in the way, 

our latest efforts at capturing that all 

important move on that never to be 

forgotten route, ‘the name of which 

escapes me’, while anyone else who 

was present at the time regaled to the 

rest  how they tackled the crux pitch.  

  Now days, it seems that we merrily 

take our cameras on location, whether 

it’s the crag, hills or the beach, click a 

few snaps and if you’re lucky, a few 

will make it onto a crap piece of paper, 

be taken out of an envelope, shown to a 

few and then what happens to them? 

Probably filed away in the big green 

wheelie bin, while the rest don’t make it 

off the hard drive! 

  Now the advent of digital photography 

has numerous advantages, one of which 

is, providing you have a large enough 

memory card in your camera, you can 

afford to literally ‘click away’. Digital 

memory is reasonably cheap nowadays 

and even cheaper if you get it from the 

net. So the more pictures you take the 

better chance you will have of capturing 

that special one!

  This year I spent my summer hols 

getting a tan on a beach in sunny 

Majorca, ‘bloody heaven it was’! This 

gave me the opportunity to really get to 

know and explore how my camera 

worked. Consequently I came home 

with nearly 600 photo’s. My wife said it 

would be nice if we could have some 

printed off! After a bit of work I had 

put 100 of them back onto the digital 

memory card ready to be taken to one 

of the high street stores that advertise 

there services for digital printing.  
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(Slightly technical bit) Now I do like to 

play with photo’s, so I opened each 

photo up in ‘Photoshop’ and altered 

each one to what I thought was a slight 

improvement. I must stress though that 

‘I did not have to do this’. I chose the 

hour service at Jessops and after some 

help from the nice assistant, I went back 

an hour later to collect my 100 piccy's 

which cost me just short of £15. I must 

admit I was a bit sceptical as to what 

sort of quality I was going to get, but I 

was gob smacked! The average Joe 

punter will not tell them from good old 

fashioned film prints, and I was a happy 

bunny! 

  You can of course print your own out 

on good quality photo paper using a 

relatively cheap inkjet printer, some of 

which give remarkable results, as good 

as the high street stores, but for larger 

quantities they can not compete on price.  

  Now, mine were snaps of my holiday 

and are of no interest to anyone else, but 

I say this to you all. Think about all 

those photo’s you have stored on your 

hard drives, and if you are bored one 

cold winters evening, sort through them 

and try putting a few back onto your 

memory card and taking them into 

somewhere like Jessops. (They currently 

charge £4.99 for 50 6x4 prints on the 

overnight service or slightly more if you 

can’t wait that long.) Then why not 

bring em down to the wall and bore the 

pants off us all. After all, it’s a bit of 

phun and it will make us all smile ! 

(Remember the photo comp is looming 

on December 4th. 7pm, in the bar.)

There are a few members in the club 

who have far more technical knowledge 

on photography than I do, so if anyone 

wants any free impartial advice before 

committing themselves to this interest, 

or just needs some technical advice, 

please ask around. 



Uploading photos to the web site
By Kevin Trickey 

A few people I’ve spoken to seem to be unclear as to what you need to do to 

upload photos to the web site. If that applies to you, the contents of this article 

should go some way to demystify the process for you and hopefully we’ll see a 

surge in photo submissions as a result. 

What this article definitely isn’t is a tutorial on digital image manipulation (or 

‘Photoshopping’) I’ll show the techniques needed to get a well sized, sharp image 

uploaded to the web site. I’d highly recommend a book on digital processing of 

images as the vast majority of digital images, whether scanned or from a digital 

camera, benefit from some form of post processing work. 

The main requirements are for uploading photos to the web site are: 

Files must be in JPEG format. 

They must not exceed 200kb in size. 

They must not be more than 800 pixels wide. 

I’ll be using Adobe Photoshop Elements 3.0 to 

illustrate the steps involved. The menu options 

I use are the same in Elements 2.0 which is a 

popular choice for companies to bundle with 

their cameras. I believe that the menu structure 

in the full blown Photoshop package is the 

same but it’s way too expensive for me to 

confirm that! 

Even if you don’t have Elements the features 

being used here are very basic and most image 

editing software should have similar features 

although you may have to dig around the 

menus or the program’s help system to find 

them. If you have a digital camera you almost 

certainly have something that will do the job. 

To illustrate this article, I’ll be using this 

photo taken of Beth Rawson on a trip to 

Fontainebleau at Easter this year. 

Take in! -  The Peterborough Mountaineering Club Newsletter                                                               



My original image is a 100MB file containing an image of 4712 x 7328 pixels 

(that’s 34.9 million pixels) scanned from an original slide. This file size is much 

larger than any of the current generation of digital cameras can produce so the 

techniques outlined here should be valid for a few years to come. The files 

produced by each stage of the process are available for viewing at http://

www.peterboroughmc.org.uk/PhotoExamples and are indicated in the heading of 

each step below. The starting image for the exercise is called Beth_Original.tif. Be 

careful when deciding to download this one as it’s a biggy. 

Step 1 - Resize your photograph. (Example: Beth_Resize.tif) 

An 800x600 pixel image only contains 480,000 pixels. Most modern digital 

cameras provide images with between 4 and 7 million pixels (megapixels) and my 

example photo contains 34.9 million. Fortunately fitting this quart into the web pint 

pot is relatively straightforward. Here’s how you do it in Elements. 

Load your photo 

Select the Image menu 

Select the resize menu 

Select Image Size 

You’ll see the following box 
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Make sure all 3 check boxes at the bottom are ticked, the resample type is Bi-Cubic 

and now change the number of pixels (the top two entries). The easiest way to do 

this is to change the longest side to 800. In this case, since my example photo is in 

portrait format I’ve changed the height to 800. If the width were the longest side 

(landscape format) I’d put 800 into the width field. 

Once you’ve done this, the other dimension should change automatically (note that 

in this example, to avoid distorting the photo the width has not been set to 600 but 

514 – this is normal and to be expected, the software works this out for you). 

Clicking OK will resize your photo. Easy – but is it ready to upload yet? Probably 

not.

Step 3 – Sharpen your photo (Example: Beth_Sharp.tif) 

Even an image straight from a digital camera (or scanner) probably won’t be as 

sharp as it could be due to the nature of the technology used to capture the images. 

This all due to the way the technology works and is a trait of all digital cameras 

and manifests itself as a subtle soft focus effect. This is great for flattering 

portraiture but not so great for that stunning alpine landscape. It’s not necessarily a 

bad thing, but it may not be obvious until it’s pointed out. Resizing will make the 

picture even softer. In the above step I’ve removed 98.6% of the pixels in my 

image – I still think it’s amazing I have any recognizable image left at all! 

To sharpen the image up, we’ll use a 

tool called, rather confusingly, the 

unsharp mask. In Elements you need to 

select Filter | Sharpening | Unsharp 

mask. You will see a box similar to this 

one.
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Unfortunately there are no hard and fast rules on what to set these numbers to. A 

good starting point for an image of this size is to set the Amount to a value 

between 50 and 100, the Radius to between 0.5 and 1 and the Threshold to 0 and 

then experiment. Overdoing it can ruin a photo, making look it look horribly 

artificial, so be careful. 

Step 4 – Save your jpeg (Example: Beth_Web.jpg) 

OK, now we are in a position to save the image. As mentioned before we need to 

save this as a jpeg. Why jpeg? Jpeg tends to produce the smallest file size. There is 

a cost to the efficiency of jpeg images though and that is that in order to compress 

the size of the files as much as it does, the JPEG algorithm actually discards image 

information which it calculates isn’t needed (in much the same way that creating 

an mp3 from a CD discards information that is supposed to be beyond human 

hearing.) For editing and archiving it’s preferable to use a ‘non-lossy’ format like 

TIFF. This is why none of the demo files so far have been jpegs. 

If you have Photoshop Elements the next stage is very easy, go to File | Save for 

web and you’ll see a window like this one.  
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You can now tweak the settings on the right hand side until the file size shown at 

the bottom (ringed) is less than 200kb. 

If your graphics package doesn’t have a similar page, I’m afraid you’ll have to 

resort to trial and error – save the file as a jpeg then use explorer to check the file 

size. If it’s more than 200kb either reduce the quality setting which will normally 

be available from an options button in the save as window or resize the image. 

You now have a jpeg file of under 200kb and can move onto 

Step 5 Uploading 

This is the really easy bit. Go to the website (http://www.peterboroughmc.org.uk) 

and log in (contact webmaster@peterboroughmc.org.uk if you don’t have a user id 

or have forgotten your password). 

Now select upload photo. You’ll see this screen.  
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The Filename can be typed, or more easily, click the browse button to display a file 

open dialog so that you can find your jpeg on your hard drive. Click on open when 

you’ve found and selected your jpeg. 

Select a category – most categories in the dropdown should be self explanatory. The 50 

years category is still active and any photos you have of last year’s festivities or older 

photos of meets and members from the past can be uploaded here. 

Description is the title that will be displayed with the photo. 

Copyright should be the copyright holder of the photo. This will normally be your own 

name but if it’s a picture owned by someone else please credit them correctly. 

Location – where the photo was taken, obviously… 

Route name – the name of the route (if applicable) in the photo. 

Now click upload and, all being well, the screen will refresh with some additional 

information at the bottom indicating that the photo has uploaded correctly.  
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You can confirm that the photo has been added successfully by clicking on the 

gallery menu item and the title of your photo should appear in the list of recent 

photos on the right. 

Here’s the final image as it appears in the gallery. You can see it for yourself at 

http://www.peterboroughmc.org.uk/Gallery.aspx?View=248

Hopefully this article will have been of use to some people. I’d really like to see far 

more photos being uploaded to the web site as a showcase for how active the 

members of the club are. The club claims no rights of images uploaded, the 

copyright remains with the original holder and we will remove any images you’ve 

uploaded but no longer want on the site. We have several gigabytes of web space 

waiting to be used so please use it.  
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Paul Rowlands
Presents

Sunday 4th December   

7pm

Town Club Bar 

‘Buffet available’  

Contact Paul for further details on 07729 072911  
 email pkr37@ntlworld.com
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...Sung to the tune of wonderful 

wonderful Copenhagen, and played by 

a genuine German Umpa band -

complete with Lederhosen & foaming 

beer.

  Just to give you an idea of what I 

thought of this special part of Bavaria. 

It was certainly a very beautiful, 

unspoilt place. In fact the roughest part 

we saw was the runway at Altenburg 

(Ex military) airport. Luckily the pilot 

warned us that a bumpy landing was 

imminent, and he wasn't wrong! We 

landed about midday, and the place was 

steaming - about 31 degrees. We (the 

ten of us) bundled ourselves into our 

three hire cars, air conditioning full on 

(pity it didn't reach the back seat of our 

Renault Scenic.) 

  Also travelling on our plane were a 

bunch of Rock Stars, who had seen 

better days - their luggage indicated 

them to be "Slade" - and apparently 

they were (minus Noddy Holder). They 

certainly looked a bit tatty (so I didn't 

bother getting their autographs.) 

  After a drive of about two & a half 

hours, we arrived at Pottenstein, and 

went straight to a camp site 

recommended by Colin - it turned out to 

be much cheaper than quoted on the 

phone, so we made it our home for the 

week. It was a beautiful site, by a fast 

flowing river full of fish, and 

surrounded by crags on three sides, 

complete with a very noisy family of 

Peregrine falcons, which were amazing 

Take in! -  The Peterborough Mountaineering Club Newsletter                                                               

Wunderbar Wunderbar Frankenjura! 
By Lin Marsh 



to watch feeding in the air. It also had a 

very decent restaurant, whose owners 

didn't seem to mind the ten of us 

playing first dice ( and you know that 

can get a bit noisy) then a very strange 

card game called S**t Head - my only 

regret is I didn't learn the game until the 

last night - I could have quite taken to 

it.

  The first day's climbing at 

Leupoldsteiner Wand area was really 

good (in fact the best day for me). It 

was a small sheltered crag two minutes 

from the road with enough lower grade 

climbs to keep us busy for the day. It 

was soon evident that the term 'bolted' 

should be taken very loosely, especially 

in the lower grade climbs. Often there 

were only two bolts, the first being two 

thirds up the climb (if you were lucky) - 

some climbs had no bolts at all, except 

a ring to lower off. 

  I decided that to get my head right, it 

was best to think of the routes as trad, 

with one of two convenient bolts if you 

were lucky. 

Second day and after much discussion 

we went to Franken 1 Kreuzstein area, 

which  among other climbs had a big 28 

meter tower (called Nordris, about 

severe) but not many bolts. It was a 

fantastic climb, (Simon must have 

thought so, cos he led it four times to 

bring up the rest of us.) I understand 

there was a photo of him peeing off the 

top (trust him to bring down the tone!) 

But don't worry, Simon, we couldn't see 

a thing (despite much enlargement!) 

Pleasant enough area, in a wood, with 

spectacular views. Poor Moira managed 

to twist her ankle, so that put a stop to 

her climbing. 



Next day we went to an area in a rather 

gloomy wood - some climbs were a bit 

green, but we managed to find things to 

do, ending up a very nice flake climb 

which I had spotted, lovely. I think 

Beth, myself and Jez led it. Had an 

interesting top out, which we all did in 

different ways.

  It was a real scorcher of a day, & on 

the way home we passed a small village 

which had some sort of a fete 

happening, so we went and bought 

ourselves Bratwursts & chips and sat in 

the crowded marquee quaffing lager 

and listening to the full repertoire of 

music (?) played by the local Oompah 

band. (Well, I think they were meant to 

be different tunes, but it was pretty hard 

to distinguish one from another.) Still, 

very enjoyable, and I managed to get 

Moira's piccy taken between two hefty, 

leather shorted giants (she said the 

picture was for her Dad - pull the other 

one Moira!!) 

  Wednesday, and it was decided to go 

and visit Bamburg (famous historical 

city) where Zoe was meeting a friend. 

We did the touristy bit for the day, 

visiting a cathedral, rose gardens etc. 

and got back for the evening. 

  Next day the weather took a turn for 

the worst, and some of us went to a 

smart new climbing wall, whilst the 

others went canoeing. (see piccy of 

Beth & Jez doing some technical 

maneuvers (or did they just capsize?) 

  That night from about 11.pm we had 

the most spectacular (and slightly 

scary) storm I've ever seen, with 

torrential rain which went on for hours. 

At one point I was lying in my sleeping 

bag, and put my hand out on the ground 

sheet to feel about 4 inches of water 

under the tent. I immediately imagined 

the whole camp site would be washed 

away, but we stayed dry-ish and the 

storm eventually abated. 

  Friday the weather was still a bit 

unreliable, and the climbing areas 

remained very damp, so back we went 

to the state of the art climbing wall. OK 

I suppose, but not the real thing. We 

also had a trip to Pottenstein Castle, 

which was right on top of the hill, and 

quite impressive. 

  Up very early Saturday morning, wet 

tents packed away (everything seemed 

much bulkier than on arrival!) and off 

we went. No hiccups at the airport 

except Nig had a corkscrew/knife 

confiscated, which I had inadvertently 
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left in his coat pocket (so I got ticked 

off for that) – apart from that they were 

very laid back, even allowing Zoe and 

Mick to split the weight allowance 

between them. 

And I must of course mention Simon 

GB's great triumph, becoming the 

undisputed (who would bother!!!) 

champion of Pitch & Putt – certainly in 

Germany, but possibly in the whole 

world!

  We also discovered that Nig appears 

to be a Tic-Magnet (which at least 

keeps them off the rest of us.) The first 

two were in accessible places, and were 

dealt with by the kind lady at the camp 

shop. (The last was in a slightly more 

delicate area, and was dealt with by me 

in the disabled loo) – and I was amazed 

to see it waddle off when I pulled it out. 

That was until I trod on it.) YUK. 

  So, to sum up, it was a lovely area, 

well worth another visit (‘cos I've 

bought the guide book!) but could have 

done with more climbing. So I'll be 

going again sometime.



Guess the route ? 

Last issue’s ‘‘Guess the route’’ was ? 

‘Flying Buttress’ at Stanage. 

Here’s another:

Start at the right toe of the 

buttress and after a couple 

of moves follow a horizontal 

traverse crack out to the 

left. Pull up on the suspect 

perched ‘boulder’ with care 

then finish up the centre of 

the wall trending slightly 

rightwards. A 2* VS 4b 

Last issues “Which route am I on” 

was: Paul R on ‘Topsail’ VS 4c at Birchen. 

Which route am I on ?
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Where are we ? 
Last issue we were looking across towards ‘The Grande Jorasses’ from 

The Aiguille du Midi. Try this one. An unusual view of a famous 

mountain. Scanned from the original photo, No manipulation at all. 
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Once upon a time this via Feratta route 

was supposed to be the hardest in 

France. I think it has been superseded 

recently but it is still ‘ard. About 10 of 

us gathered to do it. We were a strange 

mixture of PMC members and CAF 

members brought together by the 

French exchange agreement. We were 

all geared up with Zypers; friction 

devices and helmets ready to start when 

we discovered you have to PAY to do 

this one and what was worse we had 

arrived just as the office and entrance 

were closing. 

The French girls charmed our entrance 

and even negotiated a discount; vive le 

entente cordial. 

A very short walk took us into the 

gorge and then we started on the 

traverse of the sheer walls. Despite our 

numbers we moved swiftly, mostly 

horizontally, just a few metres above 

the torrent.  Then we were faced with a 

steep climb up Stemples (huge staples 

resined into the rock) to reach the first  

of three rope bridges 

across the gorge. It 

was now that we 

became acutely aware 

of the howling gale 

blowing through the 

gorge. The bridge 

swayed, some of its 

planks were missing, 

gripping stuff. We 

staggered, wide legged across the gap. 

The pattern of climbing repeated itself 

on the other side of the gorge. First a 

horizontal section followed by a steep 

vertical section leading to the second 

bridge across taking us back to the 

original side but now about 50m above 

the river and into an even stronger blast 

of wind.

Just then we heard a scream and we all 

looked up to the third bridge way above 

us to  see a youngster had fallen off  

and was dangling on his gear. His two 

mates were struggling to haul him in. 

Not all of the route is aided. Quite often 

there was nothing but the wire and we 

were forced to rock climb but progress 

was still very quick and we arrived at 

the final bridge about 100m up from the 

river. . 



This was the most interesting 

(intimidating) one of the three. Firstly it 

was swaying violently and secondly the 

safety wire seemed very high up off the 

deck. I thought of the kid that had fallen 

off this one as I wobbled my way 

across. The worst bit was leaning 

heavily on one side of the bridge to 

stretch up and clip the safety wire. 

Sara had admitted to not having a head 

for heights (surprising considering her 

previous exploits) so we all watched 

intently as she stepped on to the bridge. 

She began the crossing but it soon 

became apparent that she could not 

reach the safety line 

to clip it. The only 

way she could clip 

the wire was to wait 

until the bridge 

swayed up 

sufficiently violently 

to bounce her up so 

she could reach it. 

She had to repeat 

this feat 5 or 6 times to get across. We 

all cheered and applauded when her 

beaming face arrived. 

There was an alternative way across 

namely a Tyrolean Traverse on pulleys. 

This looked really exciting but it cost 

€30 and was closed anyway. That was 

it, finished, easy peasy really but a good 

buzz.

Clive Osborne.

And Beth Rawson, Sara Christie, Kevin 

Trickey, Tim Armes, Kevin Yallup, 

Simon Gough-Brown,  Mat Green, 

Mick Brunton, plus our French friends



S
aturday morning myself and Dave 

woke up to a beautiful sunny sky. 

After eating breakfast we drove down 

to Buxton to get a climbing guide (we 

weren’t very well prepared). With this 

in our hand we were ready to conquer 

the Roaches.  

  The first climb of the day was ‘Black 

Velvet’ (HVD 4a), which was a nice 

easy start, we later climbed ‘Hollybush 

Crack’ (S 4a), ‘Technical Slab’ (HS 

4a), ‘Central route’ (VS 4b) and 

‘Kelly’s shelf’ (S 4a).  

  Feeling happy with what we had 

climbed, I thought that was it for the 

day. However Daniel Flatt then decided 

he wanted to lead the ‘Sloth’ (HVS 5a), 

no one else wanted to second it, so me 

in my wisdom volunteered for it. Dan 

climbed really well and managed a nice 

clean lead. And now it was my turn, 

and I had to make sure his Dad didn’t 

lose any gear. The first bit was nice and 

easy, it then however came to the 

overhang, as I hung there, all I could 

think was s**t! Somehow I managed to 

do it and I have to say it was an 

awesome climb.  

  After the Sloth we went down to the 

pub. There we had a great meal to end 

the day, where we talked about the 

climbs of the day. The ‘Sloth’ being the 

main subject. 

  The next day we went to climb at the 

lower tier; there we managed to bag a 

couple of good climbs the ‘Pincer’ 

being one of them (VS 5a). By about 4 

O’clock we were heading home. It was 

a brilliant weekend, I would 

recommend it to anyone and I am really 

looking forward to my next visit.  
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The Roaches
By Luke Williams 



A Grand day out  

Was had by Family and friends, who came from all over the country and 

France, to gather inside the magnificent Crowland Abbey to celebrate the 

marriage of  Mr. David Bolton-Knight and Miss Rebecca Gibson. DBK 

and Becs have been members of the PMC for several years and finally tied 

the knot, on Friday 23rd September, although we are not sure if it was a 

bowline or a clove hitch. It was a traditional ceremony followed by a 

reception at Orton Hall in Peterborough, attended by around 100 guests, 

and followed by an evening reception. PMC members were there in Force 

as That ‘cheeky chappie’ Matt Andrews was Dave’s best Man, Tom Hyde 

did the photo’s and Jack Rowlands shot some video footage, supported by 

a strong cast of many others. The happy couple are spending their 

honeymoon trekking in the Himalayas including ‘Everest base camp’ and 

hopefully climbing some pretty big bumps. We wish them all the luck in 

their future together.
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New Via Ferrata Kit 

Following  the recent interest in members 

cruising up and down Via Ferratas, the 

club has invested in two of the latest Via 

Ferrata kits from Petzel, for it’s library.  

The Zyper Vertigo is the latest safety kit 

for Via Ferratas and can be hired/

borrowed by members. The PMC’s library 

of kit for hire is kept at the Wall and 

includes books, maps, crampons, axes and 

much more. If you think that the club 

could do with a piece of kit to hire out 

please get in touch with the club secretary 

Mat Green. 

There weren’t that many of us up there 

this month.  We were a mix of walkers 

and climbers, so as the morn brought 

mist and rain I buggered off to 

Holyhead with Jonny, Luke and Simon.  

We got them leading, so in the 

afternoon we headed off to Slate with a 

brief stop off to relieve bladders.  We 

met up with Nick at the cottage.  He 

himself had been off doing something 

or other, can’t be sure of what though!  

Some of the others had also been out 

doing something or other, as well.  In 

the evening we all sat down for some 

food and drinks before going to bed.  

What a great day! 

Luke fell off a slate route.  Simon told 

his mum about it. ‘Dude, best not to 

your tell parents about your bro taking a 

whipper’. I led an E25b with a run out 

larger than life itself!  The flake from ¾ 

height was missing as was the gear and 

the top was running with water!!  Ooh 

Sir, slate in the wet sir.  Ooh.  With an 

impending 26m fall!!!  Ooh Sir.  Suits 

you sir.  Did it though and without 

crying or asking for a top rope. (Is Mat 

having a dig at someone here? Ed)

On Sunday we all went off to do some 

more things and then drove home.   

Isn’t Wales great, I can’t wait for next 

months adventure.

August Hut Meet
By Mat Green 



For the 

NML Work Meet 
11-12th March 2006 

To help with some of the repairs and building work
Jobs to be done include:- 

Repairing the coping to cottage gable end 
Replacing ladies toilet heater 

Building a secure store for bikes

If enough members turn up we will probably finish the work  
in one day and be free to play on the Sunday

For further details contact Clive on 01733 560303 or 07803 726664 

Please try to come along and help
Remember there is a Contribution towards fuel cost and FREE accommodation! 

YOUR COTTAGE NEEDS YOU! 
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Mick’s Meets
Summer disappears over the horizon and with it winter looms large.  The 

calendar thus far this year has been interesting with a variety of meets on 

offer; however my thoughts are now turning to the winter season and the 

hunt for good conditions.  The long range forecast from the met is for a 

cold dry winter.  If so it should be a good one.  I mean I don’t want much,  

just a freezing level of 200m would be nice for a week before and during 

the time I’m anywhere near a large mountain in Scotland or Wales.

The usual culprits loom large on the calendar with hut meets a plenty; 

however we have managed to book the Mac Kintyre hut in Glencoe for 5 

nights in February.  Sara Christie has volunteered to lead a Spain meet in 

March and Moira Johnston has managed to convince a friend that the 

PMC can descend on her pension in Slovenia for a weekend of skiing and 

climbing in January.  Articles to follow I’m sure. 

I’m also looking to arrange a winter skills weekend for interested 

individuals probably in January by making use of the Plas-y-Brenin 

instructor base.  Hopefully we will be able to book an instructor for a day 

or two day session to coincide with a hut meet in order to allow those 

individuals who want to, to brush up on their basic winter skills.  Details 

for this will follow so please keep an eye on the website and the notice 

board at the wall for more info as places will be limited.  Individual 

members have also asked for a leader placed protection weekend.  Again 

info to follow but this will hopefully take place in April or May and be 

centered again on instruction from the National Outdoor Centre.       

Finally my thanks to all of you who have given up your time to organize 

and run the meets. 

Mick
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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:     /      /20______     
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Nov 19/20             Wales hut meet - Chilli Bash 
                             Meet leader: Beth Rawson                             Tel: 01142 749811 
Dec 4                    Multi media show & photo comp 
                             Meet leader: Paul Rowlands                          Tel: 07729 072911 
Dec 17/18             Christmas hut meet 
                             Meet leader: Moira Johnston                         Tel: 07832 366005 
Jan 21/22             Wales Winter hut meet 
                             Meet leader: Mick Brunton                             Tel: 07961 817008 
Jan 27-30             Lake Bohinj -  Slovenia 
                             Meet leader Moira Johnston                          Tel: 07832 366005 
Feb 4-8                Scotland - Glencoe 
                             Meet leader: Mick Brunton                             Tel: 07961 817008 
Feb 18/19             Wales hut meet  
                             Meet leader: Rob Pontefract                          Tel: 01780 480198 
Feb 26                  PCW Bouldering competition 
                             Meet leader: Clive Osborne                           Tel: 01733 560303 
Mar 18/19             Wales hut meet 
                             Meet leader: Matt Andrews                            Tel: 01773 822845 
Mar 25-1 April      Sun Rock 
                             Meet leader: Sara Christie                             Tel: 01785 615954 
April 15/16            Wales hut meet 
                             Meet leader: Kate Mulholland                        Tel:  
April 28-1 May      Fontainebleau  
                             Meet leader: Alice Dagg                                 Tel: 0161 432 5457 
May 20/21            Novices meet 
                             Meet leader: TBA                                           Tel: 
May 27-29            Forest of Dean 
                             Meet leader: John Darling                              Tel: 07708 924603 
June 17/18           Presidents BBQ 
                             Meet leader: Clive Osborne                           Tel: 01733 560303 

          

DATES FOR YOUR DIARY 

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 Moira Johnston. editor@peterboroughmc.org.uk

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

For details of events without contacts, please see the Wall notice board nearer the date 


